
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue

I wasn’t prepared for how hard she’d hit me when I opened the door.

Rachel Bennett.

My former stepmother.

The woman I’d spent half my teenage years arguing with… and the other half trying not to stare at whenever she walked around the house in those too-tight tops she pretended not to know were too tight.

And now she was standing on my porch, chin lifted in a show of confidence she definitely didn’t feel, arms wrapped around her waist like she was holding herself together.

“Ethan,” she said, voice soft but strained. “Can we talk?”

I stepped aside. “Come in.”

She walked past me, and god—some things hadn’t changed. She was still gorgeous. Tall, slim waist, hips that swayed without trying, and her tits… massive, high, perfect, pressing against a blouse that looked one size too small. She had to know what she was doing to me. She always had.

She stopped in the center of my kitchen, hugging herself again. “I heard you’re looking for someone to help with the house.”

I leaned against the counter, folding my arms. “A maid, yeah.”

Her throat bobbed as she swallowed. “I need the work.”

Those four words should not have turned me on. They did.

I shouldn’t have enjoyed seeing her vulnerable.

I did.

“Why me?” I asked. “We… didn’t exactly get along.”

Her eyes flicked away. “I’m aware. But you’re the only one offering steady work. And I need steady.”

I let the silence hang, long enough for her to start worrying. Then I walked to the drawer, pulled out the neatly folded uniform I’d ordered a week ago—a costume, more realistically—and set it on the counter.

A black-and-white French maid outfit.

Short skirt.

Tight bodice.

Apron.

Stockings.

Her eyes widened. “Ethan… what is this?”

“The uniform,” I said simply.

“That’s not—this is—” She stopped, flustered, cheeks coloring. “Is this supposed to be a joke?”

“No,” I said. “My house, my rules. Anyone who works here dresses professionally.”

She stared at it like it might bite her. Or like she might try it on just to see what would happen.

“I can’t wear that,” she whispered.

I stepped closer, lowering my voice. “You need the job, Rachel. And I need a maid who follows instructions.”

Her chest rose and fell—slow, shaky. She looked up at me and I could practically feel the heat rolling off her. Anger, embarrassment… maybe something else she didn’t want to admit.

But she didn’t walk away.

“You start Monday,” I said.

She nodded, tiny and defeated, but her eyes held something dangerous.

Something I’d wanted to see on her face for years.




Chapter 1

Monday morning, 8 a.m. sharp.

I heard the front door click open—hesitant, slow—before I even came downstairs. I didn’t rush. I wanted her to wait for me. Anticipation was half the fun.

When I finally stepped into the kitchen, coffee mug in hand, I almost dropped it.

Rachel was standing by the counter, back to me, wearing the uniform exactly as I’d pictured it.

Hell—better.

The skirt was short enough I could see the curve where her ass met her thighs.

The bodice hugged her waist and pushed those massive tits up so high they looked moments from spilling out.

Stockings, lace-trimmed, perfectly straight.

Hair half-pulled back, trying for “professional” but landing firmly on “fuckable.”

She was gripping the countertop like she needed it to stay upright.

Good.

Let her feel the nerves.

Let her feel me in the room without looking.

I set my coffee down. “You’re early.”

She jumped, then turned around slowly. Her cheeks were pink. Her breathing tight.

“I said I’d be here at eight,” she said. “I keep my word.”

My eyes dragged over her, unapologetically. The way the top cinched her waist. The swell of her breasts. The tiny apron doing absolutely nothing to hide the fact that the outfit was more lingerie than uniform.

She crossed her arms uselessly over her chest. “Don’t look at me like that.”

“Like what?” I asked, stepping closer.

“Like you knew exactly what this would look like on me.”

“I did.” I let my gaze drop again. “And I was right.”

Her jaw clenched. She forced herself to straighten. “What are my duties for the day?”

I walked past her, close enough that my arm brushed hers, just to watch her shiver. I grabbed my coffee again, taking my time.

“Start in the living room,” I said. “Dust the shelves. Vacuum. Wipe the windows.”

She nodded stiffly and began walking out. Her heels clicked softly on the hardwood, the skirt swaying ridiculously with each step.

“Rachel,” I said.

She stopped in the doorway, not turning around.

“Yes?”

“You forgot something.”

She turned back, confused. “What?”

I pointed at the counter. “The feather duster.”

She rolled her eyes—but she walked back and picked it up. When she leaned forward, the neckline dropped just enough to make my cock throb.

She noticed.

Her cheeks darkened. “This uniform is humiliating.”

“No,” I said, letting my voice drop. “It’s honest.”

She froze, breath catching.

I stepped closer, lowering my head enough that my lips were near her ear.

“Now go do your job.”

She swallowed hard. Then she left the kitchen, heels tapping, duster in hand, the little skirt bouncing as she walked away—completely unaware that I followed her with my eyes until she disappeared around the corner.

I waited ten minutes before following her.

Long enough for the tension to simmer.

Long enough for her to think I’d left her alone.

But not long enough for her to relax.

The living room was quiet except for the soft shh shh of the feather duster and her light, controlled breathing. Rachel was standing on a small step stool, reaching up to the top shelf—stretching—and Christ.

Her skirt barely covered her ass on the ground. Up here it was useless.

Her thighs were tense, beautifully toned. The lace tops of her stockings hugged them high. And her ass… perfect. Round. Lifted. The thin fabric framed it more than it covered it.

I stepped into the doorway, watching. She didn’t notice me at first, too focused on balancing as she stretched higher.

“Careful,” I said.

She jolted, wobbling on the stool. I moved behind her instantly, placing my hands on her waist to steady her.

Her breath caught. “Ethan—”

“Don’t fall,” I murmured.

My palms tightened on her hips, and fuck—she felt incredible under my hands. Warm. Soft. Exactly how I’d imagined her for years.

She steadied, but she didn’t step down. Maybe she couldn’t. Maybe she didn’t want to.

“I’m fine,” she said, voice strained.

“No,” I said, letting my hands slide higher, fingers brushing under the curve of her ribs, close to the underside of her breasts. “You’re not.”

She froze.

I didn’t give her time to think. I slid my hands up—slowly, deliberately—until I was cupping her tits through the tight bodice.

Her moan was soft, unplanned. She clamped her lips shut, ashamed she’d let it slip.

God, she felt even better than I dreamed. Heavy in my hands. Full. Perfect. I kneaded them gently, thumbs brushing the hardening peaks through the fabric.

“Ethan… you can’t—” she whispered, but her hips pushed back against me at the same time, just a tiny shift, instinctive and impossible to miss.

“Yes,” I breathed against her ear. “I can.”

I squeezed her tits harder, watching the way her back arched, her legs trembling on the step stool. She was pretending to keep her balance, but her body was giving her away.

“Get down,” I said quietly.

She stepped off the stool, but I didn’t let go of her. My hands slid down her sides, slow, claiming, until they found her ass. I grabbed it—both hands—filling my palms with her soft curves.

She gasped, spine bowing forward, her ass pushing back into my grip like she needed it.

“Turn around,” I said quietly.

She did—slowly, reluctantly, her eyes big and glassy. I didn’t give her time to second-guess it. I caught her hips, spun her gently, and pressed a hand between her shoulder blades, guiding her back down toward the step stool she’d been dusting.

“Ethan—”

“Bend,” I ordered.

She hesitated half a heartbeat, pride fighting instinct… then she folded forward over the stool, palms braced on the top step, skirt riding up her thighs.

God.

Her ass was framed by lace, barely covered, stockings hugging her legs. She tried to press her thighs together, but I slid a hand between them, nudging them apart.

“Wider.”

She obeyed.

Her breathing was a mess now—shallow, shaky, each one a tiny confession.

I lifted the back of the skirt slowly, savoringly, baring her completely to me. Her ass was round and perfect, soft under my palms, begging to be handled. I squeezed both cheeks hard, spreading them, watching the way she twitched under the pressure.

“Ethan, we… we shouldn’t…” she whispered, voice breaking in the middle.

I leaned forward, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You keep saying that. And yet you’re bending over for me in a maid costume.”

Her fingers curled around the edge of the stool.

Her thighs trembled.

I ran my hands over her ass, slow strokes, claiming strokes, sliding my thumbs along the crease where softness met heat. She gasped—too loud, too helpless—and I smirked.

“You feel that?” I murmured.

She nodded, just barely.

“Use your words.”

“I… yes,” she breathed.

I squeezed her ass again—harder this time—and she arched, pressing into my touch like she was starving for it. I dragged my fingers down the back of her thighs, then back up, letting the pads of my fingertips trail along her inner thighs, higher, higher—

She shivered violently.

“Look at you,” I said softly. “My stepmother… my maid… bent over my stool because I told you to.”

Her breath caught on a whimper she tried—and failed—to swallow.

I grabbed her hips, pulled them back slightly to angle her exactly how I wanted, then slid one hand around to her belly, pulling her against me so she could feel how hard I was, how long I’d wanted this.

She moaned. Not a small sound. Not an accident. A real one. Needy and broken and desperate.

And it made my control snap.

I gripped her ass, spreading her open again, leaning over her, voice thick and low.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted you like this.”

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. She just trembled against the stool, breathing hard, waiting—wanting—me to take it even further.

I moved my hand between her thighs again… slower this time… letting anticipation do the work.

She was shaking for me.

Completely at my mercy.

Exactly where I always imagined she’d be.

I let my hand rest on her right cheek, fingers splayed. She sucked in a breath.

“Ethan… what are you—”

“Maintenance,” I said.

Her whole body stiffened. “Maintenance?”

“Mm.” I dragged my thumb slowly along the crease of her ass, enjoying how she twitched. “You’re my maid now. My employee. My rules.”

She swallowed, every muscle tight. “You can’t be serious.”

“I’m very serious.”

I squeezed her ass, lifting it slightly. “And you’ll stay bent over unless you want more.”

Her silence was agreement. She didn’t even try to stand.

Good girl.

I lifted my hand and brought it down—firm, sharp, perfect.

Smack.

Her gasp was everything.

Not pain.

Not protest.

Just shock… and heat.

I rubbed the spot gently, spreading the sting with slow circles. “Color looks good.”

“Ethan—”

Smack.

She yelped, hands gripping the stool harder.

“Stepmother or not,” I murmured, “if you work for me, you follow my standards.”

Her voice shook. “And this is part of the job?”

“Absolutely.”

Another smack, harder.

Her knees nearly buckled.

“You don’t dust properly?” Smack.

“You don’t follow uniform rules?” Smack.

“You talk back?” Smack… smack…

Her ass was warming beautifully now—pink, soft, giving under every strike. She was breathing fast, broken little sounds she probably hated herself for making.

I palmed both cheeks again, massaging, admiring the way she melted into my touch.

“Maintenance spanking keeps a maid focused,” I said. “Obedient. Receptive.”

She shivered at that last word. Receptive.

I leaned over her back, lips brushing her ear. “And you—Rachel—you need maintenance badly.”

Before she could form a response, I lifted my hand again.

Smack.

She moaned—no hiding it this time.

Perfect.

I grabbed her hips, pulling her back toward me so her ass pressed into my thighs. She was breathing like she’d run a marathon, trembling all the way down to her ankles.

“You’re learning,” I said softly, stroking her tender skin.

“You take correction beautifully.”

Her voice was barely there. “I… I shouldn’t let you—”

I cut her off with a slow squeeze of both cheeks, thumbs grazing her inner thighs.

“But you do.”

I bent closer.

“And you will.”

She shivered—fully, helplessly.

Her body knew exactly what it wanted, even if her pride tried to pretend otherwise.

I straightened, admiring the view—her bent over the stool, skirt up, ass glowing, breath unsteady.

“Good,” I said. “Now you’re ready for the rest of your duties.”

She whimpered at the implication.

And fuck, I was ready to make good on every one of them.

I kept my palm on her lower back for a moment longer, savoring the way she trembled beneath it. She didn’t dare move. Not after the spanking. Not with the way her thighs kept brushing, betraying her.

“You’re not done,” I said quietly.

She shivered. “W–what do you mean?”

I straightened, tugging her skirt back down—not enough to cover her, just enough to remind her who controlled how exposed she was. Then I tapped the feather duster still lying on the bookshelf where she’d left it.

“Get back to work.”

She looked over her shoulder at me, face flushed, eyes dazed and wet and furious all at once. “Like this?”

“Just like this.”

Her breath stuttered. “Ethan, I can’t dust while—while—”

“You can,” I said. “And you will.”

Her pride fought me for a second. I saw it in the set of her jaw, the tension in her shoulders, the stubborn little fire in her eyes.

But her body?

Her body was already obeying.

Slowly… silently… she stood upright, wincing softly as her tender ass shifted. She tried to tug the skirt down again, but I caught her wrist mid-motion.

“No,” I murmured. “It stays where I put it.”

She swallowed hard and nodded.

Good.

She walked back to the shelf, legs unsteady, hips swaying involuntarily from the lingering sting. Every step made her ass jiggle slightly, a reminder of the spanking still blooming across her skin.

She lifted the duster with shaking hands.

The first stroke was clumsy—it wasn’t the dust she was focused on.

It was me, standing behind her, watching every breath, every wince, every tremble.

“You’re doing fine,” I said, low.

She dusted a bit higher. When she reached up, the skirt lifted again, flashing more of her thighs, her ass… and she froze, knowing I could see everything.

“Keep going,” I instructed.

She obeyed. Slowly. Carefully. Deliberately.

Dusting while her ass throbbed.

Dusting while fully aware of my eyes on her.

Dusting while trying not to rub her thighs together for relief.

Her breathing grew heavier with each stretch, each shift, each reminder of the spanking I’d given her. She wasn’t just cleaning—she was unraveling.

Finally she whispered, “This is humiliating…”

“It’s supposed to be,” I said. “That’s why it works.”

She closed her eyes for one long, tortured second.

Then she kept dusting.

Bent just enough.

Arched just enough.

Trying and failing to hide the way she reacted to every flick of my gaze.

Perfect.




Chapter 2

By late afternoon I was pretending to work in my study—emails open, unread, the screen glowing uselessly.

I wasn’t focused on business.

I was waiting for her.

Rachel moved through the house differently now.

Slower.

More aware.

More careful of every doorway she passed—especially mine.

Good.

She deserved to feel watched, wanted, owned.

She had earned that.

I heard her heels before I saw her. Soft steps on the hardwood, the whisper of stockings, the faint little catch in her breath when she reached my hallway. She tried to walk past the study without making eye contact.

I didn’t let her.

“Rachel,” I called.

She froze instantly—body stiff, shoulders tensing under the tiny maid straps. She turned her head just enough to meet my eyes.

“Yes… Ethan?” she whispered.

“Come here.”

She hesitated—half a second—then stepped inside the room, folding her hands in front of her apron like she thought modesty still existed between us.

I leaned back in my chair. “Close the door.”

Her breath stuttered, but she obeyed. The click of the door sounded louder than it should have—final, sealing, intimate.

When she turned back toward me, I didn’t waste a single second.

I stood, stepped toward her, and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my slacks. Her eyes widened.

“Ethan—”

I pulled them down.

Not slowly.

Not teasing.

Just decisive.

My cock sprang free, hard and heavy, already aching from hours of thinking about her bent over that stool. Her gaze dropped instinctively—and stayed there.

Her lips parted.

She didn’t even try to hide the way she stared.

“Come closer,” I said.

She moved like she wasn’t in control of her own legs anymore. Stopping right in front of me. Close enough for her breath to ghost over the tip of my cock.

I cupped her chin and tilted her face upward. “Do you know why I called you in?”

Her voice was barely a whisper. “No…”

I let my thumb drag across her lower lip. “My cock needs cleaning.”

She sucked in a breath.

“Now,” I added.

“With your mouth.”

Her eyes fluttered. Her knees weakened. She swayed forward without meaning to, like gravity was pulling her down to exactly where she belonged.

“Ethan…” she whispered, voice cracking. “I shouldn’t—”

I brushed my thumb over her lips again, firmer this time.

“You’re my maid,” I said softly. “This is your job.”

Her breathing broke.

Her thighs pressed together.

Her chest lifted, massive tits straining against the tight black bodice.

I took a step closer, the tip of my cock just inches from her mouth.

“Kneel.”

She did.

Slowly. Beautifully.

Descending like she’d been waiting all day for the command.

On her knees between my legs, looking up at me with wide, helpless eyes… she’d never looked more perfect.

I grabbed the back of her head gently—not forcing, just holding—guiding her mouth toward me.

“Open,” I said.

And she did.

Lips parting.

Tongue flicking out just slightly.

Ready to obey.

Ready to clean.

Her mouth opened beautifully for me—obedient, trembling, already glistening.

Rachel on her knees was something I’d imagined for years. But the reality?

The reality was filthier.

Hotter.

Needier.

I slid my hand into her hair, not gentle, winding it around my fingers until her scalp tightened under my grip. She gasped softly—but didn’t pull back. She leaned closer, lips brushing the tip of my cock like she couldn’t help herself.

“Good,” I growled. “Now look up at me.”

She did.

Jesus Christ.

Those wide, terrified, wanting eyes—tears already pricking from the anticipation of what I was about to do—made my cock throb painfully in her face.

“This isn’t going to be soft,” I warned.

She swallowed.

Her throat bobbed.

And she whispered, “I know.”

Permission enough.

I guided her mouth forward, pressing my cock against her lips. She parted for me instantly, taking the head, warm and wet, tongue flattening beneath me. I didn’t wait—I pushed deeper.

She gagged softly, fingers tightening on my thighs.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “You take what I give you.”

I set the rhythm immediately.

Not brutal—yet.

But firm, controlled, using her mouth the way I intended: not for her pleasure, but for my own.

She tried to breathe through her nose, tried to relax her throat, but each time I pushed deeper she coughed around me, drool spilling from the corner of her lips. I held her head steady, rocking my hips slow and deliberate.

“Keep your hands behind your back,” I said.

She froze, then obeyed—pulling her hands from my legs and clasping them behind her, which only made her posture more submissive, her tits pushed forward against the bodice as she knelt helplessly for me.

“Beautiful,” I groaned. “My perfect little maid.”

Her eyes fluttered, a choked sound vibrating around my cock.

I tightened my grip in her hair. “Now I’m going to fuck your throat.”

And I did.

A hard thrust—she gagged hard, tears springing instantly.

Another—her mascara smudged, saliva splattering onto my thighs.

A third—her throat opening just enough to take the length.

I held her there, her nose pressed into my stomach, her nails digging into her own palms.

She shook—but she didn’t pull away.

“Relax,” I said, my voice low, encouraging. “Let it open. Let me in.”

She tried.

God, she tried—her throat trembling around me, her chest heaving, tiny whimpers vibrating down my cock.

I eased her back just enough for her to gasp before pulling her forward again, setting a rhythm now—using her mouth like it belonged to me, her head bobbing in my fist, spit running down her chin to drip onto her cleavage.

She was a mess for me.

A gorgeous, obedient, ruined mess.

And I wasn’t done.

I pulled her off me with a wet gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. She coughed, a tear slipping down her cheek, face flushed, chest heaving.

I cupped her jaw, forcing her to look up.

“You’re going to take it deeper in a minute,” I said. “And you’re going to thank me for using you.”

Her breath trembled.

“Ethan…”

A pause.

Then, barely audible—

“…yes.”

Fuck.

That was the sound I’d wanted since I was eighteen.

She was still kneeling in front of me, lips swollen, mascara smudging into something sinful. Spit glistened down her chin and onto her tits, the tight maid bodice catching the wetness. She looked like a woman ruined—and ready for more.

I tangled my fingers deeper into her hair, gripping the base of her skull firmly.

“You think we’re done?” I asked.

Her breath shook. “I… I don’t know.”

“You do.” I tilted her face upward. “You know exactly what I’m about to do to that pretty throat.”

She shivered—full body, helpless—and whispered, “Yes.”

I guided her mouth back to my cock, tapping the head against her lips. “Open.”

She obeyed instantly.

And then I sank into her.

Past her lips.

Past her tongue.

Right to the back of her throat.

Her gag reflex hit hard, her eyes watering immediately. But I didn’t let her pull back.

“No,” I murmured, tightening my grip. “You stay right there. You take it like a good little maid.”

A muffled moan vibrated around me.

“Fuck, that’s it… just like that… let me feel your throat fight around me.”

I pushed deeper—slow, cruel inches—until her nose was buried against my skin. Her throat spasmed, gagging, swallowing, struggling to open around the size of me.

“Relax,” I growled. “You can take it. You will take it.”

Her nails dug into the back of her own thighs, holding herself steady as I used her mouth exactly the way I wanted.

I pulled her back an inch—just enough for air—then slammed her down again.

Her gag echoed in the room.

“Good girl. That’s my girl. Look at you choking on me. Bet you never imagined this when you married my father.”

She whimpered around my cock, tears spilling beautifully.

I set a rhythm—fast, deep thrusts into her throat, her face hitting my hips with each stroke. Drool poured from her mouth, splattering onto the hardwood. She tried to breathe through her nose, small desperate sniffs that turned into pitiful moans when I didn’t slow down.

“This is how a maid earns her keep,” I growled, fucking her throat harder. “With her mouth. On her knees. Taking her boss exactly how he wants.”

Her eyes rolled slightly, overwhelmed.

“Look at you,” I grunted. “Sloppy little thing. My sloppy little thing.”

I held her head still and thrust—hard.

Her throat opened just enough.

Just enough for me to bottom out.

Her whole body jerked, choking beautifully.

“Oh, fuck yes,” I groaned. “That’s it. Take it. Take all of it. God, your throat was made for me.”

I kept her there—buried deep—while she struggled for breath, tears streaming, spit coating her chin and chest. She made the smallest, desperate whining sound in the back of her throat.

I pulled her back only when she started to shake from lack of air. She gasped loud and wet—but I didn’t give her long.

“One more time,” I said. “All of it.”

She nodded—actually nodded—and opened her mouth again.

I drove into her—relentless, claiming, owning—and she took it even deeper this time, throat stretching, lips pressed tight to my base.

I felt the orgasm snap low in my spine.

“Oh fuck—Rachel—”

Her eyes flew up to mine, wide and ruined and gorgeous.

“I’m gonna finish in your mouth,” I growled, thrusting deep. “You’re gonna swallow every drop for me.”

She moaned—moaned—while gagging on my cock.

That did it.

I held her head down, buried to the hilt, her throat tight around me while I pumped hot, hard spurts straight into her mouth.

Her eyes fluttered.

She swallowed—reflexively at first, then deliberately.

“Oh god, yes—drink it,” I panted, watching her throat gulp around me. “Clean me with that perfect fucking mouth.”

I kept her there until the last pulse faded, her lips sealed around the base of my cock like she didn’t dare waste a drop.

Finally I pulled her back.

A thick string of spit and cum clung to her lips before she licked it away obediently, trembling.

I tilted her chin up.

“Good maid.”

Her breath hitched.

And despite everything—her eyes begged for more.

Her eyes fluttered. She was wrecked. Owned. Perfect.

“Come here,” I murmured.

I leaned down and pulled her into a kiss—deep, claiming, deliberately filthy. I tasted myself on her tongue. She whined softly into my mouth, almost collapsing forward as my hand slid into her hair and held her exactly where I wanted.

When I pulled back, a thin strand of spit still connected us.

“Kiss me again,” I ordered.

She surged up on her knees, kissing me harder this time, hungry, desperate. Her hands trembled as they gripped my shirt for balance. I felt her body melt completely, surrendering everything the moment my tongue pushed into her mouth.

I broke the kiss slowly, biting her lower lip before letting it go.

“Now thank me.”

Her breath caught.

She stared up at me—humiliated, aroused, trembling.

“…Thank you,” she whispered.

“Not good enough,” I said, gripping her jaw tighter. “Thank me properly.”

Her thighs squeezed together. Her voice came out softer, raw, stripped of pride:

“Thank you for using my mouth.”

A swallow.

“Thank you for… for finishing in me.”

My cock twitched again.

I smirked.

“Good girl.”

I wiped a bit of spit from her lip with my thumb, then gently—almost tenderly—patted her cheek.

Then I grabbed her upper arm and helped her to her feet.

She stood unsteadily, legs trembling from kneeling so long, stockings smudged with spit, maid skirt rumpled. She looked fucked-out, used, completely undone—and it made her even more beautiful.

I turned her around and bent her forward slightly.

She gasped. “Ethan—?”

I lifted her skirt again, admiring the view—her ass still faintly pink from the earlier spanking. Then I swung my palm across her cheek—

SMACK.

She jolted forward with a sharp gasp.

Another—

SMACK.

She whimpered, gripping the edge of my desk.

“One more,” I said.

SMACK.

Her knees buckled. A small, broken sound slipped out of her throat.

I let my hand rest on the warmth of her skin, rubbing slow circles. “That’s so you don’t forget your place.”

She breathed shakily. “…yes.”

I straightened her skirt, smoothed her hair, then turned her by the chin to face me.

“Get back to work, maid.”

Her pupils blew wide.

“Y–yes… sir.”

I watched her walk out—hips swaying without meaning to, ass still stinging, lips still swollen from my cock—and the sight alone almost made me drag her back in.

But no.

Let her work.

Let her stew.

Let her want.

The next task would be even better.




Chapter 3

The smell of garlic hit me before I even stepped fully into the kitchen.

But the sight of her—that was what stopped me cold.

Rachel stood at the stove, stirring sauce in a pan, humming softly to herself. Still in the tiny maid costume. Still marked by me. Stockings hugging her thighs. Skirt swaying with every movement of her hips. Her posture was a little stiff—her ass still sore from the spanking, no doubt—but she moved delicately, trying to pretend nothing had happened.

Her back was to me.

A mistake.

I leaned against the doorway for a moment, just watching her. Watching her body shift. Watching the apron tug against her waist. Watching the rise and fall of her chest under that too-tight bodice.

She didn’t hear me.

So I stepped quietly across the tile, slow and deliberate, until I stood directly behind her… close enough for her to feel my breath on her neck.

She froze.

Spoon suspended mid-stir.

“Relax,” I murmured.

She didn’t.

Good.

I let my hands settle on her hips, thumbs brushing the hem of her skirt. She exhaled shakily, her body softening just a fraction against mine.

“You’re cooking for me,” I said. “In that uniform.”

She swallowed. “You told me to make dinner…”

I smirked. “I did. But you didn’t have to look this tempting while doing it.”

Before she could respond, I slid my hands up—slow… steady… unhurried—tracing from her hips to her ribs, then over the tight bodice that imprisoned her breasts.

She stiffened. “Ethan—”

I didn’t wait.

I grabbed the top of her maid costume and pulled it down. Hard.

Her tits spilled out instantly—heavy, perfect, bouncing free of the tight fabric. The sudden exposure drew a shocked gasp from her, half outrage, half something much darker.

“Ethan!” she whispered, panicked. “I—I’m cooking—”

“And?” I stepped closer, pressing her gently forward until her hips met the counter’s edge. “Your job is whatever I say it is.”

My hands slid under her breasts, lifting them, weighing them, thumbs brushing over nipples that were already hard for me. She shivered.

“You walk around my house,” I murmured, “with these perfect tits shoved into a tight little costume… and you think I wouldn’t pull them out the first chance I got?”

Her breath trembled. “Someone could—”

“No one’s here,” I cut in, squeezing her nipples just enough to make her gasp. “It’s just you. And me. And the work you still owe.”

Her eyes fluttered shut when I pinched her a little harder.

“That’s better,” I said. “Now keep cooking.”

She blinked at me, incredulous. “Like… like this?”

“Yes,” I said, sliding my hands back to her tits, molding them like they were mine. “Exactly like this.”

Tentatively, she lifted the spoon again. Her arms shook. Her breasts moved with every stir, soft and heavy in my hands. She tried to focus on the pan—but every time she breathed, her nipples dragged across my palms.

A quiet, strangled sound slipped from her mouth.

“There you go,” I whispered behind her ear. “Make dinner… while I enjoy what belongs to me.”

Her knees nearly buckled.

Her tits were already in my hands, soft and perfect and flushed under the kitchen lights, bouncing each time she breathed. She was trying—really trying—to keep stirring the sauce, but her nipples were hard as diamonds in my palms, giving her away with every tiny tremor.

“Put the spoon down,” I said quietly.

She obeyed, setting it aside with a shaky clatter.

I slid my hands up, lifting her breasts high, thumbs brushing circles around her swollen nipples. She gasped, arching into my touch.

“Turn around.”

Rachel moved slowly, turning to face me, tits still exposed and rising with every heavy breath. She looked wrecked, nervous, and desperately turned on.

I grabbed her waist and hoisted her onto the counter before she could even react. She let out a startled sound as her back hit the cool surface, her legs spreading instinctively to keep her balance.

Her maid skirt rode up beautifully.

“Ethan—what are you doing—”

I stepped between her thighs, gripping them hard. “Exactly what I want.”

My hands went right back to her breasts—claiming them, kneading them, making her gasp with each squeeze.

“God,” I growled, leaning in, “do you know how long I’ve thought about these tits?”

She shuddered. “Don’t… don’t say things like that…”

“I will,” I said, voice low, “and you’re going to listen.”

I pinched her nipples, and she choked on a moan.

“That’s it. You feel that?”

A tighter squeeze.

“You feel what you do to me?”

Her eyes fluttered shut. “Yes…”

I lowered my mouth to her chest, sliding my tongue across the underside of one perfect breast, leaving a wet trail up to her nipple. I sucked it into my mouth, slow and greedy. She arched hard, hands flying to my shoulders for balance.

“Oh—Ethan—”

I pulled off with a pop.

“These tits…” I whispered against her skin, “I’m going to fill them.”

Her breath stuttered violently. “F–fill… them?”

“Yeah,” I said, licking her again. “I’m going to breed you, Rachel. Pump you full until your body swells for me… until these gorgeous tits fill with milk.”

She let out a helpless whine.

“And then?” I continued, using my thumb to smear the wetness from my mouth across her nipple. “Then I’m going to drink from you. Every. Fucking. Day.”

Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“You can’t… you can’t say things like that…”

I grabbed both tits in my hands, squeezing them together, my voice dropping into filth.

“I’ve been waiting years to say it. Years to imagine these tits leaking because of me. Years wanting to taste you while you feed my kid.”

Her hips jerked forward at that—instinctive, hungry, betraying her completely.

“Look at you,” I murmured. “Body reacting before your brain can lie about it.”

“I’m not—” she whispered, shaking.

“You are,” I cut in, taking her nipple back into my mouth and sucking hard—deep, rhythmic pulls, like I already expected milk to fill my tongue.

She cried out—quiet, desperate, overwhelmed.

I sucked harder, pulling her breast deep into my mouth, letting her feel exactly what I wanted from her. Her entire body shook, her thighs clamping around my hips, grinding against me without meaning to.

When I finally pulled back, a strand of saliva connected my tongue to her nipple.

I met her eyes.

“You’re going to give me everything,” I said. “Your mouth, your tits, your body… your womb.”

Her lips parted.

“And you’re going to thank me for taking it.”

She was already panting, tits heaving, nipples flushed dark and wet from my mouth.

But I wanted more.

I wanted to take her apart using nothing but her breasts.

I slid my hands up her thighs, over the tiny apron, and back to her chest, cupping both tits again—full, warm, perfectly heavy in my palms.

“These,” I murmured, massaging them slowly, “are going to make you come.”

Her breath hitched. “Ethan— that’s not— I can’t—”

“Watch,” I whispered.

And then I lowered my mouth to her left nipple, sucking deep and slow, like I was already drinking the milk I promised would be mine someday.

She choked on a moan and arched her back hard, pushing her chest into my face.

“God—”

I dragged my tongue across the underside of her breast, then latched onto the other nipple and sucked even harder. Her knees knocked against my hips, her fingers clawing at my shoulders as she tried not to fall apart too fast.

“Sensitive today,” I said against her skin, sending vibrations through her nipple.

“Y-you know why,” she gasped.

“Oh, I know.”

I sucked again.

Harder.

Her entire body jerked.

“These tits are waking up,” I murmured. “Getting ready for what I’m going to do to them.”

She whimpered—loud and helpless.

I squeezed both breasts together, trapping her nipples between my fingers and my mouth as I alternated between them—suck, lick, bite, repeat—until she was shaking uncontrollably.

“You hear me?” I said, licking a wet circle around her nipple. “This is just the beginning. I’m going to suck you every night. I’m going to drink from you as you ride me. I’m going to taste you while I fill your womb.”

Her hips bucked violently.

“Stop… s-stop talking like—like—”

“Like I’m going to make you my breeding toy?” I growled.

She moaned so loudly it echoed off the cabinets.

“That’s exactly what you are,” I said. “A maid with perfect tits made for feeding my kid and my mouth.”

I wrapped my lips around one nipple again, sucking until her breath left her in a sob—and then I switched sides, dragging my tongue across her chest before taking the other nipple deep.

Her whole body was vibrating now, thighs spread over the counter, stomach trembling.

“Ethan— I’m— oh god—”

I grinned against her skin and sucked harder, ruthlessly, greedily.

“Come,” I said darkly. “Do it. Come from your tits. Let me break you.”

She cried out—a ragged, shocked, uncontrollable sound—and her body snapped like a bowstring.

Her thighs clenched around my waist.

Her hips jerked.

Her breath stuttered in wild, desperate gasps.

She was coming—hard enough to make her shake—just from her nipples and the filthy words I kept whispering against them.

I held her through it, sucking gently now, coaxing every last tremor out of her.

When she finally sagged back against the cabinets, limp and ruined, I pulled away and admired the sight:

Her tits slick with my spit.

Her nipples swollen and throbbing.

Her maid outfit pushed down around her waist.

Her legs spread… inviting.

Her whole body marked by me.

I wiped my mouth with my thumb and smirked at her.

“These tits,” I said, “are going to be the death of me.”

She whimpered.

Her orgasm was still rippling through her when I hooked my hands around her thighs.

She barely had time to blink.

“E–Ethan—?”

I flipped her over the counter.

One smooth motion—my hands on her hips, her body turning, her tits pressed to the cool surface, her legs dangling off the edge. She gasped, palms flattening against the countertop for balance, nipples dragging across it.

“Stay,” I said.

She froze, trembling, her ass lifted perfectly for me, skirt pushed up around her waist like an invitation she didn’t dare voice.

Her pussy—holy fuck—was dripping. Wet enough that I could see the shine from behind. Wet enough that she’d soaked through the thin scrap of lace she pretended counted as panties.

“Look at you,” I growled, sliding my palm over her ass. “I didn’t even touch your pussy and you came like that.”

She made a broken sound. “Please don’t—don’t say it like that—”

I grabbed her hips and pulled her back until her thighs hit the edge of the counter.

“I’ll say whatever I want,” I said. “You’re mine to talk about.”

Her breath caught.

“And mine to fuck.”

She shivered violently.

I tore her panties to the side and groaned at the sight of her—slick, swollen, starving for me.

“Goddamn,” I muttered. “You’re soaked. Were you this wet when I was sucking your tits?”

She shook her head weakly. “I—I don’t know—”

“You do.”

My cock hardened painfully.

“You got wet because you want me to breed you.”

She whimpered, collapsing slightly against the counter.

I lined myself up behind her and slid just the head between her folds—slow, teasing. Her entire body jerked, hips pushing back instinctively before she caught herself.

“Ethan—please…”

“You want it?” I asked, voice dark. “Say it.”

“I—”

Her voice cracked.

“I want it.”

“Say more.”

Her fingers curled against the counter’s edge.

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Good.”

I dragged the head up and down her slit, spreading her slick.

“Because I’m not going easy.”

And I slammed into her.

Hard.

Deep.

To the fucking hilt.

Her cry echoed off the kitchen walls.

“Jesus—Ethan—!”

I gripped her hips and drove into her again—fast, brutal, claiming thrusts that sent her tits bouncing against the counter with each impact, nipples dragging across the cold surface.

“Feel that?” I grunted. “Feel how your pussy grabs me?”

She whimpered, nails scraping blindly across the counter.

“You’re clenching like you want to milk me already,” I said, pounding her harder, each thrust shaking the cabinets. “Like you want me to fill you, right here, while dinner burns.”

“I—I can’t—think—”

“You don’t have to think,” I growled. “Just take it.”

Her legs trembled violently as I fucked her deeper, each snap of my hips smacking our skin together. The wet sounds were obscene—slick, messy, perfect.

I leaned over her back, hand sliding up to grab her hair and yank her head back so her cheek pressed to the cool counter.

“I’m going to breed you,” I whispered into her ear.

“Right here.”

“On my kitchen counter.”

“In your little maid outfit.”

She moaned—long, helpless, needy.

“You want that?” I demanded. “Say it.”

“I—”

She bucked under me—

“I want it—”

“Say more.”

“I want you to breed me!” she cried. “Please!”

I slammed into her harder than before, forcing a scream from her throat.

“That’s it…” I growled, thrusting fast, deep, relentless.

“That’s my maid.”

“My fucktoy.”

“My future breeding hole.”

Her entire body shook under me, thighs quivering, pussy tightening around my cock with every brutal thrust.

“Ethan—I’m—oh god—I’m gonna—”

“Come,” I ordered, pounding into her. “Come on my cock like you were made for it.”

She shattered—loud, shaking, utterly destroyed beneath me as her orgasm ripped through her a second time.

I didn’t stop.

Not until she collapsed fully against the counter, tits crushed to the surface, moaning incoherently as her pussy squeezed me over and over.

I grabbed her hips hard, holding her exactly where I wanted her.

“Good,” I growled into her shoulder.

“Now I’m going to fill you.”

And I plunged into her again—hard enough that she gasped—ready to finish inside her like I promised.

Perfect.

Completely wrecked.

Exactly how I wanted her.

I tightened my grip on her hips, fingers digging into her soft skin as I pulled her back onto me, driving myself deeper—burying every inch inside her.

“Stay still,” I growled.

She whimpered into the countertop. “Ethan… I can’t—”

“You can,” I said, my voice dark and absolute. “Because I’m going to fill you. And you’re going to take all of it.”

Her knees buckled, ass lifting instinctively into my hips. A shudder ran through her whole body.

“Oh—god—”

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Keep that pussy open for me.”

I thrust slow now—slow but deep, dragging her down onto me until I was pressed entirely inside her, her walls gripping me so tight I could barely breathe.

She cried out when I hit the deepest part of her.

“Right there,” I said, grinding into her. “That’s where you’re going to take my cum.”

Her voice was a wrecked whisper. “Please—please—”

I grabbed one of her hands and pinned it flat to the counter, stretching her body beneath mine.

“You want me to breed you?”

She gasped, hips jerking helplessly. “Yes—yes—Ethan—please—”

“You want me to fill this little maid cunt,” I said, thrusting hard enough to make her moan into the counter, “and leave you dripping for the rest of the night?”

“Yes—oh god—yes—”

Her pussy clutched me again, tighter, desperate.

I bent over her back, chest pressed to her shoulder blades, my mouth at her ear as I fucked her slow and punishing, each thrust hitting deep and exact.

“You’re going to feel me for days,” I whispered. “Every step you take, every time you try to work—my cum will still be inside you.”

She cried out, her voice cracking like she was right on the edge again.

I slid one hand from her hip between her legs, pressing two fingers to her clit—not rubbing, just holding, letting the pressure sync with the rhythm of my thrusts.

Her entire body seized.

“Ethan—fuck—I’m—”

“I know,” I growled. “Come with me. Milk my cock when I fill you.”

Her thighs shook violently. I could feel her body locking up, clenching, begging for release.

I slammed into her one last time—deep, to the hilt, holding her down on my cock—

And she broke.

She screamed into the counter as her orgasm hit her like a wave—pussy squeezing me with frantic, pulsing contractions. It tore through her so hard she almost collapsed, if I hadn’t been holding her there.

That tightness—those desperate little spasms around me—dragged my own climax out fast and brutal.

“Oh—fuck—Rachel—”

My hips snapped forward, burying myself as deep as her body would allow. Heat surged up my spine, and I emptied into her in thick, hot pulses—cum flooding her, filling her, marking her.

I groaned into her shoulder as I pumped every last drop inside her trembling body.

She shuddered with every pulse, still whimpering, still shaking, still milking my cock like she was designed for it.

When the last spasm faded, I stayed there—still inside her—keeping my hips pressed tight against her ass so nothing escaped.

I kissed the back of her neck.

“There,” I whispered.

“That’s my cum inside you.”

“Right where it belongs.”

She exhaled a broken sound—half moan, half surrender.

Her pussy fluttered around me—tiny, involuntary squeezes—and every one of them made me groan low into her ear.

But I wasn’t done.

Not even close.

I slid one hand up her back, pressing her lower, bending her until her tits flattened softer against the cool counter again. My hips stayed locked to hers, sealing her shut, my cum deep inside her where it belonged.

She whimpered, shivering.

“Ethan… I can’t… my legs…”

“I didn’t tell you to stand,” I murmured. “I told you to take it.”

She moaned, sweet and broken.

Slowly—deliberately—I pulled out just an inch.

Just enough to feel the heat spill forward, just enough to let a thin ribbon of my cum begin to slide out around my cock.

Her breath hitched.

She felt it.

I watched it—white, warm, leaking from her swollen pussy.

Then I grabbed her hip and slammed myself back inside her.

She gasped—loud, desperate—her whole body jerking as I pushed my cum back in, deeper, where her body clenched to hold it.

“Oh—god—”

“Not wasting a drop,” I said. “I didn’t breed you so it could drip onto my floor.”

I slid out slowly again.

More of my cum followed—thick, messy, dripping down the inside of her thigh.

I stared at it, mesmerized.

“You’re leaking,” I growled. “Already.”

She trembled hard, her cheek pressed to the counter, voice barely holding together.

“I—I can’t help it—”

“You don’t have to.”

I caught the spill with two fingers—scooping it up from her thigh—then pushed my fingertips back inside her, forcing the warmth up into her body where it belonged.

She cried out, a raw, needy sound, hips twitching against my hand.

I kept my fingers inside her for a moment, feeling her pulse and squeeze around them, feeling her body instinctively try to keep my cum.

Then I withdrew my hand and gripped her ass, spreading her open to look at the swollen, used, ruined sight of her.

I let out a low exhale.

“Fuck, look at you. Marked. Dripping. Filled.”

I slid my cock back against her entrance—still slick with both of us.

“You’re not done holding it.”

Before she could speak, I thrust back into her—slow and heavy—until my hips met hers.

Until she gasped from the pressure.

Until every last drop I’d spilled was right back inside her.

She whimpered into the counter.

“Ethan… please… I’m too sensitive…”

I smiled against her shoulder.

“Good. I want you sensitive.”

I ground my hips against her, deep enough to make her toes curl.

“Because I’m not stopping until your body understands something.”

She swallowed, shaking.

“U-understands what?”

I leaned over her, lips at her ear, voice a dark growl that made her whole body tense.

“That this pussy doesn’t get to let my cum out…”

I pulled out just slightly—

“until I decide it does.”

Then I thrust back into her—slow, deep, claiming—holding her down with my body while she whimpered and shuddered beneath me, completely at my mercy.




Chapter 4

It was late—close to midnight—when I finally went to find her.

The house was quiet, lights dim. I knew exactly where she’d be: the guest room I’d deliberately left mostly empty, knowing she’d end up in there to change.

When I pushed the door open, she froze mid-motion.

Rachel stood beside the bed, her maid uniform halfway unzipped, her regular clothes laid out beside her—jeans, a soft sweater, things she used to wear when she pretended she was above me.

Her hair was mussed from my hands.

Her thighs still trembled from the counter.

Her skin marked where I’d held her.

She saw me in the doorway and instantly flushed.

“Ethan—I was just—” She fumbled for the zipper. “I thought… since it’s late… I should head home for the night.”

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

She blinked, startled. “What? I—but—Ethan, I have to go home.”

“You don’t,” I said, walking toward her. “Because this is a live-in position.”

Her lips parted. “No—no one said—”

“I’m saying it now.”

I stopped right in front of her, taking her chin between my fingers and tilting her face up to mine.

“You don’t leave at night. You don’t change into anything else. You stay in this house.”

Her breath hitched. “Ethan—please—”

“You’re not a part-time maid,” I continued. “You’re mine. My live-in maid. My plaything. My bed-warmer.”

Her knees buckled just slightly at that last word.

I slid the zipper back up to her throat—slowly—then cupped her jaw.

“You sleep in my bed.”

She stiffened. “Ethan—”

“Naked.”

Her breath caught. A tiny, involuntary gasp.

“And you sleep,” I murmured, brushing my thumb across her trembling lower lip, “curled around my cock.”

She let out a soft, broken sound—shock, humiliation, arousal, everything tangled into one.

“You… you can’t expect—”

“I can,” I said, voice low. “And I do.”

I stepped closer, my body nearly touching hers.

“You warm me while I sleep.”

My hand slid down her throat, over the front of her maid outfit, to her lower belly.

“You keep my cock tucked between those thighs.”

My thumb stroked where I’d filled her hours earlier.

“Ready for me… any moment I want you.”

She shivered hard enough that I felt it through the air.

“That’s not—Ethan—this is too—”

“No,” I murmured, leaning in, my mouth brushing her ear.

“What’s too much is how you look in this uniform.”

“How you moan when I fill you.”

“How you come just from me using your tits.”

She swallowed, trembling visibly.

“You think I’m going to let you go home and touch yourself, imagining what I’d do to you tomorrow?”

Her voice cracked. “I… I wouldn’t—”

“You would,” I said. “And it would piss me off.”

I took her hand, lifted it, and placed it flat against my chest.

“You stay here.”

Her fingers curled in the fabric of my shirt without her meaning to.

“And tonight,” I continued, “you’re going to sleep in my bed… naked… with your legs spread around my waist.”

Her breath was shaking now, shallow and desperate.

“And before we fall asleep…”

I slid my hand down her stomach, under the fabric, fingers brushing the heat between her thighs—

“I’m going to slip inside you again.”

She gasped.

“And I won’t pull out.”

Her knees gave, and I caught her easily, lifting her chin so she couldn’t look away.

“Say it,” I demanded softly. “Say you’ll sleep in my bed.”

She swallowed.

Struggled.

Fought herself.

Then—

“…I’ll sleep in your bed.”

I smirked.

“Naked.”

She closed her eyes. “…naked…”

I leaned in, brushing my lips over hers without kissing her.

“And ready for me?”

She trembled, body melting.

“…yes.”

I kissed her then—slow, claiming, final.

“Good,” I whispered against her mouth.

“Now take off the rest. I want to see you.”

She stood in front of me, chest rising in tiny frightened breaths, eyes flicking between my face and the floor like she wasn’t sure where to look.

Her maid uniform was still half on—wrinkled, unzipped to her lower back, clinging to her in all the places I’d grabbed her earlier.

And she knew what I was waiting for.

“Go on,” I said quietly. “Undress.”

Her knees trembled.

“Here?” she whispered. “Like… like this…?”

“Yes,” I said. “Right here. In front of me.”

Her fingers moved to the zipper again, slower this time, timid and shaky.

She slid it down.

The uniform loosened immediately, slipping off one shoulder, then the other.

I didn’t move to help her.

I wanted to see how she bared herself to me.

The top fell to her waist, revealing her bare tits—still flushed from earlier, nipples slightly swollen from my mouth. She instinctively tried to cover them.

“No,” I said sharply.

She froze.

“Hands at your sides.”

She obeyed, arms dropping, exposing herself fully.

“That’s better.”

Her skirt was next. She unfastened the tiny apron, letting it fall to the floor, and then pushed the skirt down over her hips. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but lace panties—which were still damp from earlier.

She hesitated.

“Take those off too,” I said.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband, swallowed hard, and slid them down slowly… inch by trembling inch… until they fell to the ground and she kicked them aside.

Then she stood there.

Completely naked.

Beautiful.

Owned.

Her breathing was ragged. “Ethan… I feel—”

“Exposed?” I asked. “Vulnerable?”

“…yes.”

“Good.”

I stepped closer—just close enough that she felt the heat of my body without touching me.

“Now get on your knees.”

Her lips parted.

“Y-You want me to—”

“Kneel.”

She sank immediately—almost collapsing—her bare knees hitting the hardwood, her hands coming to rest on her thighs. She looked up at me with wide, glassy eyes, the kind of expression that made something in me snap tight.

I cupped her cheek.

“You look exactly how a maid should,” I murmured. “Naked. Kneeling. Devoted.”

Her breath shivered out of her lungs.

“Now show me.”

Her brow knitted. “Show you… what?”

“How grateful you are.”

I stepped closer, guiding her chin up with two fingers, forcing her to look into my eyes.

“Worship me.”

Her lips parted.

A small whimper escaped.

And then—slowly—she leaned forward, pressing the softest, most hesitant kiss to the inside of my thigh.

I didn’t touch her.

I watched.

She kissed higher next.

Then lower.

Her hands slid up to my waist, trembling, tentative.

She pressed her lips again, this time lingering, breathing me in like she needed it.

“That’s it…” I murmured. “Show me how you kneel for the man who owns your nights.”

Her breath caught sharply.

She kissed me again.

Deeper.

Slower.

Needier.

When she finally pulled back, panting softly, she looked up at me through her lashes.

“Ethan… please… take me to your bed…”

I grabbed her jaw, lifting her chin higher.

“You walk there,” I said. “Naked.”

Her thighs pressed together, her entire body flushing in submission.

“And when you reach the foot of the bed…”

She swallowed hard.

“…you get back on your knees and wait for me.”

She nodded—slowly, obediently, beautifully wrecked.

“Yes… sir.”

I smirked.

“Then go,” I ordered. “I’ll follow.”

She stood on shaky legs, turned, and began the long walk down the hall—bare, trembling, perfect—knowing exactly what awaited her in my bed.

And exactly what would be inside her the moment she lay down.

She walked down the hall naked, trembling, every curve illuminated by the soft light spilling from my bedroom.

I followed at a slow pace, letting her feel the weight of my gaze on her bare back, her ass, the sway of her hips.

Rachel paused at the threshold like she had to gather herself.

Then—because she’d promised—she stepped inside and sank to her knees at the foot of my bed.

Exactly where I wanted her.

Hands on her thighs.

Back straight.

Breasts rising as she struggled to breathe.

Her thighs already slick again, even before I touched her.

Good.

Very good.

I approached slowly, enjoying the way her eyes tracked my movements—nervous, needy, hungry in a way she refused to name.

“You listened,” I said.

“Yes…” she whispered. “I did.”

I stood right in front of her, close enough that she could feel my heat, close enough that her lips hovered inches from where I wanted them.

“Look at you,” I murmured. “Naked. Kneeling. Waiting like a good maid.”

She let out a tiny sound—humiliated, aroused, unable to hide either.

I reached down, took her chin between my thumb and forefinger, and angled her face up to mine.

“Are you ready to serve me again?”

She swallowed. “Yes…”

“Good.”

I stepped closer. Her breath hit my skin.

“Because I’m not going to sleep until you clean my cock with your mouth.”

Her lips parted, pupils blown wide.

“Ethan—”

“Show me,” I said. “Show me how a live-in maid ends the night.”

I didn’t guide her this time.

I let her do it herself.

She lifted her hands—hesitant, trembling—and placed them on my hips. Her eyes flicked up to mine once more, silently asking if this was really happening.

I didn’t blink.

So she leaned forward.

Her lips touched the base of my cock first—a soft, almost reverent kiss.

Another above it.

Another.

Slow, worshipping kisses up my length, like she was reacquainting herself with every inch of me.

“Good girl…” I whispered, stroking her hair.

She exhaled shakily, then opened her mouth and took my cock between her lips, tongue flattening beneath me.

A low groan tore out of my chest.

“Deeper,” I said.

She did.

Her mouth swallowed more of me—slow, careful, afraid of disappointing me. I held her face gently this time, guiding, not forcing.

She moaned around my cock, soft vibrations that shot straight through me.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Clean me. Worship me. This is what your nights look like now.”

Her eyes fluttered.

I slid my hand into her hair—not tight, just present—and set a steady rhythm. Slow thrusts. Controlled. Letting her tongue drag along my length with each movement. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth and dripped down her breasts.

She looked up at me then.

Fuck.

Glass-eyed.

Devoted.

Destroyed.

Beautiful.

“You’re mine,” I said softly.

Her throat tightened around me in answer.

“And you’re going to earn the privilege of sleeping in my bed with your mouth.”

She whimpered around my cock.

“Take me deeper.”

She swallowed me down until her nose brushed my stomach, her throat stretching around me. This time, she didn’t gag—she breathed through her nose, focusing, forcing herself to obey.

I groaned, fingers tightening in her hair.

“That’s perfect…”

I rocked my hips just slightly deeper—

“Hold it—good—fuck—”

When I pulled her off, she gasped loudly, spit connecting her lips to my cock in long, wet strings.

She looked ruined.

And ready for more.

I cupped her jaw.

“Now climb into my bed,” I murmured. “And get on your hands and knees.”

Her breath hitched.

She nodded, trembling.

She stood.

She climbed onto the mattress.

And she positioned herself exactly how I wanted—on all fours, presenting herself, waiting.

Ready.

Mine.




Chapter 5

She was already on all fours when I crossed the room, her back arched instinctively, her pussy glistening in the low bedroom light.

But I wasn’t taking her like that.

Not yet.

“Come here,” I said, sitting back against the headboard.

She turned her head, breath shaky. “Ethan…?”

“On my lap,” I ordered, patting my thigh. “Now.”

Her legs trembled as she crawled toward me—slow, naked, obedient. She climbed onto the bed and eased herself across my lap, straddling me. Her body fit over mine perfectly, her thighs warm and shaky against my hips.

My cock pressed hot and heavy against her lower belly, but I didn’t guide her down yet.

I grabbed her waist and pulled her in close, chest to chest, tits crushed against me.

“Sit up straight.”

She straightened, breasts lifting beautifully with the motion. I slid my hands up her sides until I was holding both heavy tits in my palms, thumbs brushing the nipples that were already tightening for me.

“You know why you’re in my lap?” I asked.

“I… I don’t know,” she whispered, clearly lying.

I squeezed her nipples until she gasped.

“Try again.”

“I—because you want me…”

She swallowed.

“Because you want me to ride you?”

I smiled darkly.

“I want you to ride my cock until you forget your own name.”

She shivered violently. Her hips twitched forward, instinct leading her even when her mind wanted to resist.

“You’re going to take me,” I continued, sliding one hand down her ass, gripping it firmly, pulling her hips into place, “slow… and deep… and exactly how I tell you.”

Her breath caught. “Ethan—”

“And while you do,” I murmured, slipping my cock between her folds, dragging the head against her slick entrance, “I’m going to hold these perfect tits… and remind you what they’re for.”

She whimpered as I squeezed her breasts again—harder this time.

“You feel that?” I asked, guiding her hips just slightly, letting the head press inside her but not letting her sink down yet.

“You feel how badly you want to sit on me?”

“Yes,” she whispered immediately, shamefully.

I smirked.

“Then take it.”

I guided her down, inch by inch, feeling her tight heat stretch around me. She gasped, then moaned—long and low—as her body swallowed me deeper.

“Oh—Ethan—”

“That’s it,” I growled. “Take all of me. Sink down… slow… let your pussy stretch for its owner.”

Her nails dug into my shoulders.

“Fuck—Etha—ah—”

When she finally reached the base, fully seated, fully filled, her whole body trembled in my lap.

I wrapped one arm around her lower back, the other hand gripping her tits, kneading them, pulling on her nipples until she cried out again.

“You feel that?” I whispered against her throat.

“That’s my cock inside the maid who sleeps in my bed.”

She trembled. “Please… please don’t—”

“Don’t what?” I pulled her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard enough to make her yelp.

“Don’t tell you what these tits are made for?”

I sucked again.

“Don’t remind you I’m going to breed you until they swell?”

Another suck, deeper.

“Don’t whisper how bad I want to taste your milk?”

She moaned—loud, helpless.

I lifted her hips an inch and slammed her back down.

She gasped, nearly collapsing against me.

“That’s what I thought,” I said. “Now ride.”

She lifted her hips again—shaking—and lowered herself slowly, eyes fluttering shut at the stretch.

“No,” I snapped, grabbing her hair and forcing her gaze to mine. “Eyes open. You look at me when you serve me.”

She obeyed. Barely.

Her body moved—timid at first—up and down my cock, tight and soaked and perfect. I grabbed her waist to guide her rhythm, slow and deep, grinding her into me.

“There you go…” I murmured. “Move for me. Show me how you bounce on the cock that owns you.”

Her tits bounced beautifully with each motion, nipples begging for my mouth again. I took one between my lips and sucked hard, pulling another loud whimper from her throat.

“I’m going to fuck these tits full someday,” I growled between sucks. “And you’re going to let me drink from you while you ride me just like this.”

Her rhythm stuttered—hips jerking involuntarily.

“Ethan—please—please—”

“What?” I asked, yanking her hips down harder. “Please what?”

“I need—” She gasped as I thrust up into her, deep and slow and devastating. “I need to come—”

“You’ll come,” I said. “When I say.”

She whimpered, legs shaking.

“And after you do…” My voice dropped to a dangerous whisper.

“You’re going to fall asleep with my cock still inside you.”

She moaned—raw, needy, destroyed.

“And you’re going to wake up the exact same way.”

She was already shaking in my lap, my cock buried deep inside her, her tits bouncing under my hands each time I guided her hips. Every breath she took hitched on the stretch, on the weight of me inside her.

But she still wasn’t moving fast enough.

So I tightened my grip around her waist.

“Lift.”

She gasped but obeyed—raising herself off my cock just an inch, her slick heat clinging to me.

“Down.”

She dropped, taking me to the hilt again with a sharp cry.

“Again.”

I set the rhythm—slow, grinding, filling her completely—while she clung to my shoulders like she’d fall apart if she let go.

But this wasn’t enough for me.

Not yet.

I slid one hand down between her legs, pressing my thumb against her clit.

She nearly collapsed.

“Ethan—no—no—please— I can’t—”

“You can,” I said, thumb circling lazily. “You will.”

Her thighs clenched around my hips, her pussy squeezing me tight, her body already begging for release.

I rolled my thumb harder.

She jerked, a strangled moan tearing out of her.

“Fuck, you get so desperate here,” I growled. “You feel that? That little spot I’m rubbing?”

She nodded frantically, breath falling apart. “Yes—yes—oh god—”

“You like it when I play with your clit while you’re full of me.”

She let out a choked sob of pleasure, hips slamming down without her permission.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Ride my cock while I ruin you.”

Her body started bouncing on me now, harder, faster, the rhythm messy and frantic.

I matched her pace—thumb circling her clit, other hand gripping her ass, guiding her down onto me with every thrust.

“You’re close,” I said. “I feel it.”

She whimpered, nails leaving marks on my shoulders. “I’m—I’m going to—”

“Come,” I ordered. “Come on my cock.”

“I—I—”

“Do it.”

She shattered.

Her whole body convulsed around me, pussy squeezing violently as she screamed into my neck.

Her thighs clamped around me, her hips jerking out of rhythm, her breath gone, her entire body trembling helplessly as her orgasm ripped through her.

I didn’t let up.

I kept rubbing her clit, thumb merciless, drawing out every aftershock, every shake, every helpless moan.

“Ethan—stop—I can’t—I can’t—”

“You can,” I growled, holding her down on my cock while she sobbed through pleasure. “You’ll take all of it.”

Her climax dragged on—long, rolling waves—her pussy milking me with each pulse.

And that was it.

Her convulsions clenched around me, squeezing me so tight that heat surged up my spine, fast, uncontrollable.

“Oh fuck—Rachel—”

She felt it—her eyes flew open, desperate and wide—right as I lost it.

I slammed her down onto my cock and came hard inside her, deep and heavy, pulse after pulse flooding her already-sensitive body.

She screamed softly, overwhelmed, shaking violently as I filled her.

My arms locked around her waist, holding her down, keeping me inside her as every drop emptied into her tight, spasming pussy.

“Take it,” I growled into her neck.

“Take all of it.”

“Take your breeding.”

She sobbed a moan—exhausted, overstimulated, utterly ruined.

I kept her on my lap until the last twitch of my cock faded…

and even then, I stayed inside her.

Deep.

Warm.

Claiming.

She collapsed against me, trembling uncontrollably.

And I whispered against her ear:

“You fall asleep like this.”

“Full of me.”

“On my cock.”

“Exactly where you belong.”




Chapter 6

Hours later, long after she’d come apart in my lap and collapsed on my chest, Rachel slept.

Naked.

Warm.

Still wrapped around my cock.

I hadn’t pulled out.

Not once.

I’d kept her tucked against me, her body limp with exhaustion, her cheek pressed to my heartbeat. Her legs had fallen open naturally in her sleep, letting me stay buried inside her without effort.

My hand rested on her hip.

Another on her tit.

Her breath was soft, slow, innocent in a way that made my cock harden again inside her.

And when I felt the first twitch…

…she stirred.

Not awake.

Not fully.

Just a soft, sleepy shift of her hips that sent pleasure up my spine.

I smiled in the dark.

Perfect.

I slid my hand down her hip, gripping her gently, and pushed into her—slow, firm, deep.

She gasped in her sleep, her hand fluttering against my chest.

I didn’t stop.

I pushed again—my cock sliding through her warmth, her body yielding even in unconsciousness.

She whimpered.

Not waking.

Just reacting.

“Easy,” I whispered against her hair. “Don’t wake up.”

My hips rolled again, deeper this time, and her breath caught—her thighs tensing around mine for a moment before relaxing again.

“Shh…” I soothed, kissing her temple. “Just go back to sleep.”

Another slow thrust.

Her pussy clenched lazily, a dreamy contraction, instinctive and unthinking.

My cock throbbed inside her.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Even asleep… you’re perfect for me.”

I started using her—carefully, rhythmically—my cock sliding in and out of her soft, pliant body. The sheets rustled around us, the sound barely audible, swallowed by the darkness.

Her breathing stayed slow.

Drugged by exhaustion, by orgasms, by submission.

A tiny whine escaped her lips.

I tightened my arm around her waist, holding her in place while I pushed deeper.

“Don’t wake up,” I whispered, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Just let me use you.”

Her body obeyed—rolling her hips in her sleep, a slow, dreamy motion that nearly made me groan out loud.

I thrust harder.

She moaned in her dream.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “Even asleep, your body knows who it belongs to.”

She let out a faint murmur, something like my name… or just a needy sound. Her pussy squeezed me—slow, pulsing, unconscious.

I held her tighter.

“You warm my cock,” I said softly. “That’s your job. Day or night.”

My hips moved faster now—still careful not to jostle her awake, but deep enough to make the mattress rock.

She whimpered again, her body beginning to pant softly even as she slept.

“Shh, keep sleeping…”

I kissed her shoulder.

“My pretty little maid.”

“My bed toy.”

“My breeding hole.”

Her pussy clenched at that—deep and tight—and I groaned into her hair.

“That’s it… feel me in your dreams…”

She moaned again, arching slightly in her sleep.

“I’m going to fill you again,” I whispered. “You won’t even wake up.”

I pushed deeper, grinding into the wet heat of her until my breath shook. My climax crawled up my spine—hot, sharp, building with every slow thrust into her sleeping body.

Her pussy fluttered rhythmically around me, and that was it—

I came.

Hard.

Deep.

Silent and intense as I spilled more cum inside her sleeping form, holding her hips steady so she took every drop.

When the last pulse faded, I stayed inside her—panting softly against her neck, her body limp and completely unaware of how thoroughly she’d just been used.

I kissed her shoulder.

“Good girl…” I whispered. “Go back to sleep.”

She was already there.

And I stayed inside her, cock softening but not leaving her warmth.

Exactly where I wanted to be.




Chapter 7

Sunlight slid through the curtains in thin golden stripes when I finally blinked awake.

Rachel was still asleep.

Still naked.

Still curled against my chest.

Still exactly where I left her.

And most importantly—

Still full of me.

My cock wasn’t inside her anymore; at some point in the early morning it had slipped free, softening naturally. But my cum hadn’t gone far. Her thighs were still pressed together, trapping the warmth I’d pumped into her hours before.

And I’d barely slept.

Not because I couldn’t.

But because I didn’t want to waste a single moment of watching her.

She’d stayed limp all night—vulnerable, unaware, pliant. Every time she shifted in her dreams, her tits brushed my ribs, her ass pressed into my hips, her breath warmed my throat.

I brushed a strand of hair from her face.

She stirred.

Her eyes fluttered. Her brow furrowed softly, like the steady ache in her body was pulling her toward consciousness.

Then she inhaled sharply.

Her thighs squeezed together.

Her body stiffened.

And she blinked up at me—confused, groggy, overwhelmed—realization dawning in tiny, shocked pieces.

“Ethan…?” she whispered hoarsely.

Her voice was wrecked from moaning the night before.

She shifted again—and felt it.

The slick heat between her legs.

The soreness.

The unmistakable wetness pooling out of her.

I watched the exact second everything clicked.

Her cheeks flushed deep red.

Her breath caught.

Her hips tried to jerk away instinctively—but I caught them with one hand on her waist, holding her in place.

“You stayed full,” I murmured. “Good.”

She gasped, eyes wide. “Ethan—did you—? Did you—last night—”

“I used you,” I said simply. “While you slept.”

She froze.

Her lips parted.

Her breathing quickened.

Shock warred with something much darker behind her eyes.

“Y-you… used me… while I—”

“While you were asleep, yes.”

My thumb brushed the soft curve of her waist.

“And you kept me warm. Just like you promised.”

Her thighs trembled violently at that.

“You didn’t wake up once,” I added. “You took me in your sleep beautifully. You even made the sweetest little sounds when I came inside you.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, mortified.

“Oh my god…”

“Open your eyes.”

She did.

Slowly.

Reluctantly.

And I leaned in just enough that she felt my breath against her lips but not enough to kiss her.

“This is what it means,” I murmured, “to be my live-in maid. My bed-maid. My warm place to sleep.”

Her voice cracked. “Ethan… I didn’t know you—kept going—”

“I told you,” I corrected gently. “Your job is to stay available to me at any moment. Even at night. Even in your dreams.”

She shivered beneath me.

“B-but… you didn’t stop? At all?”

“I stopped when I was finished,” I said. “Not before.”

Her breath stuttered.

“And you didn’t wake me?” she whispered.

“No.”

I traced a slow circle on her inner thigh.

“You were too beautiful to wake.”

She looked like her mind was unraveling in real time—horrified, aroused, confused, and desperate all at once. Her breathing climbed faster, shallower.

She lifted her hand and touched her lower belly on instinct.

“It feels like—like something’s still—”

“My cum is still inside you,” I said. “Of course it is.”

Her face flushed again, deeper this time.

“And you’re still warm,” I murmured, pressing my forehead to hers. “Still mine.”

She swallowed hard. “Ethan… what… what do you expect me to do now…?”

I smiled lazily.

“Roll onto your stomach.”

Her breath caught. “Why—?”

“So I can wake you up properly,” I said, sliding my hand between her thighs.

“And start using you for the morning.”

Her eyes widened.

Fear, lust, surrender, all tangled together.

“Ethan—please—I’m still—I’m sore, I—”

“I know.”

My fingers brushed her sensitive clit, just enough to make her jolt.

“That’s why I want you on your stomach. The soreness makes you tighter.”

She whimpered.

“I don’t want you awake for this part,” I murmured, pushing her gently to turn over.

She froze mid-motion.

“Ethan—”

“Shh.”

I kissed her shoulder.

And I nudged her hips up.

Ready.

She rolled onto her stomach slowly, the movement stiff—her thighs still sore, her pussy still swollen from the night before.

The sheet slid off her back, exposing the curve of her spine, the swell of her hips, the way her legs parted just slightly as if her body already knew why I’d woken her.

I moved in behind her, sliding my hands up the backs of her thighs, pushing them open.

“Ethan…” she whispered, voice sleepy, raw, delicious.

“…you’re serious…?”

“I’m always serious,” I murmured, positioning myself between her legs.

“And you’re always available.”

She shuddered as my cock—already hard again—dragged slowly along her slit, still tender, still wet from everything we’d done.

Her breath stuttered. “I’m… still sore…”

“I know.”

I pressed the head against her entrance.

“That’s why it’s going to feel so good.”

I pushed—slow, heavy—forcing the first inch into her.

She gasped sharply, fingers curling into the sheets.

“Ethan—oh god—”

I lowered my body over hers, pinning her gently but firmly with my weight.

“You can take it,” I whispered against her ear. “My stepmom always could.”

She moaned—shocked, turned on, helpless.

“Oh god—don’t call me that—”

“You are,” I growled, sliding deeper, stretching her tight, aching body around me.

“My stepmom. My maid. My fucktoy.”

Half-asleep, her body tried to relax under me, but every push of my cock forced a trembling reaction she couldn’t hide.

I bottomed out—slowly, fully—and she buried her face in the pillow with a desperate sound.

“Ethan—please—I’m too sensitive—”

“Exactly why I’m fucking you right now,” I said, rolling my hips, grinding deep into that soreness.

“You grip tighter when you’re sore.”

Her voice broke. “You’re going to make me—ah—make me come again—I’m—”

“That’s the point.”

I pulled almost all the way out—her pussy clinging, trembling—

then slammed back into her.

She sobbed into the pillow, arching painfully, her thighs quivering uncontrollably.

“Fuck…” I groaned. “Your body knows mine better in the morning than it does at night.”

She whimpered, half-awake, overwhelmed.

I thrust again—deep, steady, dominant, claiming—forcing her hips into the mattress with my weight.

“You know what you like,” I whispered into her hair.

“You like being used while you sleep.”

“No—no—” she breathed.

I grabbed her hips hard and fucked her deeper.

“Tell me the truth.”

Her moan cracked the moment my cock hit her sweet spot, her body bucking helplessly.

“Tell me,” I growled. “You love it.”

Her fingers twisted in the sheets.

“I… I love…”

Another thrust—deeper.

“I love when you—oh god—when you use me—while I’m asleep—”

I groaned, thrusting harder, the confession hitting me like gasoline on fire.

“You love waking up full of my cum?”

“Yes—yes—fuck—”

“You love being my stepmom who gets used every night?”

“YES—” she cried, shaking violently beneath me.

I slammed into her with a growl, pleasure edging close to painful with how tight she was around me.

“That’s it,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Say it all.”

“I love—oh god—I love being used in your sleep—”

I thrust hard.

“—I love being your stepmom—”

Another thrust.

“—I love when you fill me—”

Harder.

“—I love when you don’t wake me—”

Her voice broke into a scream.

“—I LOVE IT, ETHAN—”

I shoved her flat to the bed, my hand pressing between her shoulder blades, pinning her while I fucked her through the confession.

“Good girl,” I growled.

“My perfect little ex step slut.”

Her pussy clenched—tight, frantic, unbelievably responsive—and she spiraled into an orgasm she couldn’t stop.

She screamed into the sheets as she came—full-body tremors, legs kicking weakly, cunt squeezing me so hard it nearly forced my release out of me.

I didn’t stop.

I fucked her through every shaking second of it—deep, overwhelming thrusts that made her sob and moan at once.

“Oh god—Ethan—I can’t—I can’t—”

“You can,” I said.

“And you’re going to.”

I grabbed her hips, hauled her back into me, and thrust one last time—deep enough that my hips hit hers with a slap—

And I came hard inside her again.

Hot.

Deep.

Claiming.

I stayed pressed against her, cock throbbing inside her overstimulated body.
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