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    For every good girl who secretly dreams of being completely ruined by a stranger this Easter.

      

    




Content Warning

This book is intended for adult readers 18 years and older only.

It contains explicit sexual content including:

	Breeding and impregnation kink

	Consensual rough sex

	Size difference

	Dominant male / submissive female dynamic

	Multiple creampies

	Strong dirty talk and possessiveness


All acts are fully consensual between the characters.
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Ava

I booked the experience on a complete whim.

After another exhausting month of deadlines and empty nights, the luxury “Private Easter Bunny Experience” popped up on my screen and looked like the perfect silly escape. A weekend at a secluded cabin, a professional actor in a full bunny costume, some light roleplay, chocolate eggs, and zero expectations. I told myself it would be funny. Harmless. Something to laugh about later.

Now, standing on the wooden porch with my overnight bag at my feet, I am starting to wonder if I have lost my mind.

The cabin is beautiful. Soft pastel string lights glow along the railing. A woven basket of colorful eggs sits beside the front door. The air smells like pine and warm chocolate. Everything feels too perfect, too quiet.

The older host who greeted me was polite and professional. He handed me the key, smiled warmly, and said, “The Easter Bunny will arrive shortly. He takes his role very seriously. Enjoy your weekend,” before driving away and leaving me completely alone.

I step inside and close the door behind me. The living room is cozy and inviting. A fire crackles in the large stone fireplace. A tray of fresh strawberries and champagne waits on the coffee table. Next to it is a small cream envelope with my name written in elegant handwriting.

I open it.

“Relax, little bunny. The game begins when I arrive. Follow every rule and you will be rewarded.”

My stomach flips.

I carry my bag into the bedroom. Laid out on the bed is a silky white dress and a pair of soft bunny ears. The dress is shorter than I expected and clings to every curve when I slip it on. I stand in front of the mirror and adjust the ears. I look ridiculous. I also look... sexy. My cheeks heat up. I can’t believe I am actually doing this.

A firm knock echoes through the cabin.

My heart slams against my ribs.

I walk back to the living room on shaky legs and open the door.

The man standing on the porch is huge. Tall, broad-shouldered, and powerfully built. He wears a realistic bunny mask that covers his entire face, soft brown fur, long upright ears, and a perfectly tailored suit that stretches across his chest and thick arms. He fills the entire doorway.

His voice is low, calm, and deep enough to settle somewhere low in my belly.

“Good evening, little bunny.”

He steps inside without waiting for an invitation and closes the door behind him with a quiet click. The mask makes it impossible to read his expression, but I can feel the weight of his gaze moving slowly over my body in the silky dress.

“You look exactly as I hoped,” he says.

I swallow hard and manage to answer, “Thank you.”

He walks past me into the living room and picks up the small golden basket from the coffee table. Inside are several shiny golden eggs.

“Tonight we start simple,” he tells me. “I will hide these eggs around the cabin. You will search for them on your hands and knees. Every egg you find earns you a reward. Every egg you miss earns you a small punishment. Do you understand the game?”

My face burns. I nod, then remember he wants words.

“Yes,” I whisper.

He turns and begins hiding the eggs with calm confidence. One disappears behind the curtain. Another slips under the sofa cushion. A third goes between two books on the shelf. Every movement shows how strong he is under that suit.

When he finishes he returns to stand directly in front of me.

“You have ten minutes,” he says. “Begin.”

I drop to my knees on the soft rug. The dress rides high up my thighs as I crawl forward. I can feel his eyes on me the entire time. My hands tremble a little when I reach under the sofa and find the first egg. I hold it up.

“One,” he says, voice warm with approval. “Good girl.”

I keep crawling, searching every corner. Each time I pass him his hand brushes my thigh or my lower back. The touches are light but deliberate. Heat rushes through me with every single one.

By the time I find the last egg I am flushed and breathing faster than I should be. I sit back on my heels and show him the final golden egg.

He takes it from my hand and places it in the basket with the others. Then he looks down at me for a long moment.

“You did very well,” he says. “Now it is time for the rules of the weekend.”

He offers me his hand and helps me stand. Even in my heels I only reach his chest. He keeps hold of my hand as he speaks.

“Rule one. You will call me Sir for the rest of the weekend unless I tell you otherwise. Rule two. You will obey every command without hesitation. Rule three. You won’t remove my mask under any circumstances. Rule four. You won’t leave the cabin until I say the weekend is over. Do you accept these rules?”

I stare up at the mask. My pulse is racing. I know I can still walk away.

But I don’t want to.

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper.

He squeezes my hand once.

“Good girl,” he says softly. “Then the real game begins now.”
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Elias

The second she whispered “Yes, Sir,” heat shot straight to my cock.

I had watched every second of her crawling around the cabin on her knees, that silky white dress riding higher with every move, her ass swaying as she reached under furniture and stretched for the eggs. She had no idea how hard I was getting behind the mask. I had to fight the urge to bend her over right then and bury myself inside her. But I wanted her aching first. I wanted her dripping and desperate before I gave her what she really came here for.

“Good girl,” I said, keeping my voice low and steady. I took her hand and helped her stand, letting my fingers linger on her wrist so she could feel how warm my skin was under the glove. She was breathing faster now. I could see the flush on her chest and the way her nipples pressed against the thin dress. Perfect.

I stepped closer until her breasts brushed my chest. “You accepted the rules so sweetly. That makes me want to reward you.” I slid one hand down her side and cupped her ass, squeezing gently. “But rewards come after you earn them.”

I guided her to the big armchair by the fireplace and sat down, pulling her onto my lap so she straddled one of my thighs. The heat between her legs pressed right against the hard muscle there. I kept one arm around her waist to hold her in place and used the other hand to trace slow circles on her bare thigh, inching higher under the hem of the dress.

“Feel how hard you make me already?” I murmured against her ear. “That’s all for you, little bunny. Every thick inch.”

She shivered. I smiled behind the mask and kept stroking her thigh, getting closer to where she was already soaked but never quite touching. I wanted her to squirm.

“Tonight you are going to learn exactly how I like my good girls,” I told her. “You will sit here and rock those pretty hips against my thigh while I tell you what I plan to do to you this weekend. Slow and steady. No rushing. If you do it right, I will let you feel my cock through my pants. If you do it wrong, I will make you wait longer.”

I squeezed her hip and started guiding her into a slow rhythm. “Start now. Show me how badly you want to be my good little bunny all weekend.”

She began to move, rolling her hips against my thigh. The soft little sounds she made went straight to my balls. I kept my hand on her, controlling the pace, making sure she felt every inch of pressure exactly where I wanted it.

“You have no idea how many times I am going to fill this pussy before Monday,” I whispered. “But you are going to beg for every single load. And you are going to thank me after each one.”

I leaned in and brushed my masked nose along her neck, inhaling the sweet scent of her skin. She was already trembling on my lap, exactly where I wanted her.

This weekend had only just begun, and I was already addicted to the way she obeyed.
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Ava

I could barely breathe.

Every slow roll of my hips dragged my soaked pussy along the hard muscle of his thigh, and the friction was driving me insane. The silky dress had bunched all the way up around my waist now, leaving nothing between my bare skin and the expensive fabric of his suit pants. I could feel how wet I was getting, how the slick heat was starting to soak through the material under me. My clit throbbed with every single movement he guided me to make.

Elias kept one strong arm locked around my waist, holding me exactly where he wanted me. His other hand rested on my bare thigh, thumb stroking lazy circles that kept inching higher and higher. Every time I rocked forward his fingers brushed closer to where I needed them most, but he never quite touched me there. He was teasing me on purpose, and I was already trembling.

“Keep going, little bunny,” he murmured against my ear, voice so low it vibrated through my chest. “Nice and slow. I want to feel how desperate you’re getting for me.”

I whimpered and obeyed, rolling my hips in the exact rhythm he had set. The pressure against my clit was perfect and maddening at the same time. I could feel the thick ridge of his cock pressing against my other thigh through his pants, hard and heavy and impossible to ignore. Knowing he was this turned on because of me made my stomach tighten with fresh heat.

He slid his hand higher, finally cupping me between my legs. Not pushing inside, just holding me there, letting the heel of his palm press against my swollen clit while I kept rocking.

“So fucking wet already,” he said, almost to himself. “You are dripping all over my thigh like a good little slut who needs to be bred.”

The dirty word sent a fresh rush of arousal through me. I had never been spoken to like this, and it was making my head spin. I rocked a little harder without thinking. His fingers tightened on my hip, forcing me back to the slow pace he wanted.

“Easy,” he warned. “You don’t get to come yet. You only come when I say. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” I gasped.

He rewarded me by sliding one thick finger along my folds, spreading my wetness, then circling my clit with the lightest pressure. The touch was so controlled I wanted to cry. I kept rocking, chasing that tiny bit of friction while his finger teased me mercilessly.

“Look at you,” he said, voice rough with approval. “Straddling a stranger’s leg, bunny ears on your head, begging with your body because you are too shy to use your words yet. So fucking perfect.”

I felt my face burn, but I didn’t stop moving. My nipples were tight and aching against the silky dress. Every slow grind sent sparks up my spine. I was so close already and he had barely touched me properly.

Elias suddenly pulled his hand away. I whimpered at the loss, but he only chuckled softly behind the mask.

“Not yet,” he said. “I want you aching when I finally fuck you. I want you dripping down my cock before I give you your first load.”

He lifted me off his thigh like I weighed nothing and set me on my feet between his spread knees. My legs felt shaky. The dress was a wrinkled mess around my waist and I could feel his cum—no, wait, not yet, just my own wetness—coating my inner thighs.

He reached up and adjusted my bunny ears with both hands, then let his fingers trail down my neck and over my breasts. My nipples tightened even more under his touch.

“Turn around,” he ordered quietly. “Hands on the back of the chair. Bend forward and show me that pretty pussy.”

I turned without hesitation, placed my hands on the top of the armchair, and bent at the waist. The position pushed my ass out toward him and left me completely exposed. Cool air brushed over my soaked folds. I heard him shift behind me, felt the heat of his stare.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Now stay exactly like this while I decide how I want to taste you first.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. I stayed bent over the chair, legs trembling, waiting for whatever he planned to do next. I had never felt so exposed and so wanted in my entire life.

And the weekend had only just begun.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4

[image: ]


Elias

She was bent over the armchair exactly as I had ordered, hands gripping the back, ass pushed out toward me, legs trembling. The silky white dress was bunched around her waist like a useless belt. Her pretty pink pussy glistened under the firelight, already swollen and dripping down her inner thighs. The sight made my cock throb so hard it hurt.

I stood up slowly behind her, letting her feel me tower over her. I ran both hands up the backs of her thighs and spread her wider. She gasped but stayed perfectly still. Good girl.

“Look at this needy little cunt,” I said, voice low. “Already soaked and I have barely touched you.”

I dropped to my knees behind her, gripped her ass with both hands, and spread her open. Then I leaned in and dragged my tongue from her clit all the way up to her tight little hole in one long, slow lick. She cried out and pushed back against my face. I growled and did it again, tasting every inch of her sweetness.

I licked her like I had all the time in the world. Flat, broad strokes over her clit, then pointed flicks, then sucking her swollen nub between my lips until her legs shook. I slid two thick fingers inside her and curled them against that soft spot that made her moan louder. Her walls clamped down on my fingers instantly.

“That’s it,” I murmured against her pussy. “Fuck my fingers while I eat you.”

I pumped my fingers slow and deep while I sucked her clit harder. Her moans turned into desperate little cries. I could feel her getting close already. I pulled my fingers out and replaced them with my tongue, fucking her with it while my thumb rubbed tight circles on her clit.

She was right on the edge. I could taste it.

I stopped completely.

She whimpered in frustration and tried to push back, but I held her hips still.

“Not yet,” I said, standing up behind her again. “You don’t come until my cock is inside you.”

I freed my cock from my pants and rubbed the thick head up and down her soaked slit, coating myself in her wetness. I was so hard the head was already leaking. I pressed forward just enough to nudge inside her entrance, then stopped.

“Beg,” I ordered.

“Please, Elias,” she gasped. “Please fuck me. I need you inside me.”

I pushed in another inch, stretching her, then pulled back out. “Louder. Tell me exactly what you want me to do to this pussy.”

“I want you to breed me,” she begged, voice breaking. “Please, Elias, fill me with your cock and cum. I need it so bad.”

That was all I needed.

I gripped her hips and slammed into her in one hard thrust, burying every thick inch to the hilt. She cried out and clenched around me so tight I almost came right then. I held still for a second, letting her feel how full she was, then started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes.

The sound of my hips slapping against her ass filled the cabin. I reached around and rubbed her clit while I pounded into her.

“Come for me,” I growled. “Come on my cock like the good little bunny you are.”

She shattered almost instantly, her pussy pulsing and milking me as she came hard. I kept fucking her through it, chasing my own release. When I felt my balls draw up tight I slammed deep one last time and unloaded inside her, pumping thick rope after thick rope straight into her womb.

I stayed buried to the hilt, grinding slowly to push every drop as deep as it would go.

When I finally pulled out I watched my cum drip from her swollen pussy and run down her thighs. I scooped some up with two fingers and brought them to her mouth.

“Taste how well I just bred you,” I said.

She licked my fingers clean without hesitation.

I smiled behind the mask and pulled her up into my arms, kissing her deep and slow.

“That was only the beginning,” I whispered against her lips. “I still have two more days to fill this womb until it takes.”

I carried her toward the bedroom, already hard again.

The weekend was far from over.
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Ava

I could still feel Elias pulsing inside me even after he had finished.

My legs were shaking so hard I was grateful he was holding me up. His thick cock stayed buried deep while the last spurts of his cum flooded my womb. I was so full I could feel it leaking out around him, warm and sticky down my thighs. My pussy fluttered around his length, still coming down from the hardest orgasm I had ever had.

Elias kissed the back of my neck softly and slowly pulled out. I whimpered at the sudden emptiness. He turned me around in his arms and lifted me like I weighed nothing, carrying me to the big bed. He laid me down on my back and climbed over me, the mask still in place, his dark eyes watching every inch of my face.

“You did so well,” he murmured. “Took every inch and every drop like you were made for me.”

He kissed me slow and deep, his tongue sliding against mine while his hand gently rubbed my belly. I could feel the slight swell where he had filled me. The thought made me clench again.

He broke the kiss and rested his forehead against mine.

“Stay right here,” he said. “I am going to take care of you.”

He disappeared into the bathroom and came back with a warm, damp cloth. I expected him to hand it to me, but instead he gently wiped between my legs himself, cleaning me tenderly while his fingers brushed over my sensitive clit. The touch was soft, almost reverent. When he was done he tossed the cloth aside and pulled me into his arms so I was curled against his chest.

I traced my fingers over the hard muscles of his stomach, feeling the heat of his skin through the open shirt he still wore. “I have never... felt anything like that,” I whispered.

He chuckled low. “Good. Because I am nowhere near finished with you tonight.”

His hand slid down my back and cupped my ass, pulling me closer until my leg hooked over his hip. His cock was already half-hard again against my stomach. He rocked against me slowly, letting me feel him grow thicker with every lazy thrust of his hips.

“Tell me how it felt when I came inside you,” he said, voice rough.

I hid my face against his neck, cheeks burning. “It felt... hot. And so full. Like you were claiming me.”

He groaned and rolled me onto my back again, settling between my spread thighs. This time he didn’t enter me right away. He rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down my slit, coating himself in the mix of our wetness.

“I am going to claim you again,” he promised. “But slower this time. I want you to feel every single inch while I breed you.”

He pushed inside me in one long, smooth stroke. I gasped at how easily he filled me now, my body already stretched and slick from before. He stayed buried deep and started rocking in slow, deep circles, grinding against my clit with every movement.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and held on. The mask was still on, but I could see the hunger in his eyes. He kept the pace torturously slow, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in to the hilt.

“Feel that?” he whispered. “This pussy is already addicted to my cock. It is sucking me back in every time I try to leave.”

I moaned and dug my nails into his shoulders. He kept fucking me like that for what felt like forever, slow and deep, whispering filthy praise against my ear.

“You are going to take every load I give you this weekend. You are going to leave this cabin with my cum still leaking out of you. And next month when your belly starts to swell, you will remember exactly who put that baby there.”

The words pushed me over the edge again. I came around him, clenching and pulsing, crying out his name. He groaned and thrust deep one last time, flooding me with another thick load while I was still coming.

He stayed inside me afterward, holding me close, his weight pressing me into the mattress in the best way.

“Rest now,” he said softly, kissing my temple. “Because in an hour I am taking you on the balcony so the whole forest can hear you scream my name while I breed you again.”

I shivered at the promise and buried my face in his neck, already aching for more.
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Elias

I watched Ava tremble on the rug in front of the fireplace. Her chest was still heaving and her cheeks were flushed a deep pink. She looked so beautifully wrecked already and we still had hours left before sunrise. I couldn’t stop the slow satisfied smile that spread across my face behind the mask. This was the part I enjoyed most. Not the final moment of release. But watching her slowly come apart under my control piece by piece.

I stood up and circled her once taking my time. She stayed exactly where I had left her on her knees with her thighs pressed together trying to hide how badly she was aching. Cute.

“Stay on your knees,” I said my voice light with amusement. “But turn and face me.”

She obeyed turning toward me on the rug. I crouched down in front of her and tilted her chin up with one finger so she had to look at the mask.

“You are doing so well little bunny,” I told her letting a hint of laughter color my tone. “But I think you can do even better. I want to see just how obedient you can be when I make it difficult for you.”

I reached for the small basket of silk scarves I had placed on the side table earlier. I took one long soft scarf and gently wrapped it around her eyes tying it securely at the back of her head.

“Blindfold stays on until I say otherwise,” I said my voice amused. “Now you have to rely on sound and touch. Let us see how well you listen.”

I stood up again and stepped back a few paces. “Crawl to me. Slowly. I want to hear every little sound you make while you try to find me.”

She hesitated for only a second before she started crawling forward on her hands and knees. The silky dress was still bunched around her waist. I moved quietly to the side so she would have to search for me. Her breathing was quick and nervous. Every small shuffle of her knees on the rug made me smile wider.

When she got close I stepped behind her silently and dragged my fingers lightly down her spine. She gasped and arched turning toward the touch but I had already moved again.

“Wrong direction,” I teased my voice coming from the other side of the room now. “Try again little bunny. Find me and I will give you a reward.”

She turned and crawled toward the sound of my voice. This time I let her get close enough to brush her hand against my leg. She let out a soft relieved sound and pressed her cheek against my thigh.

“Good girl,” I praised stroking her hair. “You found me. Now stand up and keep your hands behind your back.”

She rose on shaky legs. I took my time circling her again letting my fingers trail over her shoulders her breasts the curve of her waist. Never staying in one place long enough for her to get used to the touch. I could see the way her nipples tightened and how her thighs pressed together. She was fighting so hard to stay still.

I stopped behind her and leaned in close to her ear.

“I am going to play with you now,” I whispered letting the amusement show in my voice. “And you are going to stay perfectly still. If you move I stop and we start over. Understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she breathed.

I started with light touches. Fingertips tracing circles around her nipples then down her stomach then back up again. Every time she shivered or leaned into my hand I pulled away and waited until she was still again. I could hear how frustrated she was getting the little whimpers she tried to hold back.

I smiled and moved lower brushing my fingers between her legs spreading the wetness there but never giving her the pressure she craved. I circled her clit once twice then pulled away completely.

“See how much fun this is?” I said my tone playful. “Watching you try so hard to be good for me.”

I kept teasing her like that for a long time. Light touches soft kisses on her neck my fingers sliding along her folds without ever letting her come. Every time she started to rock her hips or reach for me I stepped back and made her wait.

By the time I finally guided her down onto the rug on her back she was shaking and begging with every breath.

I knelt between her spread thighs and rubbed the head of my cock along her slit still not pushing inside.

“Tell me how badly you want me,” I said my tone playful. “Use all those pretty words I know you have been holding back.”

She did. She begged beautifully her voice breaking telling me exactly how empty she felt without me inside her. I listened with a wide smile enjoying every desperate word.

Only then did I sink into her slow and deep savoring the way she gasped my name.

This was perfect.

I was going to take my time breaking her even more before the night was over.
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Ava

I was still trembling on the rug when Elias stood up and scooped me into his arms like I weighed nothing. My legs felt boneless and my pussy throbbed with every heartbeat. I could feel the warm trickle of his latest load slowly leaking out of me as he carried me through the cabin. He didn’t take me back to the bedroom. Instead he headed straight for the kitchen, the cool tile floor making me shiver when he set me down on the edge of the counter.

“Stay right here,” he said, voice low and rough.

He opened the fridge and pulled out a bowl of fresh strawberries and a bottle of chocolate sauce that had been chilling. My stomach fluttered. He set everything beside me on the counter and stepped between my spread thighs, still completely naked except for the mask. His cock was already half-hard again, glistening with our combined wetness.

He dipped a strawberry into the cold chocolate sauce and brought it to my lips.

“Open,” he ordered.

I parted my lips and took the berry. The contrast of sweet chocolate and tart fruit made me moan softly. Some sauce dripped onto my chin. Elias leaned in and licked it off slowly, his tongue tracing the line of my jaw before he kissed me deep. When he pulled back he had that hungry look in his eyes again.

He dipped another strawberry and this time dragged it across my left nipple, leaving a thick trail of chocolate. Then he lowered his head and sucked it clean, tongue swirling until I was arching into his mouth. He did the same to my right nipple, taking his time, sucking harder until both peaks were tight and aching.

“Such pretty tits,” he murmured against my skin. “They are going to look even better when they are full of milk for our baby.”

The words sent a fresh rush of heat between my legs. I whimpered and tried to pull him closer, but he stepped back and picked up the bottle of chocolate sauce instead.

“Lean back on your hands,” he told me.

I braced myself on the counter. He squeezed a thin line of chocolate straight down the center of my body, from between my breasts all the way to my clit. The cold sauce made me gasp. Then he dropped to his knees and followed the trail with his tongue, licking every drop while his hands held my thighs wide open.

When he reached my pussy he took his time, licking slow circles around my clit before sucking it gently between his lips. I was still so sensitive from earlier that I nearly came on the spot. He slid two fingers inside me and curled them perfectly while he kept licking, pushing his earlier cum deeper with every stroke.

I was right on the edge again when he suddenly stood up, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and lined his cock up with my entrance.

“Not yet,” he said. “I want you coming on my cock this time.”

He thrust into me in one smooth motion, filling me completely. The angle on the counter made him feel even bigger. I cried out and wrapped my legs around his waist. He gripped my hips and started fucking me with deep, steady strokes, the chocolate still smeared across my skin.

“Look down,” he ordered. “Watch how my cock slides in and out of you.”

I did. The sight of his thick shaft stretching me open, coated in chocolate and my own wetness, was so filthy it made my head spin. He kept the pace slow and deliberate, grinding against my clit with every thrust.

“Tell me who this pussy belongs to now,” he said.

“You,” I gasped. “It belongs to you, Elias.”

He groaned and fucked me harder, the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing in the quiet kitchen. I could feel another orgasm building fast. He reached between us and rubbed my clit in tight circles while he pounded into me.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Come all over the cock that is going to breed you.”

I shattered with a loud cry, my pussy clamping down on him as the orgasm crashed through me. He kept thrusting through it, then slammed deep and came again, flooding me with another hot load. He stayed buried inside me, grinding slowly to push every drop as far as it would go.

When he finally pulled out he scooped me off the counter and carried me to the sink. He turned on the warm water and cleaned me gently with a soft cloth, kissing my shoulder the whole time.

“You are doing so well, little bunny,” he whispered. “But we still have the rest of the night and all day tomorrow. I am nowhere near finished filling you yet.”

He dried me off and carried me back toward the bedroom, his hand resting possessively on my lower belly the entire way.

I could already feel the next ache starting between my legs.

I was completely addicted.
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Elias

I stood at the foot of the bed and watched Ava for a long moment. She was still catching her breath, cheeks flushed, bunny ears slightly askew on her head. Her thighs were shiny with the mess I had made of her all weekend. My cum was still slowly leaking out of her, and the sight made my cock harden all over again. I had lost count of how many loads I had pumped into her tonight, but it wasn’t enough. I needed one more. I needed to make sure she felt me for days after she left this cabin.

I climbed onto the bed and pulled her into my arms, sitting us both up so she straddled my lap facing me. Her arms wrapped around my neck automatically. I could feel how warm and soft she was, how her breasts pressed against my chest. I reached up and slowly removed the bunny mask, letting her see my face clearly for the first time all weekend. My jaw was tight, my eyes dark with raw need.

Ava’s breath caught. Her fingers traced my jaw like she couldn’t believe I was real.

“Elias,” she whispered, voice shaky and full of wonder.

I cupped the back of her neck and kissed her slow and deep, letting her taste everything we had done. When I pulled back I kept my forehead pressed to hers.

“This is the man who has been breeding you,” I told her quietly. “This is the man who is going to put a baby in you before you walk out that door.”

I lifted her hips and sank back inside her in one smooth thrust. She was so full and slick from everything I had already given her that I slid in easily, but she still moaned like it was the first time. I held her close, chest to chest, and rocked up into her with deep, grinding strokes. Every movement pressed me right against that spot that made her shake.

I kept one hand on her lower belly, pressing lightly.

“Feel that?” I murmured against her lips. “This is where my baby is going to grow. Right here inside you.”

She rolled her hips harder, chasing the pleasure. I let her ride me for a while, watching her breasts bounce with every movement. Then I gripped her ass with both hands and took control, thrusting up into her faster. The wet sounds of her pussy taking me filled the room.

I moved us to the edge of the bed so her feet could touch the floor. I stood up, still buried inside her, and fucked her like that, holding her weight easily while I drove deep. Her arms tightened around my neck and she moaned my name over and over.

I carried her to the living room couch next and laid her down on her back. I pushed her knees up toward her chest and slid back inside her in one long stroke. The new angle let me go even deeper. I fucked her with powerful, steady thrusts, watching her face the entire time.

“You are going to remember this every time you feel my cum leak out of you tomorrow,” I said. “You are going to remember exactly who bred you this weekend.”

She came again with a loud cry, her pussy clamping down on me so tight I could barely move. I kept thrusting through her orgasm until I felt my own release building. I slammed deep and came hard, pumping the last thick ropes of cum straight into her womb. I stayed buried to the hilt, grinding slowly, making sure every drop stayed exactly where I wanted it.

When the last spasm faded I pulled out gently and carried her back to the bed. I laid her down and climbed in beside her, pulling her against my chest. I stroked her hair and her back while she curled into me, still breathing hard.

“You were perfect,” I whispered. “Every single second of this weekend.”

I held her like that for a long time, my hand resting protectively on her lower belly. I could already imagine it starting to swell with my child. The thought made me hard again, but I knew the weekend was ending. I kissed her temple and stood up.

I dressed in normal clothes, no mask, no costume. Just me. I leaned down and kissed her one last time, slow and deep, tasting the weekend on her lips.

“Next Easter you will book me again,” I told her. “And you will already be carrying my child. I promise you that.”

I walked to the door and looked back at her one final time. She was curled up in the bed, flushed and satisfied, my cum still inside her. She looked ruined in the best possible way.

I closed the door quietly behind me and left the cabin.

Ava stayed inside, exactly where she belonged, already marked by me.
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Ava

I woke up slowly, my body heavy and deliciously sore in ways I had never felt before. The morning light was soft and golden through the curtains, painting the room in warm tones. Elias was pressed tightly against my back, his strong arm wrapped around my waist, holding me like he never wanted to let go. His hand rested on my lower belly, fingers splayed possessively as if he could already feel the life he had planted there. I could feel his hard cock nestled between my ass cheeks, hot and leaking against my skin. Every small shift of his body sent fresh sparks through me.

He kissed the back of my neck, slow and lingering, then moved his lips along my shoulder. “Good morning, my little bunny,” he murmured, voice still rough from sleep and everything we had done. His hand slid lower, fingers gently parting my folds. I was still so wet and full of him that two thick fingers slipped inside me easily. He pushed them deep, curling them slowly, stirring the mess he had left inside me all night.

I moaned softly and pushed back against his hand. He groaned against my skin and kept fingering me with lazy, deep strokes, spreading his cum even further. “You kept every single drop,” he whispered. “I love how greedy this pussy is for me.”

He rolled me onto my back and settled between my spread thighs. This time he didn’t rush. He kissed his way down my body, taking his time with my breasts, sucking each nipple until they were tight and aching. Then he moved lower, kissing my stomach, my hips, the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. When he finally reached my pussy he licked me slowly, savoring the taste of us mixed together. His tongue was gentle but thorough, circling my clit, then sliding inside me, then back to my clit again. I threaded my fingers through his hair and held on as the pleasure built in long, rolling waves.

He brought me right to the edge and then stopped, kissing his way back up my body until he was looking down at me. His eyes were dark and intense.

“I want you to ride me this time,” he said. “I want to watch you take me while the sun comes up.”

He lay back on the bed and pulled me on top of him. I straddled his hips and sank down onto his thick cock in one slow motion. The stretch was still intense, but my body was so used to him now that it felt like I was made for this. I started rolling my hips, taking him deep with every downward movement. Elias gripped my waist and watched me with hungry eyes, his thumbs stroking my skin.

“That’s it,” he praised. “Ride me nice and slow. I want to feel every inch of you working for my cum.”

I braced my hands on his chest and rode him exactly the way he wanted, long, deep rolls that made my breasts bounce and my breath come faster. He reached up and played with my nipples, pinching and rolling them between his fingers while I moved on him. The pleasure built slowly, steadily, until I was gasping and grinding harder.

Elias suddenly sat up, wrapping his arms around me so we were chest to chest. He thrust up into me while I kept riding, the new angle making him hit even deeper. I buried my face in his neck and moaned his name over and over.

“Come for me, Ava,” he growled against my ear. “I want to feel you milking my cock when I fill you one more time.”

I came hard, crying out as my pussy clenched around him in tight pulses. Elias groaned and thrust deep, pumping another thick load straight into my womb. He held me down on him, grinding slowly, making sure every drop stayed inside.

We stayed like that for a long time, wrapped around each other, breathing together. His hand never left my belly.

When he finally lifted me off he laid me on my side and curled up behind me again, his cock still half-hard against my ass. He kissed the back of my shoulder and whispered, “You are going to feel me for days, little bunny. And next month when your period is late, you will know exactly who did this to you.”

I shivered at the promise and pressed back against him, already aching for whatever came next.
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Chapter 10

[image: ]


Elias

The morning light was brighter now, spilling across the bed and making Ava’s skin glow. She was still curled against me, breathing soft and even, but I could tell she was awake from the way her fingers traced small circles on my chest. My cock was already hard and pressed against her ass, leaking steadily. I had given her so much over the weekend, yet my body still demanded more. One last time. One final breeding before I had to walk out that door and leave her dripping with me.

I kissed the side of her neck and slid my hand down her body, cupping her breast, then lower until my fingers found her pussy. She was swollen, slick, and still full of everything I had pumped into her. I pushed two fingers inside her slowly, stirring the mess.

“Still so wet for me,” I whispered against her ear. “Even after everything I have given you.”

She moaned softly and pushed back against my hand. I kept fingering her with slow, deep strokes while I kissed along her shoulder. When she started rocking against me I pulled my fingers out and rolled her onto her back. I settled between her thighs and looked down at her for a long moment. No mask. Just me. I wanted her to see exactly who had ruined her this weekend.

I pushed her knees up and apart, opening her completely. Then I slid back inside her in one long, smooth thrust. She gasped and her hands flew to my shoulders. I fucked her slow and deep, grinding against her clit with every roll of my hips. The wet sounds of my cock moving in and out of her filled the quiet room.

I kept one hand on her lower belly, pressing lightly. “This is where you are going to carry my baby,” I told her. “I can already feel how full you are. How ready this womb is for me.”

She moaned louder and wrapped her legs around my waist. I sped up just enough to make her cry out, then slowed again, drawing it out. I wanted this last time to last. I wanted her to remember every single thrust.

I pulled out suddenly and flipped her onto her stomach. I lifted her hips so she was on her knees with her chest pressed to the mattress. I slid back inside her from behind, going even deeper in this position. I fucked her with long, powerful strokes, one hand gripping her hip and the other reaching around to rub her clit.

“Beg for it,” I said, voice rough. “Beg me to fill you one last time before I leave.”

“Please, Elias,” she gasped into the pillow. “Please breed me. Give me every drop. I want to feel you leaking out of me for days.”

Her words pushed me closer to the edge. I slammed into her harder, the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing off the walls. I rubbed her clit faster and felt her start to tighten around me.

“Come for me,” I growled. “Come while I breed you.”

She came hard, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a vice. I thrust deep and let go, pumping thick rope after thick rope of cum straight into her womb. I stayed buried to the hilt, grinding slowly, making sure nothing could escape.

When the last spasm faded I didn’t pull out. I rolled us onto our sides, still connected, and held her close from behind. My hand rested on her belly again. I kissed the back of her neck and whispered every filthy promise I could think of.

“You are going to feel me for days. Every time you sit down tomorrow you will remember my cock stretching you. Every time you touch your belly you will remember who put my baby there.”

I stayed inside her like that for a long time, soft and slow, just rocking gently while we both caught our breath. When I finally pulled out I watched my cum drip from her in thick streams. I scooped some up with my fingers and brought it to her lips. She licked me clean without hesitation, eyes locked on mine.

I carried her to the bathroom one last time. I ran the shower hot and washed her myself, my hands gentle on every inch of her skin. She leaned back against my chest and sighed when I massaged her shoulders. I kissed her neck and told her how perfect she had been.

After the shower I dried her off and carried her back to the bed. I dressed in normal clothes while she watched me from under the sheets. No mask. No costume. Just me.

I sat on the edge of the bed and cupped her face with both hands. I kissed her slow and deep, tasting the entire weekend on her tongue.

“Next Easter you will book me again,” I said against her lips. “And you will already be carrying my child. I promise you that, Ava.”

I stood up and walked to the door. I looked back at her one final time. She was curled up in the bed, flushed and satisfied, my cum still inside her. She looked ruined in the best possible way.

I closed the door quietly behind me and left the cabin.

Ava stayed inside, exactly where she belonged, already marked by me.
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