

    
        
          Easter Manor Breeding Weekend

        

        
        
          Easter Breeding Nights, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Delilah Reed

        

        
          Published by Delilah Reed, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      EASTER MANOR BREEDING WEEKEND

    

    
      First edition. March 25, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Delilah Reed.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233459276

    

    
    
      Written by Delilah Reed.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Easter Manor Breeding Weekend (Easter Breeding Nights, #2)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Sign up for Delilah Reed's Mailing List

Also By Delilah Reed



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For every good girl who dreams of being completely claimed this Easter.

      

    


Content Warning

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

It contains explicit sexual content including:

	Breeding and impregnation kink

	Consensual rough sex

	Risky / semi-public sex (with party guests nearby)

	Size difference

	Dominant male / submissive female dynamic

	Multiple creampies

	Strong dirty talk and possessiveness


All acts are fully consensual between the characters.
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Sophia

I couldn’t believe I had actually shown up.

The invitation had arrived two weeks earlier in thick cream cardstock with gold embossed lettering. An exclusive Easter weekend at Blackthorn Manor. Black tie optional but strongly encouraged. All expenses paid for a select group of guests. I had stared at it for days before finally saying yes. Now my heels clicked across the gravel driveway as the grand stone manor rose in front of me like something out of a dream. Twinkling fairy lights draped every tree and balcony. Laughter and music spilled out from the open French doors. The entire estate was alive with the party already in full swing.

A liveried staff member took my small overnight bag and smiled politely. “Welcome to Blackthorn Manor, Miss Sophia. Mr. Marcus is expecting you.”

My stomach did a little flip at the name. Marcus Vale. The mysterious owner of the manor and host of this weekend. I had only seen one photo of him online. Tall, dark-haired, sharp jaw, the kind of man who looked like he owned every room he walked into. I smoothed down the front of my emerald green dress and tried to steady my breathing.

Inside, the grand hall took my breath away. Crystal chandeliers sparkled above a sea of elegantly dressed guests. Waiters moved through the crowd with trays of champagne and tiny Easter-themed canapés. A string quartet played softly in the corner while people laughed and chatted. The air smelled of fresh lilies, expensive perfume, and warm vanilla from the dessert table.

I had barely taken three steps when a deep voice spoke right beside me.

“You must be Sophia.”

I turned and my heart skipped. Marcus Vale stood less than two feet away. He was even taller than the photos suggested. Broad shoulders filled out his perfectly tailored black suit. His dark hair was styled just enough to look effortless. His eyes were a striking steel gray that locked onto mine and didn’t let go.

“Yes,” I managed. “And you must be the man who throws parties that make people forget the real world exists.”

A slow smile curved his lips. “Guilty. I like giving my guests an experience they’ll never forget.” His gaze moved over me in one smooth sweep. “You look stunning tonight. That dress was made for you.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Thank you. The invitation said the theme was elegant Easter so I tried to follow the rules.”

“You followed them perfectly.” He offered me his arm. “Come. Let me show you around before the night gets too loud.”

I slipped my hand into the crook of his elbow. His arm felt solid and warm under the suit jacket. As we walked through the crowded hall he leaned down slightly so only I could hear him.

“Most guests are here for the usual Easter festivities. Champagne, chocolate eggs, polite conversation. But I have a feeling you are looking for something a little more memorable than that.”

His voice had dropped lower. The words sent a shiver down my spine. I glanced up at him and found those steel gray eyes watching me intently.

“Maybe I am,” I said, surprised at how steady my voice sounded. “What exactly do you offer that is more memorable?”

Marcus guided me toward a quieter side corridor lined with oil paintings. The party noise faded slightly behind us. He stopped in front of a large window that overlooked the manicured gardens where lanterns glowed among the hedges.

“I like to give certain guests private tours of the manor,” he said. “Rooms most people never see. Experiences they will think about long after they leave.” His fingers brushed lightly over the back of my hand where it rested on his arm. “Would you like a private tour, Sophia?”

The way he said my name made my pulse jump. I could hear the party still going strong in the main hall. Laughter, music, clinking glasses. But right here in this quiet corridor it felt like the rest of the world had faded away.

I met his eyes and answered honestly.

“Yes. I would like that very much.”

Marcus smiled again. This time the smile reached his eyes and held a promise that made my stomach tighten with anticipation.

“Then the night belongs to us,” he said softly. “Let me show you what Blackthorn Manor can really offer.”

He kept my arm tucked against his side as he led me deeper into the manor. Every step felt like the beginning of something I would never forget.
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Marcus

I guided Sophia down the quiet corridor with my hand resting lightly at the small of her back. The party noise from the main hall grew softer behind us, but it never fully disappeared. Laughter and music still drifted through the walls like a constant reminder that we were not alone. That was exactly how I wanted it. I loved the edge it gave everything.

I pushed open the heavy oak door to the private library and let her step inside first. The room was one of my favorites in the manor. Floor to ceiling shelves lined every wall, filled with leather bound books that no one ever touched. A large antique desk sat in the center and two deep leather armchairs faced the fireplace where a low fire crackled. Heavy velvet curtains were drawn across the tall windows so the only light came from the fire and a single brass lamp on the desk.

Sophia turned in a slow circle, taking it all in. The emerald green dress hugged every curve of her body and the soft lighting made her skin glow. I closed the door behind us with a quiet click and leaned against it for a moment, just watching her.

“This room is off limits to the other guests tonight,” I said, my voice low. “No one will come in unless I allow it.”

She looked over her shoulder at me, eyes bright with curiosity and something hotter. “So it is just us?”

“For now.” I
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