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Prologue

I never meant for any of this to happen.

My name is Evan Hartley, forty-six, married for fifteen years to Marissa—sweet, soft-spoken, the kind of woman who still leaves notes in my coat pockets.

This trip was supposed to be a quiet winter getaway in the mountains, a reset after a year that had been harder on our marriage than either of us wanted to admit.

Then her niece came along.

Sienna. Twenty-three.

Marissa’s sister’s daughter, tagging along “so she wouldn’t spend Christmas alone,” according to the family group chat. I barely remembered her at first—she’d been a shy teenager the last time I saw her, all long limbs and nervous smiles.

That girl is gone.

The woman who stepped out of the car when we arrived at the cabin was confident, sharp-eyed, a little reckless. The type who knows exactly how people look at her…and sometimes likes to see how far she can push it.

I told myself it didn’t matter. I was married. She was family.

But the cabin was small.

The air was cold.

And Sienna—God help me—was warm.

Marissa came down with something on the second night. Feverish, exhausted, bundled under blankets on the couch with a mug of tea she kept forgetting to drink. She insisted she’d be fine, told us to go enjoy the amenities, “especially the hot tub,” because she knew how much I’d been looking forward to it.

I should have stayed with her.

I should have said no.

But Sienna looked at me with those dark, bright eyes and asked if I’d keep her company outside, just for a little while, because she didn’t want to sit alone in the cold.

I should have known then that the night was already lost.


Chapter 1

The night air bit at my skin the moment I stepped onto the deck. Cold enough that every breath fogged in front of me. The hot tub sat steaming in the corner, glowing under the string lights Marissa insisted we hang earlier in the trip.

Sienna was already out here.

She stood with her back to me, one foot on the wooden step, her hair pulled over one shoulder.

And the first thought I had—before guilt, before restraint—was absolutely not a family-appropriate swimsuit.

A tiny black bikini. Thin straps. Cut high on the hips.

The kind of thing you wear when you want someone to look.

She glanced over her shoulder like she’d only just heard me come out.

“Oh—hey, Uncle Evan.”

Casual. Innocent. Except her eyes flicked down over my chest in a way that was anything but.

She sank into the water before I could answer, sighing as the heat swallowed her up.

“God, this feels amazing,” she murmured, head tipping back. “You coming in?”

I hesitated. Just a second.

But it was enough for a smile to pull at her lips—slow, knowing.

I set my towel aside and stepped in opposite her. The heat hit me immediately, loosening my muscles, thawing me from the outside in.

But the moment I sat, I realized the tub was smaller than I remembered. Our legs brushed under the water. She didn’t move away.

Steam curled between us, her skin glowing in the low amber light. Droplets rolled down her collarbone, disappearing into the barely-there top clinging to her chest.

I looked away before I let myself look too long.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just…thinking about Marissa.”

“She’s fine,” Sienna said. “She told us to enjoy ourselves.”

Then, quieter: “She wanted you to.”

There it was again—that subtle push, feather-light but undeniable.

I shifted, meaning to put a little more space between us, but Sienna moved at the same moment, sliding closer along the bench. Our knees pressed together under the water.

She pretended not to notice.

I pretended I wasn’t noticing her pretending.

Her voice was light when she spoke, but her eyes stayed locked on mine.

“So,” she said, fingers drifting lazily through the water, “do you like it up here? The mountains? The cold? The…company?”

She dragged that last word out just enough to make my pulse stumble.

I swallowed. “It’s peaceful.”

She smiled like she knew exactly what she was doing to that peace.

Then she stretched her legs out—long, bare, smooth—and one slid along the inside of my calf before settling there, as if that were the most natural position in the world.

“Good,” she murmured.

“Because I was hoping we’d get a little time alone.”

For a moment, neither of us moved. The water hummed against the sides of the tub, steam rising between us like a curtain.

Then Sienna shifted—slow at first, then a sudden slide of her foot on the underwater bench.

“Oh—shit—”

She lurched sideways.

I caught her without thinking, hands gripping her waist as she pitched into me. Her body slammed against my chest, warm skin to skin, a soft gasp brushing the side of my throat.

But the sound that followed—

a soft splash…

a loosened snap…

a whisper of fabric drifting—

made my blood run hot and cold at the same time.

Her bikini top slipped off.

Not down.

Not askew.

Off.

It floated to the surface beside us like a discarded secret.

And just like that, her bare breasts pressed fully, unmistakably, against me.

Huge. Round.

Soft warmth and slick skin and the perfect weight of them flattening against my chest.

Her breath caught as she realized it too.

“Oh my god,” she whispered—but she didn’t pull away. Not immediately. Her hands tightened on my shoulders, nails dragging lightly as her body stayed molded to mine.

The steam curled around us, hiding nothing.

I should have looked away.

But I didn’t.

My eyes dropped—just for a second—

and Christ, she was incredible.

Perky, full curves bouncing slightly with her breath, water beading on her nipples, turning them tight, impossibly tempting.

Sienna followed my gaze.

Her cheeks flushed—not with embarrassment. With heat.

“I—sorry,” she breathed, though there wasn’t an ounce of apology in her voice. “I didn’t mean to—”

Her chest rose against me as she inhaled, nipples brushing my skin again, sending fire straight to my gut.

“…fall like that.”

She made zero effort to cover herself. No arms across her chest, no attempt to reach for the drifting bikini top.

She just stayed there in my hands, half in my lap, breasts completely bare and pointed straight at me.

“Do you…” She swallowed, voice soft, trembling with something unmistakable.

“…want me to put it back on?”

A challenge.

An invitation.

A test.

The small, wicked smile tugging at her lips told me she already knew the answer I wasn’t supposed to give.

Something inside me snapped.

Not loudly. Not violently.

More like a thread pulled too tight for too long finally giving way.

“Sienna…” I whispered, warning, plea, denial—hell if I knew anymore.

She didn’t move away.

She arched closer.

That was it.

My hands left her waist before my brain even caught up, sliding upward through the hot water until they found heat—full, soft, perfect heat—and I closed both palms around her breasts.

A sharp gasp tore from her throat.

Not fear.

Not shock.

Pure, stunned pleasure.

Her nipples hardened instantly against my thumbs as I lifted her, weighing her, testing the softness I’d tried not to imagine since the moment she stepped into the tub.

They filled my hands completely, warm and slippery under my fingers, the most intoxicating handfuls I’d ever touched in my life.

“Oh my god…” she breathed, head falling back, exposing her throat, her chest pushing even more firmly into my grip. “Uncle Evan…”

Hearing my name like that—helpless, breathless—sent a bolt of want straight through me.

I should have let go.

But I didn’t.

I cupped her harder, thumbs rolling over her nipples, feeling her tremble under my hands. The water rippled around us, sloshing softly with every shaky breath she took.

Her fingers dug into my shoulders, pulling herself tighter against me, pressing those incredible breasts deeper into my palms as if she needed more.

Needed me.

“Tell me to stop,” I managed.

She opened her eyes—dark, blown wide—and reached up to cover my hands with hers, keeping them exactly where they were.

“Don’t,” she whispered.

“Please… don’t.”

My restraint shattered completely.

I squeezed her again—slow, deliberate, claiming—and she let out a low, helpless sound that echoed off the deck and into the cold night air.

She didn’t hesitate.

One moment she was pressed against my chest, my hands full of her perfect breasts—

the next she was lifting herself, water cascading off her skin, and sliding straight into my lap.

Her thighs straddled mine, warm and slick in the water.

Her bare breasts bounced softly as she settled onto me, her nipples brushing my jaw.

I grabbed her hips on instinct—hard enough to make her gasp.

“Jesus, Sienna…” My voice was deeper than I recognized, gravel scraped raw. “You’re playing a dangerous fucking game.”

She smiled, wicked and breathless, arms looped around my neck.

“I’m not playing anything,” she murmured, rolling her hips over the hard length straining beneath my suit. “You’re the one who grabbed me.”

“And you’re the one sitting on my cock,” I growled.

She shivered.

Not from the cold.

I leaned in and closed my mouth around her left nipple.

Her whole body jerked.

“Oh—god—Evan—”

I sucked hard, lips sealing around her, tongue circling the tight peak before I dragged it gently between my teeth.

Her fingers tangled in my hair instantly, holding me to her, pushing more of herself into my mouth.

I switched sides, hungry, devouring.

Her nipples were perfect—round, swollen from the heat and from my hands, now stiffening even more as I sucked them deeper, harder.

“Fuck…” she whispered, grinding down on me, voice breaking. “You’re making them so sensitive…”

I pulled back just enough to speak against her skin.

“You like when I suck them like this?”

“Yes—god, yes—”

I wrapped a hand around one heavy breast and squeezed, guiding it back to my mouth.

She moaned so loudly I almost looked toward the cabin—but she didn’t care.

Neither did I.

“They get even perkier when you’re turned on,” I murmured against her chest, breath hot on her nipple. “You feel that?”

She laughed shakily, hips rolling again.

“They’d get even even bigger when they’re really full.”

I froze.

Just a fraction.

She held my head against her breast, whispering against my ear:

“If they were full of milk?”

Her voice dipped lower, darker.

“They’d get even bigger for you. Heavy. Sensitive. Just waiting for your mouth.”

My cock twitched so hard she gasped.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, realization dawning with a slow, filthy smile. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Sienna…”

“You like imagining me bred,” she whispered, rocking her hips deliberately over my erection. “My tits swollen, dripping… because of you.”

Something primal tore loose inside me.

I crushed her nipple back into my mouth, sucking so deep she cried out, thighs tightening around my hips. My hands dragged up her back, pulling her harder against me as I devoured her, as if I could draw that fantasy into existence right then and there.

Her head fell back, exposing her throat, her voice breaking on every breath:

“God, uncle Evan… you’d fuck me so deep I’d feel it for days, wouldn’t you? You’d put it inside me until I was—until I was—”

“Say it,” I growled, lips sliding wetly across her breast to the other. “Say what you want.”

Her nails bit into my shoulders.

“—until I was pregnant.”

The word hit like a physical blow.

Savage, electric, unstoppable.

I thrust up into her through the water, grip bruising her hips.

“Sienna…”

“Yes—fuck—say it back—tell me you want it—”

I dragged her nipple between my teeth and felt her whole body melt into me.


Chapter 2

Her breasts were still in my hands—full, warm, heavy with everything we’d just said, everything we both wanted. I kneaded them slowly, deliberately, my thumbs brushing her sensitive nipples until her breath came in tiny, broken bursts.

But then she leaned forward.

Her lips hesitated a heartbeat from mine, testing the line one last time.

I crossed it.

I grabbed the back of her neck and crushed my mouth to hers.

She moaned into me—hot, desperate, needy—her tongue sliding against mine with the kind of hunger that had no return path. Her fingers twisted in my hair, pulling me closer, kissing me like she’d been waiting years for it.

Her hips moved too.

Slow at first… then faster, driven by the way my hands squeezed her hips and guided her rhythm.

Dry humping underwater, her slick heat grinding against the thick, aching length trapped inside my suit.

Every roll of her hips dragged her breasts across my chest, her nipples catching on my skin, making her gasp into my mouth.

“Evan—oh god—don’t stop—”

“Not planning to,” I growled against her lips, gripping her hips tighter. “Ride me. Just like that. Grind on me—fuck—yeah—”

She whimpered, burying her face against my jaw, her breath hot on my neck as we moved harder, faster, the water sloshing around us.

And then it happened.

The movement—her frantic hips, my guiding hands, the heat between us—shifted something.

Something small.

Something clothing-shaped.

I felt the tug first.

A slip.

A drag.

Her bikini bottoms loosened and drifted downward with each thrust of her hips.

At the same time, my suit waistband slid a little lower, the water tugging it with every motion we made.

She shivered against me.

“Uncle Evan… something—something’s—”

Before she could finish, she rolled her hips forward again—

And instead of sliding over me…

She slid onto me.

Inside.

Both of us froze.

Her mouth fell open, eyes wide, breath gone in an instant as her body clenched around me, warm, tight, impossibly wet despite the water.

“Fuck,” I choked, gripping her hips so hard I felt her tremble. “Sienna—Jesus—”

She wasn’t breathing.

She wasn’t moving.

Then, in a tiny, wrecked whisper:

“Oh my god… Evan… you’re inside me…”

Her pussy fluttered around me, hot and slick and swallowing every inch of me with perfect, devastating pressure.

“We—” I tried to speak, but the words broke apart in my throat. “Sienna—we didn’t… we didn’t mean to—”

She rocked her hips. Once. Deep.

I saw stars.

“I don’t care,” she breathed, voice shaking with pleasure and need and something deeper. “I want it. I want all of you.”

She moved again, slow but sure, sinking fully onto my cock until her thighs met my hips and I was buried inside her to the base.

Her breasts bounced with the motion, nipples tightening as I instinctively caught them again, my thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks.

She gasped—helpless, undone—and whispered against my mouth:

“Fuck me, Uncle Evan… you’re already in… don’t stop now.”

And just like that, there was no going back.

The moment she sank fully onto me, the world snapped into something sharper, hotter, far more dangerous than anything we’d teased before.

Her body was perfect around mine—tight, warm, desperate—and the second her hips settled flush to mine, instinct took over.

I grabbed her.

Hard.

My hands locked around her hips and I drove upward, thrusting deep into her, pushing her higher with the force of it. Water splashed over the rim of the hot tub with every movement.

Sienna cried out—loud, breathless, wanton—her nails dragging down my back as she clung to me.

“Evan—fuck—oh my god—”

Hearing the shock in her voice only made me thrust harder. I didn’t guide her gently, didn’t ease her down. I took her—lifting her and slamming her back onto me with every surge of my hips.

“How’s that?” I growled, teeth grazing her throat. “This what you wanted?”

She shook, gasping through a moan.

“Y-yes—yes—fuck—do it again—harder—”

I did.

Harder.

Deeper.

Her breasts bounced wildly with each thrust, and I caught one in my hand, squeezing it as I drove up into her again. Her nipple grazed my mouth; I sucked it in hungrily without breaking rhythm.

She nearly sobbed at the sensation.

But then she leaned in—her lips trembling against my ear—and what she whispered destroyed the last shred of restraint I had.

“Evan… you’re so deep… so fucking deep… you’re hitting me right where you’d put a baby.”

I froze only to groan—long, low, feral—my cock twitching violently inside her.

She felt it.

She smiled a wicked, breathless smile against my jaw.

“You like that, don’t you?” she whispered. “You like thinking about filling me… breeding me…”

“Sienna…” I warned—except my voice was gone, wrecked with need.

She rolled her hips, slow, deliberate, milking me from the inside.

“Tell me you want it,” she breathed. Her hand slid to my cheek, forcing me to look at her. “Tell me you want to fuck your cum so deep in me I can’t walk tomorrow.”

A brutal sound tore from my chest as I thrust up into her so hard she gasped my name like a prayer.

“You have no fucking idea,” I growled, slamming into her again, “how much I want to fill you.”

Her entire body shuddered violently.

“Then do it,” she pleaded, grabbing the back of my neck, riding me hard enough to make the water churn around us. “God, Evan—breed me—please—”

I grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her down onto me, burying myself to the base, feeling her pussy clamp around me like she was already trying to take every drop I had.

Her breasts bounced against my chest, her breath broke on a moan, her whole body melting in my hands.

“If I come inside you…” I panted, thrusting harder, deeper, losing everything, “I won’t stop.”

“Good,” she sobbed. “Don’t stop. Don’t pull out. Fuck me like you’re trying to knock me up.”

That was it.

That was the moment everything snapped.

I slammed up into her with a force that sent her head falling back, her voice breaking open as she rode me wildly, blindly, her body begging for the exact thing she shouldn’t want.

And I wanted to give it to her.

Every last drop.

She was already shaking in my lap, riding me with a desperation that made my vision blur at the edges.

Every thrust I drove into her sent ripples across the water, slamming her hips down onto me, her breasts bouncing in my hands, her breath breaking against my mouth.

But then something shifted.

Her rhythm went off—just a fraction—

her hips stuttering, grinding instead of lifting, catching on my cock like her body was making a decision without her mind.

“Sienna?” I panted.

Her fingers dug into my shoulders.

Her voice cracked.

“I—I’m—oh god—Evan—”

She choked on the rest, head falling forward onto my chest.

Then she broke.

Her pussy clamped around me so hard I almost lost it right then — pulsing, squeezing, milking me as her whole body convulsed in my arms.

She wasn’t subtle.

She wasn’t quiet.

She came with a raw, helpless cry that echoed into the cold night air.

“Evan — f-fuck — I’m coming — I’m coming—oh my god—”

I held her tight, thrusting shallow and slow, feeling every violent shiver tear through her, every intense flutter around my cock.

Her orgasm didn’t just happen — it took her.

She shook against me, thighs trembling, nails dragging down my back, her pussy gripping me in relentless, perfect waves.

And every squeeze made my restraint crumble further.

“Jesus, Sienna…” I groaned, thrusting up into her again, deeper, hard enough to lift her.

“You’re squeezing the life out of me—”

She gasped, still riding the edges of her orgasm, voice broken and pleading:

“Then—come—inside me—Unlce Evan—please—come—”

I lost control.

I grabbed her hips, slammed her down onto me, burying myself to the hilt.

Her breasts bounced against my chest, nipples brushing my mouth as she cried out again — and that was it.

I went rigid.

Everything inside me snapped tight.

“Oh—fuck—Sienna—”

The first pulse hit so hard she felt it.

She gasped — eyes wide — and rocked her hips down to take me even deeper.

“Yes—yes—god—yes, fill me—give it to me—”

I came with a low, guttural sound—

thick, hot release pouring into her in broken, unstoppable waves.

Her pussy tightened around every spurt, milking me deeper, pulling every last drop exactly where she wanted it.

I held her crushed to my chest, forehead pressed to her shoulder, pumping helplessly into her as the orgasm tore through me, more intense than anything I could remember.

“Fuck—Sienna—god—I’m inside you—I’m—”

“I know,” she whispered, shaking, still grinding softly on my cock as I emptied into her.

“I can feel it. All of it. Don’t stop… don’t stop…”

I didn’t.

Not until the last pulse of my release throbbed deep inside her.

Not until she sighed—soft, satisfied, ruined—against my neck.

Not until I realized we’d crossed a line we could never come back from…

and neither of us regretted it.


Chapter 3

We stayed in the hot tub longer than we should have, still joined, still breathing hard against each other while the steam curled around us. But eventually reality crept back in — cold air on flushed skin, the faint sound of wind in the trees, the awareness that my wife was only a few feet away inside.

Sienna eased off me slowly, carefully, like she wanted to feel every inch as it slid out.

Her breath hitched.

Mine did too.

I didn’t have words.

Neither did she.

We dressed in silence — not awkward, not ashamed… just humming with the aftershock of what we’d done.

I watched her tie her bikini top back on. She watched me adjust my suit, still hard enough that I had to turn slightly away.

When we finally stepped inside, the warm cabin air hit us.

And then—

“Oh! You two are back,” Marissa said weakly from the couch, bundled in blankets like a cocoon. Her voice was hoarse, but she perked up at the sight of us. “I’m so glad you went out together.”

My stomach tightened.

Sienna glanced at me — a flash of guilt, swallowed quickly.

“You looked like you were having fun earlier,” Marissa continued, smiling. “I love seeing you two connect. It makes me so happy.”

If she only knew.

Sienna’s voice stayed steady. Sweet. Controlled.

“Yeah… Uncle Evan’s really easy to be around.”

That sentence shouldn’t have hit as hard as it did.

Marissa pushed herself upright with difficulty. “Actually… I was going to ask a favor.”

She coughed twice, breath wheezing. “I really don’t want to get either of you sick.”

She reached for her water bottle, sipping weakly before continuing.

“I think I should take the guest room tonight. The air is cooler in there, and I don’t want to breathe all over Evan.”

My pulse stumbled.

Sienna blinked once — calm on the outside, eyes flickering with something darker beneath.

Marissa turned to her with a tired smile.

“Would you mind sleeping in the master bedroom with him tonight? Just so he’s not alone?”

The world went very still.

Sienna glanced at me again, slower this time. The tiniest spark lit behind her eyes — not shock, not embarrassment…

Something closer to hunger.

“I don’t mind,” she said softly.

“If… if that’s okay with you, Evan.”

Her tone was polite.

Her eyes were not.

I swallowed — slowly.

“…Yeah,” I managed. “That’s fine.”

Marissa beamed, relieved and oblivious.

“Perfect. You two already get along so well.”

Sienna smiled sweetly at her aunt…

while her bare foot brushed mine under the coffee table.

A deliberate stroke.

A promise.

“Don’t worry,” she said to Marissa, voice silky warm.

“I’ll take good care of him.”

I felt that everywhere.

Getting Marissa into the guest room took longer than I expected.

She was feverish, drifting in and out, and I had to settle her pillows, adjust the blankets, make sure she had water within reach.

She thanked me, murmured something about how lucky she was to have me.

I kissed her forehead.

And the entire time, Sienna’s voice echoed in the back of my mind:

I’ll take good care of him.

By the time I left the guest room, I felt split down the middle — husband, protector… sinner.

The hallway was silent, warm, too narrow for the way my pulse thundered in my ears.

I reached the master bedroom door, hand hovering on the knob for a moment longer than necessary.

Then I pushed it open.

And stopped breathing.

Sienna was on the bed.

Naked.

Utterly, shamelessly naked.

She was lying across the pillows like she’d been posed by someone with wicked intentions — knees parted, back arched, one arm draped lazily over her head, the other resting between her thighs as if she’d been touching herself just seconds before I walked in.

Her skin glowed in the soft bedside lamp, smooth and warm and flushed.

Her breasts rose with slow, deliberate breaths — round, heavy, perfect — nipples already hard for me.

She smiled when she saw me.

“Hey,” she whispered, voice slow and honey-sweet.

“Everything okay with Aunt Marissa?”

My throat tightened.

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me before I even realized I was doing it.

“She’s fine,” I managed.

Sienna tilted her head, the movement making her breasts shift in a way that hit me low and hard.

“That’s good.”

Her fingers slid lightly down her stomach, stopping just above her mound.

“I wanted to make sure everything was… comfortable for you too.”

My breath shook out of me.

She spread her legs a little wider.

Her voice dropped to a dark, intimate whisper:

“Do you like how I’m waiting for you, Uncle Evan?”

I couldn’t answer.

Couldn’t move.

Couldn’t look anywhere except at her — sprawled naked across my bed, ready, inviting, sinful.

She propped herself up on her elbows, breasts lifting, eyes locked on mine.

“Close the door,” she said softly.

“And come here.”


Chapter 4

The door had barely latched shut before something inside me snapped.

Not caution, not hesitation — just the last flimsy thread of restraint I’d been pretending to hold.

I crossed the room in three long steps.

Sienna let out a small gasp as I grabbed her ankles — one firm grip on each — and yanked her down the bed in a single smooth pull.

Her body slid across the sheets, breasts bouncing, thighs spreading as I hauled her right to the edge.

She landed with a breathless little laugh, chest rising, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

“Well,” she murmured, “you’re eager—”

I cut her off by flipping her onto her stomach.

She gasped as her hips lifted instinctively, ass arching up for me — perfectly, obscenely, like she’d been practicing this position in her head all night.

I put a hand on the small of her back, firm enough to keep her in place.

“You think this is funny?” I growled, leaning over her.

“You think you can spread out naked on my bed and tease me like that?”

She wiggled her hips just enough to taunt me.

“Maybe I wanted your attention.”

“You have it,” I said, low and rough.

“And now you’re going to feel exactly what that costs.”

I let my hand slide down the curve of her spine… over her warm skin… until I cupped one perfect cheek.

She inhaled sharply.

Then I pulled my hand back—

And brought it down.

SMACK.

Her entire body jolted.

A desperate little moan broke from her throat, half-shocked, half-pleasured.

“Oh—fuck—Uncle Evan—”

My handprint bloomed red on her skin, already glowing under the soft lamp light.

She arched her back again, offering herself.

Inviting more.

“Please…” she breathed.

“I’ve been so bad…”

I grabbed both her hips, holding her still.

“You’ve been more than bad,” I said, bringing my hand down again, harder this time.

SMACK.

Her knees buckled just a little and she gasped into the sheets, thighs trembling.

“You walked into my bed,” I said, punctuating each word with another deliberate smack, “naked—posed—spread for me—knowing exactly what you were doing.”

She whimpered, lifting her ass higher, begging for the next hit.

“And what should a naughty little tease like you get?” I murmured against her ear.

Her answer came fast, needy, ruined:

“Anything you want—

anything—

just don’t stop—”

I grabbed her by the hair, lifting her face just enough to hear the next part clearly.

“Oh, don’t worry,” I growled, positioning myself behind her, cock already hard and aching again.

“I’m not stopping.”

Her ass was still warm under my palm, the perfect shape framed by the faint red of my handprint. She was trembling — not with fear, but with anticipation, hips lifted, thighs parted, ready to be used exactly the way she’d asked for.

But I wasn’t giving her anything yet.

Not until she begged for it.

I slid my fingers between her thighs, down to the slick heat waiting at her center. The second I touched her, she gasped, her whole body jerking.

“Evan—please—”

“Not yet,” I murmured, rubbing slowly, teasing her entrance but never giving her more than the barest brush.

“Not after the stunt you pulled.”

She whined — actually whined — pushing back helplessly, trying to get me inside her.

I pulled my hand away.

She made a wounded sound.

“Please—please don’t do that—”

“You want my cock?” I asked, gripping her hip and pulling her closer so she felt the head of it drag against her soft, swollen folds.

She nearly sobbed.

“Yes—god, yes—”

I slid just the tip along her slit, letting it nudge her clit, stroke her open without sinking in.

Every touch made her knees buckle.

“Tell me,” I said, voice low and rough, “how bad you want it.”

Her breath hitched.

She didn’t hesitate.

“I want it,” she gasped. “I want your cock—inside me—”

I pushed the head just barely into her and stopped.

She cried out.

“Not enough,” I said. “Say exactly what you want.”

She clawed at the sheets, hips trembling uncontrollably.

“Evan—fuck—fine—”

Her voice broke into a desperate whisper:

“Please fuck me. Hard. From behind. I want you to take me. I want to feel you own me.”

I slipped another inch inside her, groaning as she squeezed around just the tip.

She moaned.

“But you’re still missing something,” I said, leaning over her, breath hot against her ear. “Say the part you really mean.”

She froze.

Then inhaled sharply.

“I want you to cum in me,” she whispered.

“I want you to fuck your load so deep inside me I feel it for hours.”

My control snapped like a fragile thread.

I grabbed her hips with both hands and slammed into her in one brutal, perfect thrust.

She screamed into the mattress.

“Evan—fuck—”

I drove into her again, deeper, harder, burying myself to the very base. Her pussy clamped around me instantly, tight and wet and pulling me deeper still.

I didn’t give her time to adjust.

I fucked her.

Hard.

Fast.

Relentless.

Her hands scrabbled at the sheets as I pounded into her from behind, her ass slapping against my hips, the sound obscene and wet and absolutely addictive.

“God—oh god—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

I grabbed her hair, pulling her head back just enough that I could hear every gasp.

“You wanted to be fucked?” I growled.

“You’re getting fucked.”

She pushed back into every thrust like she couldn’t get enough, like her body was made to take me.

“Harder—please—Uncle Evan—harder—”

I obliged.

The bed creaked.

The headboard tapped the wall.

Her moans broke into raw sounds that made my cock throb inside her.

“You feel that?” I snarled into her ear, thrusting deep enough to make her back arch.

She whimpered, “Yes—fuck—yes—”

“That’s what happens,” I said, slamming into her again, “when you tease me.”

She clenched around me, shaking with each impact.

“Fuck me—god—fuck me harder—give me everything—”

Oh, I would.

Every last drop.

Her body was bowing under me, taking every thrust like she was made for it.

But I wanted more.

I wanted her closer.

I grabbed her hips and yanked her upright.

She gasped as I pulled her back onto her knees, her spine arching beautifully, my cock still buried deep inside her. Her back pressed to my chest, her ass snug against my hips, her pussy clenched tight around me as I held her in place.

“Oh—god—Evan—”

My arm locked around her waist, pulling her flush against me while my other hand slid up her throat, fingers curling lightly around it—not squeezing, just holding, guiding, controlling.

She melted.

Her head fell back onto my shoulder, her hair brushing my cheek as I thrust up into her from underneath—deeper now, harder, each movement hitting something inside her that made her legs shake.

“Oh—fuck—yes—there—there—Evan—don’t stop—”

I didn’t.

Couldn’t.

My free hand moved to her breasts, grabbing one, then the other, squeezing the soft flesh as her nipples peaked under my fingers. She writhed against me, utterly lost, her body giving everything it had to every thrust I pumped into her.

“You feel what you’re doing to me?” I growled into her ear, slamming up into her again.

She choked on a moan.

“Yes—yes—I feel you—so deep—god—Evan—”

Her pussy fluttered around me, gripping me tighter with every movement, milking me like she wanted it—needed it.

“You’re close,” I breathed against her neck.

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

She tried to move her hips, but I held her still, controlling every inch of how she took me.

“I can feel it,” I growled, driving deeper, harder, relentless. “You’re squeezing me so tight—shit—Sienna—”

“Uncle Evan—please—I’m gonna—oh god—I’m—”

She came with a strangled cry, her entire body seizing in my arms.

Her pussy clamped around me, pulsing violently, dragging me straight to the edge with her.

I felt her come undone against my chest, shaking, gasping, moaning my name like it was the only word she remembered.

Her release milked my cock in long, desperate waves—and I couldn’t hold back another second.

“Fuck—Sienna—”

My grip on her waist tightened as I thrust hard, burying myself to the hilt.

“Oh—god—Uncle Evan—yes—please—inside—come inside—”

Her begging shattered the last of my control.

I came with a low, broken groan, hips jerking against her as I spilled into her—hot, thick, unstoppable—pulse after pulse shooting deep inside her.

Her hand flew to mine on her throat, fingers tightening as she gasped:

“Yes—yes—I feel it—oh my god—I feel all of it—don’t stop—keep filling me—”

I held her pinned to me, buried inside her, pushing as deep as I could while every last drop emptied into her trembling body.

My forehead fell to her shoulder, breath ragged, heart pounding.

She shivered, still squeezing around me, holding me inside her like she never wanted to let go.

“Jesus, Sienna…” I whispered against her neck.

Her answering whisper was wrecked, breathless, satisfied:

“You filled me… god… you filled me so much…”

And neither of us moved.

We were still joined.

Still trembling.

Still crossed far past any line we could ever return from.


Chapter 5

We were still connected, her body warm and trembling against mine, my cum settling deep inside her.

But the longer I stayed buried in her, the harder it was to think about anything except taking more.

I slid out of her slowly, feeling her shiver at the loss, and before she could turn around or catch her breath, I gripped her hips and flipped her onto her back.

She gasped as her hair spilled across the pillows, breasts bouncing beautifully with the movement.

“Evan—”

“Don’t talk,” I growled, climbing over her, caging her in with my arms.

“Just do what I tell you.”

Her thighs pressed together in arousal.

She nodded.

I grabbed her wrists and guided them upward.

“Hold your tits together.”

The breath she released was low and ruined, her pupils blown wide.

But she obeyed instantly, pressing her palms against the sides of her full, perfect breasts, squeezing them up and together until they formed a tight, warm channel.

Her nipples poked between her fingers, flushed and perky from everything I’d done to her already.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stroking myself once, feeling my cock harden again just from looking at her.

“Now keep them tight.”

She swallowed, voice barely a whisper.

“I will. I promise.”

I positioned myself above her chest and pressed the head of my cock between her breasts.

The slickness of my last orgasm still coated me — and the heat of her cleavage wrapped around me instantly, deliciously.

“Fuck…” I exhaled, the sensation hitting me like a jolt.

“You feel incredible.”

She squeezed harder, pushing her breasts together, creating pressure that made my hips jerk forward.

“Like that?” she asked breathlessly, looking up at me from beneath her lashes.

“Exactly like that.”

I gripped her hair in one hand for balance and thrust forward, sliding my cock between her tits. The wet head emerged near her throat, inches from her lips.

She moaned at the sight.

“God, Uncle Evan… fuck my tits… please…”

I didn’t need more encouragement.

I thrust again — harder — her breasts tightening perfectly around my shaft as she held them together for me.

Her skin was soft, hot, silky; every stroke sent sensation pulsing through me in a way that felt filthier, more intimate, more sinful than anything we’d done yet.

I used her chest.

Used her body.

And she loved it.

Her breathing hitched as I built a rhythm, cock sliding up and down the valley of her cleavage, smearing my own cum across her perfect skin.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, voice trembling. “You’re so big… I can feel every inch…”

“Keep them tight,” I groaned, thrusting deeper, faster. “Hold them for me—don’t let go.”

She squeezed until her arms shook.

“Evan—Evan—fuck—you’re using me—”

“Yes,” I growled, increasing my pace, watching her tits bounce around my cock each time I drove through them. “I’m using you. And you’re loving every second of it.”

“I am,” she whimpered. “God, I am—please—harder—”

I slammed forward, the head of my cock brushing her throat, almost touching her lips.

She opened her mouth, tongue out, begging without words.

“Take me,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “Every way you want.”

My hips bucked.

I was close.

Too close.

Her breasts tightened around me, soft and slick and perfect, and her eyes locked on mine with raw, hungry devotion.

“Come for me,” she begged.

“Come on my tits… or in my mouth… anywhere you want… please, uncle Evan…”

And with that whispered plea—

I lost it.

I was right at the edge, thrusting through the tight heat of her breasts, watching the head of my cock appear and disappear between those perfect, flushed curves.

She held them together so beautifully for me—breasts slick, warm, soft, trembling with every stroke.

“Evan… please…” she whispered, eyes locked on mine, lips parted in anticipation.

“Come for me. Come on me.”

That did it.

My hips snapped forward.

A sharp, guttural sound tore out of my throat.

“Oh—fuck—Sienna—”

The first jet exploded from me, shooting across her chest, splattering hot and thick across her skin.

She gasped as it hit her breasts—then moaned when the next ropes painted across her collarbone and throat.

“God—yes—yes—mark me—”

Another pulse surged out of me, this one streaking across her cheek, glistening on her lips, dripping slowly down to her jaw.

She didn’t even flinch.

She stuck out her tongue, catching a taste with a sinful smile.

I kept stroking myself through it, milking out every remaining pulse, watching it splash over the soft swell of her tits, across her ribs, down the center of her chest.

By the time the final shudder left me, she was covered—striped, marked, claimed.

My breathing was uneven.

Hers was wrecked.

She looked up at me like she wanted to drown in everything I’d given her.

“Uncle Evan…” she whispered, voice dripping with filth and wonder. “You covered me…”

I wasn’t done.

I slid my hand through the cum on her chest—warm, slippery—then smeared it across her breasts, rubbing it into her soft skin in slow circles.

She gasped, arching up into my touch.

“Oh god—”

I spread it up the curve of each breast, over the tops, across her nipples until they glistened.

Then I dragged my fingers lower, streaking my cum across her stomach, her ribs, marking every inch I could reach.

She watched with parted lips, breath hitching every time my hand moved.

When she was beautifully, thoroughly smeared, I sat back on my knees and grabbed her breasts again—lifting them, squeezing them together, presenting them.

“Suck them,” I ordered, voice low and rough.

Her pupils blew wide.

She leaned forward without hesitation.

First she took her right nipple into her mouth, licking the cum from it with slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue.

Her eyes fluttered shut as she moaned softly around her own breast.

Then she switched sides—closing her lips around her left nipple, sucking greedily, letting some run down her chin before lapping it up.

Watching her lick herself clean—lick me off of her—sent a dangerous new wave of heat through me.

When she looked up at last, her mouth was shiny, her lips swollen, her expression sinful.

I slid my hands under her thighs and pulled her gently up the bed, guiding her until she was lying where my pillow should’ve been, her hair fanned out, her skin glowing from sweat and sex and everything we’d done.

Her eyes softened, breathing slowing, but there was still that spark — the one that told me she’d take more if I asked for it.

Or beg for it if I didn’t.

But I didn’t speak.

I climbed over her, my body pressing hers into the mattress, and kissed her—slow, deep, claiming. She melted under me, her arms sliding around my neck, her chest rising against mine, her legs instinctively falling open.

She didn’t need to ask what I wanted.

She already knew.

I guided myself to her entrance and pushed into her in one long, steady stroke.

She gasped—soft, surprised, almost relieved.

“Ohhh… Evan…”

Her pussy pulled me in, still sensitive, still slick with everything we’d done. I filled her inch by inch, her back arching beautifully beneath me until I was seated completely inside her, our hips flush, our bodies molded together.

She exhaled a trembling breath.

“You’re… you’re so deep…”

“Good,” I murmured, lowering myself until my weight settled over her. “You’re going to sleep with me inside you.”

Her eyes fluttered.

“Inside me…?”

“Yes,” I said softly, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. “Stuffed. Full. Right where I belong.”

She let out a tiny whimper — the sound of a woman surrendering to something she didn’t know she needed.

I didn’t thrust.

Didn’t fuck.

I just held her.

My arms wrapped around her back, her breasts soft against my chest, her legs curled around my waist. I kept myself buried deep, feeling her warmth pulse around me with every slow breath she took.

Sienna nuzzled into my throat, voice barely audible.

“I… I like this…”

“I know,” I whispered, kissing the top of her head. “Go to sleep.”

She tightened her arms around me, letting out a sleepy, content sigh.

“You’ll stay inside me?”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Her breathing slowed.

Her body relaxed under mine.

And little by little, she drifted — completely full, completely held, completely claimed.

As she fell asleep with me still buried deep in her, I realized something:

I wasn’t sure I ever wanted to pull out again.


Chapter 6

I woke to heat.

Not warmth — heat.

The kind that coils low in the spine and spreads downward until there’s no space left in the body for reason.

The room was dark, the cabin quiet, snow pressing against the windows like a held breath.

But I felt her.

Sienna was still wrapped around me, her leg thrown over my hip, her breath soft against my chest. My arm was under her back, my hand resting on the curve of her ass. I hadn’t moved all night.

Except now… my cock was already sliding against the slick warmth between her thighs.

I didn’t remember getting hard.

I didn’t remember shifting.

But there I was — pressed right against her entrance, her body warm and loose from sleep, still swollen from everything we’d done.

She didn’t wake when I moved my hips slightly.

Or when the head of my cock nudged her open.

A soft, unconscious sound slipped from her throat —

not a protest, not fear —

something closer to a dreaming sigh.

She needed me even asleep.

My hand tightened on her ass as I guided myself against her.

Slow.

Careful.

Deliberate.

“Fuck…” I whispered into the darkness, breath shaky.

“You’re still so warm…”

Her body opened for me without even knowing it was happening.

And then —

I pushed in.

Slowly.

Deeply.

One inch…

then another…

until her sleeping body took all of me again.

A choked groan ripped out of me.

Her pussy clenched faintly in her sleep, pulsing around me like she was greeting me without waking.

I buried my face against her neck.

“Jesus, Sienna…”

She didn’t wake.

She only breathed harder, her hips pushing back the smallest amount, instinct chasing the fullness she’d fallen asleep with.

I held her tightly against me and started to move.

Small thrusts first —

bare, subtle movements —

rocking my hips into her from behind in the slow rhythm of a man savoring something forbidden, precious, addictive.

Her lips parted.

She moaned in her sleep.

That sound did something devastating to me.

I thrust again, deeper this time, and felt her body melt around me as though her subconscious knew exactly who was inside her.

“You want it even when you’re dreaming…” I murmured against her shoulder.

“Of course you do.”

I fucked her gently, quietly, the mattress barely shifting under us.

Every slow push inside her tightened the knot in my gut.

Her breathing changed —

faster, needier —

her body responding even if her mind hadn’t surfaced.

Then she gasped.

Not awake — just reacting.

And hearing that…

feeling her tighten around me in a half-conscious tremor…

I broke.

My thrusts grew deeper, more purposeful, my hand sliding from her ass to her hip to pull her back into each movement.

Her sleeping moans got sweeter.

Higher.

Hotter.

“Evan…” she whispered, not waking.

Just saying my name in a dream.

That was it.

I grabbed her hip and drove in hard — once, twice — and the orgasm hit me like a punch, exploding through my spine, tearing a ragged groan from my throat.

I held her tight as I spilled deep into her.

Hot.

Thick.

Filling her completely again.

Pulse after pulse throbbed out of me, every one sinking into her sleeping heat while she sighed softly, body relaxing around my release.

When it finally faded, I stayed inside her.

Still hard enough not to slip out.

Still breathing against her neck.

She’d never know what time it was.

She’d only wake up full again.

I kissed the back of her shoulder, closing my eyes.

“Go back to sleep,” I whispered to her unconscious form, even though she’d never stirred.

“I’m not done with you.”

And I wasn’t.

Not even close.


Chapter 7

Morning came slowly.

Not with sunlight or birdsong — with the warm, tight clench of Sienna’s sleeping body around me as she shifted closer in the early hours.

By the time I reluctantly slipped out of her and we cleaned up, her cheeks were still flushed, her thighs still glistening with the proof of the night.

Now we were in the kitchen.

Marissa sat at the island, pale, wrapped in a blanket, stirring tea with a sluggish hand.

Sienna stood across from her, hair damp from a quick shower, wearing one of my T-shirts that hung just a little too high on her thighs.

I was at the stove making eggs, pretending to focus.

But my eyes kept drifting to her.

Every time Marissa looked down, Sienna brushed her fingers along my lower back.

When she bent to get a fork from the drawer, her hand grazed my thigh — higher than needed.

Once, when Marissa coughed and turned away, Sienna leaned in and pressed the softest kiss to my shoulder.

I felt it all the way down.

“Thank you,” Marissa said weakly, interrupting the moment. “Both of you. For taking care of everything.”

I forced a smile.

“Of course.”

Sienna smiled sweetly back at her aunt — the same expression she’d given her last night — but her hand slipped behind my back, fingertips barely touching my hip.

I nearly dropped the spatula.

“You two seem… close,” Marissa said, oblivious, sipping her tea.

Sienna didn’t miss a beat.

“We’ve just had a lot of time to talk,” she said. “Uncle Evan’s easy to be around.”

Under the counter, her toes slid up the inside of my calf.

I cleared my throat.

“Marissa, you don’t look any better,” I said, turning to her. “You’re pale.”

She sighed. “I didn’t sleep well.”

I felt Sienna’s eyes on me.

Her secret smile.

Her unspoken I know why.

Sienna stepped closer — casual, innocent to anyone else — but her hip brushed mine.

“I think,” she said softly, “Aunt Marissa should stay in the guest room again today.”

She glanced at me with just a flicker of heat in her eyes. “Rest. Keep the fever down.”

Marissa took another wavering sip of tea.

“Maybe. I really don’t want either of you catching this.”

Sienna put a gentle hand on her aunt’s shoulder — the same hand she’d used hours earlier to hold my face while I filled her.

“I’ll bring you medicine,” she said. “You should stay in bed, okay?”

Marissa nodded, grateful.

Sienna kissed her temple and handed her breakfast.

Then she moved past me, touching my waist in the smallest, quick gesture — but it seared through me anyway.

When her aunt looked away to blow her nose, Sienna leaned up and brushed a feather-light kiss just under my jaw.

A warning.

A promise.

A secret.

I looked down at her.

She looked up at me.

And we both knew:

If Marissa stayed in that guest room all day…

Sienna would not be letting me rest.

Breakfast should have been simple.

Three plates.

One sick wife.

Two sinners pretending to be saints.

But then Sienna made her move.

Marissa reached for a tissue, blowing her nose and looking away for just a moment — and Sienna took the opening. She circled the island, stood behind my chair, and slid her hand down my back.

“Evan,” she said sweetly, “you don’t mind if I…?”

Before I could even decide what she meant, she lowered herself onto my lap.

Not sideways.

Not neatly.

Straddling my thigh, warm and light, her breath brushing my neck as she settled her weight on me.

I stiffened — in every possible sense.

Marissa sniffled, oblivious, reaching for her tea. “Oh—Sienna, honey, you don’t need to sit on him. There’s a whole bench over there.”

Sienna didn’t move.

“Oh, I know,” she said cheerfully, looping one arm around my shoulder like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“I just… tweaked my back last night. Sleeping weird. Sitting on a hard chair kind of hurts.”

Her back.

Sleeping weird.

I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep a straight face.

Marissa frowned sympathetically. “Oh no! Poor thing. Evan, is she heavy? You don’t mind?”

Sienna squeezed my thigh with hers under the table, grinding just slightly — only enough for me to feel her heat.

“No,” I said, voice a touch rougher than normal. “She’s fine.”

Sienna’s lips brushed my ear when she whispered, “Good answer.”

Marissa didn’t notice. She was too busy stirring honey into her tea with a wobbling hand.

“So,” she said, looking between us, “what are you two going to do today? I think I’m going to stay in the guest room again, but I don’t want you hiding inside on my account.”

Sienna wiggled slightly on my lap — just enough to make my breath hitch.

“Oh, we’ll find something to do,” she said lightly.

“Right, Uncle Evan?”

Her fingers traced circles on my chest through my shirt.

I kept my face neutral.

My body did not cooperate.

“Yeah,” I managed. “We’ll… figure something out.”

“Maybe you two could go skiing again?” Marissa offered brightly, though her voice was tired. “Or relax in the hot tub… you seemed to enjoy that last night.”

The spoon almost slipped from my hand.

Sienna hid her grin by leaning in and resting her head on my shoulder, her hair falling like a curtain that shielded the two of us from view.

Under that cover — unseen — she pressed a soft kiss to the side of my neck.

“We could definitely go in the hot tub again,” she whispered so only I could hear.

“It was… fun.”

My pulse hammered.

Marissa sipped her tea. “I’m so glad you two are bonding. Makes me feel better.”

Sienna squeezed my thigh again.

Slow.

Meaningful.

“Oh,” she murmured, “we’re getting along perfectly.”

fever, explaining something about how she didn’t want to ruin our trip.

I wasn’t listening.

Not because I didn’t care —

but because Sienna was still sitting on my lap.

Warm.

Soft.

Her thigh grinding just a little against mine with each shift of her weight.

Her hand curled lightly around the back of my neck, pretending it was just for balance.

Her hair brushed my cheek.

Her breath warmed my jaw.

I could still smell her.

I could still feel her.

And then she turned her head — just slightly — as if adjusting her seat.

Her lips brushed the corner of mine.

That tiny, accidental touch detonated something low and uncontrollable inside me.

I didn’t even think.

I turned my head and kissed her.

Full on the mouth.

Slow.

Warm.

Hungry — but controlled, just enough to look tender.

Sienna inhaled sharply against my lips, startled for a heartbeat.

Then she kissed me back — soft, sweet, letting it linger a half-second too long.

We pulled apart just as Marissa looked over.

“Oh!” she said, smiling weakly. “That’s adorable.”

My heart slammed in my chest.

Sienna’s breath hitched almost silently — from pleasure, not guilt — and she tucked her face against my shoulder like she was embarrassed in a cute, innocent way.

Marissa beamed at us through her fevered haze.

“You two,” she murmured, “are just… so sweet together. It makes me happy to see you getting along.”

Sienna squeezed my thigh hard under the table —

a silent, wicked response to what she’d just gotten away with.

“Well,” Marissa continued, pushing herself upright and wincing a little, “I think I need to lie down again. This fever is awful.”

I helped her stand, guilt twisting in my stomach —

but not enough to erase the feel of Sienna’s mouth still tingling against mine.

Marissa patted Sienna’s arm.

“You keep Evan company today, okay?” she said.

Sienna smiled softly, eyes flicking to me with a slow burn behind them.

“I will,” she promised.

Marissa shuffled down the hall toward the guest room.

The moment her door clicked shut, Sienna lifted her head, lips wet, eyes gleaming.

“You really couldn’t help yourself,” she whispered, smiling like she owned me.

She wasn’t wrong.

And she knew it.


Chapter 8

The moment Marissa’s door clicked shut down the hallway, the house fell into a thick, electric silence.

Sienna still sat on my lap, her breath brushing my cheek, her hips shifting slowly on my thigh like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I didn’t give her the chance to tease further.

My hands shot to her waist.

She gasped as I lifted her straight off my lap — effortlessly — her legs dangling a moment in the air before her feet touched the floor.

“Evan—”

She didn’t get another word out.

I spun her around and bent her over the kitchen counter.

Her palms flattened against the cool stone, her hair spilling forward, her ass arching up exactly the way I wanted it.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, voice dropping into that perfectly wrecked tone that always snapped my restraint in half. “Right here?”

“Yes,” I growled behind her, stepping in close, pinning her hips with my own.

“Right. Here.”

The same counter where we’d just had breakfast.

Where my wife had been sitting less than five minutes ago.

Sienna shivered with a dangerous thrill.

Her voice dropped to a whisper, breathless and eager:

“Please don’t make me wait. Touch me.”

My hands slid over her hips, down her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. I pressed her down gently but firmly until her back arched, presenting herself perfectly.

I could see the heat between her thighs even though she was still wearing the T-shirt and panties she’d thrown on after her shower.

I hooked a finger into the waistband and tugged.

She moaned.

The fabric slid down her thighs slow enough to tease, fast enough to make her tremble. She kicked them off her ankles and widened her stance without me asking.

When I palmed her ass again, she pushed back into my hand.

“Look at you,” I murmured, leaning over her, letting my chest brush her back.

“Bent over my kitchen counter… after you spent the whole morning sitting on my lap, teasing me.”

“I wasn’t teasing,” she breathed, pushing against me again.

“I was waiting.”

“Waiting for what?”

“You,” she whispered.

“To lose it again.”

I did.

I pressed my hand between her thighs.

She was drenched.

She bit down on a gasp, her fingers clenching on the granite.

“Evan—”

“You’re soaked already,” I growled. “All that from sitting on my lap?”

“All that from knowing you were hard under me,” she corrected, voice shaking.

I leaned close, lips brushing her ear:

“Then let me give you what you were waiting for.”

Her breath hitched — desperate — ready.

And I grabbed her hips, lifting her slightly, positioning her exactly where I wanted her.

The second her panties hit the floor, I was gone.

I pulled her hips back toward me and pressed the head of my cock against her entrance — and she was so wet I slid through her folds instantly, coating myself in her heat.

She moaned, forehead dropping to the cool stone.

“Evan… oh god…”

“Yeah,” I growled, gripping her hips hard enough to mark. “You’re ready. You’ve been ready since breakfast.”

She nodded, breath trembling, pushing back against me, offering herself.

I didn’t tease.

I didn’t warm up.

I didn’t wait.

I drove into her in one long, brutal thrust.

Her cry echoed off the kitchen cabinets.

“F-fuck—Evan—”

Her body tightened around me immediately, squeezing, pulling me deeper, like she’d been craving this the entire morning.

I slammed into her again.

And again.

Fast.

Hard.

No restraint left in me.

Her hands scrambled for the counter edge, fingers slipping on the granite as I pounded her from behind, the slap of skin against skin sharp and wet and obscene.

“God—oh god—Evan—harder—”

She didn’t need to ask twice.

I grabbed one handful of her ass, spreading her open wider, and fucked her with deep, vicious strokes that made her voice crack every time I bottomed out.

Her legs trembled.

Her back arched.

Her breath broke in helpless little moans.

“You like being fucked on my kitchen counter?” I snarled, thrusting into her harder. “Where my wife just ate breakfast?”

“Yes—yes—oh fuck—yes—”

“You like knowing she’s right down the hall?”

Her pussy clenched around me, tight and desperate.

“Evan—please—don’t stop—don’t stop—don’t—”

I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

I grabbed her hair, pulling her head back until her mouth opened on a cry.

Her body rocked with every thrust, breasts bouncing, hips jolting forward, her wetness splashing with how hard I was driving into her.

She was shaking now — absolutely shaking — and her voice broke into something high and frantic.

“Evan—oh god—I’m—I’m close—I’m so close—”

“Good,” I growled into her ear, thrusting deeper. “Come on my cock. Right now.”

She tried to speak, but nothing came out except a choked gasp.

And then it hit.

Her whole body seized.

Her pussy clamped around me, pulsing, milking me hard as her orgasm ripped through her.

She cried out my name — raw, unrestrained — and I slammed into her through it, fucking her through every trembling, violent wave.

Her wetness spilled down her thighs, down mine, dripping onto the tile.

She collapsed forward against the counter, panting, legs trembling.

I didn’t stop.

Not until I was done with her.

Her orgasm was still tearing through her, her thighs shaking, her breath coming in short, broken gasps against the counter.

But I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

Her pussy was still gripping me, pulsing around the thickness of my cock, soft and tight and perfect — and it dragged me straight to the edge.

I grabbed her hips with both hands and held her exactly where I wanted her.

Pinned.

Open.

Ready.

“Evan—” she tried to say, still breathless, still shaking.

“Don’t move,” I growled.

“You’re going to take all of it.”

She whimpered — a sweet, needy sound that went straight through me — and her fingers curled uselessly against the granite as I slammed into her again, deeper than before.

Her body jolted, legs giving out, but I held her up, fucking her through the trembling aftershocks of her orgasm.

“Oh god—oh god—Evan—please—”

Her voice cracked as I drove into her, every thrust forcing another helpless moan from her lips.

“You’re so deep—fuck—you’re so deep—”

I leaned over her, chest pressed to her back, breath hot against her ear.

“You’re going to feel me for days,” I snarled, hips slamming, pace brutal.

“You’re going to walk around knowing I came inside you twice.”

She gasped — loud, desperate — and her pussy clenched violently around me.

“Yes—please—fill me—fill me again—”

Her begging shattered the last thread of control I had.

I slammed into her one final time — burying myself to the base — and the orgasm tore out of me in a wave so strong I nearly collapsed on top of her.

“F—fuck—Sienna—”

My hips jerked and I began spilling into her — hot, thick, pulse after pulse flooding deep into her already-used, already-filled pussy.

Her mouth fell open in a wordless cry, and she pushed back into me, taking every surge of release, every final thrust as I held her pinned tight against the counter.

I stayed deep inside her, locked in place, pouring into her until there was nothing left.

Her voice was barely a whisper.

“I can… I can feel it… Evan… you’re filling me again…”

She was trembling — overstimulated, dripping, stretched around me beautifully.

I didn’t move.

Not until the last throb of my orgasm faded and I felt our combined heat spill slowly down her inner thighs.

Then I lowered myself over her back, still inside her, breathing hard against her neck.

“You’re not leaving this counter,” I whispered, still catching my breath, “until I’m ready to pull out.”

She exhaled a shaky, ruined “okay,” and pressed her cheek to the cool granite, letting me hold her exactly where she was.

I wasn’t ready to pull out.

Not even close.

She lay there, trembling, her cheek pressed to the granite, whispering:

“Evan… you’re still so hard…”

I tightened my grip on her hips.

“I told you,” I murmured against her back, “I’m not done.”

And then—

Footsteps.

Hallway floorboards creaking.

We both froze.

“Evan?” Marissa’s muffled voice called, closer than it should have been. “Honey, I forgot something—”

My blood turned to fire.

Sienna’s entire body clenched around me in panic —

and need —

and something darker.

I pressed my chest down over her back, pinning her completely, my cock still buried inside her, deeper now because fear made her body clamp around me so tight I almost moaned.

“Don’t move,” I whispered.

“I—I can’t,” she breathed, shaking.

The footsteps came all the way to the kitchen doorway.

I didn’t even have time to adjust us.

We were so exposed — her panties on the floor, my hips pressed against her bare ass, her skirt shoved up, my cock fully inside her.

Marissa’s silhouette appeared.

But we were tucked just behind the refrigerator door — just out of her direct line of sight.

“Evan?” she stepped further in. “I forgot my tea—oh, there it is.”

My pulse hammered.

Sienna’s nails dug into the countertop.

And then—

she twitched.

Her pussy flexed around me involuntarily.

A tight, needy flutter that sent heat shooting through my spine.

I clenched my teeth hard.

She whimpered silently.

Marissa picked up her mug.

Just a few steps away.

“How’s the kitchen…?” she asked casually, taking a slow sip.

I forced my voice steady — while still balls-deep inside her niece.

“Fine,” I rasped.

Sienna bit her lip so hard I thought she’d bleed.

“Oh good,” Marissa said, sniffling. “I’ll be back in bed. Thanks again for breakfast.”

She turned.

Sienna trembled.

Her body clenched around me again.

I nearly lost it.

Footsteps faded down the hall.

Door closed.

Only then did Sienna exhale the breath she’d been holding.

“Evan…” she whispered, voice shaking. “You didn’t pull out.”

I slid a hand over her stomach, keeping her bent exactly where she was, and pushed my hips forward slowly — deliberately — deeper.

She gasped.

“I told you,” I murmured against her ear.

“You stay full until I’m done.”

She shivered violently, breath catching on a moan she barely swallowed.

“You almost… we almost…”

“I know.”

I thrust once — deep, slow, claiming.

“That just makes me want you more.”

slid my hands around her waist and pulled her upright.

She gasped as my cock shifted inside her, still hard, still buried deep.

But I wasn’t letting go.

I turned her toward me — slow, careful but possessive — keeping our hips locked so I never slipped out.

Her eyes were wide, pupils blown dark, lips parted in shock and anticipation.

“Evan…”

“Up,” I ordered softly, lifting her by the hips.

She wrapped her legs instinctively around my waist as I raised her, then I set her down on the edge of the counter.

Her ass hit the cool stone; her body opened beautifully for me, her arms going around my shoulders.

I sank deeper into her with a single thrust.

She choked on a moan, head falling back.

“Oh god—Evan—”

I grabbed her chin, made her look at me.

“No,” I said, voice low. “Eyes on me.”

She obeyed instantly.

Her gaze locked to mine — hungry, vulnerable, wanting everything I was about to give her.

I thrust again, slow but forceful, feeling her body pull me in, tight and hot and already trembling.

Her breath stuttered.

Her hands curled in my hair.

“Evan… you’re so deep… I can feel you everywhere…”

“That’s right,” I murmured, gripping her hips and dragging her forward so her ass hung just slightly off the counter edge — the perfect angle.

“You’re going to feel me even deeper.”

I pulled almost all the way out—

Then slammed home.

Her cry echoed off the cabinets, off the walls, off the inside of my chest.

I kept going.

Hard, steady, controlled thrusts, driving into her with a rhythm that shook her body with every impact. Her breasts bounced against my chest, her legs tightened around my waist, her nails raked down my back.

“You look at me,” I growled, pounding into her. “While I fill you.”

She held my face, breath breaking into sharp, desperate gasps.

“Yes—yes—please—Evan—come inside me—please—”

“Not yet.”

She whimpered, her pussy clamping around me so hard it pulled a groan out of me.

Her voice went weak and pleading.

“Fill me again… I want it… I want you… god, I want all of it—”

I grabbed the back of her thighs and lifted her slightly, fucking her with deep, ruining thrusts that made her scream into my neck.

Her pussy squeezed — hard — milking me, begging silently for the thing she already knew I was about to give her.

“Tell me,” I growled into her mouth. “Say it.”

She clutched my face, breath trembling against my lips.

“Fill me,” she whispered.

Again, stronger:

“Fill me, Evan. Come inside me. I need to feel it…”

That tore me apart.

My hips slammed forward — once, twice — and the orgasm ripped out of me with a violent shudder.

“Oh—fuck—Sienna—fuck—”

I held her crushed to me as I spilled deep inside her — thick, hot pulses flooding her already-full pussy.

Wave after wave poured into her, so much she gasped, her eyes flying wide as she felt it fill her again.

Her legs shook around me.

Her breath broke into little, helpless sounds.

“Uncle Evan… oh my god… I can feel it… it’s so much…”

I kept her pinned there, buried to the hilt, my forehead pressed to hers, breath ragged, heart hammering.

When the last pulse finally faded, I didn’t move.

I stayed inside her.

Stayed deep.

Stayed hers.

Her arms tightened around my shoulders.

She whispered, wrecked:

“You can take me again… if you want.”

My cock twitched inside her.

I absolutely did.


Epilogue

week.

Seven days of snow burying the cabin, seven days of Marissa coughing behind closed doors, seven days of Sienna dragging me into bed, onto the counter, into the shower — hungry, eager, insatiable.

A week of me losing myself in her.

Now she was on her knees on the rug in front of the fire, bent forward, ass lifted high, her face pressed into a pillow to muffle the sounds she could barely hold back.

I was behind her, hands on her hips, buried so deep inside her I felt her breath catch every time I bottomed out.

“Uncle Evan—oh god—harder—please—harder—”

Her voice was wrecked, begging, trembling.

I pulled her hips back and slammed into her, the sound of our bodies hitting echoing through the cabin. Her tits bounced beautifully, her back arching as I took her.

“You’re taking me so well,” I growled, thrusting harder, relentless. “Fucking perfect. This pussy was made for me.”

She moaned — loud. Too loud.

But a week of this had destroyed my caution.

I didn’t care.

I grabbed her hair, pulling her head back so I could whisper into her ear as I drove into her again:

“I’m going to fill you, Sienna. You hear me? I’m going to put another load in you so deep you’ll still feel it tomorrow.”

Her whole body trembled.

“Yes—yes—please—fill me again—”

I thrust harder, deep enough that her breath stuttered into a sob.

“You want me to replace whatever weak little boy you had before?” I growled. “You want a man to fuck you like this?”

“I want—you,” she gasped, pushing back onto me.

“I want you to fill me—every day—you hear me? Don’t stop—”

I tightened my grip, thrusting faster, harder, brutal now.

“You’re mine,” I snarled. “Mine to fuck. Mine to fill. Mine to keep—”

A soft sound behind us froze the air.

I looked up.

Marissa stood in the living room doorway.

Pale.

Weak.

Shaking.

Not from fever — from the sight in front of her.

She had her hand over her mouth.

Her eyes were wide, not confused — shattered.

“Evan…?” she whispered.

Sienna didn’t stop.

She moaned — loud, filthy — her pussy clenching around me so hard I groaned despite myself.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, not even turning her head. “God—uncle Evan—don’t stop, please—”

Marissa’s expression twisted — grief breaking into something colder.

I stared back at her, frozen…

but my hips didn’t stop.

Couldn’t stop.

Not with Sienna squeezing around me like she was dragging the orgasm out of my spine.

She looked right at Marissa and whispered:

“He’s not stopping.”

I thrust again — deep, involuntary — and Sienna cried out, arching, taking all of it.

I felt myself tipping over the edge.

“Fuck—Sienna—”

“Do it—” she begged, looking back at me with wild eyes. “Fill me—now—I want her to see—”

Marissa swayed like she’d been struck.

I slammed into Sienna one final time — hard, deep — and the orgasm tore out of me with a guttural groan.

My release flooded her, hot and thick, spilling into her in heavy pulses as she moaned through her own climax, milking every drop out of me.

Marissa watched every second.

Watched her husband empty himself into her niece.

Watched the woman replacing her gasp and shake with pleasure under him.

When it was over, she whispered, almost too soft to hear:

“…I see.”

Then she turned away.

Walked back toward the guest room.

Didn’t look back.

Sienna sagged under me, panting, still full, still pulsing around my softening cock.

I stayed inside her a moment longer.

Breathing hard.

Staring at the empty doorway.

And all I could think was:

There’s no going back now.
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