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Chapter 1

My house looked as though a bomb had gone off inside it, and the day had barely started.

It had been a week since the cleaning service I used went out of business, and I was left without someone to clean my house. I tried my best, but between the work I still had to do at home and caring for a two-year-old after I arrived, I simply didn’t have enough time to take care of the rest.

As it was, at 7:30 AM, I could see a mountain of laundry resting beside the washing machine, there were plastic building blocks all over the place, waiting for me to stumble upon them, and the less I talked about the kitchen counters, the better.

I was so fucking exhausted…

If I were honest, exhaustion was something that had been marking my life since my wife left me, and I had to take care of our daughter alone, but this last week had been a particular kind of hell. Not only was I facing a tougher time at work, though it was all for a good cause, but home had become a mess.

It made me feel a bit like a failure…

When the doorbell rang, something eased inside my chest. It could only be one person.

Once I opened the front door, Brenda walked in. She was a gorgeous young woman. Only twenty-one, with blonde hair and blue eyes, and curves in all the right places. She was a gorgeous woman, and I would have to be blind to miss it, even though I sometimes felt like a creep over the attraction I felt for her. Still, I was only human, and she looked like a goddess.

She was wearing a tight, cropped sweater and leggings that left absolutely nothing to the imagination, and she smiled at me before stopping dead in the doorway, her eyes sweeping over the wreckage of my home.

“Jesus, Dylan,” she said, a smirk tugging at her mouth. “Did a tornado hit the place, or did you just give up on life over the weekend?”

I rubbed my face, feeling the stubble on my jaw. “The cleaning service went under. I haven’t had a second to find someone else.”

Brenda stepped closer, her scent filling my nose. Something floral. She cast a glance around the house, then back at me. “I could take care of this for you.”

I paused, looking at her. That wasn’t exactly what I was expecting, and I didn’t know how to answer her. She approached me with a smile, shifting closer and leaning forward just a bit. The motion drew my eyes directly to the swell of her cleavage, framed perfectly by the knit of her sweater.

“I don’t know…” I replied, managing to look away from that sight and into her face. “I don’t want to add another task to your plate.”

“What if I want to?” There was something heated in her gaze, wicked and wanton, and I swallowed when I saw it. My breath caught in my throat, and for a heartbeat, there was only the sight of her, the confidence in her eyes, and the surge of desire that hit me like a physical blow.

I almost took a step forward before I regained my senses and shook my head. “I need to go to work,” I started, clearing my throat for a moment. “Lily is still asleep. You know what you need to do.”

“Oh, I do,” she somehow managed to purr, and I swallowed.

I fled from her; I could admit it later. I bolted out the door, catching sight of her smirk, and the memory of it lingered all the way to the office.

Throughout the day, I never truly forgot about Brenda, casting my thoughts back to her again and again. The way she dressed, the amusement in her face, her teasing…

Certainly, she didn’t mean anything by it, but it didn’t change how it affected me. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that glimpse of her, the way she leaned forward, drawing attention to her chest…

It made me feel a tension deep in my gut; I hadn’t felt it since I got divorced.

When I finally pulled into the driveway at 6:00 PM, I was too exhausted to think straight and walked right into the home with my eyes almost closed. Once I opened them, I found a clean house, and I blinked, then remembered what Brenda said.

The air smelled better than it had in days; the floors were gleaming, and a glance into the kitchen told me it had been thoroughly cleaned as well. I expected to find Brenda in the living room, but while the place was spotless and looked better than it had in years, I didn’t find the babysitter there. I moved further into the house, checked on my daughter, and I found Lily fast asleep in her crib, peaceful and warm.

I found Brenda in my room…

She was sprawled atop my bed, and I noticed her leggings first, how they molded to her rear. Then I saw her back, noticed how it was mostly bare, and I swallowed. Brenda was atop my bed, wearing only those leggings and a bra, her sweater on the floor. A light sheen of sweat could be seen on her skin, probably why she had gotten rid of her sweater, though I didn’t really process it then.

When she turned slightly, seemingly in the midst of sleep, I saw her hair sticking to her forehead, then watched as her bra-clad breasts rose and fell in a rhythmic cadence. I couldn’t take my eyes away from them. I hadn’t meant to see her like that; I had stumbled upon her, but I didn’t look away. I couldn’t. The sight made me want as few things had since the divorce, and I almost made my way to her.

I didn’t know what would have happened if I had.

In the end, I stood there for a long time, just watching her, then pulled back out of the room, made my way to the other end of the house, and eventually returned, but making far more noise in the process. It worked. Brenda woke and greeted me at the entrance of my room, her eyes blinking slightly. She was dressed once more and looked up at me with a tired smile.

I managed to resist the urge to stare at her chest, now knowing far better what she looked like under her clothes.

“Hi, Dylan, I’ve cleaned your home,” she murmured, her voice thick with sleep.

“I can’t thank you enough for that,” I replied, managing to keep my eyes focused on her blue orbs.

“I can start taking care of cleaning your home for you,” she told me then, and I hesitated.

“I don’t think I can pay you for both jobs, Brenda.” I would have loved to, but I had been using a cleaning service because it was cheap, and I only called them twice a week.

“You don’t need to pay with cash,” she replied, and I blinked at her, confused. Brenda bit her lower lip, glanced aside, then back to me, shifting from one leg to the other. “I kind of need a place where I can crash for a time,” she continued, and I didn’t say anything, letting her speak at her own pace. “Things at home are… a mess. Let me stay in the guest room for a few weeks or months, and I’ll take care of the cleaning, the cooking, and everything else. You keep paying me at the same rate you were while I was just babysitting.”

At first, I didn’t know how to react.

It seemed too good to be true, and yet, if she truly needed a place to stay, I would have offered it without her having to do anything. That doing so would solve everything wrong in my life lately only made the whole situation more favorable to me.

And yet…

There was a certain gleam in her eyes, something I didn’t exactly trust. A voice in the back of my head wondered if I had truly caught her in my bed by mistake, or if she had meant for me to see. Had she even been asleep, truly?

Brenda was younger than me; she worked for me. I should keep that in mind, and yet, looking at her, I didn’t care about any of that. If she was truly trying to trick me somehow…

I wouldn’t care.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Move in.”

Brenda reached out, her fingers grazing my wrist, and I knew right then that I had let something dangerous and irresistible into my home.


Chapter 2

The first week of Brenda living under my roof changed things.

In some ways, my life stabilized. The blonde kept the house clean, and Lily was incredibly happy to have her babysitter with us all day. I also genuinely liked having her around.

And yet…

Brenda brought a certain turmoil with her. I was always aware of her, her body, the way she glanced at me. And she didn’t seem to shy from trying to tease me sometimes, or so it felt like.

It started with touches. Small things, nothing that could be called inappropriate, but it still made me aware of her and her presence in my life in a way I hadn’t expected.

On Tuesday, we were in the kitchen, and I reached for a plate and brushed against her. Instead of pulling away, Brenda seemed to lean into the motion and then sent me a smile, making me swallow.

The way she almost pressed herself against me as she walked past after that…

It made me freeze, made me want to reach out to her and do… something.

I shook my head, tried to ignore the matter, but when I turned around, she was looking up at me, her lips slightly parted, her eyes scanning my face with an intensity that made my blood roar.

When I eventually overcame my animal instinct and pulled away, Brenda seemed disappointed. At least she did for a while, before a knowing smile touched her lips, and I knew that was just the start of something.

Thursday morning, I woke up with my mind still foggy from sleep, and I headed toward the bathroom to splash some water on my face. As I rounded the corner of the hallway, the bathroom door swung open.

Brenda stepped out, and I stopped dead.

She was only wearing a set of sheer, black lace underwear that left almost nothing to the imagination. The bra pushed her breasts up, and the panties disappeared into the curve of her hips.

She was barefoot, her skin still humid from her shower, and the want she invoked in me was so great that I almost lost control. I hadn’t wanted anyone as much as I did her then.

The blonde gasped, bringing a hand to her mouth in a gesture that was supposed to look like shock. “Oh! Dylan!” She exclaimed. Her voice was high, sounding embarrassed, yet she didn’t try to cover herself. In fact, she shifted slightly, arching her back just a bit, which pushed her chest up and made me focus on the sheer lace. I could see her nipples… “I’m so sorry! I... I left my clothes in my room. I thought you were still asleep.”

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even speak.

My gaze was locked on the contrast of the black lace against her skin and the way her chest rose and fell with a breath that seemed a little too rhythmic to be genuine.

“I... I’m sorry,” I managed to rasp. “I’ll go back to my room and let you finish.”

As I turned to leave, I heard her soft, melodic giggle. “Don’t be sorry, Dylan. I’m not…”

I retreated to my bedroom and leaned against the closed door, my heart somersaulting inside my chest. Brenda had to be doing it on purpose. Her touches, the alluring way she dressed…

There was no chance it was an accident. I doubted catching her coming out of the bathroom had been an accident either. Yet, despite knowing that, I didn’t care. All I could think about was the way that lace had looked against her skin.

By the end of the week, the tension between us had become undeniable.

Every time she entered a room, the air seemed to thicken. Every glance she gave me was a challenge; every brush of her hand against mine was a promise.

I was certain she knew exactly how to dismantle me, piece by piece, using nothing but a smile and a glimpse of skin.

She was playing a game, and it felt like I was losing.

The worst part was that I didn’t want to stop her. I wanted her more than I had wanted anyone in a long time, and none of the considerations that should have stopped my thoughts from turning in that direction were working. It didn’t matter that she worked for me. It didn’t matter that I was a decade her senior.

I wanted the blonde.

As I lay in bed that Friday night, unable to sleep with thoughts about Brenda, I knew I was standing on the edge of a cliff. Sooner or later, something had to give…

Saturday was supposed to be a simple day. I should have stayed home, slept late, and forgotten that the rest of the world existed. Instead, a minor crisis in the office forced me back into the corporate grind for the afternoon.

The drive home was a torture session. I was exhausted, and, as always, my thoughts remained on Brenda when I was away from home. The sight of her in that black lace had filled my mind since I had caught her like that, and I was wound tight, my need burning under my skin, making my body feel aflame.

Brenda made me feel desire bordering on desperation.

In time, I pulled into the driveway, parked the car, and rested my head against the wheel. For a few heartbeats, I stayed there before eventually straightening and getting out of the car.

When I walked through the front door and stepped into the house, a noise from the kitchen greeted me. I walked towards it without really thinking, knowing Brenda was inside.

I stopped in the doorway, the air leaving my lungs sharply.

Brenda was leaning over the counter, preparing something for dinner. But that wasn’t what made me stop; it was what she was wearing.

It was something that could only be described as a mockery of a maid’s uniform. A slutty version of one, a vision of black and white, designed to entice and make a man lose control.

From the waist up, puffy white sleeves clung to her shoulders, leading down to a tight, black satin corset that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts upward, spilling them over a delicate lace trim.

From the waist down…

There was no skirt; just a tiny thong that clung to her ass and left it all on display.

When Brenda leaned forward, she thrust her ass out, and I saw how well sculpted her rear was, and I felt the need to reach out and touch it. She knew I was there; she had to.

She paused for a moment and slowly arched her back, pushing her hips further back toward me, emphasizing the curve of her ass and the daring line of the thong. Then, she looked over her shoulder, her blue eyes glinting with a wicked light.

“You’re home, Dylan,” she purred, her voice an invitation.

It was enough to break the last of my composure.

I didn’t think. There was no way I could stop to think about the possible consequences or how I shouldn’t do this. I didn’t care about the age gap between us or our current relationship.

I crossed the kitchen in three strides, gripped her waist, my fingers sinking into the satin of the corset, and spun her around and crashed my lips against hers. Brenda moaned in reply, her hands reaching up and gripping my head, pulling me closer against her. I could feel her chest against mine, and I felt my need increase at the contact.

The way her tongue dueled mine didn’t hurt, and I got so hard…

She had been teasing me the entire week, and now, she would have to pay the price.

I hoisted her up, and she didn’t hesitate to put her legs around my waist, locking us together. I pushed her against the granite of the kitchen counter, and she flinched at the cold, arching against me, but she didn’t stop kissing me; she didn’t hesitate to reach out and start unbuttoning my pants.

There would be no more teasing.

Her little game was over. Now, the only thing I felt was the raw, animal need to be inside her.

I pushed my trousers down, and she freed me from my boxers, taking hold of my hard cock with an appreciative sound. In response, I ripped her thong, broke it apart, baring her. She guided me towards her sex without hesitation.

I entered her in one deep thrust that drew a loud, sharp cry of pleasure from her throat. She arched her back, her head falling back, her eyes fluttering shut as she took all of me.

She was so tight, so wet…

It felt like heaven.

I lost myself in the rhythm. Every thrust was a release from the stress, the failure, and the loneliness of the last few years. Nothing mattered. In that moment, I was just a man claiming the woman who had undone him.

Brenda loved it. She clung to me, her nails digging into my shoulders, her breath coming in ragged, desperate hitches. “Yes... right there... Dylan, please,” she whimpered, her voice breaking.

She felt too good wrapped around me.

The need and desire she made me feel all week came pouring out at once, and I basically growled as I claimed her. With one more thrust, I felt the dam break, and I gripped her thighs, pulling her flush against me, and spilled everything inside her. It was raw and savage, and it left me shaking.

Brenda shuddered, her entire body convulsing as she came, her legs tightening around my waist in a death grip, her forehead resting against mine as we both fought for air.

For a long time after, the only sound in the kitchen was our synchronized breathing and the ticking of the clock on the wall.

I didn’t pull away. I stayed there, holding her, feeling the heat of her skin and the slow, rhythmic thumping of her heart against my chest.

I had let something dangerous into my home, but as I looked at Brenda’s satisfied, glowing face, I realized I never wanted her to leave.


Chapter 3

Eventually, a sound snapped us back into reality: Lily.

Her cries drifted from the nursery, making me wonder whether she had been crying for a while and I had simply been too distracted to notice. Her demanding wail cut through the haze of pleasure, and I withdrew from Brenda with a reluctant groan.

I didn’t want to let go; I wanted to remain sheathed in her, but there were more important matters to consider.

I didn’t look at her as I fixed my clothing, not at first. Eventually, when I glanced at the blonde, I found her draped across the granite, her chest heaving, watching me with a look of absolute pleasure.

It made me want to take her again.

It was a struggle to pull away from her, though my longing for her eased slightly when I walked into the nursery and caught sight of Lily. Something inside my chest always did that when I put my eyes on my daughter.

I scooped her up, kissing her forehead and whispering soft nonsense to calm her, but despite how she could narrow my focus, my mind still cast some thoughts towards the blonde I’d just fucked.

I could still smell Brenda on my skin; I could still feel the pressure of her nails on my shoulders.

Dinner…

It felt like a torture session.

I tried to focus mostly on my daughter, making faces, playing games with her to get her to eat, and laughing at her when she made me laugh, doing my best to ignore Brenda. It was impossible, though.

The babysitter sat across from me, her blonde hair slightly tousled, a triumphant smirk on her lips. She wasn’t eating much. She was just watching me, her blue eyes dark and predatory, tracking every movement I made.

All I wanted at that moment was to grab her and drag her to my room, give her exactly what she wanted.

Somehow, I wanted her more than I had wanted her before. Having her once hadn’t been enough; I needed her far more.

I caught her gaze, and the hunger in her eyes made me think she wanted me just as much. She didn’t say a word, but the way she slowly licked her lower lip was like a promise.

The meal dragged on.

Every minute I spent entertaining Lily felt like an hour of penance. I was a man starving in front of a feast, forced to wait until I could claim it.

When I finally lifted a sleepy Lily to take her to bed, I felt Brenda’s gaze burning into my back.

I didn’t have to look at her to know she was following me as I moved through the house. She stayed outside the nursery as I entered and put Lily to sleep, but once I succeeded at that, I left, closing the nursery door behind me before facing her once more.

A moment later, Brenda was right there.

She stepped into my space, her body warm and inviting, and I didn’t hesitate. I pulled her against my front, pressed my lips against hers, hard. It was a needy kiss, wanton and full of desire, and the way she moaned against me only made it better.

My hands slid down her back, bypassing the fabric of her corset, and gripped her bare ass with a possessiveness that made her moan again. She melted into me; there was no other word for it. Her body softened against mine, molding itself against my harder curves, and I took it; I took all that she was willing to give me.

When I started pulling away, she didn’t resist it. I practically dragged her to the bedroom, my hands moving all over her frame, my lips against hers, or against her throat, her collarbone, making her release small gasps all the way.

Opening the door to the room was a bit of a struggle with her in my arms, but I did it, pushing her towards the bed. The moment we hit the mattress, I pushed her back, and she let herself fall, her hair spreading behind her like some kind of halo.

She was so beautiful…

And that night, she would be mine alone.

I stripped her of the remaining fabric in seconds, my hunger getting the better of me. I needed to see her bare, to cast my gaze over every inch of her and enjoy the sight. I wanted to make her enjoy the act in turn, and so, I spent a torturous amount of time tracing the curves of her breasts, the softness of her belly, my fingertips barely grazing against her.

Brenda whined, shifting in place, demanding more, and I kept teasing her. It was only fair; she had spent the entire week trying to make me lose control.

I wanted to memorize every inch of her, to claim every part of her as mine.

My gaze moved lower.

As she lay there, her legs draped open in a gesture of total surrender, I saw the mess I had made of her. A smear of my seed stained her thighs and clung to her entrance, a visceral reminder of how I had filled her, how I had owned her…

The sight of it hit me harder than I was expecting. It was like a brand, a sign that she belonged to me, and it made my blood boil with a renewed, violent surge of want.

I wanted to fill her again and again until she forgot how to live without me.

As I moved to hover over her, Brenda shifted.

She pushed me back, slid away from me, and with a display of grace, she slid off the bed, her eyes locking onto mine as she did it. I swallowed as I watched her crawl toward me on the carpet, seeming like a cat stalking its prey. The wicked smile on her lips didn’t hurt the image in the least.

I couldn’t stop her. I didn’t want to stop her, not when she was on her knees in front of me, reaching out for the waistband of my trousers. The blonde gripped the fabric and pulled, dragging my pants and underwear down in one fluid motion.

My breath hitched, and a sound escaped me as my cock sprang free. I was hard, feeling my rod pulse with my need, and in that moment, I would let the blonde do whatever it was she wished.

Brenda took her time.

She glanced up at me with eyes filled with want, her gaze traveling the entire length of me with an appreciation that made me feel like the only man in the world. She licked her lips, a last attempt at teasing me, before she leaned forward and put that tongue to better use. She gave me a lick from the base to the tip, making a sound as she did it, something that sent a rush of pure pleasure through me.

The blonde played with me, swirling her tongue around the head of my rod, licking at the underside, then suckling for one moment on my skin. She kept looking up at me as she did it, watching my face contorting in pleasure, enjoying the way I gripped the edge of the bed to keep from collapsing.

And then, she stopped teasing and started taking things seriously.

She leaned forward and took me all at once.

I let out a strangled sound as she started deepthroating me with no hesitation. I couldn’t have expected her to possess such prowess and was taken completely by surprise by her lack of hesitation, how easily she took me, my cock sliding down into her throat without difficulty.

There were no words to describe how nice it felt. The warmth of her, the pressure as she sucked and tried to draw more of my length into her, her tongue tapping the underside of my rod all the while.

She looked up at me while she did it, her eyes never leaving mine, her cheeks hollowing as she drew me in deeper, pushing herself to the limit. I could feel the muscles of her throat clenching around me, and it was something visceral.

It certainly shattered the last of my control.

Without really thinking about it, I reached down and gripped her head, caressing her hair for a moment before doing so, and held her in place as I came undone. Everything vanished from my mind but the sensation of her mouth.

I came, exploding deep in her throat.

Brenda sucked and swallowed, not spilling a drop.

And for a few moments, my entire existence was bliss.

When I came back to Earth, my breath was ragged. The intensity of her deepthroat had completely shattered me, and I could only inhale and exhale, even as I felt her move.

Brenda wasn’t finished with me.

She pulled back slowly, her lips glistening, and began a slow licking all over my length, trying to get me hard again. She shifted her position, pressing her soft, heavy breasts against my thighs, the friction of her nipples grazing my skin sending fresh waves of need up my spine.

She was thorough.

She licked my balls, her tongue tracing them through the sensitive skin; she focused on the head of my rod and teased the tip with a series of sharp, sucking kisses. She put my cock between her breasts and used them to rub me, to make me harden in full, all the while telling me how much she wanted me.

When the blonde felt I was ready once more, she stopped without a word, crawled back onto the bed, and settled into all fours, arching her back so that her rear was pushed up, looking at me over her shoulder.

It was a challenge. She was daring me to take what she was offering.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I discarded my remaining clothes and moved towards her, going straight for the prize. I saw her shiver slightly and shake her rear as I positioned myself behind her, and I grabbed her hips harder than I meant to. It marked her skin, made her moan, and the sight of it pushed me over the limit.

After pressing the head of my cock against her entrance, I thrust hard, entering her at once.

Brenda let out a loud sound of pleasure, her head snapping back as I filled her, and I didn’t stop. I didn’t move slowly. I began to move as quickly as possible, fucking her with a primal force.

I could hear her falling apart; her breaths became frantic, small whimpers escaped her, eventually turning into a stream of moans as she started moving back against me, her walls clinging tighter to my length. It didn’t take long for her to start begging for more, and soon after, Brenda came undone.

Her entire body convulsed as the orgasm crashed upon her. My name spilled out of her lips, followed by a long moan, her fingers clutching at my sheets, even as her body squeezed me tight.

I almost followed her into pleasure, but managed to resist the temptation, enduring the torture of her pleasure. I wanted to break her, wanted to make her enjoy herself so much she forgot her own name.

I slowed the pace, shifting from raw power to a more calculated thing. My thrusts slowed down, and I reached around her waist, my fingers seeking out her clit. The moment I touched it, Brenda let out a sound that was half-sob, half-scream. I began to rub her, fast, synchronizing those motions with the shift of my hips.

The combination was too much.

She didn’t have time to recover from the first peak before the second one hit her.

Brenda collapsed forward, her forehead hitting the pillow, her body trembling violently as she came for a second time, her walls clamping down on me again.

That pushed me over the edge.

I didn’t fight it anymore. I thrust forward one last time, burying myself in her, and let out a roar as I followed her into pleasure.

I spilled my seed into her, filling her again, my whole body locking up from the intensity of it. When I managed to focus once more, I found myself pressed against her back, our bodies sweaty, our breaths rushed.

There was nothing to be done after that.

I simply gathered her in my arms, felt the sensation of her naked breasts against my chest, and let the exhaustion guide me to sleep. I felt her arms wrapping a bit tighter around me before I lost consciousness.


Epilogue

The days that followed cemented the changes in our relationship.

Whatever restraint I had left shattered along with my self-control; I no longer waited for her to tease me or signal readiness before claiming what was already mine.

I took her every day: in the shower, in the kitchen, against the washing machine, on the living room rug.

I took her daily, always raw, finding a savage peace in how she belonged beneath me.

Brenda was the perfect partner, full of domestic efficiency by day and a ravenous, demanding lover by night.

It wasn’t until two weeks later that Brenda told me she hadn’t been using any protection.

She said it with a smile, watching my reaction as she admitted she wanted me to breed her.

Hearing those words only stripped away what little control I still possessed and unleashed something primal in my blood. From that moment, there was no holding back.

When she grew round and heavy with my child, all I felt was certainty.

She was mine, and she would be mine for all time.

The end
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