
        
            
                
            
        

    
Stuffed on Thanksgiving:

Where the Turkey Isn’t the Only Thing Getting Filled 

Chapter1

The smell of onions hit me before I even got to the kitchen. 

Not the sharp bite of raw onion either —sautéed. Sweet. Soft. Mixed with something buttery and thick. The kind of smell that could wake the dead. Or at least shake off a hangover.

I padded down the hallway, barefoot, groggy, shirtless. Still wearing the same sweatpants from last night. The kind I’d “accidentally” worn without underwear. Pure comfort. Pure laziness. But they weren’t built to handle her.

She didn’t hear me at first.
Too focused. 

She was bent over the open oven, tiny nightshirt clinging to her ass like it had something to prove. No bra. No socks. Hair tied up with a loose little bandana that made her look like the sluttiest 1950s housewife I’d ever seen.

Maggie.
My wife’s little sister.
There were a lot of reasons I shouldn’t be looking.
The way her thighs spread when she bent like that? Not helping. 

She reached in with both hands, hoisting the fat bird into place. Her hips swayed just enough. One knee bent. The shirt rode up just a little too high in the back. Bare skin. Maybe more.

“Gotta get that turkey nice and deep inside,” she muttered to herself, voice gravel-soft from sleep. 

I didn’t move. Didn’t even breathe. She wiggled it deeper. Moaned—actually moaned— when she shoved it in.

“There. Stuffed good,” she sighed, standing up with a stretch that pushed her tits up high and tight against that soft cotton.

I was hard. 

No warning. No mercy. Just instant, brutal, unfuckable arousal. Morning wood taken to a whole new level. That innocent little sigh and I was already imagining bending her over the counter and seeing how well she stuffed.

She turned. Saw me. Froze.
“Oh,” she said. Then smiled. “Morning.”
Her cheeks were pink, like she knew exactly what I’d been watching.
“Turkey ready?” I asked, trying to sound normal.
She nodded. “Needs about five hours. I got up early.”
“You always get up early to play with meat like that?”
She blinked. Then laughed—low and wicked. “Only when I want it really moist.”
Fucking hell. 

I stepped into the kitchen, grabbing the coffee pot. Trying to pretend my cock wasn’t tenting my pants like a flag on a windless day. She watched. Her eyes lingered. And when she licked her bottom lip, slow and lazy, I knew she wasn’t thinking about the damn turkey anymore.

“You need help basting?” I asked. 

Her head tilted, eyes shining. “I think I can handle it… but I wouldn’t mind a second set of hands.”

Or a third leg. 

She leaned back toward the counter, opened the drawer, pulled out the baster. That big clear bulb with the long, fat tip. Her fingers wrapped around it like she was born to stroke something slick.

She bent down again in front of the open oven. 

“Just need to give it a few squeezes to keep it juicy,” she said, real casual. Like she didn’t know what she was doing. Like she wasn’t arching her back just so, nightshirt riding high enough to show the crease where her thighs met the rest of her. Bare.

Fucking bare. She didn’t wear panties to cook a turkey. That was a choice.

I stepped up behind her. One step. Two. Until her ass brushed my crotch and she froze like prey.
“That offer still open?” I murmured, voice low.
“What offer?”
“Second set of hands.” 

I didn’t wait for an answer. I reached around her, one hand sliding over hers on the baster bulb. The other? Pressed flat to her stomach, just above her waistband, holding her still. She inhaled sharply.

We both looked down at the bird. Steam rose from the glistening skin. That plump bastard was wide open, cavity steaming, glistening with butter and herbs. Ready for juice.

“Give it a nice squeeze,” I murmured into her ear. 

Her hand tensed under mine. I guided her fingers down the long shaft of the baster, slow, pressing the bulb into the buttery pan drippings.

The tube filled with hot, wet fluid. Slosh. Warmth. She trembled.
“Now pull it out slow,” I said, mouth brushing her cheek. “Don’t spill.” 

She exhaled. Shaky. I could see the flush blooming across her chest, her thighs, all the places I wanted to bite.

She lifted the baster, hand shaking slightly, aimed at the gaping hole in the turkey.
“Real slow,” I whispered, dragging my other hand down her stomach, fingertips grazing the hem of her shirt. “Just… let it leak inside.”

She squeezed. 

Butter and drippings poured out of the tip, drizzling over the golden skin, seeping into the bird’s center with a thick, wet sound.

She whimpered.
“Good girl.”
Her knees bent. 

I pressed in tighter, cock against her ass now, stiff and throbbing and not subtle at all.
“You like it wet, huh?” I asked. “All basted. All sloppy and dripping.”

She nodded, biting her lip. 

I took the baster from her and pumped it again, hard. Slosh. Filled it. My hand moved slower this time, guiding the tip up to the bird’s slit again.

“Open it up for me,” I said, breath ragged now. “Let’s make sure it’s stuffed real deep.”
She moaned.
Not for the turkey.
And I didn’t fucking care. 

Her breath hitched. I’d just squeezed hot juice deep into the bird, and now we were both standing there—her trembling, me throbbing. My cock pressed hard into her ass, my hands still on her hips, and her whole body buzzing like a live wire.

Then she turned around.
Slow. Deliberate. Her eyes half-lidded, mouth soft and wet, lips parted like she’d just been kissed breathless.
She looked at the baster still in my hand. Glistening. Steam curling off the shaft. Still dripping.
“Is that for me?” she asked.
Fucking hell. 

I handed it to her without a word, just watched as she wrapped both hands around the tube and brought it to her mouth. She stuck out her tongue. Licked the tip. Dragged it along the bottom like it was a cock she was dying to suck.

And then she moaned.
“Still hot,” she whispered.
So was I. 

She took the whole head of the baster into her mouth, cheeks hollowing out, sucking the last bit of buttery juice like she was desperate. My knees buckled.

“You trying to kill me?” I asked.
She pulled off with a pop. Smiled. Slow. Evil. 

“Just taste testing.” And then she turned around again—like it meant nothing—and bent back over the oven, reaching in for one more baste.

This time, I didn’t even try to stop myself. 

I pressed in —fully. My cock mashed right between her cheeks, hot through the thin fabric of my sweats. She arched back into it. Pressed. Rubbed.

She wiggled.
“You really gonna grind on me like that?” I asked, voice strangled.
“Just making sure you stay warm,” she said.
Little fucking tease. 

I grabbed her hips and pushed forward, just enough for her to feel me. Hard. Pulsing. Desperate.
“You keep rubbing that ass on me, baby girl,” I warned, “and you’re gonna get basted next.”

She looked over her shoulder, hair falling loose from that little bandana.
Then she said it. Soft. Sinful.
“Maybe that’s what I want.”
Her ass was right where I needed it. 

Bent. Arched. Grinding back into me like she wanted to start a fire. Every slow roll of her hips dragged the soft swell of her skin over my cock, separated by one useless layer of cotton. Thin fabric. Thinner willpower.

She was still pretending to baste the turkey. Still holding that goddamn baster like it meant something, even as she pushed back into me—not shy, not subtle. Her ass bounced with every stroke, gliding up and down the full length of me until I couldn’t breathe.

“You keep doing that,” I warned, “and you’re gonna take all of me.”
She didn’t answer.
She just ground harder.
I let her. 

I held her hips still and let her fuck herself against me, slow and steady, like she was trying to milk the shape of my cock through the fabric. Her breath got sharper. Higher.

Little whines. Tiny moans.
Her thighs trembled.
Then it happened. 

One more shift —just the right angle—and the head of my cock caught right at her entrance. She froze. I twitched.

No hands. No pushing. Just pressure.
One more inch and I’d—
She rocked back. And I slid in.
Just the tip. But I felt it. Hot. Wet. Perfect.
“Oh—fuck,” she gasped, grabbing the oven handle. I didn’t move. Didn’t dare. 

My heart was pounding. My cock pulsed inside her, just barely. That tight little ring squeezing me like she didn’t want to let go.

She pushed again.
A little deeper.
Another inch.
Every nerve in my body lit up.
“You’re not even wearing panties,” I growled. 

“Was hoping someone’d notice.” I gripped her hips, thumbs digging into her skin. Still not thrusting. Still letting her do it.

She kept moving. 

Grinding back, slow, like she wanted to melt around me. Sink down on it inch by inch until I was all the way inside and she was ruined.

Another rock of her hips. Another inch. We both moaned.
And then—
BEEP BEEP BEEP.
The oven timer.
Loud. Shrill. Piercing. She jolted, clenching tight around me.
I gasped. She gasped. Neither of us moved.
Then, with a little wicked laugh, she whispered, “Guess we’re done preheating.” 

Her fingers gripped the oven handle like a lifeline, body bent, ass pressed back, my cock buried halfway inside her—and twitching like it wanted more.

I should’ve stopped.
Should’ve pulled away. Shut it down. Walked the fuck upstairs and pretended nothing happened.
Instead— 

SLAM. I reached out and smashed the oven door shut with one hand. Hard. The timer cut off mid-screech.

Then I grabbed her hips with both hands. Tight. Bruising. Pulled her back all the way.
She gasped—fucking choked—as I shoved the rest of my cock into her dripping heat in one savage thrust.
Balls-deep. No warning. No mercy.
“Derek—!” she yelped, but it came out needy, not scared. 

“Yeah,” I growled, leaning over her, chest pressed to her back. “You asked for it. Said you wanted to be basted, baby—so take it.”

And I fucked her.
Hard. Fast.
Obscene. 

The kitchen filled with slick sounds —wet slaps, breathy moans, my hips smacking against that bare ass over and over. Her tits bounced under the shirt with every thrust. Her knuckles went white on the oven handle. Steam still curled from the bird inside, but it was nothing compared to what she was giving off.

“I should ruin you right here,” I panted. “Split you open on this dick and leave you leaking ‘til dinner.”
“Yes,” she cried, pushing back, greedy little thing. “Do it. Stuff me, fuck—fill me full.” 

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back, kissed the side of her throat.
“Keep screaming like that and someone’s gonna come down.”

“Let them,” she gasped. “They’ll find me fucking full.”
And I couldn’t hold back. 

My hips snapped faster, harder. She clenched like she was trying to milk it from me. So close. So tight. Her whole body was a trembling mess, soaking me, coating me, and then—

She came.
Loud.
Shaking. 

Her moan ripped through the room like a sin. I slammed into her and spilled everything inside. Thick, hot, pulsing ropes, groaning like a man being exorcised. We collapsed against the counter, breathless, bodies slick.

The turkey beeped again. A slow little aftershock.
She laughed. I kissed her shoulder. And my cum leaked down her thighs like gravy.
I pulled out slow.
Watched it drip down her thighs like icing on a cinnamon roll—hot, sticky, obscene.
Her breath stuttered. Her knees buckled.
Then, without a word, she turned around and dropped to the floor. 

Just like that. Knees on tile. Eyes wide. Lips parted. Hair falling around her face like a halo for a girl doing the devil’s work.

I leaned back against the counter, still panting, sweat cooling on my chest. My cock—slick, half-hard, still twitching—stood there between us like it owned her.

She looked up at me, eyes glassy.
“Still some left,” she whispered.
Then her tongue came out. 

She licked the head first, slow and lazy, dragging her mouth along the underside, collecting the mess we made. Her eyes never left mine.

And then she swallowed me. Warm, wet, sinful.
My hands gripped the edge of the counter. I groaned— deep, long, helpless. 

She sucked me clean like she was starving. Her lips stretched around the shaft, cheeks hollowing as she bobbed up and down, not even blinking. Tongue flicking, teasing, circling the tip every time she pulled back.

I could feel it—her own cum on my cock, her spit mixing with mine, slurped into her throat like dessert.
Fucking hell.
“Messy little thing,” I muttered, watching drool spill down her chin. 

She moaned around me. God, the vibration. Her hands gripped my thighs. Her back arched, tits straining under that thin shirt. She didn’t stop until I was glistening, spotless, twitching hard again in her mouth.

Then she pulled off, one final kiss to the tip, tongue catching the last salty drop.
“All clean,” she whispered, licking her lips.
I looked down at her. Wrecked. Glowing.
And whispered back, “You missed a spot.”
She stood up slow. 

No shame. No flinching. Her knees pink from the tile. Her lips glistening. Her thighs still slick from what I gave her.

She looked up at me like she owned me. And maybe she did. 

I watched the sway of her hips as she moved to the sink, rinsing her hands, adjusting that nightshirt like it mattered—like I hadn’t just fucked her so hard against the oven she moaned louder than the timer.

She caught my eye in the reflection of the microwave. Smirked. 

Then —just before she left the kitchen—she turned to face me. Slid two fingers between her legs, dipped into that mess, and brought them to her mouth.

Sucked them clean.
“Dinner’s not the only thing getting stuffed later,” she whispered.
And she walked out. 

Chapter2

Three hours later, and my cum was probably still dripping out of her. 

Maggie moved through the kitchen like nothing happened—cheerful, barefoot, bouncing around in leggings now, face scrubbed clean, hair up in a ponytail so tight I wanted to wrap it around my fist.

She wore a hoodie. Loose. Innocent. But I knew what was underneath.
No panties. 

Leggings tight enough to count as a second skin. And every time she bent over—setting mugs on the table, pulling orange slices from the fridge, laughing at some dumb cousin’s joke—she gave me a show. Subtle. Deliberate. Just enough curve. Just enough bounce. Enough to remind me she’d taken me raw and begged for more.

And now she was playing sweet little hostess like her mouth hadn’t been full of my cock just a little while ago.

Fuck. 

My wife walked past me with a coffee in hand, oblivious. Behind her, Maggie locked eyes with me over the rim of her glass. Smiled.
And dropped one hand to adjust her waistband. Tugging it low. Just a flash. Just enough for me to see skin and remember how fucking wet she’d been.

“You coming with us?” she asked out loud, voice sugarysweet. “We’re gonna do the Turkey Trot loop before the parade starts.”

“I might,” I said, trying not to sound like I was dying.
She cocked her head.
“Gotta keep that stuffing tight,” she added with a grin only I understood.
My cock throbbed in my sweatpants. 

She giggled and disappeared into the front hallway, tying her shoes, leaving the smell of cinnamon and heat behind.

I was halfway tying my shoes when she wandered back in.
Same leggings. Tighter hoodie. Hair in a swinging ponytail like a metronome set to my heartbeat.

“You know,” she said, pausing at the edge of the living room, “I’m always tighter if I don’t stretch first.”
She met my eyes when she said it.
Dead center. Direct hit.
I swallowed. “Sounds like a personal problem.”
“It could be your problem,” she replied, voice low, eyes glittering. “Want to help?”
She dropped to the floor without waiting for an answer.
Hands on the mat. Hips up. Legs spread in downward dog.
My mouth dried out. My cock did the opposite.
She adjusted her stance. Wiggled. Looked back at me through her legs.
“Make sure my hamstrings are aligned,” she said.
Like hell I was about to say no.
I walked over, dropped into a crouch behind her. Placed both hands on the back of her thighs, fingers firm.
“Straighten your knees,” I said.
She did. And her ass pushed higher.
“Arch your back.” She moaned. Quiet. Just for me.
“You’re not helping,” she said.
“Oh, I’m about to.”
I slid one hand up. Higher. Gripped her hip. My thumb traced the waistband of her leggings.
Still no panties.
“Legs a little wider,” I said, voice tight.
She adjusted. 

And the seam of those leggings slipped right between her cheeks, splitting that perfect view like a giftwrapped sin.
“You want me to warm you up before the run?” I whispered.

“Don’t you want me loose and wet?”
She glanced back. Smiling. Eyes soft. 

I leaned over her. Pressed my chest to her back. One hand slid between her thighs from behind—slow, slow, slow—until my fingers grazed wet heat through the fabric.

She gasped.
I didn’t even press. Just rested there. Felt her pulse. Felt her leak.
“You’re already dripping.”
“Told you,” she whispered. “Always tighter before I stretch.”
She held the pose like it was nothing.
Hips up. Ass in the air. Legs shaking. 

Like she wasn’t seconds from coming on my fingers in the same room where her family sipped coffee and laced sneakers.

I crouched lower behind her, both palms sliding over her hips, feeling the twitch in her muscles, the tremble in her breath.

She was soaked. 

The heat of it radiated through those skin-tight leggings like steam off a roast. My fingers pressed right against her seam—slick already—and I watched her toes curl on the mat.

“Still tight?” I whispered.
“I could use a little… deeper stretch.” So I gave it to her. 

I curled my fingers just under the fabric. Not pulling it down. Just slipping past the elastic and sliding in from the back—slow, knuckle by knuckle—until I was inside her, buried up to my last finger.

She nearly collapsed.
Her arms trembled. Her hips jolted. But she held it. Bent. Obedient.
“Fuck,” she breathed. “You’re gonna make me—”
“Quiet,” I hissed. “Stay still. Stay silent.”
I pumped once. Felt her clench. 

She whimpered into the mat. Another thrust. Deeper. My thumb grazed her clit. She bit her lip hard.

“You want to come just from stretching?” I growled, bending over her back.
“I want to come with your fingers in me,” she whispered. “Don’t stop—”
“Derek?”
A voice. Upstairs.
Footsteps.
I froze.
So did she. “Derek, you getting dressed?” my wife called out.
My blood turned electric. 

I yanked my hand out fast. Maggie collapsed flat to the mat, moaning softly into her elbow, hips writhing like she didn’t know what to do with the loss.

I wiped my fingers on my shirt. Stood up. Adjusted my pants.
Maggie looked up at me from the floor, cheeks flushed, lips parted, and whispered:
“You didn’t even finish warming me up.” 

Chapter3

By the time we hit the second mile, Maggie was squirming.
And I hadn’t even touched her.
Not really. 

Just a whisper here. A palm across her back there. A hand on her hip when I jogged past—fingers slipping just a little too low. Just enough to remind her what I’d had inside her. What she’d begged for on the floor.

The morning air was sharp. Cold. Her cheeks flushed from the run, her ponytail bouncing behind her like a leash waiting for a grip. Her hoodie was off now, tied around her waist. Sports bra tight. Leggings tighter.

And I kept pace right next to her. Breathing steady. Cock stiff in my joggers.
Smiling like I wasn’t slowly ruining her.
“You doing okay?” I asked, loud enough for the others to hear.
She nodded, panting.
I leaned in, voice low, for her only.
“Bet you’re soaked right now. Bet it’s starting to run down your leg.”
Her breath hitched. She almost tripped on a root. 

I caught her by the waist. Held her just a second longer than I needed to. My fingers pressed right against her hip bone—thumb grazing the seam.
“Good girl,” I whispered, letting go.

She kept running.
Eyes forward. Jaw tight. 

A few minutes later, I passed her a water bottle. Let my fingers brush her lips as she drank. Watched a bead of sweat slip between her tits, disappearing into the fabric.

“You know what I’d do if we were alone?” I murmured.
She didn’t answer. 

“I’d bend you over the trail marker. Pull those leggings down to your knees. Make you hold your ankles while I stuffed you like that turkey.”

She choked. Coughed. Faked a stumble.
Someone asked if she was okay.
She waved it off.
Then looked at me—flushed, wide-eyed, lips trembling—and mouthed:
You’re evil.
I grinned.
“You don’t even know what I’m planning for the gravy.” 

She didn’t even hesitate. Just one sharp look from me—one little jerk of my chin toward the woods—and she broke left off the trail.

Didn’t check who was behind us.
Didn’t care. 

We were just far enough ahead of the group, jogging in that stretchy silence full of birds and crunching leaves and the sticky wet tension we’d been stoking for hours. Her ponytail swished. Her thighs rubbed. Her ass bounced with every stride.

And now?
Now she followed me into the trees like prey. 

I waited until the trail disappeared behind us. The air was thick with pine and cold dirt. Her breathing was louder than mine.
“Come here,” I said.

She stepped closer.
I grabbed her. Spun her. Bent her.
Hard. 

One hand on her neck, the other on her lower back, and I shoved her down until she was folded in half, hands grabbing her own ankles like I told her she would.

She gasped.
“Stay.” 

She held. I tugged her leggings down in one yank—no warning— and her ass popped free like a fucking feast. Her pussy was dripping, thighs glistening, that sweet little hole twitching like it was begging to be stuffed.

“Goddamn, look at you,” I growled. “Running around soaked like a bitch in heat.”
She moaned, still bent, still obedient.
“You remember what I told you?” I asked.
She nodded, gasping.
“Say it.” 

“You said you’d bend me over the trail marker,” she whimpered, voice shaking, “make me hold my ankles and—and fuck me like the turkey—”

Before she could finish, I shoved inside her. No teasing.
Just brutal, perfect depth.
She cried out. The sound echoed.
I clapped a hand over her mouth and kept fucking her like an animal. 

Her knees buckled. Her back bowed. Every thrust made her scream into my palm, and I didn’t stop. I didn’t ask. I just pounded her into the forest floor while she gripped her ankles and took it.

“You want to get bred like a bird?” I growled. “You want stuffing that bad?”
She nodded into my hand. I grabbed a fistful of her hair. Pulled.
“You don’t get a bite of dinner unless I fill you first.”
And then I came. 

Deep. Hard. Every last drop inside her. Pumped full of cum, bent double, legs shaking while the rest of the family jogged up the trail, completely unaware.

We caught up with the family about twenty minutes later. 

Her hair was a mess. Cheeks still pink. She kept tugging her hoodie down like it could hide the blush— or the slick mess leaking between her thighs with every step.

I stayed close. Close enough to catch her stumble. Close enough to smell it on her—us—the thick scent of sweat and cum and forest dirt clinging to her skin like guilt.

“Where’d you two disappear to?” my wife called as we stepped into view. 

“Wrong turn,” I said smoothly. “She went left at the fork, I doubled back to make sure she didn’t get eaten by coyotes.”

Maggie laughed, breathless. “Or trail pervs.” 

“You’re a good brother,” my wife said, tossing me a water bottle and kissing my cheek. “Always looking out for her.”

Maggie snorted. Coughed to cover it. 

My cock twitched. We gathered at the edge of the parking lot. Someone had set up a camera on a tripod, and now the whole family was crowding together for the annual post-Trot photo. Maggie ended up right in front of me—of course she did—leaning slightly back into my chest as everyone squeezed in around us.

“Closer!” someone yelled.
She pressed into me harder.
I slid my hand around her waist. Casual. Brotherly. Rested it low on her stomach.
No one could see what I was doing.
No one could feel her shiver. 

No one else knew I’d bent her over a tree twenty minutes ago and bred her like a Thanksgiving roast. She looked up at me over her shoulder. Eyes soft. Cheeks flushed. Still fucking glowing.

I leaned in, just as the timer blinked red.
“Smile,” I whispered. “You’re leaking down your leg.” Click. 

Chapter4

The moment we walked through the door, she vanished upstairs. 

No goodbyes. No excuses. Just a mumbled “gonna rinse off real quick” as she grabbed her water bottle and climbed the stairs with a limp she tried to hide.

I waited.
Two minutes.
Five. 

The house was loud —football blaring, someone digging into pie early—but nobody noticed me slip away. I crept up after her, socked feet silent on the wood, the sound of running water pulling me like a fucking magnet.
Her bathroom door was cracked.

Steam poured out like fog off a lake. Warm. Inviting. The air smelled like honey soap and sin.
I stepped inside.
She was already under the spray.
Naked. 

Back turned. Arms up, hair twisted into a sloppy knot. Water rolled down the curve of her back, over her ass, gliding between her thighs where I’d just emptied myself earlier. Her skin was flushed, thighs red from bark and friction, marked by me.

She didn’t turn. 

Just said, “You coming in?” I peeled my shirt off. Kicked away the rest. My cock was already heavy, hanging thick, twitching with every heartbeat.

I stepped in behind her.
Hands to her hips. Body to her back. Cock between her ass cheeks, right back where it belonged.
She moaned.
Soft. Needy. Tired in the way girls get after being fucked three times before noon.
“You sore?” I murmured.
She nodded.
“Too sore to bend again?” She shook her head. “Not if you’re gentle.”
I kissed her neck.
“You don’t want gentle.”
She turned her head just enough to look at me. “Not from you.” 

I grabbed the bar of soap. Lathered her. Started at the throat. Down her chest. Palms dragging over every curve. I washed her slowly, deliberately, until she was slick and whimpering. My fingers dipped between her legs, stroking, teasing, spreading my cum back into her.

She shivered under my touch.
“Still full of me,” I whispered. “You gonna let me put it back in?”
“Yes,” she gasped. “Please, Derek. Please.”
And I did. 

Slow this time. Gentle, yes —but deep, until we were pressed together under the water, her back to my chest, her hips grinding into me while I held her soaked and shaking in my arms.

She gasped when I sank in. 

Warm water rushed over her shoulders. Her body gave like butter, soft and wet and used. I buried myself all the way to the base, groaning against her neck as her pussy wrapped around me like it was molded for one thing: keeping me inside.

I held her there. Still. Pressed together, front to back, steam curling around us like a fog of sin.
“You feel that?” I whispered, hand sliding down her belly.
She nodded, forehead pressed to the tile.
“Feel how full you are already?”
“Yes,” she choked.
I pulled out an inch. Slid back in.
Slow. Deep. Claiming.
“You’re not clean yet,” I growled. “Still full of my first load. Still dripping like you want another.”
“I do,” she whimpered. “Please. I want all of it.”
God. She begged so sweet. 

I braced one hand on the wall beside her head. The other stayed at her waist, gripping her hip like it might keep her from floating away. My hips moved slow, deliberate—fucking her under the water like I had all damn day to fill her again.

Wet sounds echoed off the tile. 

Her legs shook. Every thrust pushed her into the wall. She clawed at the steamslick surface like she didn’t know where to hold on, every movement slick and helpless and filthy.

“You were made for this,” I whispered into her ear. “Just a little Thanksgiving breeding toy.”
“Yes—fuck, yes—”
“Gonna keep you stuffed all day.” “Please don’t stop—”
“I’m not stopping until it’s leaking out of you again. You want it?”
“Yes—please, Derek, fill me—make it messy—”
I growled. Buried myself deep.
And came hard. 

Pulse after pulse of cum emptying into her, hot and thick, spilling out just as fast as I shoved it in. She gasped, legs going weak, whole body melting against the wall while I held her there and bred her full again.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Joined. Soaked. Possessed.
And when I finally pulled out, the water couldn’t wash it all away. 

Chapter5

By the time we sat down to dinner, you’d never know I’d fucked her full of cum three times before noon.
Maggie looked pristine. 

Hair up. Soft sweater. That innocent peach-colored lipstick that always made her mouth look sweeter than it was. She smiled. She passed rolls. She laughed at Dad’s awful jokes.

And she didn’t wear a bra. 

I sat across from her, wine glass in hand, and watched her mouth curl around her fork like it had done my cock six hours ago.

She didn’t look at me often. Just quick little glances. Just enough to let me know she hadn’t forgotten how I’d bent her in the woods and whispered what I’d do to her at this very table.
And she was squirming.

No one else could tell. Not her sister. Not her mom. But I saw it—the shift of her thighs under the table, the little wince every time she sat too far back. Her pussy was sore. Full. Leaking. I knew because I’d put it there.

And she loved it.
“Everything okay, Maggie?” my wife asked. “You’ve barely touched your plate.”
She flushed. Smiled. “Just a little tight from the run.”
I choked on my wine.
Maggie’s eyes snapped to mine.
“You okay, babe?” my wife asked me. “Yeah,” I coughed. “Just went down wrong.”
“Maybe you need to chew slower,” Maggie added. Innocent. Demure. Full of fucking venom.
I smiled at her. Took a bite of stuffing. Let the fork clink against the plate.
“I was just thinking,” I said casually, “how good everything tastes today. So moist.”
Maggie froze.
Her lip twitched. 

And then she looked me dead in the eye and dragged the tip of her finger along the rim of her glass. Slow. Wet. Teasing.
I nearly groaned.

We passed plates. Shared stories. Took photos. The whole family sat around that table like a portrait from a Hallmark movie.

And the whole time I stared across the centerpiece at the girl I’d been stuffing all day, watching her legs press tighter, tighter—like she was fighting the urge to beg me for another helping.

Her foot touched mine under the table. 

At first it was just a nudge. Then it was a graze. Then a slide. Her bare toes dragged up my ankle, then higher— curling behind my calf.

I didn’t move. Just shifted, slowly, one thigh nudging the table leg, legs spread just enough to invite her in.
She took it. Her toes found the inside of my knee. 

She looked across the table and smiled, all peaches and goddamn lies, while her foot climbed higher. I took a slow sip of wine and felt her press right against the bulge in my slacks. A little flex of her arch and—

“We’re out of gravy,” someone said. “Did we make a second batch?”
I blinked. Maggie pulled her foot away, fast. Too fast. Her cheeks pinked.
“I’ll go check,” she said brightly. “I think there’s more in the kitchen.”
She stood and looked at me.
“Can you help me?” 

The table fell silent for a half-second too long. My wife smiled. “Aw, see? Told you he’s a good brother.”

“Always ready to serve,” Maggie said sweetly, and turned toward the kitchen.
I followed.
As soon as we hit the hallway, I grabbed her wrist and slammed her against the wall.
“More gravy, huh?” I growled into her neck.
She laughed. Quiet. Hot. Her hands slid under my shirt.
“I thought I’d come back for seconds,” she whispered. “You did say you’d keep me full all day.”
I grabbed her ass. “I’ve got a fresh batch for you.”
The second the door swung shut behind us, I had her bent over the counter.
No prep. No warning. 

One hand on her back, the other yanking her sweater up over her hips. Her leggings were already tight as sin— but now they were down around her knees, and her soaked, swollen pussy was right there waiting for me. Red. Used. Ready again.

She braced herself, gasping. “Derek—”
I grabbed her face and pulled her into a kiss—deep, hard, silencing. 

“Shhh,” I hissed against her lips. “You’re not gonna make a sound, or I’ll make you wear this load at the dinner table.”
She moaned into my mouth.

I lined up. Pushed in.
Fucking heaven. 

Tight. Hot. She clenched around me like she’d missed it, like her body needed it. And I gave it to her. Fast. Deep. Rough. Every thrust slammed her into the countertop with a quiet thud, and I kept my hand over her mouth just in case she got too loud.

“You need this, don’t you?” I growled into her ear. “You pretend you’re sweet in front of them, but under the table you’re dripping for me.”

She nodded frantically, eyes rolling back.
“You want my gravy, baby girl?” I hissed. She whimpered into my palm.
“Good. Because I’m about to drown your pussy in it.”
I slammed into her harder. Faster. The counter creaked. Her knees buckled. 

“You love it when I use you like this. Fucked in the kitchen while your family waits for a spoonful of actual gravy. But this—” I pulled her hair, yanked her up as she clenched.

“This is the only sauce you need.”
I came hard. 

Gripped her hips and shoved in deep, pumping her full again. My cum spilled out instantly, trailing down her thighs, splashing on the floor. I pulled out and rubbed it back in with two fingers, still panting.
She slumped over the counter, used and twitching.

And I grinned.
“Guess we should bring the gravy back to the table.”
We walked back into the dining room side by side. 

Maggie had the bowl of stuffing in both hands, steam curling over the rim. I followed behind her, careful grip on the gravy boat—not the only thing I’d filled to the brim in the last five minutes.

“There they are,” someone said. “The stuffing heroes.”
“Team effort,” I said, setting the gravy on the table. 

Maggie smiled as she slid the bowl down next to the turkey.
“I had to coax a little more out of him,” she said. “He wasn’t sure he had enough left.”

My wife laughed. “You always know how to push him.”
“Oh, he was definitely pushing something,” Maggie said under her breath, not quite looking at me.
My cock twitched.
“I do like to help her get filled up,” I added, reaching for my napkin.
My wife giggled. “You’re such a good brother.”
Maggie choked into her water. Recovered fast. 

“He just really knows what I like,” she said, smiling sweetly. “Thick. Hot. Plenty of gravy.”
“Jesus,” someone muttered. “You two should just get married.”

The table burst into laughter.
I met her eyes across the rim of my wine glass.
She bit her lip.
And under the table?
She brushed her bare foot against my leg again—right where this all started. 

Chapter6

The game was on. Dessert half-eaten. Most of the family lounging across couches and recliners in the living room, slowly slipping into that annual post-feast coma.

I sat back in the corner armchair. Dim light. Low chatter. My belt was loosened just enough to make room for the ache I hadn’t been able to shake all day.

That’s when she padded in.
Barefoot. 

Nightdress soft and loose, some floral thing that hit mid-thigh and swayed when she walked. No bra. Definitely no panties. Her skin still glowed from the shower, and her hair hung down damp and wild.

She carried a folded throw blanket. Didn’t say a word.
Just walked over to me, all soft smiles and sleepy eyes, and climbed into my lap.
The room laughed.
“Awwww,” someone said. “You two still so close. That’s so sweet.”
“He always was the cuddly one,” Maggie said, pulling the blanket up over both of us.
No one thought twice.
She curled into my chest, head on my shoulder. Her hand slid under the blanket.
Unzipped me. Freed me.
And then she sank down.
No warning. No sound. 

Just that tight, warm slide of her pussy swallowing my cock like it belonged there. My breath caught. I gripped her thigh through the blanket.

She just nuzzled closer.
I was fully inside her in the middle of the living room, surrounded by her family. Her sister. Her parents.
My cum still inside her from the kitchen. 

And she smiled. “You’re so warm,” she whispered into my neck. “I think I’ll just stay like this.”

I couldn’t move.
She clenched. Once. Slow.
I nearly groaned. 

But all anyone saw was a cozy little cuddle —her safe in my lap, my arm around her, our faces soft and innocent under the flickering light of the football game.

No one knew I was buried in her.
And she wasn’t going anywhere. 

She didn’t move for the first few minutes. Just sat there warm and soft, curled up in my lap with my cock buried deep inside her, the throw blanket tucked around us like we were sharing some stupid post-feast snuggle.

Everyone around us was zoned out—TV murmuring in the background, a few light snores already starting.
And then she shifted.
Not much.
Just the tiniest tilt of her hips.
She did it again. 

My hand flexed on her thigh under the blanket. Her breath didn’t change. Still slow. Still lazy. She kept her face nestled against my neck like she was falling asleep. But her cunt was slowly, slowly, milking me.

Up. Down. Barely an inch.
Slick. Tight. Hot.
I clenched my jaw. 

She rocked again —slow, rhythmic, obscene in how innocent it looked. Anyone watching would just see her adjusting in my lap.

But I knew better. 

I could feel her. Warm and full. My cock hugged by her soft, wet heat. Each tiny shift pulling me closer to the edge, dragging my release out inch by fucking inch. “You’re gonna make me come,” I whispered against her hair.

She didn’t answer. 

Just shifted her hips again, slow grind down, then an almost imperceptible roll of her pelvis that squeezed me. Held me. Worshipped me.

“Fuck,” I breathed.
She pressed her lips to my throat, still pretending to sleep.
I came. Quiet.
Deep. 

One long, silent spasm of release. My whole body tensed, cock pulsing inside her as I filled her again under the blanket while her sister laughed at a replay and the rest of the family passed around dessert plates.

And Maggie?
She smiled into my skin and finally went still.
She stirred in my lap.
Just a little. Enough to shift the blanket. Enough to clench around me.
I was still inside her. 

We’d dozed off like that— warm and sated, curled together while the room slipped into its evening rhythm. The game was over now. Everyone had migrated back to the table or the kitchen island, passing around second rounds of wine, laughing louder than before.
Maggie blinked up at me, bleary, sweet.

“Still in me?” she whispered.
“Still stuffing you,” I murmured against her hair. “Can’t let you leak just yet.” 

She wiggled. Just enough to feel it. My cock still thick inside her, soft but not gone, just resting in her heat, sealed there by the press of her thighs and the sleepy weight of her hips in my lap.

She bit her lip.
Someone clinked a wine glass behind us.
“So,” her mom said, “do we want dessert now, or should we wait ‘til later?”
Laughter followed. “Depends who’s still hungry,” my wife joked.
I raised my glass lazily, one arm still around Maggie’s waist.
“I think she’s stuffed,” I said.
Everyone laughed. 

“Aww,” someone cooed. “You two are seriously too cute. You’re like those couples in old movies who fall asleep cuddling and wake up in the same exact pose.”

Maggie hid her face in my chest, laughing softly. 

If only they knew I was still deep inside her, my cock soaked in everything I’d poured into her today— kitchen, woods, shower, living room. She’d been leaking me since sunrise, and now she was dozing off filled again, surrounded by her family, sitting in her sister’s husband’s lap.
The real dessert was already inside her.

Epilogue

I found her in the kitchen.
Barefoot again. 

Hair loose now, nightdress hanging off one shoulder, swinging slightly as she leaned against the counter eating something straight out of the fridge.

The light inside cast her in gold. 

She looked over her shoulder and froze —spoon halfway to her mouth.
“You came down for leftovers too?” she whispered, voice soft.

I stepped in, slow.
Shut the fridge behind her.
“No,” I said. “I came to put something back inside you.”
Her breath caught. 

I reached around her waist like I had that morning. Slid my hand up under the hem of her dress. No panties again. Just warm skin. Wet heat.

She was already ready for me. “You’ve been leaking me all day,” I murmured into her hair. “Time to top you off.”

She gasped as I pressed in close, pinning her hips to the counter.
“Derek…” 

“I started this morning right here,” I whispered, sliding my fingers down between her thighs. “Bent you over the counter and ruined you before anyone was awake.”

She moaned.
“Gonna finish the same way.”
I shoved the dress up.
Bent her down. And slid in. 

No words. No teasing. Just hot, swollen, soaked need. Her pussy gave way instantly—open, greedy, starved. I gripped her hips, forehead pressed to her spine, and fucked her with the weight of the whole day behind it.

“You’re gonna sleep full of me,” I growled. “Wanna see it dripping out when you wake up.”
“God, yes—please, Derek—fill me up—again—”
“Gonna make you come around me one more time. Milk every last drop.”
And I did. 

One last messy, growling, filthy creampie in the dim kitchen while the house slept and the fridge hummed, and she came hard enough to shake in my arms. I pulled out slow.

Watched it leak.
Then pulled her back into my chest, still breathless, and kissed her temple.
“Happy Thanksgiving, sweetheart.”
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