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I
 t was the first day
 of my new job and my body rippled with nervous excitement and jitters. Butterflies ran riot in my belly, and I bit my bottom lip as the Uber driver let me out in front of the mansion.

For a moment, I just stood at the curb and gawked. The place where I’d be working was like a modern day castle—it was lean with floor-to-ceiling windows all over the multiple stories, letting in the glorious San Diego sunlight. Almost box shaped like an Art Deco masterpiece, I spotted see-through glass railings on the balconies, sprawling gardens hemming in the sides of the mansion, and enough rooms to make me dizzy. To top it all off, the contemporary architectural wonder looked out into the beautiful Pacific Ocean from its west wing, hanging precariously at the top of a cliff side.

And that was just from seeing the place on the outside.

I guess when you had unlimited money like Brandon Law, this is what you did with it. I could totally see why a reclusive billionaire like Mr. Law would need a maid. I just hoped I was up to the task.

My mom had gotten me this job after putting in a personal request to Brandon. I had no
 idea how Mom knew someone like Mr. Law, because our family wasn’t exactly rolling in dough.

But as Mom put it, “Brandon has more money than he knows what to do with. It won’t hurt him to take a little off his hands. Besides, he owes me.”

I wondered what my mother could have possibly done to make Mr. Law “owe her,” but that was a question for another time.

For now, I needed to get my skippy ass inside the mansion and meet my new boss.

I gulped and headed up the twenty-step stone staircase leading to the front yard, venturing through a jungle of overhanging trees and foreign plants I’d never seen before. The front yard was another huge expanse, a green meadow with perfectly manicured grass and bushes, with a stepping-stone walkway leading through it.

The huge double doors at the front of the house were twice my height, wolf-head knockers on either side. A camera looked down at me from above, and there was an intercom box to my left.

I took a deep breath, smoothed my jeans and blouse over my body, and pressed the intercom.

A moment later, a light, airy voice blared out of the speaker: “Yeah, hello, who is it?”

The voice sounded female but lispy, and also a bit snooty. But I could’ve just been looking too much into it.

“Um, hi, it’s Claire?” I said, sounding like more of a question than a declarative statement.

Jeez, not a great start. Don’t sound like such a wimp, C!

“Are you sure?” the voice asked.

I cleared my throat and tried again, forcing my voice to go a bit deeper to sound more mature. “Claire Williams, I mean, here to help with Mr. Law’s housekeeping.”

“Oh, the newbie!” the voice said excitedly. “Speak up, honey! Here, I’ll buzz you in.”

I raised my thin brows at the excited voice on the other end, and a second later the door clicked and slightly opened automatically.

I pushed it gently inward, poked my head inside with big bulging eyes, then walked in. I couldn’t stop chewing my bottom lip as I stood in the foyer of the massive structure, gazing up at the crystal chandeliers and high ceiling. I was walking on marble floors.

The foyer was huge and open, giving the whole mansion a minimalist vibe. It led off in various directions to other rooms, but I didn’t dare move until someone came to get me.

I only had to wait about a minute before a cute little thing came skipping down the spiraling stairs to my right, a bright smile on her face.

She wore a French maid outfit—which I thought was a bit antiquated—complete with the miniskirt that only went halfway down her thighs and showed off quite a lot of soft, pale thighs. When she reached the bottom of the stairs with a bounce, she rushed over to me, all but shuffling along in her tiny shoes.

I was a bit on the taller side for a young woman, being about five-seven, and I towered over this petite thing. She was probably a hair past five-feet even.

Her form was envious, though, with thin arms sprouting out from the puffy shoulder pads of her outfit, dainty legs that became quite thick in her thighs, and a tiny waist that tapered down to what looked like an unreasonably big rear-end hiding underneath her skirt.

Her face tinged with a pink glow and high cheeks that you just wanted to squeeze and shake. Her smile was huge, and the dark hair of her little bowl cut curled up around her tiny ears.

In all, she was an adorable sight to see, and my heart melted as she shuffled over to me.

“Finally, a friend!” she exclaimed, clapping her little hands together. Then she tried to make a severe expression, frowning and bowing her head formally. “Erm, I mean a coworker. Yes.”

She couldn’t keep the mad front very long, and when she broke out into a giggle and looped her arm effortlessly in mine to drag me through the foyer, I couldn’t help but smile. Her enthusiasm and zest for life was infectious.

She yapped as she led me through the first floor and my eyes couldn’t stop darting all over the place to take in the tapestries, the elegant art pieces adorning the walls, and the beautiful old movie posters.

“So, you’re Claire. I’m Jamie. Da—erm, Master says you’re the daughter of a friend. That’s how ya got the job?”

I nodded. “Yup. I mean yes.”

“Don’t those mean the same thing?” she giggled. “You don’t have to be formal around here, honey.”

I gave a big sigh of relief and my shoulders slumped. “Oh, thank the Lord. I’m not very good at it.”

“I can see that.”

“Hey!”

She stuck a tiny tongue through her full red lips and gave me a bratty look. I tried to rewind in my head, realizing that she’d called her boss “Master” a moment before, but then she was talking again and I had to file that away for later, to keep up.

“So, tell me all about you, Claire.” She stopped midstride, pulled me to arm’s length, and gave me a once over. “You’re cute. Hot. Master’s gonna like you.”

I blinked in surprise. Um, a little forward much? What does that even mean?


She must have noticed the shock on my face, because she flapped a hand at me. “Oh, sorry. I’m a bit excitable and airheaded—ha—
 I’ll be the first to admit it! Master sometimes punishes me for it, but it’s nothing I don’t deserve . . . or like. I just mean that he has a type, and you fit it.”

She waggled her eyebrows at me, and I couldn’t help my mouth from popping open. “P-Punishes you? Just who the heck is this guy?”

“Oh, Master’s lovely,” Jamie explained. “I’m just exaggerating a bit, I guess. I have a tendency to be over-the-top, in case you couldn’t tell.”

I could.

After a brief beat, I tried to forget her strange statements and said, “So, um, where did Mr. Law find you? And where is he, if I may ask?”

“A maid service. I rent my services out to men like him all the time—homebodies—but ever since coming to work for Master Brand, I haven’t needed another client! He takes care of everything
 for me.”

“Does he make you wear that hideous getup?” I asked, then saw her face sink and cheeks darken and I immediately felt like an A-hole. “Oh my God, I’m sorry. I don’t know why I blurted that.”

“I think it’s cute!” she whined.

“So do I! I swear. I’m just nervous. Sorry, Jamie.”

Her face changed to mischievous in a second flat, and she snickered. “It’s okay, Claire. But to answer your question—he doesn’t make
 me wear it, but to keep him happy, I do. And you’ll want to also.”

“What, wear a French maid outfit?” My heart galloped behind my ribs. Nuh uh, that was asking too much from me.

Jamie shrugged her puffy shoulders. “Well, it might make the difference between a hundred dollars a day and five hundred, sooo . . . . up to you.”

My eyes bulged. “Five hundred dollars a day?”

Jamie nodded, then took my elbow and led me into a huge study room with bookshelves and old leather-bound tomes stuffing the shelves and sitting atop the oaken desks. “Why do you think I haven’t needed another client and stayed so long? Well, and for the fact I like
 Master Brand.”

“Jeez, that’s a lot of money. That’s . . .” I counted on my finger tips—Carry the one, multiply by the weekdays, five days a week . . .
 “That’s ten thousand dollars a month! Holy crap!”

Jamie beamed. “Isn’t it lovely? Oh, the beauties of working for a filthy rich man who loves to shower his helpers with gifts.”

“You mean he showers you with stuff other than money?”

Jamie nodded. “Master Brand bought me a new car about a month ago, as reward for helping him so much. Did you see that sparkly white Corvette outside?”

“You mean that car is yours
 ?” I was flabbergasted as she winked at me and broke into another giggle. I tilted my head. “Can you even drive it? You look so young!”

Jamie pouted and thrust a skinny finger toward me. “Hey, I’m not underage, if that’s what you’re implying! I’m eighteen!”

I raised my hands in surrender. “N-No, you’re right. Sorry again.”

She narrowed her eyes on me. “Hmm, you’re pretty bratty like me, aren’t you? How old are you,
 anyway, Miss Holier-Than-Thou?”

I sighed. I guess I deserved that. “Um, nineteen,” I said meekly.

She threw her arms in the air and rolled her eyes exaggeratedly. “Oh myyy, what a grandma.
 ”

I blushed furiously, looking down at the beautiful tiled floor of the library. My hands bunched near my stomach because I didn’t know what to do with them.

She lightly shoulder-checked me and said, “Hey, I’m just playin’, girly. If you’re gonna come at me like that, you’ve gotta be able to take it,
 too. Ya know?”

“R-Right. Okay.”

“Now then,” she said, clearing her throat and trying to stand taller. It was adorable as she puffed out her flat chest. “You’ve gotten the tea on me, and it’s my turn. Where do you come from?”

I abruptly felt like I’d been pulled into a job interview, so I fixed myself with a stoic look. “Here, Miss Jamie. Born and raised in San Diego. Although I have no idea how my mother knows someone as wealthy as Mr. Law.”

“I think I heard they went to school together or something. I don’t remember. Space cadet, remember?”

I smiled warmly at the cutie. “You shouldn’t be so hard on yourself, Miss Jamie—”

“Stop, stop,” she interjected, waving her arms frantically. “Don’t call me ‘Miss’ anything, honey. Just Jamie, or . . . well, I’ll leave the nicknames to Master Brand.” She winked at me again, and I couldn’t help but think she was trying to imply something. Like, over and over again, her brows seemed to be waggling or jumping mischievously with innuendo.

Whatever. I might not have been as secure as Jamie in that skimpy French maid outfit, but five hundred bucks was five hundred bucks . . .

I’m pretty sure I could become more confident and secure in my own skin with a quickness with that kind of money on the line. I had only been expecting a hundred a day, five hundred a week, two thousand a month—but if what Jamie was saying was true . . .

“What else do you do, babe?” she asked. “Like, are you just here to pass the time?”

I shook my head. “Oh, no. I’m a freshman at UC San Diego. I could really use the extra cash . . . and, I mean, it will
 help to pass the time.” I became shy, biting my lower lip. “I don’t have many friends at UCSD yet.”

“Aw, you poor thing!” Jamie said, pouting. “Don’t worry. We’ll be besties in no time!”

I smiled at her.

“In fact,” she continued, leaning close so her face was almost mashing up against my cleavage. She looked up at me and batted her long lashes, smiling dreamily. “I have a feeling we already are. Becoming besties, I mean.”

I slapped a hand over my mouth and giggled, my cheeks burning red. This cutie was a hilarious ball of energy, and I had to agree with her—she was instantly likable.

Jamie tilted her head to the left and looked past my side toward the doorway of the library. Her eyes flashed wider for a moment, then she slapped both her hands on my shoulders.

“Ah, there he is!” she exclaimed, her voice raising an octave.

My eyes grew to saucers in my head, but she unceremoniously spun me around before I could prepare—

“Look what I wrangled up, Master!” she exclaimed happily.

The man standing in the doorway leaned casually against the frame, arms crossed over his chest. As he quirked a small smile, his words came out like velvety, smooth chocolate.

“Ah, so I see. You must be Adriana’s daughter.”

I blinked rapidly. It took everything in my power to not let my mouth fall to the floor.
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B
 ecause this guy was
 sinfully hot. Like, smoldering, melting ice cream and dripping down your fingers on a summer’s day hot.
 Holy cow.

Brandon Law wore a comfortable smoker’s jacket and pressed, tailored pants that hugged his thick, muscled legs. With his arms around his broad chest, I could see his biceps rippling beneath his tight sleeves. No article of clothing was mismatched or unnecessary on him—it all looked superb and made the man sex on a stick—but that wasn’t even the best part.

His face was the place where girls like me go to die. Or lose our virginity. The stuff of legends. It looked chiseled from marble, sort of like the flooring of his house, but was perfectly sculpted from the block with a slight five o’clock shadow, an angular jawline, and piercing eyes underneath a set of tightly-ridged brows. His dark hair was slick, almost wet looking, and uniform around his head, flipping up near one side to give him a half-hipster, half-businessman vibe. It was hard to explain, but it was hair I desperately wanted to run my hands through and tug on.

I immediately had to clench my thighs and butt together to keep from springing a leak. I’d never had this kind of visceral physical reaction to a man before, but I guess I was at that point in my life where these uncontrollable horny whims and urges were going to come more and more often . . .

And I really looked forward to it.

I just thanked my lucky stars that my shirt was rather thick, so Mr. Law couldn’t see my hard, tightened nipples protruding through.

The boys at my school had nothing on this guy. He made everyone at UCSD seem like awkward little boys compared to his manly presence and rugged stance. He was a monument of heat and lust—from his appearance to his garb to his soul-piercing stare like he was eye-fucking the daylights out of you—it was all in perfect balance and unity.

Lord, I need to stop thinking about this man like an object— like my Hitachi wand—and say something! Why can’t I speak?

He took a step toward me and I nearly squeaked with giddiness. It was a slow, lumbering step, those eyes never leaving my face.

As he drew closer, I noticed he was tall as hell, too, towering over me like I towered over Jamie. He had to be mid-sixes—maybe six-four, six-five? It was hard to tell when I only came up to the top of his chest.

I tilted my head back and looked up at his beautiful face, drawn into those eyes.


T-This is Brandon Law?
 This?! You mean the reclusive tech billionaire who has a reputation like Howard Hughes, and was supposedly an eclectic genius on top of being filthy rich?


It just didn’t compute. And maybe that’s what was so startling—because I had expected someone so
 much different. Like, tech billionaire? I was thinking more along the lines of pale, scrawny, tired bags under his eyes from staying up so late making money, stressing about everything. You know—dweeb material.

Not that there was anything wrong with that: I’d met plenty of dorky guys whose charm and whimsy made them incredibly attractive.

But I was expecting, you know, Bill Gates . . . not Jason Mamoa.

Mr. Law gazed down at me with his stern yet playful eyes, and I could’ve gotten lost in there. My dazed expression lingered on his full, pouty lips, and I wanted to just suck on them and shove my tongue down his throat.


Get a hold of yourself, C!
 I swear I’d never acted like this around anyone before.

“You have your mother’s ocean blue eyes,” he said, then circled around me. I didn’t dare move—hands clasped in front of my stomach in absolute obedience. It was unnerving, the way he looked me up and down like I was a specimen for him to eat . . . and I totally would have let him.

Um, eat me . . . please . . .

My horny squirrel brain couldn’t be stopped. I was supposed to be an intellectual—a college undergrad with a bright future in oceanography at the Scripp’s Institute, if all went well . . . but here I was gawking at this stranger and wishing he’d do sinful, depraved things to me.

When he rounded back in front of me, he said, “You’re everything I hoped for and more.” His voice was sultry, like an incubus ready to make a move.

Everything you hoped for . . . in a maid? Just what the heck does that mean?

I gulped. “Great, sir. Er . . . Mr. Law, sir. Is it all right if I call you that?”

He nodded. “Mr. Law is fine. Or ‘sir.’ Whichever you please.”

Okay, so I wasn’t going to be calling him Brandon or Raisin Bran or anything cutesy. We weren’t on that basis yet, and I could respect that. We probably would never be on that—

“I’m sure you’ll be calling me other things eventually, anyway,” he mumbled, before turning for the door.

My eyes widened. Uh . . . like what?


He waved a hand absentmindedly over his shoulder as he went. “Jamie, give her a uniform and then give her the tour of the complex. After that, come meet me in the theater, yes, bunny?”

Jamie eagerly jumped in front of me. “Yes, Master! Right away!” She seemed so excited to get things going.

After Mr. Law was gone, I could finally breathe again. I had almost hyperventilated with him in the room, he was that enticing.

“T-Theater?” I stammered, facing Jamie.

Her face lit up brightly as she slid her skinny arm through mine. Nodding enthusiastically as she led me out of the library, she said, “Oh, yes, there’s a theater, a spa room, and indoor pool—I’m actually surprised he didn’t ask me to meet him there, for his daily swim . . .” She squinted, trying to think, then shrugged. “And a five-thousand-square-foot wine room. Sixteen patios. Twelve bathrooms, fifteen bedrooms. Then there’s the diamond swimming pool outside overlooking the cliff and the setting sun, and . . .”

I tuned her out, shaking my head as she kept rattling off ridiculous things like elevators and fifty million study rooms and such.

Shit, five hundred dollars a day sounded about right, after hearing all that!

“And we’re expected to do this just the two of us?” I asked glumly.

She gave me a pat on the back. “Oh, honey, it’s not as hard as you think. Despite his intimidation tactics, Master Brand isn’t a hard man to please. I should know. I mean, I did this all myself before you got here, right?”

I sighed heavily. “Okay, good. That makes me feel a little better.” I scratched the side of my cheek as we made it down a stupidly long hallway and into a bedroom that was as big as my mom’s house.

As she unlooped our arms and went to scrounge through a closet, disappearing from view, I hesitated, then said, “Um, Jamie. I notice you keep calling Mr. Law ‘Master.’ Is that . . . normal? Like, isn’t this just a job for you?”

Her head popped out with a mischievous grin and a twinkle in her eyes. “Oh, honey, it’s sooo much more than that . . . if you want it to be. It’s a lifestyle, working for him. He rewards us for pleasing him nicely, and I love doing it anyway, so it’s a win-win.”

I blinked. “How do you mean?”

She shrugged, appearing before me with an identical outfit as she wore, draped over her arms. She studied me for a moment, little tongue poking out of her mouth, then said, “Well, hence the Corvette, right?”

“Oh, right . . . but I meant, uh, what do you mean by pleasing
 him?” It seemed like a very specific word choice.

She held up the maid outfit next to me and said, “Okay, this should fit. Here, go try this one on.”

I noticed she had completely bypassed my question, which was a bit unsettling, but I didn’t push it any further.

* * *
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L
 OOKING AT MYSELF IN
 the mirror, my cheeks burned red.

Oh Lord, this thing is ridiculous! Are you kidding me?

I twirled into a profile view and tried to tug the frilly black skirt further down my thighs. I mean, my whole ass was almost hanging out!

I buttoned up the front of the getup as much as I could, but when it became too stifling to breath—almost like a corset—I had to pop one of the buttons. It meant I’d be showing some cleavage, but there wasn’t much I could do about it if I wanted to, you know, live.

I had a pretty slender figure, but I’d been a late bloomer. My curves had just started to show within the past couple years, and as I grew into myself I was certainly becoming more womanly. My breasts were more than a handful and my butt was big and round, hanging off two wide hips—not as wide as some girls my age, but for an otherwise skinny girl, I definitely had some heft.

So far, I hadn’t gotten any complaints. In my short time at school, I’d quickly learned my powers of persuasion simply by looking a certain way. It was annoying, considering people looked at me like a sexual object when I was trying to better myself academically and stuff . . .

But then again, hadn’t I done the exact same thing with Brandon Law when he first showed up?

I guess it’s a two-way street.

“Sure are taking a long time in there, honey! What, are you rubbing one out because of how hot you look?” Jamie’s voice lilted.

I gasped to myself, not even sure how to respond to that. I didn’t even talk that way with the few friends I had,
 much less someone I had just met! Oh my gosh!

When I finally burst out of the bathroom, it was with more of a whimper than a surge. My cheeks felt aflame as I stepped in front of Jamie.

“N-No, of course I wasn’t doing . . . that.
 ” I mean, I might think that way sometimes, but I tried to keep my mouth pretty clean and proper. Especially in a new workplace!

I shrugged. “I was just, uh, looking at myself. Making sure I don’t look too . . .”

“Slutty?” Jamie offered.

I shot her a glare. “Stupid,
 I was gonna say. Jeez.”

She giggled. “Oh, honey, you are a vision.” She clapped her small hands together. “You don’t look stupid in the slightest. Slutty? Sure, maybe. But that’s hard to avoid in these getups.”

I blew out a sigh. “Yeah, I’ll say.”

When I turned my head away, I could still feel her eyes boring into me. It made me uncomfortable, but also . . . desirous . . . like I was finally blooming into something that people could appreciate. Ahem, someone,
 I mean.

“Oh my,” Jamie said, realization dawning on her as she watched me bite my lip. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?”

My head shot over to her and I answered too quickly. “N-No!” Then I stammered and word-vomited, making it even worse. “Pfft,
 of course not, silly! How could you think that? I mean, wouldn’t you want to do me? Lord knows all the boys at school do, and I can barely shrug them off. Maybe if I had a broom . . .”

Her eyes leveled on me. “You are.”

I pursed my lips and nodded slightly, head still down-tilted.

After a long pause in which I thought I was going to suffocate under the tension, Jamie broke out in a trademark giant smile. “Adorbs. You are truly remarkable, being able to keep your V-card while still looking so damn smoking.”

I couldn’t help but curl my lips in embarrassment. “Y-You really think so?”

She grabbed my bare elbow and led me out of the room. “Girl, you don’t even know. Master Brand is going to love
 you.”

I eyed her suspiciously. “You keep saying that.”

She tensed up ever so slightly, but I could feel it in her fingers on my elbow. “I just mean he’s going to love your new look,
 ya know?”

“Oh. Okay. Now then . . .” I cleared my throat as I trailed off. “Are you going to give me the grand tour?”

“Yes, but it’ll have to be quick. Master is expecting me.”

* * *
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J
 AMIE SHOWED ME AROUND
 the mansion, but it only left me even more confused and lost than when I knew nothing. It was hard keeping track of so many rooms and outlets and nooks and crannies.

The place was freaking enormous.
 Given the size of it, and its location in La Jolla on a cliff side, I figured this had to be at least a twenty-million-dollar house. That was my arbitrary guesstimate, anyway.

After giving me a duster to latch onto the waistband of my mini-dress, and a longer-handled one for hard to reach places, and showing me where the mop and brooms and other housekeeping accouterments were, she announced her departure.

“I’ve gotta go now, honey. Can’t keep Master waiting. You’ll be all right?”

I nodded, but knew it wasn’t very convincing.

She lunged at me with a hug, letting out an “Oh, honey” in pity. It was a sudden move, and I thought I heard a clanging sound like metal, but had no idea where the sound could have come from.

When she pulled away, she was wincing slightly.

“Jamie, are you okay?”

She gave me a grimacing nod, trying to be a big girl, but I could tell something had caused her discomfort.

Frowning at her, I thought to press on with my questions, but then she gave me a little wave and said, “I’ve gotta go, Sinclair! If you keep me away from Master Brand like this, he’ll punish me!”

She giggled with glee after she said it, then scurried away.


How odd. Call me naïve, but that is one
 strange girl.


. . . have to admit I sorta love her, though.

I shrugged to myself and started working at dusting the room I was in. To be honest, there wasn’t a speck of dust on the smooth wooden drawers or tables anywhere that I could see, but I had to start somewhere, right?

As I dusted, I found myself smiling.

She called me Sinclair. Ha. Cute.  
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Chapter Three
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I
 put my light blonde
 hair in a bun as I started to really work, to keep it out of my face. I went from room to room on the first floor, making sure everything was spick and span.

There were certain spots that, no matter how hard I tried not to, I had to bend over or go on my hands and knees to reach, such as underneath tables and desks. It was only after the third or fourth time doing this that I felt air against my butt and realized I was giving the whole world a show.

If anyone walked by while I was in such a precarious position, my whole ass would be showing and they could just stare at it without me having any idea.

It was embarrassing, to say the least, and a bit humiliating . . . but the idea of being spied on and gawked at also gave me a strange sense of power. It turned me on, as I finally understood what I thought Jamie meant when she said, “He’s going to love you.”

Brandon Law made us dress in these little skimpy outfits for a reason. Clearly. And that reason could only be described as lewd. He was a pervert who probably loved to daydream and watch his maids work while he went about his day.

Just the way his eyes had raked over me when he first took me in, it had sent waves of lust sweeping through me, and made my panties damp. I had to resist the urge to lunge at him and run my tongue over his neck and face.

If Brandon wasn’t so damn hot and good-looking, all of this might have been a problem. If he was a creepy, ugly stalker type, his workers would have probably gone to the authorities. But there was a double standard that existed, and Brandon Law epitomized it.

As Jamie had made very clear—she loved it. She loved the attention, and calling him Master, and bowing to his every whim.

I would have thought I had more spine than that, but I was also young. And Brandon was rich and powerful and sexy. There wasn’t much I could do about his proclivities, or complain about, when I was getting paid so well.

Did I feel a bit like a stripper, or an escort girl? Sure. But that odd sense of power—being the object of a man’s desire—also bloomed inside me and gave me strength.

I would just have to see how the day went, and then I could make my decision about what to do.

After a while of cleaning the rooms, I came to the indoor theater. It was huge, with about twenty small, red sofas set up in stadium seating that looked out at a giant silver screen. The room went further down than the first floor, and I figured on the other side of that screen was the cliff side and the Pacific Ocean.

Neither Jamie nor Brandon was inside the giant room, which I found odd since Mr. Law had told Jamie to meet him here. I would have figured they’d be watching a film together.

The whole placed smelled citrusy, like fresh lemon cleaner, so I knew Jamie had been in here and probably cleaned it all up. There wasn’t a dust mote to be found.

I shrugged and headed out of the room, then took the nearest stairs to get to the second floor. I would do a sweep of the first floor later, to make sure I hadn’t missed any hidden rooms or crannies, but I felt it was time to move on. I’d already been at this for a couple of hours.

I gently hummed to myself as I walked through the first door on the right, after ascending the stairs.

I had to admit, I was enjoying myself. I didn’t have to talk to people I didn’t want to, and cleaning allowed my mind to roam free. Also, the idea that I was going to walk out of here five-hundred dollars richer at the end of the day did a lot to inspire a good mood.

Out of the floor-to-ceiling window of this office room, which spanned the entire western wall, I gaped for a moment at the warm sun over the ocean. Still high in the sky, its light reflected off the waves and created a beautiful atmosphere.

I smiled, then faltered—

A far off sound made my brows furrow. Turning, I made my way out of the room, my heels tapping lightly on the tiles. That was another part of the uniform: three-inch black heels that made me even taller and leggier in my revealing outfit.

I poked my head out the door, ears perked.

A moment later, the same sound startled me. It was like a whimper, soft and airy. But the undertones of that voice made goosebumps break out on my flesh, because I could already sense the taboo essence hidden inside.

I found myself heading down the hallway, drawn to a door that was cracked open ever so slightly. I gulped, knowing I was going somewhere I shouldn’t go; hearing things I shouldn’t hear. But I couldn’t help myself. My curiosity was absolutely going wild in my head, and my legs were churning without my brain thinking things through.

The whimper came out louder as I approached tentatively, shuffling forward so my heels didn’t make any clicking sounds on the hard floor.

I angled my head to see through the three-inch-wide opening the door created—

Then stifled a gasp, eyes bulging in shock.

Jamie was on a bed on her hands and knees, face down into a pillow as she whined and moaned. Her back was arched, and her ass was raised into the air, facing the doorway and me.

Her miniskirt had been lifted well beyond her waist, to reveal her pale, plump bubble butt. It was a huge, round ass for such a small person. She had her legs spread, socks pulled high up her calves, and I could see all the way down her spotless crack. An object was lodged in her asshole, causing it to widen, the tender skin around her hole breathing with effort.

But what surprised me more than that was what I saw under
 her butt: a small, metallic contraption—what looked to be a cage. The cage housed a tiny, flaccid penis, and little testicles were bunched near, high and tight.


Oh my God!
 I thought. Jamie’s a boy! And that metal cage thing must have been what I heard when she moved too fast to hug me. Holy crap!


Jamie’s obscene position and throaty, muffled sounds in her pillow made my brain short-circuit for a moment. The revelation that the sweet, sassy girl was actually a boy made me question everything about this place.

How had I not noticed? Yes, her voice had been high, lispy, and a little odd . . . but was I really that oblivious to things around me?

. . . or was Jamie really just that
 good at hiding it?

A new body appeared between the doorway crack, and I snapped my gaping jaw shut, lips pursing.

Brandon Law came into view, standing over Jamie. He made a low sound in his throat—a sound of approval—then slapped a big, rugged hand on Jamie’s butt cheek, drawing out a loud clap. He caressed the pale buttock, gently squeezing and embedding his fingers inside the jiggly flesh, before reaching over with his other hand and toying with the butt plug protruding out of Jamie’s asshole.

“You’ve been a bad girl, bunny,” Brandon said. His smoker’s jacket was nowhere to be seen, and now he just stood in a sharp, pinstriped dress shirt with the first few buttons popped open, revealing some stray chest hairs that I eagerly wanted to run my fingers through.

I blinked rapidly, unable to keep my mouth shut as Brandon played with his maid’s butt and made Jamie wiggle her big ass. My lips parted, and I could feel drool building at the corner’s of my mouth.

“W-What did I do, Daddy?” Jamie moaned, voice scratchy. Brandon had referred to the boy as “bad girl,” so I figured I’d keep up the illusion as well. Despite the little dick all locked away, Jamie still sounded like a female, and obviously wanted to be referred to as one.

“I saw your glittering eyes watching, hunting. You want to fuck the new girl, don’t you?”

“Oh, Daddy, nooo—”

“Don’t you
 !” Brandon bellowed, and then spanked Jamie’s right ass cheek hard. It exploded with a thunderclap and I jumped back a step, startled. Pulling his hand away, it left the unmistakable imprint of a red hand mark on Jamie’s luscious, alabaster rear-end.

“Y-Yesss, Daddy, I’m so sorry!” she cried, biting down on her pillow.

“You like the newbie, don’t you?” Brandon continued, running his fingers down Jamie’s crack and poking the big butt plug.

Jamie backed her ass up, as if trying to get Brandon to do something with the plug. “Yes,” she admitted. “She’s sweet and innocent. I think you’ll have fun breaking h—”

Another harsh slap rang out, rippling Jamie’s buttocks and body.

“Don’t tell me what to think!” Brandon growled. “The nerve on you, little slut. I’ll have to wash your mouth out with soap.”

“P-Please,” Jamie whimpered. “Don’t wash my mouth out with soap . . . wash it out with your thick, hot cum. I’m begging you, Daddy. Fill my tummy up!”

“You’re such a brat,” Brandon said, his voice low and surly. “You want to sniff her panties and squeeze your little clitty between her ass, don’t you?” As he said this, he prodded the cage nesting Jamie’s cock, and droplets of precum dribbled out.

“Oh my God, yes, Daddy!”

“You are not allowed to touch the girl without my say so, do you understand?”

“Yessir!”

My breath caught in my throat. I realized my heart was fluttering a million beats per minute, and sweat beaded my brow.

I couldn’t turn away from the sight, even though it was so naughty and private. I mean, they must have left the door cracked open for a reason, right? Could they have expected something like this—me spying—to happen?

That thought only made my heart rumble even faster.

Shoot, shoot, shoot. I should get out of here! 

But my feet were rooted to the floor. Like an incoming nuclear blast, I had to keep watching. After all, it was me
 they were talking about!

I desperately needed to know Brandon Law’s plans for me . . . and, so far, they sounded raunchy as heck.

So why wasn’t I trying to run? Why wasn’t I yelling and calling my mom or phoning the cops to put this guy away for molesting his girly, fat-assed maid?

Probably because, deep down, their words excited me. Something stirred in my belly—a burgeoning sensation that made me wetter than I’d been in months. I could hardly keep my hands from roaming between my warm thighs, pebbling my skin as I inched closer and closer to my aching pussy.

And then Brandon unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down, and I couldn’t keep my fingers from venturing any longer.

He was in profile view, and a moment later held a thick, rugged cock in his hand. It was beautiful and utterly manly—wide like a Coke can, veiny like a monster, with a fat red tip that protruded from his closed fist around it.

It was the kind of fat cock that you’d hope
 someone as hot as Brandon Law would be equipped with, but in normal circumstances, would probably never find out.

And here I was, first day on the job, getting to see such an exquisite monster as he held the erect, slightly curving behemoth in his hand.

Judging by what I could see of Jamie’s asshole, even with it plugged up—there was no way she could take such a thick appendage up her anus.

Brandon let his pants fall completely to his ankles, and I drooled a bit at the powerful thighs on the man, with the sprouts of hair that made him such a masculine presence.

His heavy balls swung out between his legs, revealed as the pants dropped. They sagged like a couple of dangling eggs, thick and equally as manly as the shaft curving over them.

Then Brandon slowly withdrew the butt plug from Jamie’s asshole, and I second-guessed what I’d just thought: Maybe that fat thing
 can fit inside such a supple, tight butt . . .


Because it didn’t look so tight now. Even from my vantage ten or fifteen feet away and looking through a three-inch crevice, I could almost see down into Jamie’s rectum once the butt plug was removed. The plug had been flared at the end and tapered at the top, so it made her hole much wider than I expected.

Now, Jamie’s butthole was practically yawning—a dark void that Brandon ran his fingers over. And despite Jamie being a boy—for all intents and purposes—she had the cutest, cleanest, daintiest asshole I’d ever seen. The pink flesh around it looked a little wrinkled as the hole tried to breathe closed, but a second later Brandon had his fat red cockhead pressed up against it.

Jamie moaned louder than before as the plug was removed. His ass cheeks trembled and jiggled, and then a line of watery fluids leaked out from his cage, directly onto the bedsheets.

The girly boy kept spurting, body tensing up every few seconds as another ragged breath escaped her lips and she jolted with a pre-gasm.

“Oh my, little one,” Brandon said, rubbing his cockhead over Jamie’s gaping asshole. “You just can’t stop yourself, can you?”

“P-Please, Daddy, my asshole feels so good! Ram that fat dick in me and rearrange my guts! I want to feel you invading my insides!”

Brandon chuckled darkly. His left hand scooped inside Jamie’s asshole and pulled the hole slightly wider, while his other hand fisted his cock and guided it closer—

Oh Lord, no lube!

Jamie’s head jolted up from the pillow, neck craning as Brandon’s big cock sank into her anus. The tight skin suctioned against the broad member and sucked inward as Brandon leaned forward and forced inches of his cock inside the poor maid.

Brandon parted his toned legs for a better foundation and let his heavy balls do all the talking. They started swinging between his legs after he got deep enough inside Jamie’s asshole to be satisfied, and began thrusting.

The billionaire’s beautiful tight ass went concave and tautened with every thrust. Despite being a foot and a half taller than the dainty boy he demolished in front of him, Jamie somehow had a larger, fluffier ass than his master, and it was impressive.

Shit, the girly trap almost had a bigger butt than me!

Brandon latched onto each of Jamie’s ass cheeks, fingers sinking in deep. He started railing the life out of her, Jamie letting out ragged moans and conversely biting her pillow every time the feeling became too strong and overwhelming.

Brandon manhandled his maid. The meaty sounds of flesh on flesh erupted as his heavy balls started smacking against Jamie’s cheeks and smaller nutsack.

Jamie’s cock-trap swung around aimlessly, a near-constant stream of jizz spurting and drooling all over the bed. Her high-pitched moan became more throaty and ragged as the minutes passed and Brandon destroyed her ass even harder, with vicious pumps as he towered down over the girly boy and fucked her doggystyle.

The maid erupted, spurting a fountain of cum all over the metallic cage. Stuck in chastity, the prostate battering must have set her off so she couldn’t hold herself back any longer.

“I didn’t tell you to cum, bitch!” Brandon grunted, slamming his hips forward. Somehow, he had managed to hilt his broad cock all the way inside Jamie’s canal, until his hairy pubic area was flush against the maid’s rippling butt.

“I couldn’t help iiiit, Daddy!” Jamie whined through her moans. “Please punish me more! Do whatever you want with me! Make me your sissy trap cum toilet!”

I hadn’t given Jamie enough credit. With a wide ass, a little bit of butt plug magic, and some elbow grease, he had been able to take all
 of Brandon Law’s fat dick.

My fingers had pulled my panties aside on their own, and I was mindlessly rubbing my pussy lips before I slid two fingers inside my soaking cunt and rubbed my throbbing clit with the palm of my hand.

My knees came together as I stood outside the room and watched the sexy tech billionaire discipline his younger maid.

Now I understood all of Jamie’s lewd comments and waggling eyebrows. She—or he—was a total slut for her “master.” The money, the Corvette, the gifts, they probably didn’t mean crap to her when you took this scene into consideration.


This
 is why Jamie didn’t need or want anymore clients. She might have started at a “maid service,” but now she was little more than Brandon Law’s slutty hole to use at his whim. She walked around with a chastity cage clamped around her cock all day, a butt plug jammed up her ass, for Brandon’s benefit, and she loved every second of it.

I thought I would never understand people like this . . .

But as my thighs started to clench and my pussy muscles bunched up around my fingers and I knew I was about to climax while standing there like a Peeping Jane, I realized I wasn’t so different.

I was young and innocent and fresh, sure . . . but Brandon Law was showing me things I’d never seen before.

He was showing me things that I hadn’t known I wanted . . .

Until now.
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Chapter Four
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I
 got out of there
 seconds before I heard Jamie’s explosive orgasm roll through the hallway, echoing off the walls. I ran away because I didn’t trust myself—and I was close to an orgasm of my own.

In a moment of clarity, I realized, What the heck am I doing?!


So I fled. I cursed myself as I hurried away, because I couldn’t stop my heels from clacking on the tiles and probably alerting everyone to my presence.

My thighs dripped with my own juices. I escaped into the nearest oversized bathroom and ran water over my face, clapping my cheeks, and then dried off my legs on a towel. In the mirror, I said, “Come on, Claire, get a hold of yourself. You got this.”

That scene had scared me. There was no two ways about it. It had awakened something inside me and I didn’t know if I could push these new, lustful thoughts back down.

I’d be dreaming and thinking of that scene for days, weeks.

I spent the rest of the day with my head down, trying not to freak out as I cleaned as quickly as I could. I probably missed a bunch of spots and left a few places dirty or dusty, but it couldn’t be helped.

I imagined Brandon Law’s brooding, crude anger if he noticed I had screwed up.

Would he try to punish me like he punished Jamie?

An even worse thought: Would I even try to stop him?

Luckily, for the next few hours I was left alone. Only my swirling thoughts kept me company, and they weren’t going anywhere.

Before I left, however, after making a final sweep of the first floor, Brandon Law caught me in the library where I’d started.

He stood in the doorway, and as I turned, sighing to myself, I jumped at his presence.

“Oh, Maste—Mr. Law! You scared me.”

He grinned seductively at me, and my spine tingled. He was leaned up against the doorframe like when I’d first met him, but he wore different clothes now: a simple blazer with the button undone, and newly pressed slacks that I assumed Jamie had ironed out for him after getting her asshole reamed.

I gulped, the muscles in my neck flexing.

“You did well today, Claire,” he said, taking a step forward. His piercing dark eyes settled on me, and I either wanted to leap back or leap forward into him. I couldn’t decide.

“T-Thank you, sir.”

“I’ll make sure your mom hears how much your services are . . . appreciated.”

I nodded to him, bowing my head like a subservient little girl. Gosh, I felt so helpless and powerless in his presence. How could he have this power over me so soon?

“How was your first day on the job?” he asked, crossing his arms over his chest. “Is everything up to standard? Up to snuff?”

I looked up at him, my eyes almost dewy with unshed tears and desire. Here was my chance to tell him what I really
 thought—to let him know that I appreciated the work, but this really wasn’t the kind of job for me. I had my studies to take care of, and boys my own age to fawn over and . . .

Tell him how you really feel, C!

I blinked, a small frown pulling at my lips. He looked at me expectantly.

“It was, um . . .” I trailed off, eyes darting away. Then I met his hard, calculating gaze with my own.

“Enlightening. Sir.”

* * *
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O
 VER DINNER THAT NIGHT
 , I sat at the table with my mom. She was single and beautiful, in my mind, with similar blonde hair and a bigger figure. There was experience in her eyes and, yes, we had the same ocean blue hue, like Brandon had remarked.

We ate a rotisserie chicken with some mashed potatoes she’d whipped up and some mac and cheese on the side.

I was feeling a bit bashful, which wasn’t out of the ordinary for me. I was still playing what I’d seen at Brandon’s mansion in my mind, over and over again.

“You look deep in thought, honey,” she said, fork and knife clattering as she cut up some chicken on her plate. “Are you okay?”

My head jolted up, eyebrows raised. “W-What? Me? Yeah, I’m fine, Mom.”

“How was your first day working for Brandon Law?” she asked, a slight curve at her lips like she was concealing a smirk—hiding something from me that only she knew about.

I gobbled up some mashed potatoes, trying to stuff my face so me nervousness wasn’t obvious. But in doing so, I think I made it more evident. “Oh, you know, it was fine,” I said with a shrug, speaking around a mouthful of mush. “Long and hard.”

She chuckled. What the heck? Where did “long and hard” come from?! Did it give you memories, Mom? Is that why you’re laughing like an eager little beaver?


“Yes, well,” she said, dabbing her mouth with a napkin. “If I remember correctly, Brand can be a bit intense.
 A bit of a stickler.”

I cocked my head to the side. Stickler? Intense? That’s one way of putting it.
 “He seemed all right to me.”

“Just ‘all right,’ sweetie?” she asked, arching a single eyebrow.

I looked up at her, heart hammering. “What do you mean?” What are you getting at?


She shrugged easily. “Well, if I remember correctly, Brandon Law is quite the hunk. At least he used to be.”

“Mom!”

She laughed, flashing her teeth, revealing her lovely, soft smile. “Sorry, honey, but it’s true!”

I kept eating, head down, blushing furiously. After an awkward pause, with her words lingering in the air, I said, “How do you know him, anyway?”

“Oh, we went to school together. He’s an old childhood friend, I guess you could say.”


Okay, well what
 happened, Mom? How did he end up a mega-rich billionaire, while you’re . . . eating a rotisserie chicken from Vons with your daughter, in a small house on the other side of town?


I wanted to ask her those things, but I wasn’t that
 snarky or bitchy. Life has a strange way of throwing curveballs at you, and I know my mother had been thrown her fair share. She didn’t deserve my mean questions.

“We also might have, uh, dated . . . briefly,” she finished in a small voice.

My head shot up. “Mom!”

“What?” she asked, meeting my gaze, a twinkling challenge in her eyes.

That’s why you want to know how he looks still, because he’s the one that got away, isn’t he? Oh my gosh, to think that the big, fat, rugged cock I saw has been inside my mother! Eww!

It grossed me out . . . but not too badly. There was a longing in my mom’s eyes that was impossible to ignore.

I sighed heavily, returned to my food for a moment. Finally, I said, “Well, you’re right. He’s still super handsome.”

“Ha! I knew it,” she exclaimed, pointing her fork toward me like she’d won a bet. “He has those ageless good looks, huh? Dark and dangerous. Damn.”

She looked away, and I couldn’t help but feel a little secondhand embarrassment on her behalf. Like, she was in her mid-forties and still reminiscing about this guy. Dang.

What did he do to you, Mom? Why do you miss him so much?

For a moment, I thought maybe I should quit the job just for Mom’s
 sake, so we both could wipe Brandon Law from our minds. Because clearly my new job was dredging up memories from the past for ol’ Adriana.

“Yeah, well, he’s not exactly what I expected out of a tech billionaire,” I quipped.

“Right?” she agreed.

We smiled shyly at each other. My mom was my best friend, so I didn’t want us to be at odds over some stupid rich guy.

“You expected, uh . . .” she trailed off, trying to think of the word, and our eyes met.

“Bill Gates,” we both said in unison, nodding like it was our little secret we shared, and then we threw our heads back and laughed.

Okay, good. We were on strong footing again. The tension billowed out of the room in a hurry. 

When I’d gotten my letter of acceptance from UCSD, I’d also been accepted to UCLA, UC Berkeley, and a few out-of-town universities. I had decided to take up UCSD—even though it was probably less prestigious than the other two UCs I got into—because I didn’t want to leave mom all alone.

I was an only child. Dad had left the scene years ago. Mom tried to be strong, but I knew it would devastate her to lose her little girl.

Little did she know, in my own head, I was already lost.

“You know, honey,” she said cheerily, now that there was lightness and brevity in the room once more. “You don’t have to take this job if you don’t want it. If it takes up too much time or distracts you from your studies, I mean . . . I can make sure we get by.”

“No, it’s okay,” I said quickly. Probably too quickly. “I don’t mind it. Actually, I was thinking that it takes a bit of stress off my mind. I like it.”

She smiled warmly at me. “Oh. Okay.”

We returned to our plates. I hadn’t told her yet that I made five-hundred dollars today instead of one-hundred, and that we could expect that every day, as long as I kept up appearances and did as I was told . . .

I didn’t want to make her jealous, knowing I’d be singlehandedly boosting us into a new tax bracket with the kind of bank I’d be bringing in. She’d probably get strange ideas, and for good reason.

I was also worried what doing “as I was told” entailed . . .

* * *
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T
 HAT NIGHT, I ROLLED
 around in bed and fingered myself like I never had before. I simply couldn’t help it. My spindly fingers curved inside me, found my G-spot, and then my legs were raised in the air as I imagined Brandon Law hovering over me, big dick punching into my pussy with squelching sounds, his fat balls slapping wetly against my bare ass.

The orgasm I let out was unlike anything I’d felt before. I had always been a pretty chaste girl, but this was the first clear evidence that something inside me had irreparably changed.

There was no going back to the naïve, doe-eyed girl with the wide, gentle smile. Now, my eyes would have a knowing glint in them, and they’d be roving around all the time . . . I just knew it.

My whole body shook as I came, and even afterward my legs trembled and jolted every once in a while.

It wasn’t hard to fall asleep after that.

And in the morning I awoke rested and yawning pleasantly, stretching my arms out.

I felt like a whole new woman.

I hurried into the shower, got dressed, and packed my maid outfit in my backpack—I had changed before arriving home last night, because I didn’t want Mom to get the wrong idea and see me like some kind of slut with my ass hanging out.

This was my life, and I was going to do my thing.

My hours at Brandon’s went from around 8:00 AM to 2:00 PM. That was good because I still had a lot of the day left afterward, and most of my classes were night classes.

So, I had a busy day ahead.

I ate a quick breakfast of a strawberry strudel, coffee, and a banana.

And no, I didn’t get horny thoughts or try to deepthroat the banana. This early in the morning, I could usually keep myself in check.

. . . although the banana really had nothing on the cock I’d seen jutting from Brandon Law’s body the day before . . .

Ugh, jeez. Just get an Uber and get over there, C!

I did. I left the house before Mom was even awake.

When I arrived at Brandon’s luxurious mega mansion, Jamie was just arriving, too.

“Oh, Claire!” she said giddily, running over from her Corvette to hug me. She stuck her arm in mine—which I noticed was a customary motion of hers—and led us up the stairs.

Looking at her face, I was shocked I hadn’t been able to tell she was a boy before. Yes, she had girlish features: pink cheeks, a wide behind that practically no other boy I’d ever seen could match—I could only imagine the number of squats and lunges she had to do to get something like that so bulked up. But she also had a pretty round face, but with an angular, decidedly boyish jawline. Every once in a while when she tilted her head a certain way, I could see a flash of masculinity there, but just slightly.

I felt like I had to say something, even though I was probably totally out of line. It was early, and my brain wasn’t functioning at 100% yet.

Before we stepped inside the mansion, I said shyly, “Um, Jamie . . . I feel like I have to apologize.”

She tilted her chin, looking into my face adoringly. Beaming at me, she said, “What for, babe?”

I scratched the back of my neck. Ugh, this was awkward. “Well, I know I’ve been calling you ‘she’ and ‘her’ and . . . I’m not sure if that’s right.”

She paused, lips frowning, but it was only momentary. A second later, she was back to her chipper self. “Oh, nonsense! I’m AMAB, but I’m Master Brand’s Best Girl—trademarked.” She finished with a giggle.

I furrowed my brow. “AMAB?”

“Assigned-male-at-birth,” she said. Shrugging, she added, “I think you need to bone up on your LGBT terminology a little bit, hun. You seem a bit sheltered.”

My face sank. “You’re probably right . . .”

“Hey, it’s okay!” she said, rubbing my shoulder. “My pronouns are ‘she’ and ‘her,’ so you had it right the first time. No harm no foul, honey.”

I smiled wide at her. “Oh, okay. Great.”

Creasing her perfectly arched brows, she studied me for a moment. “Besides, how did you even find out? Was it something I . . . said . . .” she trailed off, and then her eyes widened a fraction.

Oh shoot, oh dang.

In my sleepy daze, trying to do the right thing, I had totally
 outed myself! Oh freaking hell!

Jamie stifled a gasp. “Y-You saw me.”

“What?!” I replied quickly, trying to play dumb.

I was a terrible liar.

“Yesterday. Ah, shit. You saw me and . . . you know.”

I rubbed the back of my neck, then turned and hurried for the door in front of us. “I, uh, shouldn’t we be getting to work?” I asked, looking at my wrist like a dummy—because I had no watch to speak of.

I was freaking out. Panicking.

Jamie drank in my panic and just watched my meltdown, but said nothing for a long moment.

“It’s okay,” she finally said. “I know the passcode to get in.” She winked, then stepped in front of me.

As she opened the door and gestured for me to enter the foyer, she said, “Do your work, honey. But in a few hours, I want you to come find me. Okay?”

I nodded profusely to her. “Y-Yes, ma’am.”

Then I rushed inside the mansion to change into my maid outfit.
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Chapter Five
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F
 or the first few hours
 , everything was fine. I minded my business and no one bothered me. Despite all the gorgeous sights and incredible things Brandon Law owned, I could see how this would become a pretty lonely place after a while. Especially if you were as reclusive and eclectic as Mr. Law was reported to be.

In a way, it made sense that he had Jamie at his beck and call—on a tight leash, as it were. He needed friends, he needed release from his work stresses, and he needed a clean house. With someone like Jamie . . . or possibly even me . . . he got all three of those things.

I did find it a little surprising at his choice of, um, mate. He was clearly a dominant guy, but also such a hot piece of man that he could have literally
 anyone he wanted: millionaire bimbos with fake everythings, brilliant doctors or lawyers or politicians, young gold-digging hoes, famous TV stars and actresses . . .

But he had opted for cute little Jamie: a young, spritely, bubbly person. She did brighten up the very air around her, so that was one amazing quality that she didn’t share with many people . . . but I figured it came down to Brandon’s preference.

He liked them young. He liked them cute. He liked them willing and subservient.


Oh shoot,
 I realized, standing up from whatever I’d been cleaning. I blinked rapidly.

I had just described myself to a tee.

I mean, as if it wasn’t already obvious enough . . . clearly I had been brought on to bring some variety to Brandon’s lewd little games. He needed some new players, and he was willing to pay top dollar for it. For us.

Did that mean that I could demand more
 than I was already making?

I probably would have, if not for the simple fact that I was curious as all heck. In short, I wanted to see what came of his little “grooming” efforts.

Did that mean the door had been left open the day before on purpose? Hmm, it sure made sense . . .

Shaking my head free of my thoughts, I glanced around the gorgeous sitting room—looked at the pool table, the 80-inch flat screen on the wall, the couches and chairs and mini fridge . . . and realized I’d cleaned every inch of the room while deep in my thoughts.

I let out a little triumphant sound in my throat, like “you go girl!” and turned to leave.

At the door, it dawned on me that I hadn’t seen Jamie clean up a single thing while I’d been here—either day. I hadn’t accidentally run into her while she was touching up a room or anything, and I found that a bit odd.

Perhaps housekeeping was not her specialty, and she really was only here for one
 purpose: to entertain Brandon.

As I left the room and turned into the hallway, Brandon Law stood five feet away. I jumped back, hand going to my chest.

He watched my boobs bounce in my little blouse, and the way my thin neck tightened from my surprise.

“Oh, Mr. Law! Jeez, you scared me again,” I said, chuckling coyly. “You have a knack for doing that, sir!”

Brandon smiled and pointed up at the ceiling. “Cameras everywhere.”

I blinked. Oh. My. Gosh. Is he trying to tell me something? Did he go through the video and see me hunched over at the door yesterday, fingering myself like a little slut while he had his way with Jamie?!


It was creepy, for sure, but also made my spine tingle. A flare of heat bloomed inside me, and I found my mouth dry and parched.

I couldn’t help but lick my lips.

Staring wide-eyed at him, waiting for him to say something, I took in his daywear: a crisp gray three-piece angled perfectly around his every muscle. It was open at the top, letting out a little bit of chest hair, and he wore no tie. But still, add that to his chiseled jawline and the pomade in his hair, and he looked amazingly sharp.

I bet a day didn’t go by that he didn’t get ogling looks from someone . . .
 that is if he ever left the house that day.

A moment after thinking all that, Brandon confirmed my worst fears.

“Jamie let me know what you were up to yesterday afternoon, my little sneaker . . .” His eyes narrowed, piercing through my soul.

My heart sank to the pit of my stomach, and then started beating rapidly. Up until then, our conversations had all been cordial, if not a little mixed with innuendo and lusty looks.

“I checked the cameras to make sure the little bunny wasn’t lying. Turns out she wasn’t.”

“Uh, uh, you . . . I’m.” I couldn’t form words. I took a step back in fear.

A soft twinge came to his face, mucking up his sharp features. With a little frown, he raised his hands in an apparent gesture of surrender. “Hey, sweetheart, you don’t need to be scared of me. I’m sorry if I frighten you.” 

“You . . . you don’t,” I blurted.


What the heck, C! Of
 course he does!


“You just, um, intimidate me a little. Caught me off-guard, sir.”

His frown quickly flipped into a tiny smirk. “Well, there’s nothing wrong with that. Intimidation’s my middle name . . .”

My eyes bulged again.

He rolled his eyes, seeing that his snark didn’t catch. “Actually it’s Joseph. Come on, sweetie. Come here.”

I hesitated. He was reaching out to me now with one hand . . . and it was such a rugged, large hand. He could cup my entire face, and I wanted him to do it.

My mind was telling me no, but my body was telling me yes.

In the past, I would have listened to my brain. I would have done the “smart” thing, probably, and quit on the spot. He was giving me an out.

But, like I’d said, I had changed. The spying session and the night following in my bed—they had made me a new person.

Brandon Law had unlocked my sexual appetite, and it needed to be sated or else I wouldn’t be able to think right.

I had a feeling he knew all of that, as he gazed deep into my eyes with his hand outstretched.

“I . . . I still have rooms to clean,” I muttered in a low, innocent voice.

“You can take care of that later,” he said, disarming me with the flash of a smile. God, he was just oozing sex appeal. “In fact, I’ll have Jamie take care of it.”

“W-Where is Jamie?” I asked, still stuttery and losing my mind a little bit.

“That’s what I want to show you.”

* * *
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I
 WALKED INTO THE BEDROOM—A
 different one than yesterday, I think. It was mind numbing how many there were in this place, and they were starting to all blur together.

Sitting on the edge of the huge bed, with one leg casually draped over her knee, was Jamie. She bounced her leg incessantly, and even though there was a confident, lusty expression on her face, I could tell she was a bit nervous.

But her anxiety had nothing on mine. My heart wouldn’t stop trying to escape my chest.

“Hi, Jamie,” I said meekly, standing in the doorway.

Brandon put his large hand on the small of my back and I wilted against his touch. I took a step forward as he guided me into the room, but he didn’t bother closing the door behind us.

I stood front and center, hands clasped in front of my maid’s blouse. Mr. Law stood somewhere behind me, inspecting everything with his arms crossed sternly over his huge chest.

Jamie patted the side of the bed next to her. “Hi, newbie. Come over here, Sinclair. Doctor Jamie wants to take a look at ya.”

I blinked and my body followed the demand.

I sat next to her, hands folded in my lap, but she just took one glance at me and laughed.

“Not like that, honey,” Jamie said in a sultry voice.

Where was all this confidence coming from? The day before, Jamie had been mewling like a stuck pig as Brandon punished her. But now she was ordering me around and . . . I was listening.

I’m not even sure what was driving me anymore. I felt numb, blank . . . but also wet between my legs.

“H-How then, Jamie?” I asked, slowly standing up to face her.

She stood up, peering me admiringly, and then brushed a few curls of blonde hair out of my eyes. She ran the pad of her little thumb down my cheeks, and I nearly trembled.

“Don’t be scared, honey. This will be fun. You’ll love it.”

“I will?”

She nodded. “I was hesitant my first time, too . . .”

Oh jeez! Claire, what are you doing?!

She patted the bed again. “Now then. Face the bed and bend over the edge so your big sweet tits are resting on the covers. I want your ass out in the air, honey.”

Legs shaking, I took a deep breath and steeled myself. If Mom ever found out about this, she’d never look at me the same again! She’d disown me—her slutty little girl!


Ugh. Why does that turn me on so much?

I did as I was told and assumed the position. The bed was impossibly comfy as the comforter pressed against my breasts. My nipples hardened as I lifted my butt, my knees hurting on the hardwood under me.

I flinched from the cold, hard contact of the floor against my kneecaps.

Jamie reached over my head, found a pillow, and bent down to prop it under my knees.

“T-Thanks,” I stammered, smiling shyly at her.

She winked at me, then stood up behind me so I had to look over my shoulder to see her.

“Oh my, Daddy, do you see that?” Jamie said, apparently staring at my rear-end. With my miniskirt, at least half of my butt was probably showing, bulging out with only my panties slicing down my crack to protect my holes.

I felt so vulnerable. I felt so submissive. And I felt so freaking horny.

Sunlight gleamed in from the window across the way. It wasn’t enough to blind me, but it did waft over me and bask me in a sort of glow that one might describe as . . . angelic.

I bit my bottom lip. Finally, I said, “You . . . you like what you see, Doctor Jamie?”

She giggled and clapped her hands together, startling me. It was the most forward comment I’d made yet, trying to shed my scared skin and be a woman about this whole thing.

“Oh my, isn’t she adorable, Master Brand!” the maid exclaimed.

“Yes. And with quite the perfect posterior. I daresay it gives yours a run for your money, bunny.”

“Hey!” Jamie squeaked in a whiny voice. “Not fair, Daddy! She has those natural curves. I wasn’t born with those . . .”

“Yes,” Brandon said in a low voice, “you’ve worked very hard to make yours perfect. I know. Now continue.”

He was totally getting off on this. But as Jamie’s hand lifted my skirt past the top of my butt, revealing the whole wide moonscape, I couldn’t help but get off on it, too.

I could feel the dark stain soiling through my panties, as clear as day. Jamie prodded the damp spot and I moaned inwardly, trying to stifle a gasp.

Her little fingers poking around only made me hornier, and I shook my butt.

“Jamie informs me that you’re a virgin,” Brandon said suddenly.

I stiffened. “W-What?! Jamie, what the heck! You told him?” My head shot over my shoulders so I could glare at her.

She had a mischievous smirk on her face. “Intel on the newbies is part of my job, honey. That and, uh, pleasing Master Brand, of course.”

Brandon grunted in satisfaction, as if to say, “That’ll do, donkey. That’ll do.” He cleared his throat, and his voice was brooding, dangerous. “I’ll make you feel things you’ve never felt, Claire. That I can promise you. But you have to want it.”

I gulped loudly, turning back to face forward and the floor-to-ceiling window.

“Do you?” he finished. 

I nodded, but couldn’t trust myself to speak past the lump in my throat.

“You have to say it.”

I closed my eyes for a second. Jamie’s soft hand casually massaged my right butt cheek, caressing the flesh, making goosebumps ride my skin.

“Yes,” I said finally, sternly. “I want it.”

“You want it . . .” he repeated, trailing off with expectancy.

“I want it . . . Master.”
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Chapter Six
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J
 amie pulled my panties
 aside, so the thin fabric stretched taut against my large butt cheek.

I let out a whimper as her finger traced down my crack, skipping over my first hole to stop near the second. “Oh my,” she said, “you’re such a wet, dirty little girl.”

I stifled a gasp.

Then her small fingers were caressing my pussy lips, until my flesh was engorged and tender and I could hardly hold it together.

My knees bounced on the pillow.

“Keep still, honey,” Jamie purred. “Let me do my work.”

I knew I didn’t have much to worry about, because Jamie was still in her chastity cage. I’m sure I could take a few fing—

A finger abruptly pressed into my asshole and I squealed, my legs kicking up behind me.

“Daddy, she’s really tight,” she said with a hint of concern in her voice.

“Shouldn’t be a problem for you, little one,” Brandon replied.

Jamie giggled and I heard her hop to her feet.

I looked over my shoulder hesitantly, just in time to see Jamie shimmying out of her panties and raising the hem of her miniskirt.

My eyes widened.

The maid was erect, her small arousal jutting and curving up toward her belly. It was a tiny, cute pink penis, no more than two or three inches at its hardest length, but—

“Daddy let me out of the cage this morning, after delighting him so much yesterday,” she informed me, keeping her skirt raised with her hands. “My little balls ached so badly when I hugged you this morning, Sinclair!”

“Oh gosh,” I muttered, “w-what are you planning on doing, Jamie?”

“Before you experience Master Brand in all his glory, you need to feel something nice. He told me it was okay.”

I blinked at her but said no more. What could I say? My pussy ached with need, my body thrummed with warmth—I wasn’t about to say no.

“Don’t worry,” she said, seeing the scared look in my eyes. “I won’t steal your maidenhead. That’s for Daddy to have fun with . . .”

At that, the petite maid hovered over me, squatting so she was level with my raised rear end.

I looked forward again, not sure I could watch—it was like the expectancy of getting a vaccine at the doctor. I didn’t want to look at the needle as it went in . . .

A light pressure filled my asshole, then prodded deeper. I let out a gasp as my muscles instinctively clenched around the small invasion, and then my knees were coming together.

A quick second of pain belted through me, but it quickly numbed into something I couldn’t explain—something I hadn’t experienced.

Jamie groaned in a cheery way as she penetrated my anus with her tiny cock. Her hips quickly went flush against my rear-end, but she just stood there in awe for a moment, her hands falling on my ass cheeks.

“Oh God, Daddy, it feels so good!”

“I know, bunny. I know.”

She started moving her hips, grinding slowly against me. Every time she did, I felt a little spurt inside me, the pleasurable sensation growing and spreading out until my muscles relaxed and I gripped the sheets near my head.

“Does it feel good for you too, newbie?” she asked.

I nodded profusely, mouth falling open. “Y-Yes, Jamie. Yes!”

“Fuck,” she cried, and then she stood still, her body going taut.

Her cock throbbed inside me—I could hardly tell at first, but then liquid warmth poured through my body, spurting into my insides.

She sounded close to tears as she squeezed my ass cheeks hard and bucked her hips two more times in quick succession. “I-I’m sorry, Daddy! I couldn’t hold on.”

It was all over in less than a minute, and then an airy breeze flitted through my hole as she withdrew. My anus quickly closed shut, but I could feel a tiny driblet of cum leaking out.

“The cock cage will do that to you, bunny,” Brandon said knowingly. “Though it is shameful, it’s expected.”

A second later, I heard her heels clacking away, as the little trap sniffled to herself.

“There, there,” Brandon said adoringly. I looked over my shoulder and saw the tiny girl was hugged up against his broad chest, and I desperately wanted to be there. I wanted that kind of connection.

What I’d just felt was new, yes, but it was nothing like I’d expected. It happened so fast that I don’t think I’d gotten the whole experience of sex . . .

Yes, my first time had been anal. But clearly it was a taste-test, because Jamie hadn’t exactly ass-fucked the hell out of me.

Brandon’s shadow fell over me after he pushed Jamie aside. My head jolted forward and anticipation tore through my body, eager and pulsing.

I was even wetter than before. I felt like a dirty slut for letting the little maid cum inside me, and now Brandon Law was planning on doing much worse—I was sure of it.

His strong hands grabbed my waist and met at the middle. I yelped as he flipped me over on the bed like I was little more than a pancake for him to devour in the morning.

I stared up at him, and now I could feel Jamie’s cum trickling out of my ass in greater rivulets. For how little her balls were, the load seemed copious—probably from being locked in that cage for so long. She’d had absolutely no endurance or resilience, and the warm, constricting feeling of my asshole must have caused her to orgasm immediately.

Brandon smiled down at me, then bent over my body until his chest was pressed against my tits. My perky nipples showed up to the party, and then Brandon was ripping my maid outfit in half.

I’m sure he had plenty of more outfits where this one came from.

He reached under me, unclipped my bra, and threw it aside. He stared down at my breasts as they wobbled to attention—firm, round, heavy, but currently flattened against my chest from my position.

He cupped my tits and I moaned as his powerful fingers rolled over my nipples and made them even harder.

“Such a lewd, slutty body you have, sweetheart,” he purred in the shell of my ear, making the hairs stand on edge. “Someone as cute and innocent as you shouldn’t be allowed to have a body like this. What are these huge funbags doing on a girl like you?”

My wide eyes stared up into his dark pools. “D-Do you want to punish me for being too sexy, Master?”

He laughed in my face, then bent down and kissed me. It was a searing kiss that rocked me to my core. I wanted to wrap my legs around his waist and lift myself up. I wanted to climb onto him and hop on that tremendous cock and lose my virginity this instant.

But Brandon Law was playing with me. I was a plaything for his desire.

“We’ll have to work on your bedroom talk, sweetheart,” he whispered as he pulled away, and I smiled shyly. “But yes. I’m going to discipline you. And I want you to look me in the eyes as I break you in. Can you do that for me, my wet little girl?”

I nodded profusely, gulping.

He stood to his full imposing height and his trousers came down. His cock sprang up and he gently stroked it. My mouth watered at the sight of the magnificent beast—the mighty weapon that was going to “break me in.”

I was so god-dang wet. I needed to either stick my fingers inside myself, stat, or have something else plug me up. It needed to happen.

And Brandon didn’t make me wait any longer.

He moved forward, angling his slightly curving cock forward, until that broad, spongy head pressed against my wet lips.

His cock almost sank into my fuckhole right then, but he kept massaging my folds until I was a sputtering, wet mess.

Finally, the head of his dick pressed forward and I readied for impact by grabbing fistfuls of sheets at my sides.

My mouth was open in giddy awe. He looked down and said, “Are you ready?” and all I could do was nod slightly.

He breached my entrance, his thick cock immediately widening my lips and stretching out my walls. I moaned and my breath caught.

My back bowed at the harsh entry—it was bigger than I’d even imagined in my dreams. Thicker, wider, and it was still going deeper, deeper, deeper.

Tears were at the corners of my eyes as he plunged his cock inside my greedy cunt and I wrapped my legs around his waist and urged him forward, my calves resting on his taut, beautiful ass.

His large, muscled arms framed my face, and then he was moving.

My mind rocked. I couldn’t tell up from down. It was such an elative experience, being fucked for the first time—and by something so big!


“Ahhh, f-freaking hell!” I moaned. I was so close to cursing, but I didn’t want to lose that part of myself. I was already losing everything else—all of my innocence.

He laughed at my coyness as his hips kept pressing forward.

I looked down, eyes bulging, to see that my flat tummy was nearly bulging, too. I could see his cock driving into me, spreading out my insides, turning me to mush.

My eyes rolled wildly for a second as everything went dizzy. When I looked down, my pussy muscles finally unclenched around his cock, and he let out a sigh of relief, picking up pace—

A jet of clear liquids shot out from my cunt and splattered against his stomach.

I slapped a hand over my mouth. “Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry, I dunno why that h-h-happen—” my voice cut off as another powerful jet squirted out of me, landing all over him.

He just chuckled, and all I could do was groan as I started squirting with every thrust. Three, four, five times. His chest was covered in my lady juices.

“It’s all right,” he said. “It’s normal.”

But it sure didn’t feel
 normal! I’d seen porn before, and usually girls didn’t loosen their bowels like this while getting fucked! 

He reached under me and gathered me up like a ball of sex, then hoisted me into the air. My body felt weightless, effortless, and then I was flung against his powerful chest, my large tits pressing against his pecs.

I caressed his beefy biceps, then wrapped my arms around his neck, with nowhere else to go, still feeling helpless. But I also felt so damn good!


“This is more my speed,” he said in my ear. I could hardly hear him from the orgasm racking my body, the blood rushing in my ears.

I tensed, pulsed, exploded.

The squelching sound of his cock pumping up into my canal rang out like the Liberty Bell. It was enlightening, refreshing, and so damn filthy.

He didn’t care that I’d pissed all over him or whatever that was. He didn’t care that I was inexperienced and could only lay there like a ragdoll as he had his way with me.

His powerful legs were thrusting up and his thick cock drove into me, and that’s all he cared about. My breathless moans in his ears, the wet slap of his cock gouging into me, turning my insides out—that’s all he wanted.

My fat ass bounced on his cock, his strong hands cupping my heaving buttocks in the air. I was entangled with him, taking deep breaths and smelling the earthy beauty that emanated from his body. It was mingling with our sex, lighting me on fire, and before long I was crying out and erupting in another mind-boggling orgasm.

My body felt like it wasn’t my own, like I was looking outside myself. My pussy hole was stretched and battered and used, squirming against his thick shaft.

He growled and squeezed me close to him. My wrapped legs fell off his tight butt and then they were just bouncing aimlessly on their own.

He laid me down on the bed—practically flinging me down—but his cock never left my body. Even in missionary, and then lifting me into the air, and then back onto the bed, his gorgeous fat cock had never left my warm hole.

He pumped again and again, and now that I was on my back my bowels loosened and more clear juices splashed all over him, dripping with loud plops onto the hardwood floor at his feet.

I lay back, ragged, my throat sore from all the moaning. I stared up at the ceiling and thought I could see heaven.

His heavy balls collided with my ass cheeks, smacking loudly and echoing in the air.

His cock grew inside me, impossibly big and hard and pulsing—and then he released his orgasm in a primal, beastly roar.

I came for the third or fourth time simultaneously, and our cries mingled together. I didn’t care that he released inside me on my first time—it was the best feeling ever, that warm wetness surging through my body, pumping up into my womb.

Who knows, maybe Brandon Law would make me pregnant, and then I would really
 never be able to leave him!

But it wouldn’t be the worst thing to be a billionaire’s baby mama, now would it?

His body heaved against mine. He let out a coughing laugh, then slowly withdrew after keeping his cock inside me for a minute to let all his spunk seep into me.

I continued to stare at the ceiling, still boneless and weightless. But my eyes slowly settled on him, and then I felt the flood of jizz pouring out of my gaping cunt, sliding down my crack and the edge of the bed.

Brandon smiled at me, then turned. His face was sweaty, but it had that rugged, dangerous gleam to it that was impossible to resist. “You see, bunny,” he said to Jamie behind him. “That’s how you turn a cute first-timer into a cumdump.”

“Yessir, you really did a number on her. My God that was hot.” Jamie’s voice was thick with emotion. “And it looks like you fucked her stupid, no? Look at that mindless expression on her face.”

I nodded, gulping, feeling the beads of sweat run down my forehead to my temples. Blood still rushed in my ears, syncing up with my adrenaline-fueled heartbeat.

“I imagine it must have been good for you, then, yes?” Brandon asked.

I nodded again. Words weren’t working. I was on Cloud Nine, with my body pulsing with energy and sexual release. I had never cum so hard in my life—never squirted like that, ever!

And I desperately wanted to do it again. But staring down, I saw Brandon’s cock was a fat slab of hanging meat, flaccid as it hung alluringly between his powerful thighs, curving ever so gently over that fat dangling nutsack of his.

Brandon’s arms crossed over his chest as he stared down at me, like he was deciding something. “I think I’ll keep her,” he said with a final nod.

I had no choice in the matter. And I didn’t want one.

He turned and faced Jamie. “Now then, don’t you have a phone call to make?”

“Oh, yes, Daddy. Right.” Jamie bowed submissively.

“I want the newbie here within the next week. You remember which one I picked?”

He was already making plans for fresh blood. I was just a dime a dozen—a slut for his use, to throw away whenever he wanted.

But he said he wanted to keep
 me, so I guess I’d just enjoy this ride as long as it lasted. I was a whole new woman, and nothing could change that.

Brandon Law had given me my sexual awakening, and I would always remember it.

I owed him one.

My eyes bulged. Oh, shit . . . that’s what Mom said . . . that Brand “owes me one.”


“All right,” Brandon said after Jamie had left. “One more go, then I’ll have you clean up all this mess you made, yes?” He gestured at the floor, where I assumed my cum and fluids were pooling.

I nodded wordlessly. My eyes focused on his cock and I saw it twitch. The monster was coming alive again.

I spread my legs eagerly.

“Use me however you want, Master. I’m ready.” 

~
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To Be Continued.
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Cleaning Up His Mess
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I
 was starting to gain
 some confidence at Master Brandon’s mansion. While I didn’t have any actual control, there was something he stirred inside me—an understanding of my womanly powers. 

After losing my anal virginity to the lovable, sassy housemaid Jamie, and then my actual virginity to Brandon Law shortly after, I had become a raving horndog.

That first session definitely ignited my sexual desire like none other. I worked every day at Master Brand’s house before going off to my college classes, and I felt satisfied on the days I left after being fucked.

The only problem was they were few and far between. So, more often than not, I left disappointed. Five-hundred dollars richer, yes, but still disappointed. It wasn’t about the money anymore. It was about satiating my burgeoning horniness.

I kept telling Mom that I really liked the new job and my “co-workers”—aka Jamie—but she didn’t know the half of it. Sometimes at dinner I would catch her watching me with a slightly lifted brow, as if maybe she did
 know what was really going on, but I also attributed that to my change in behavior.

Jamie had rubbed off on me—both literally and figuratively—and I think I was becoming a bit sassier and sarcastic. Mom probably didn’t like seeing her little girl’s new snarky side, but I couldn’t help it. I was quicker to say snide things, and one time over dinner when I stubbed my toe on a table leg, I almost
 dropped an F-bomb!

I also wondered if she heard my incessant moans every night. I tried as much as I could to be quiet when I fingered myself after not getting any sex during the day, but it was difficult. My explosions were torrential, usually leaving me a panting, soaking mess.

I was finding out new things about myself, and I owed all that to Master Brand. Sure, I could have had any cute boy at school take my V-card and I might’ve been on the same path, but Brandon Law was a different animal than anyone else.

Not only did he pop my cherry, but he was also older, more experienced, and knew what he wanted compared to other guys my age. He introduced me to a world of domination, BDSM, and discipline, and though it was darker than vanilla sex, I was obsessed with learning all I could . . . and that was my introduction to sex.

You could say I started off strong, by jumping straight into the deep end. 

During the days at work, I tried to be a good little maid, hoping I could get the boss to stuff my little pussy with his fat cock, but he usually ended up screwing Jamie. The girly trap was still his number one, and it made me jealous.

I liked Jamie. She was cute and friendly and I had to remember she had been here long
 before me, so I couldn’t just expect Brandon to throw her aside and focus solely on me. In fact, that probably would have sucked, because then I would have lost a friend. 

But still . . . my urges were growing worse. Or better, depending on how you looked at it. I was hornier than a freaking bunny rabbit after Easter.

Starting my second month at both Master Brand’s and UCSD, I took a look at my newest grade reports and cringed. Shoot, Mom would not be happy to see that I hadn’t been doing great in my classes. I had turned into a bit of a space cadet during class, and I needed to turn it around. Even though I considered myself a smart girl, my mind was always on sex, sex, sex.

I started daydreaming about how hung some of the guys in my classes were—the muscled jocks and juicy skater boys—compared to Master Brand. Could any of them even come close?

Even some of the girls were starting to turn me on, thanks to their little booty shorts that barely covered their big behinds, and their curvy figures that was all the rage. Thick thighs were the in thing, and I was all for it. Mine were so-so, but my boobs were big for a skinny girl—or so Brandon had told me—and my butt was gaining weight in all the right places. I started to work out more to fix up my figure, but exercising only made my libido less controllable during class. It was just another thing that took up hours when I should have been studying.

I was becoming a basic bitch. Ugh. I hated that term, because I always thought I was so different than the other girls in school, but I desperately wanted to be as hot as them and have the same guys fawning over me.

It started to work. At the start of my second month, I noticed more eyes ogling me and double-taking when I passed by, and it added to my new confidence. My self-esteem was at an all-time high, and I couldn’t help but smirk as I sashayed around campus, flaunting my assets.

Now, I just needed to get those grades up.

But I really needed a big dick plunging into my pussy, first . . .

* * *
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I
 WALTZED UP THE BEAUTIFUL
 stone-carved stairs in the chilly morning, eager to get inside Brandon’s mansion and out of the gloom. It was a cold morning full of gray clouds and lingering coastal fog sweeping up from the beaches, and I hoped I could trade some of the patio and balcony cleaning sections with Jamie.

Speaking of the bright, sunny little trap, I nearly bumped into her round rear-end when I let myself into the mansion through the intercom.

She was standing two steps into the doorway, shrugging out of her coat.

My eyes widened as they zeroed in on her tiny shorts that hugged her thighs and strained against her unreasonably big butt. It was unreasonably big because she was a boy, biologically, and because she was skinny basically everywhere else.

Like, how is that possible . . . ? 

“Stop staring at my ass, Sinclair,” she snapped.

I coughed, trying to collect myself as I took off my jacket and hung it up. Apparently Jamie had eyes in the back of her head.

“It’s not for you,” she added in her lispy, high voice. There was a hint of joking sass in her tone, and it made me smile.

“How . . .” I began, but then cut myself off, realizing it probably wasn’t appropriate to pry too deep.

“Lunges, squats, bridges, and hinges, honey,” Jamie rattled off, evidently reading my mind.

I scratched my head, then tied my light blonde hair into a ponytail. “Amazing,” I said, and I meant it. “Such dedication.”

She giggled, then turned and lunged at me to wrap me in a hug. Jamie gave the best hugs—long and lingering and handsy. They were the most violent embraces I’d ever encountered, and I treasured getting them every morning.

“Gotta keep Daddy happy,” she said with a wink. Her pink cheeks were even pinker than usual from the cold, and I wanted to squish them.

I smiled down at the petite maid. “Guess there’s a reason you’re his number one, right?”

“Damn straight.”

She took my hand and led me out of the foyer. We made it into a small room where our French maid outfits were kept, and she took hers. “As I understand it,” she said, “Master Brand has a surprise for ya, sexy.”

“F-For me?” I asked, flabbergasted. Was “surprise” Jamie’s innocent way of saying hardcore sex? Because that wouldn’t have been much of a surprise, but it would still have been greatly appreciated.

“Don’t act so shocked.” She disappeared into a bathroom, but didn’t bother closing the door.

I blushed and turned, not wanting to spy . . . though I was becoming quite adept at that, and the more I did it the less guilty I felt.

So, seconds later, I glanced over and saw her pale naked body as she yanked up her miniskirt and struggled to fit the tiny fabric up her curvy ass.

I flushed an even deeper hue, and when she turned back around, she was grinning at me. I wasn’t good at hiding my guilty face at all.

I also noticed she wasn’t wearing any underwear, judging by how she’d just pulled the skirt up commando. Then again, Jamie had a tiny weenie, so it wasn’t like she was in danger of it falling all over the place and becoming too obvious.

“Peeping Jane,” she accused.

“No undies? Won’t you get freezing?” I replied, not bothering to deny it. Jamie knew I envied her figure—except between her legs, I suppose. She was another person who inspired me to get my body to tip-top shape, if only to please Master Brand even more, so I could get more
 surprises from him.

I mean, who didn’t like rewards and surprises?

Jamie narrowed her eyes languidly at me as she smirked. “Daddy likes easy access, and I don’t want to anger him.” She shrugged. “I’m hoping I won’t have to wait too long before he has his way with me today.”

I doubted she’d have to. Master Brand globbed onto his favorite maid like white on rice, and I was starting to question who actually
 pulled the strings around here. She got railed by Brandon on a daily basis, whereas it was like biweekly with me.

I couldn’t get discouraged, though. I just had to bide my time . . . and it was easy to do that when I was becoming rich—relatively speaking, for a nineteen-year-old—every week.

After changing into my outfit, we exited the room and found Brandon Law waiting for us, dressed in a long red robe and fuzzy gray slippers. He had a big mug of coffee in his hand and lounged against a door jamb, which was his, uh, jam.

He smiled tiredly at us, his piercing dark eyes small in his head.

This was odd, because by 8:00 AM Brandon was usually dressed to the nines in a tight three-piece suit or something similar, so to see him just out of bed was strange. I hoped everything was okay with him.

“Oh, Daddy, you look sleepy!” Jamie said disparagingly.

He chuckled. “I decided to take a day off today. Haven’t done that in years, it feels like.”

I smiled at him as his gaze fell on me, a hungry look passing over his chiseled, smoking hot features. His usual five o’clock shadow was officially a scruffy beard, though it was still short, and it was sexy as heck. My cheeks sizzled as his eyes lingered on my figure, and my stomach did a little hula-hooping.

I gave him a tiny wave. “Morning, Master Brand.”

“My girls look so cold,” he said, concern creasing his brow. 

Shoot. I hadn’t been able to shrug aside the goosebumps yet. I crossed my pebbled arms under my breasts, trying to hide them.

“No panties today,” Jamie informed him with a wide smile, “so my butthole is tight as a—”

“Please, bunny,” Brandon said, raising a palm and closing his eyes. “Don’t be so vulgar before I’ve had my morning coffee.”

I glanced over and was heartbroken to see Jamie’s happy face completely sink.

“I . . . I’m sorry, Daddy,” she said with an exaggerated frown. “Do I . . . need to be punished?”

She pouted with a glint in her eye, but Brandon wasn’t having it.

“What did I just say?” he said, voice brooding.

Jamie stifled a squeak. She clasped her hands in front of her belly, nodded stiffly, and said, “I’ll get to work, then.”

“That’s probably best.”

Jamie shot me a dismayed look, and I felt for the girl, but she had
 been rather forward, and it was early as get-out. She hurried off into another room, grabbing her dusters along the way.

“I guess I should, too—” I started to say, feet already moving.

Brandon grabbed my elbow and I froze, turning to look up at him with wide eyes.

“Hold,” he said.

I gulped. Uh oh.
 “D-Did I do something wrong, sir?”

His blank mask quickly shifted into a warm, welcoming smile, and my whole body turned to jelly. “On the contrary, sweetheart. Come here.”

He led me away into a bright sitting room with asymmetrical chairs and Art Deco décor—a modern wonder of a room—and floor-to-ceiling windows. The sun was trying its hardest to burst free from the gray clouds outside over the ocean.

In the room was a rack of clothes: beautiful dresses, gowns, and expensive looking stuff, all in all. I thought I even spied some sexy lingerie in the mix.

He gestured at the rack, which stood in the middle of the room like it didn’t belong. “Take a look, hun.”

I shot him a glance, then looked back at the clothes, then back at him. “What?”

“It’s yours.”

“You mean I get to pick something?” I said happily, clapping my hands together.

“No,” he said with a smile, eyes going soft. “I mean it’s all yours. Take the clothes home, do what you want—I made sure it’s all in your size. My fashionista friend designed the outfits.”

I was flabbergasted. “Oh my gosh! Brand—er, Master! That’s the nicest thing ever!”

He chuckled as I rushed over and ran my hands through the gowns. I was close to tears, fighting a lump in my throat when I turned back to him.

“Seriously, you shouldn’t have,” I said. My eyes felt dewy. “This is so sweet.”

He shrugged. “I’ve also gotten word your refrigerator at home is causing trouble? Well, I’ve got a handyman headed over there now to fix it up. Don’t worry, he’s trustworthy.”

My mouth popped open. “R-Really?! Mom’s gonna be so happy!”

I rushed over to him and threw my arms around his neck, then went on my tiptoes to kiss him. “That’s so thoughtful,” I said in a low voice as we pulled away. A string of saliva webbed between our lips, and it turned me the hell on—shoot, this whole thing was making me aroused beyond belief.

I saw the hunger flash in his eyes again, and I thought it was on.

But then he said, “Good, I’m glad you like it. I want to make sure you’re happy here and aren’t thinking of going anywhere. Are you?”

Thinking of going anywhere? Hmm, you could easily fix that right now by bending me over that weird boxy chair . . .

No, sweet prince, I’m not going anywhere.

“Am I . . . what?” I asked, desire lingering off the tip of my tongue. I drew my body closer to his.

“Happy here.”

I nodded once, then kissed the side of his neck, laving my tongue up to his ear. He didn’t so much as flinch, but I think he was used to people treating him this way . . . or at least his maids.

“You have no idea, Master,” I whispered into the cup of his ear, then nibbled on his earlobe. He ran a hand down my spine, to the small of my back, and I shivered with anticipation, my whole body going tingly.

“Hngh,” I choked. “I’m happier than I’ve ever been.”

Pausing a beat, he kept his hand venturing past my back, around the curve of my rear-end, and then slapped my butt cheek.

“Good,” he said brusquely. “Then get to work, my little toy soldier.”
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Chapter Two
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T
 o say I was disappointed
 that Brandon didn’t take advantage of me right then would be a massive understatement. I thought I had played all my cards right, trying to be a slutty little minx with the ear-nibbling and neck kissing and such . . . but maybe I’d done something wrong?

I knew I’d be fretting over it for the next few hours, and that sucked.

But on the other hand . . . the clothes! The handyman! Oh my gosh! There probably had to have been ten-thousand dollars worth of clothes on that rack, and it was all mine!

I got a smoldering, mysterious hunk to work for, and rewards for being a good girl like Jamie had told me?

Best. Job. Ever.

But had I been too forthcoming with Brandon? A try-hard? Jamie had told me the other week that guys liked the “hunt.” They wanted someone who played hard to get sometimes—not too
 hard, but they liked a challenge and didn’t want people fawning over them. Especially attractive guys didn’t like that. “Keep yourself mysterious, pull the reverse card, and you’ll have them eating out of your hands,” she had told me.

That being said, I’d never
 seen Jamie playing “hard to get” with Master Brand. But I appreciated her words. It was one of those “Do as I say, not as I do” things, I guess.

Maybe Brandon was just different, and Jamie was such a horny slut and had such a good rapport with him at this point, she didn’t need to play any games.

She just needed to get plowed on the regular, and then everything was A-OK.

But I was still trying to learn the game. My confidence was building, yes, but it wasn’t quite translating to unlimited helpings of dick.


Gosh, I’m turning into such a lewd girl,
 I thought to myself, giggling as I dusted through a room.

I couldn’t help but be in a chipper mood after all the lavish gifts Master Brand had bequeathed me, and I found myself humming along to some vague tune as I cleaned through the first floor and made my rounds up to the second.

While I was up there, I was on my hands and knees—which was always dangerous territory—when I felt a hand glide up my thigh, up the curve of my ass cheek, and then play my butt like a bongo with little claps ringing out.

“Eep!” I yelped, jolting up and smacking my head on the edge of the table I was under. “Ow, freaking frick!” I groaned, scooting gingerly out from under the table.

“Oh my God, Sinclair! I’m so sorry,” Jamie half-laughed as I turned to her with a pout and narrowed eyes.

My heart sank, because I’d hoped it was Brandon coming to finally take ownership of my pussy, but alas. I should have known when I felt that the hand on my rump was tiny, before it drummed my butt cheek.

“I was just trying to get your attention,” Jamie added, hiding her giggling smirk with her hand over her mouth.

“Well, you got it!” I scolded her, standing up to tower over her. “Couldn’t you have alerted me from the doorway?!”

“Sorry, honey,” she said with a shrug, “but your big butt looked so juicy from over here. And you were humming along so sweetly . . . I couldn’t keep my hands off. It was the sight and sounds of someone who’s been recently ravished!”

Her face sank bashfully, and it tugged at my emotions. Aw, poor girl thinks I’m mad at her.


“It’s okay,” I said softly, running a hand over her shoulder. “Just gimme a little warning next time, okay?”

She nodded.

“And unfortunately,” I added, “I haven’t been ‘recently ravished,’ as you so eloquently put it. I’m still working on that.”

Her big eyes darted to focus on my hand on her shoulder, and I saw her flesh pebbling on her forearms. Raising a brow, I dug my fingers deeper into the muscle near her shoulder and neck, and her mouth popped open in a daze.

“Ugh, that feels amazing,” she drawled, nearly drooling.

My smile grew. Yes, my newfound power was quite alluring. I couldn’t get enough of it. “Oh? You like that, do ya?” I said in barely more than a whisper.

Our bodies were drawing closer, though I wasn’t sure if it was intentional or not. It was the gravitational pull of the heat between us forcing us together . . . and it made me wet between my legs.

“Y-Yes,” she stammered. Her eyes widened and she took a quick step back. “Ugh, sorry,” she said, pink cheeks burning red. “I came to deliver a message, actually.”

I pouted. We had been so close to . . . something. I bit my bottom lip and nodded, feeling suddenly shy and overly needy. “Oh, okay. My bad.”

“No! It was . . . nice. But, um, Master wants us downstairs in a few minutes. He has something to show us.”

“Another something, huh? More rewards?”

“Looks like it.” She winked at me. “A cute something, too,” she said with a giggle. “I already sneaked a peek.”

“Ooh, dirty girl.”

Jamie beamed at me, then stuck her arm through mine in her customary fashion. As she led me out of the room—she had a knack for just taking control of a situation like that, and I always followed along like a lost puppy—she cleared her throat.

“Just so you know, for the, uh, future . . .”

I faced her.

“I swing both ways.”

I flared my nostrils appreciatively. “Yes, I gathered that, J. You did have your . . . you know . . .”

Her eyebrows rose. “My dick in your ass? Oh, right. Well, that was because Master ordered me.”

I blushed furiously. I still couldn’t talk about sex so nonchalantly like her, though I could think
 it. “Because you seemed sooo
 against the idea at the time. That’s why you spurt so quickly, right?”

“Hey, dang it, not fair! You don’t know how tight your bum is . . .”

She cleared her throat and it became a little awkward for a moment as we both burned like school girls.

She took me to the stairs and down to the first floor, and we didn’t touch that topic again for the time being. We were both clearly hornier than sin and beating around the bush.

Luckily, Brandon saved us at the bottom of the stairs. Next to him stood a maid I didn’t recognize—diminutive like Jamie and dwarfed standing next to Brandon’s beefy body.

The billionaire had his arm draped over the frail boy’s shoulders. But he didn’t look scared—and it was
 decidedly a he,
 this one. He had the pale, gaunt face of someone who didn’t get enough sleep, or maybe didn’t eat enough, but Jamie was right: he was a definite cutie.

He was probably about an inch or two taller than Jamie, which still put him in the lower 10% of the average male height, somewhere around five-two, if I had to guess. I was way taller than the boy.

He had a baby face and the most beautiful curly brown hair framing his small head, draping down past his shoulders. On one hand, he looked more
 feminine than Jamie because of the long hair, but also more boyish because his figure was more stick-like, masculine, and narrow all the way down—no huge badonkadonk on this cutie. A tapered, tiny waist, narrow hips, skinny legs and arms . . .

I found myself ogling the youngster before I’d even been introduced to him. He also looked unbelievably adorable in the maid outfit, which I assumed Brandon had made him put on before showcasing him to us.

Jeez, he’s another one who looks barely a day past eighteen!


Master Brand
 definitely has a type, as Jamie said . . .


I frowned suddenly and looked down at myself. Shoot, does Brand think of
 me like that, too? A young, immature girl?
 I hoped not, because at least I had the heavy breasts and natural bubble butt of someone older and thicker.

But now I had this nagging feeling that that was why he hadn’t railed me at every given opportunity. Maybe he wanted me to act older . . . less pure and innocent. I had to admit I still hadn’t shed my chaste outlook and demeanor.

Hmmmm . . . .

Brandon broke my concentration when he squeezed the boy’s shoulder. “Ladies, this is Nicky. Nicky, say hi to the ladies.”

“Hi, ladies,” the boy said. He didn’t try to mask his voice in a feminine way like Jamie did—no lisp or high-pitched squeakiness. It was lower in timbre, and belied his age.

Okay, this guy’s definitely at least a high schooler.

He sort of had an I-can’t-be-bothered attitude about him—laissez faire
 , like he had better places to be.

His indifferent mood was a little bit annoying, but also extremely hot, somehow.

Ugh, C, stop it! He’s like half your height! Don’t be such a harlot.

The boy’s skirt frizzled out at the ends near his knees—for some reason he’d gotten a little bit longer of a skirt than me or Jamie. It made sense when I considered he didn’t really have a butt to speak of, from what I could see. It was tiny.

Biting my lip, I could only imagine how tiny everything else was on this guy, and my horny bunny brain desperately wanted to find out.

“Are you okay?” he asked me with half-lidded eyes. He flipped his head and blew some errant bangs out of his eyes.

My eyes bulged. Shoot, stop ogling, C! You look like a pervert!


“Y-Yes, sorry, Nicky!” I cried out.

Jamie stepped forward and curtsied with all the grace of a ballet dancer. “Welcome to our humble abode, Nicky.”

“Our
 ?” Nicky asked, his voice flat.

Jamie’s face bunched up, flustered. Her eyes darted up to Brandon, but all she got was a smirk from him. “Okay, well, Master Brand’s. But I’m here often enough to say that, right, Master?”

Brandon shrugged. “Sure, bunny.”

Nicky snorted and looked away. “Master this, Master that. Jeez, you make it sound like we’re in the nineteen-fifties. I bet you call him Daddy when no one’s looking.”

Jamie let out an offended sound, her mouth dropping open and a hand flying to her chest.

I couldn’t help but giggle, because the kid had pegged Jamie to a tee.
 But when J glared over at me, I clumsily turned my giggle into a cough.

“Okay, okay,” Brandon said, sticking a hand out between Jamie and Nicky. “Before you two get carried away, I think you and Claire need to get back to work, bunny. Don’t you?”

Fuming, Jamie nodded shrewdly, spun around, and marched off.

“It was nice to meet you,” I said with a tiny wave to Nicky. With one last glance up to Brandon’s face, I saw his eyes were dancing—Ooh, he
 loves this new interplay between his maids.


I rushed off, shuffling to catch up with Jamie. She still had an adorably angry pout on her face as we climbed the stairs back to the second level, her face all scrunched up and huffy.

“That little . . . little rascal!” Jamie said, unable to think of any better slight. “Did you here the ‘tude on him, Sinclair?”

I chuckled. “Oh, Jamie hun, don’t be so hard on him. He’s new. And really, ‘rascal’
 ? You’re playing into his ‘nineteen-fifties’ hand, babe. Next you’ll call him a rapscallion.”

She thrust a finger at me and nearly poked my boob. “That’s exactly what he is! I was ready to slap the smugness off his face!”

I couldn’t stop smiling, because Jamie was such a lovable little angry person. It wasn’t everyday someone could match her sassiness, and she didn’t like healthy competition, apparently!

“Master Brand seems to like him well enough,” I said with a shrug.

“And that’s the only reason his cheek isn’t burning red from my handprint right now!”

“Which cheek, babe?” I asked, waggling my eyebrows. Then I slid away with my face flushing with embarrassment.

She spun on me, a shocked expression on her gaping mouth. “Oh, you! Don’t you start with me too!”

I snickered. “Sorry, J. But you have to admit, he is
 cute.”

“Yes, that’s the problem! Cute and tiny! The last thing we need is another bite-sized snack for Brandon to feast on. That’s supposed to be my
 job!”

Oh man, she meant business. I’d never heard her call our boss by his full first name before.

“Take a deep breath, babe,” I said, running a hand over her back. She jerked, shoulders going tense, but then instantly smoothed out and let her tension subside a little bit. “It’ll be okay,” I added.

With a sigh, she shook her head. “I dunno, Sinclair. You really think so? I guess you don’t care about your newbie status too much, since this little rugrat just took it from you . . .”

My eyes widened. “Wait, what?”

Jamie shrugged. “Well, you already weren’t getting enough physical attention from Master, right? You think you’ll get it now
 ?”


Shoot. Good point, bunny.
 Just like that, my friend had flipped the whole script on me. I wasn’t so carefree and lighthearted any longer.

“You’re right,” I said, gasping as realization dawned on me. Nicky threatened my very standing with Master Brand!

“We need to find a way to get rid of him, Jamie!”
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Chapter Three
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N
 ow that Jamie and
 I were on the same page, we decided to reconvene in an hour or so. We went about our duties cleaning Brandon’s house, and I was fuming the whole time. My chipper mood was gone.

Sure, I’d only said about one sentence to this kid Nicky, but what Jamie had said about me losing my coveted spot kept playing in my head. I had no doubt she was right, too—that this young thing was going to be Master Brand’s new playtoy. His fucktoy.

Ugh! Did that mean all my gifts were going to start dwindling? Just when I was starting to get them?

Well, not on my watch! It was time I started being sneaky and underhanded . . . playing the game, as it were. I needed to win back Master Brand. I was desperate for his affection and validation and cock.

If I let this challenger win against me, then I might get thrown aside like trash, and never get to realize my full potential as Master’s number one girl. Shoot, I could even lose my job
 !

All these doomsday scenarios kept cycling through my brain. It was time I started acting bratty.

Hmm, or maybe not. Brandon already has one bratty princess in Jamie . . . she has that covered. He probably wants variety, not more of the same old-same old.

What, then?

The light bulb went off about an hour into my cleaning. I’d gotten through three rooms and the theater, blowing through them like a windstorm.

I didn’t need to act like a princess . . . I needed to act like a queen!


Use my assets! Although Brandon might treat us all like girlies,
 I’m the only true one here! I’m the only one with the tits and ass to die for, bouncing around on my thin body like I bought them at the supermarket.
 I’m the only one here with an actual juicy, greedy pussy that needs to be stuffed!
  

It’s not my fault I was an early bloomer and just kept growing into myself! No, not my fault at all . . .

And now I needed to use those things to my advantage. Yes, it was game plan time.

An hour and a half into my scheming, I “accidentally” bumped into Jamie. She was actually doing some sweeping in a study room, which was completely unlike her. Usually the girly trap was only at Brandon’s house to get fucked and filled all day long. She was the most faithful object of Master’s desire.

“So, I did some digging,” Jamie said as she shuffled over to me, her big butt jiggling beneath her miniskirt. She brought me to the side of the room and leaned forward conspiratorially. “This boy is from the same maid service as me.”

I gasped. “Saboteur!”

She skewed an eyebrow. I’m not really sure why I said it, but it sounded like the right thing to say, like “Blasphemer!”

Jamie continued. “Yes, well, apparently he’s the most expensive maid in our retinue!”

“How does that work?” I asked, tilting my head. “You guys charge different rates for different people? Isn’t that, like, illegal?”

She guffawed. “Not in the least. Oh, naïve little Sinclair, our maid company isn’t a traditional
 housekeeping service like you might think.”

“Yeah, I was starting to pick up on that.”

“We’re basically high-class escorts, honey.”

My eyes widened. God, I was such a dummy sometimes. It was so obvious.

I thrust a finger in her chest and whisper-hissed, “That’s why you suck so badly at cleaning, and practically never do it!”

“Shh, lower your voice, dammit!” Jamie scolded, grabbing my finger in her tiny hand. She looked over her shoulders to make sure no one was watching—utterly paranoid—but nodded. “But I guess you’re right. I try to put on a good front about being a maid but . . . you’re way better at it than I am.”

“Aw,” I squeaked. “Thank you.”

“At least the cleaning
 aspect of the service,” she finished with a wink.

Dang her. Always with the sassy quips.

“That’s why I had to study you at first, to make sure you’d, um, fit in. Since you’re not from the service, but are a daughter of Master’s friend.”

“Right. Okay, makes sense.” I ran a hand over the back of my neck, sighing. “So . . . what do we do?”

Her eyes got all beady and small. She looked adorable plotting like this, tiny tongue poking out. “Hmm, let’s do some recon, yes? See what this boy’s strengths and weakness are . . . then we’ll exploit them when he least expects it!”

“Yes,” I said. “Devious. Positively diabolical. Dare I say—” 

“Okay, newbie, that’s enough,” she said with a frown. “You want to start with the recon?”

I nodded eagerly. Ooh, this was going to be fun.

Then a blank look scanned across my face. “Um, what do I do?”

Jamie rolled her eyes. “Well first you gotta find the ho! See if he’s any good at being a ‘maid,’ yes? Or see if he’s more like . . . me.”

“More of a slut, you mean?” I tried to hide my grin, but the corners of my lips twitched.

She bared her teeth. “Okay, funny gal. Real good. Just go!”

I ran off, before she could slap those tiny hands across my cheeks—either ones. 

* * *


[image: image]






I
 WANDERED THROUGH
 the gigantic mansion with my head on a swivel. I was trying to act innocent and not like I was in spy mode, but it was difficult. I’d never done something like this before.

First I started humming, but then I was like, No, no, that will just alert him to your presence! Must be stealthy.


Also, humming was a total cliché “don’t look at me, I’m not doing anything bad” thing to do. So, I stayed quiet, my heels gently clicking on the marble floors of the first floor.

Dang, where is this guy?

My heart fluttered as I thought, Could he be locked away in the bedroom with Brandon already?! I haven’t seen him all day, after all . . .


Shoot. That wasn’t a good thought. My pulse spiked and it made me feel like I needed to find him soon,
 before he could use those skinny bones of his to pull some shifty maneuver on Brandon.

Master was weak when it came to that sort of thing, at least from my point of view.

I rounded the corner of the hall and was about to step into one of the many living rooms when my breath caught—

Ah!

There they were, standing together next to a floor-to-ceiling window that looked out into the Pacific Ocean: Brandon and Nicky, peering out together at the gorgeous, overcast day.

I quickly jolted back behind the wall leading to the living room, then poked my head out ever so slightly to take a peek. I could see them at a half-profile, half-rear view.

The much taller Brandon Law stood behind the skinny younger man who didn’t look a day over fifteen, but whose unexpectedly low voice said he was probably my age.

Brandon had his beautiful big hands on Nicky’s bony shoulders. I noticed that Nicky’s puffy shoulder pads were down to his arms, revealing his pale, angular shoulders. Brandon’s fingers caressed over Nicky’s bare skin, making the shorty buckle inward and shrink even smaller.

Brandon absolutely towered over him.

Gosh, Nicky only came up to Brandon’s chest at his full height, but in his skittish, shy position . . . he was really small. I almost felt for the poor guy, being in the grips of such a hot, irresistible stud like Brandon Law. Clearly, he didn’t know what he was in for.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Brand purred in Nicky’s ear in a brooding, velvety voice. “It can be yours.”

It made my pussy wet, that voice alone. As my knees bent inward, so too did Brandon’s.

“What, the view?” Nicky said a bit snidely. But his voice didn’t match the movements of his skinny body. He seemed to be slowly pushing himself back into Brandon, probably feeling up that fat bulge in Brandon’s robe with his little tight rump.

I fumed, biting my lip. 

Brandon snorted at Nicky’s sarcastic, blasé response. “You’re such a little tease, boy.”

Brandon’s hand disappeared for a moment, tracing down Nicky’s side, slowly making the skirt’s fabric airtight against the young man’s slender frame.

Then he slightly leaned over Nicky and rested his chin on the top of the boy’s head, pulling Nicky into a tight, backwards embrace.

Truth be told, it was adorbs, the way Master Brand’s head rested on top of Nicky’s.

Brandon’s other hand lingered at Nicky’s side, near his narrow hip.

“Stoppp, Daddy,” Nicky whined, squirming in Brandon’s grasp.


Oh my gosh, what a hypocrite!
 I thought outrageously. Calling Jamie out for that and then using the exact same terminology! Hmm, this boy’s good.


No wonder he’s expensive. He’s a little teaser!

Brandon’s rumbling laughter rolled over me, and I saw his right hand disappear underneath Nicky’s skirt.

“Now then, let’s see if I got what I paid for,” Brandon murmured.

He lifted the skirt from the inside, up to the boy’s waist, and ran his fingers down to the lacy thigh-high garter stockings Nicky wore underneath.

My mouth dropped open at the obscene sight beneath that skirt. I had to blink to make sure it was real, but Brandon had already moved on before I could register what I thought I saw.

Master Brand pulled aside the boy’s little panties—

And a giant slab of meat swung down from Nicky’s hip like a pendulum, smacking with a heavy wet thud against his fleshy inner thigh.

I couldn’t believe it. It couldn’t be real.

Holy. Crap.

Brandon gripped the huge column of flesh before flopping it around in front of him, fat inches of cock protruding out from his fist, his eyes locked on the appendage as he stared over Nicky’s shoulder. The horsecock managed to even dwarf Brandon’s big hand, and the thing was still flaccid!

It was completely disproportionate to Nicky’s small body—that much was obvious from the get-go. It hung down toward his knees, and as I peered forward a bit, I saw a massive pair of testicles following in its floppy wake, round and meaty like the rest of his package, also freed from the confines of the little panties.

The ridiculous organ must have been pressed up against his hip by the underwear, while Nicky’s balls had been tucked up under him . . . but once the panties were slid aside, well, all bets were off. It all came tumbling down in a gigantic heap.


A dabble of precum leaked from the oversized cockhead and stuck like a snail-trail against the clear window pane in front of Nicky as Brandon wiped it off.

Nicky made a strangled sound in his throat while both of Brandon’s hands disappeared south—one to massage the long, girthy penis, and the other to fondle Nicky’s baseball nuts.

He looked so backed up from the size of those smooth orbs, I thought the boy would spurt against the window at any moment.

After a few seconds of tugging and running his coarse hand over the smooth, huge cock, the thing started to grow.


I watched in awe as it got bigger and bigger, lifting up from Nicky’s thighs toward the window. The boy fell forward and pressed his forehead against the window as he moaned, his palms falling flat in front of him, framing his face.

He was probably close to passing out from the blood-rush to his overgrown man parts.

As it stiffened, the boy’s massive cock grew to unreasonable proportions and curved severely up toward his belly, somehow managing its own weight as the red cock-helmet slid precum against his tummy and the bottom of his chest.

I gulped, slapping a hand silently over my mouth. I wanted to scream, to squeal, to do something
 and let everyone know what I was witnessing—but I couldn’t.

The new boyish-looking maid, Nicky, had an elephant trunk and moose nuts between his legs. He was more well-hung than some of the biggest porn stars—his shaft longer and wider than even Brandon’s.

He stutter-stepped for a moment as Brandon played with his giant dick and ran his hand up and down the shaft until it was a throbbing, precumming mess.

I had to wonder if that stutter-step was him almost passing out from blood loss to his brain!

“Look at this giant, perverted cock, boy,” Brandon said in Nicky’s ear. His knees were bent to get to Nicky’s height, and he continued to give the maid a reach-around, using both hands to pump the torpedo in front of him. “Someone so small shouldn’t be allowed to have one of these”—he wagged the curved appendage in the air—“a proper anaconda.”

“Sorry, Daddy,” Nicky moaned. “It’s . . . just the way I was born. It’s not my fault.”

“Oh, but it is your fault.” Brandon snorted, and I could tell he loved handing out this humiliation. Although I don’t know why anyone as big as Nicky would be sad
 about his blessed endowment . . .

He was probably just playing a part.

Jeez, what I would have given to run over and kiss that leaking cockhead, to taste the sweet boy’s nectar. Though I probably wouldn’t have been able to fit it in my mouth, but with enough pushing and cramming—

Gah, I have a job to do! Shoot, then why the heck is my hand down my panties and playing with my clit? When did that happen?!

I chewed my bottom lip, unable to stop playing with myself.


Okay, so
 this is why Nicky is so expensive!—not because he’s a little tease, but because he’s way bigger than he seems.
  

“What are they feeding kids these days?” Brandon snarled, nibbling on the boy’s ear.

“H-Hey,” Nicky stammered, and it was the first time I’d heard him lose control. “I’m not a kid! I bet I’m older than the trap and the girl!”

“Yes, but you’re so little . . .”

“Not where it counts!”

“Touché.”

Nicky kept his body leaning forward against the window, until Brandon was jerking him off so vigorously—the fapping sounds so reverberant—that the boy’s giant balls were smacking
 against the window.

“Besides,” Nicky groaned, tilting his head back to try to lick Brandon’s face. “I can see you’re enjoying it, and aren’t half bad yourself.” To emphasize his point, he backed his tiny butt against Brandon’s bulge.

And then all hope was lost.

Brandon growled like an animal possessed. He flung his robe off, revealing his amazing body—every plane and dip of Master Brand’s muscled core was on display, highlighted by the daylight through the window.

He looked glorious, and I sucked up drool from the corner of my mouth.

He was also completely naked, and his tight rear-end went taut.

Brandon suddenly lifted Nicky as easily as a toy, and the boy squeaked.

“Your tiny ass probably can’t take . . . this,
 ” Brandon grunted. He surged forward, and I couldn’t see exactly from my vantage, but I’m sure his fat cock was rubbing against Nicky’s ass crack or . . . had it actually plunged right in his butthole?

No. Nicky would have screamed. Right?

“Not like my fat-assed bunny,” Brandon added.

Yay! Score one for Jamie!

“Oh yeah?” Nicky challenged. “Try me, Daddy. I can outdo that girly twat any time!”

I stifled a gasp. Rude!


Brandon held Nicky under his armpits as he lifted the young man, and then a spurt of cum rocketed from Nicky’s curved cock and splattered against the window.

Sure enough, Nicky creamed on impact. It was a thick, viscous load that went splat
 against the window before trailing down gruesomely.

Nicky’s body started shaking in front of Brandon as the master used him like a toy. Sure enough, he was Brand’s new fuckpuppet. He could utilize Nicky’s skinny frame like a ragdoll, but at the same time Nicky’s huge cock bounced and wobbled enticingly—

It was enough to almost draw me to orgasm, watching Brandon ream Nicky’s asshole from behind.

He gave the newbie no leeway, and Nicky’s straight legs started jiggling forward with every thrust. Then he bent them back so his heels rested on Brandon’s powerful, flexing thighs.

It was such
 a lewd position, and I was so angry that Brandon had skewered this new guy so quickly!


Jeez, on the first couple hours of the job? Master Brand really couldn’t
 wait to plow this newbie!


Nicky started moaning as his tiny ass was undoubtedly filled by Brandon’s girthy, mighty cock. His huge cock flopped and smacked against the window just like his balls.

His body started writhing.

Brandon changed his grip from under the armpits to the boy’s skinny biceps. He pinned Nicky’s arms to his body, making him totally immobile, and rammed him up against that floor-to-ceiling window.

And somehow Nicky just kept . . . spraying cum. Everywhere.

I thought his cock would have gone floppy after the first initial orgasm, and then start helicoptering around aimlessly like a used car dealership’s blow-up doll . . . but no, it was just bang, bang, bang
 against the glass! Hard thuds from the meaty, thick pillar of hard cock.

Jizz was coating the window in front of him, even splashing back into his own face and body. Red-hot white spunk flew into the air and Brandon just laughed maniacally as he destroyed Nicky’s poor asshole and taught the boy a thing or two about being insolent and smug—

There was no room for that here. Not at Casa Law.

Finally, I had to turn and run away, before I came and voiced my own climax and gave my position away. So far, I’d done everything unseen—and boy oh boy
 had I seen a lot!

I took my heels off quickly and rushed down the hall, my bare feet gently padding and making little noise.

I turned a corner, then another, and the sounds of Nicky’s wails carried to my ears and echoed no matter how far away I got.

Then I headed up the stairs, eager to get into a bathroom and clean myself off.

I almost ran into Jamie as I turned down a hall, and she looked at me wide-eyed, taking in my body.

“Whoa, Turbo Tammy, where you going?” Her eyes zeroed in on my crotch, which I futilely tried to hide. “Did you pee yourself? And why do you look like you’ve been crying?”

Because I could hardly hold in my orgasm, dang it!

I shook my head, my face burning red with embarrassment. My eyes shot over to her own completely hidden crotch, and the cute little thing I knew was hidden in there. 

“B-Bad news, babe! Forget what I said, because I was wrong. Nicky is nothing
 like you.”   
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Chapter Four
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J
 amie looked scared
 . It was the first time I’d seen her startled, as if her space cadet brain was finally realizing that her potential as Brandon’s Number One Girl™ was in serious jeopardy.

“W-What do you mean, Sinclair?” she croaked.

I took her hand and led her into the nearest huge bedroom. From downstairs, the wailing cries of Nicky could still be faintly heard, but Jamie was obviously trying to stay ignorant to the sounds.

Once inside, I closed the door behind us and turned to Jamie. I lashed out and cupped between her legs, feeling the tiny bump there. “This,” I said, “is nothing like Nicky’s.”

Her pink cheeks darkened, eyes bulging at my forwardness.

I simply couldn’t help myself. I was so damn horny I was about to explode, after seeing what I’d just seen—Daddy Brand carry-fucking Nicky against the huge window looking out into the Pacific Ocean, the boy’s giant dick wobbling and spraying cum like a fire hydrant.

My fingers closed around Jamie’s little weenie, her smooth balls dangling in my palm. She still wore no underwear, of course, and for a moment we just looked at each other expectantly, with frightened expressions.

My heart galloped, blood rushing to my ears.

Then I plunged forward, tilted my head down, and kissed Jamie hard on the lips. Her puffy curves settled over mine in a searing, blissful connection, and our hot bodies mingled mere inches apart.

We closed our eyes as me made out, and my free hand cupped the back of her pixie-cut head. She grabbed both of my cheeks and pulled me closer into her kiss.

When we parted, we were both panting.

Her little penis was hard in my hands, beneath the hem of her skirt.

“He . . . he’s the best of both worlds, Jamie,” I said in a raspy voice. “Cute and precious, but enormously hung at the same time. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Oh my God,” the trap replied, still breathless. “Are we . . . doomed?”

I chuckled airily. “Not if we stay together, babe.”

She groaned from my caressing hand—I still hadn’t moved it. Our eyes locked and understanding passed.

With a quickness I pushed up against her, causing the smaller princess to back up until she was against the edge of the oversized bed.

I shoved her lightly and she fell back with a yelp, plopping onto the bed.

Then I crawled on the bed after her, lifting her skirt along the way, and straddled her thick thighs. Her tiny two-inch cock stood at full attention, and I realized I wasn’t going to be able to get an angle to get it inside me, in this cowgirl position—not with how fluffy and round my butt was and how small she was.

I scooted off her.

“What are we doing, Sinclair?” she questioned, though I thought it was obvious.

“I need it inside me, Jamie—I need something!”

I shimmied out of my panties and threw them aside, lifting my maid skirt and then my leg so my foot pointed up into the air. “Please!” I begged.

She took one look at my drenched pussy and gulped. Then she fell forward into me. Jamie angled her body to the side, resting her beautiful ass crack on my thigh as she dove forward.

Her cock sank into my cunt and I barely felt it. It was like a pin prick piercing into my warm core, but it was enough to make me grunt with a soft moan.

She looked determined to please me, and I let my long leg fall and drape over her shoulder. She hugged my thigh with both arms, holding me close, and glided forward, hilting her cock inside me.

“Ah, Jamie, yes!” I moaned. I rolled my head back on my shoulders, staring up at the ceiling. Even with such a small dick, I needed practically nothing to fall into a delightful orgasm. A pinky finger would have done the trick—which just so happened to be what the bratty princess was equipped with.

Her tongue stuck out of her mouth and she took on a look of determination—eager to satisfy me.

Her ass started pumping, sliding over my thigh, with her skirt swishing all around her. My skirt was bunched up at my waist, revealing my whole southern district.

Before long, our awkward side-angle fuck session turned into missionary. I toppled onto my back and she hovered over me with her small body.

I gripped her huge butt cheeks with both hands and urged her forward, pulling her into me, using her like a toy.

My legs spread as far as they could go, forming a V that Jamie fit perfectly into.

Her hips bucked and her tiny cock pressed into me over and over again. I spanked her, sending out loud thunderclaps from her fleshy ass—by far the largest part of her body—and felt the jiggling butt in my hands.

Then I reached between my legs and played with my clit as she pounded.

She was so eager to satisfy me, and I was already so horny that it took all of five minutes for me to climax. Jamie didn’t get the full squirting, showering effect that Brandon did when he plugged me with his fat cock, but that was okay—I simply needed release
 so I could get my brain working again!

“Ugh, Jamie, you feel so good!” I wailed.

It was like throwing a hotdog down a hallway, but that was okay. Feeling her sweaty skin against mine, her flat chest squishing against my large tits, made me feel like we were one. Connected at the hip.

I slid a finger in her asshole and she groaned and continued ramming into me with all her little might.

She hugged me close, eyes clenched shut.

The bed creaked and rocked.

I was close to my second orgasm when I felt her cock throb inside me, a warm spurt of cum shooting into my canal.

“Aghh, I’m sorry newbie, I can’t hold it any longer!” she cried, tears at the corners of her eyes.

“Let it all out, sweetie!” I called. We embraced each other and I wrapped my legs around her fat ass. My calves bounced as she pumped once, twice, three more times, and then stuck her cock as far as it would go in my wet pussy.

Hilted against me, Jamie’s soft belly against my hips, I let out a low groan. My eyes went aimless and dizzy for a moment as the orgasm washed over me and sent tingles down my extremities.

Then she was panting, lying on my body, her warm breath tickling my neck.

I rubbed her back, proud of the princess.

“T-Thank you, Jamie.”

“What did we just do, honey?” she asked, her voice more vulnerable than ever. Her eyes were wide.

“I’m sorry I . . . took advantage of you like that,” I said morosely. “But I needed it.”

“No, no, it was nice. Don’t be sorry. I’m glad we did it.” She rolled off me. “But I’m so confused now.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. So was I!

The truth was, I had used the cutie to satiate my exploding desire, but I also liked her a lot. She was so cuddly, and I couldn’t stop massaging her tummy once she rolled off me onto her back.

She giggled.

A thought came to me as we both stared up at the ceiling in our post-coital comedown.

“Jamie, hun . . . when did you . . . decide to become a trap? Er, a girl.
 Sorry, that’s probably a slur.”

She snorted, then leaned over and kissed me on the cheek before staring back up at the ceiling beside me. “You’re so cute.”

I blushed. Then I glanced over and saw her face looked concerned—deep in thought.

“You don’t have to answer if you don’t want,” I whispered. “That was probably insensitive of me.”

Smiling, Jamie continued. “You go your whole life, Sinclair, wanting to grow up and get bigger, ya know? And then it just never happens. You stay tiny like me. Meanwhile, you have people like Nicky, who’s also small, but was probably more hung than me when he was a kid.

“I guess some people are just born to serve huge cocks like his and Master’s . . . to put me in my place and show me what a beta bitch I am and what a real man they are.”

I frowned. That sounded depressing, at face value.

But she didn’t see it that way.

“I remember being in school,” she said, “peeing in the boy’s bathroom, my little clitty tweezered between two fingers and thinking it was normal. Then I looked over and saw a boy with his fat dick flopping against his palm, smacking it before he pissed in a huge stream. He saw me glancing at him and . . . he smirked cruelly.

“Everyone had grown but me! And the truth was, at that moment, I realized I wanted those big cocks . . . honestly, I get off on the demoralization and humiliation, Sinclair. It makes me tick. I love it.”

I chuckled, then ran a hand through her hair, not sure how to respond. In a way, her words made sense to me. And she was so open and genuine about it; I couldn’t help but pinch her cheek.

“Hey!” she said, smacking my hand away as I pinched.

“Well, despite what others might think, I
 think you’re fantastic, Jamie.”

She rolled over onto me and kissed me. Her slimy cock smooshed against my belly, and it felt right.

“I guess I want that tiny boy with the giant cock to destroy me and make me cry,” she said after pulling away. Her skinny arms framed my head, she smiled, and bent down to kiss me again.

I pulled her head closer to mine—

And the door to the bedroom flew open.

We both gasped as Jamie flew off, caught red-handed. Both our skirts were still raised, and we were naked underneath and cum was trickling out of my pussy.

Brandon stood in his red velvet robe, burly arms crossed over his chest. He had a scowl on his face.

“D-Daddy, I can explain!—” Jamie tried.

“Well, well, well,” Brandon interjected. “Looks like my two faithful maids aren’t getting much work done.”


On the contrary, Master, we just got a
 lot of work done!


I gulped, fear flowering inside me. Master Brand looked utterly pissed.

“I told
 you that you could only violate the new girl with my say-so, didn’t I, bunny?” Brandon said, eyes narrowing on Jamie.

She nodded. “I—I’m sorry—”

“It was my fault!” I said. “I forced her to do it! To do me!”

He waved a dismissive hand at me. “Doesn’t matter. You’re the new girl. But Jamie should have known better.”

I glanced over frightfully, worried for Jamie . . . but saw a strange glint in her eye.

It baffled me, but then after everything she’d just explained to me, it made sense. This punishment was exactly the kind of thing she lived for.

“Oh no, Daddy,” she said in a fake worried tone. “What . . . what will you do with me?” Sitting up, she clasped her hands together.

“You’ll be punished, obviously. Severely.” His voice was dark and brooding.

“H-How?”

He frowned. “You’ll know first thing in the morning. It’s time for you two to get out of my house.” With that, he stepped aside.

We embarrassingly walked by him, heads bowed as we left his presence. He was right—my shift was almost done for the day.


Where is Nicky?
 I wondered. Perhaps icing his sore butt.


And what awful plans would Brandon come up with for Jamie tomorrow?
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Chapter Five
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A
 ll throughout my classes
 that day and well into the night, I couldn’t get the depraved stuff that had transpired at Brandon Law’s out of my head.

Over dinner, I was mostly quiet. My mom was used to it, so she didn’t make a big fuss. She asked a couple times if I was all right, and I nodded and said “Fine,” and that I was going to sleep early.

Then I rolled around in bed for a while, the visuals playing over in my mind: Brandon skewering the new boy, Nicky, in the air, hammering up into him while Nicky’s ridiculous penis bounced around; me practically suffocating Jamie with my lust, taking advantage of her, and forcing her to screw me in the heat of the moment.

It had all been so hot! And so filthy!

Was this my life now? Was I destined to become a bratty princess like Jamie, with nothing on my mind but sex and getting railed? The money and the gifts and everything were great, but the things I looked forward to the most whenever I worked a shift at Brandon’s was the lewdness . . . the unexpected corruption of my little mind and body.

Brandon Law and Jamie were both great for that. And I suspected Nicky would be, too, once I got to know him better. Seeing him wailing and crying out like he had been, I had seen firsthand that he wasn’t as blasé and indifferent as he made out to be.

I fell asleep on my tummy and had a wonderful dream, and when I woke up in the morning my hips were moving and I was humping the bed.

I groaned, got out of bed, and tousled my hair. Then I took a quick shower and debated taking a longer one so I could pleasure myself, but I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be necessary—

Master Brandon had had all night to think of punishment for Jamie, and I was both worried and excited to see what he came up with. I could only suspect Jamie was in the same frame of mind, but tenfold, since she would be taking the brunt of the disciplining.

Suddenly, I realized where her love for humiliation and degradation came from. It was thrilling not knowing what to expect . . . but knowing it was going to be downright dirty and scandalous.

I hurried out of the house before Mom woke up, as usual, and was in an Uber headed over there. Pretty soon I’d have to get my own car, with the way the money was coming in!

I hoped to get to Brandon’s mansion a couple minutes before 8:00 AM when my shift started, so I could run into Jamie before we both went inside.

When the Uber let me out, I glanced around and my heart sank when I saw Jamie’s sparkly white Corvette was already parked nearby.

I hurried up the steps and snuck into the house, then dashed into a bathroom to change into my maid outfit.

Once properly dressed how Brandon wanted me, I took a quick look at myself in the mirror, smoothed my skirt and blouse over my body to accentuate my ass and boobs, and then left the room.

I whistled to myself as I grabbed a duster and started poking around the house—not yet ready to actually start cleaning, but doing some recon.

“Jamie, are you in here?” I asked as I went from door to door. There were a lot
 of doors to go through.

It wasn’t until I made it to the second floor that my heart started racing.

Brandon Law stood at the end of a hallway, arms crossed in his customary position. Unlike yesterday when he’d been in a robe during the morning, today he was his usual self: three-piece tailored suit that hugged his magnificent body, hair slicked back and a little wavy at the top. Gosh he looked good.

His chiseled jaw quirked as I came to the top of the stairs and stopped.

“Claire, I’m glad you could make it,” he said from afar. He was still twenty feet off, standing next to an open bedroom door, but for some reason my feet were rooted to the floor.

“Um, why wouldn’t I be? My shift starts at eight, doesn’t it?”

He gave me a smug smirk. “That’s not what I meant.” One of his hands popped out from under his arm and gestured at me with two fingers.

Biting my bottom lip, I stammered. “W-What are you planning, sir?” But I was already headed over there, my feet having a mind of their own.

“Come and see for yourself,” he said, his low voice making my spine tingle.

All it took was one perverted glance or come-hither sign from Brandon and I couldn’t stop my body from inching toward him.

After making the agonizing walk toward him, my heels clacking on the tiles like they were spelling my doom, he stepped aside from the door. He swept his arm out to give me entry, like I was a princess and he was a butler about to announce my arrival.

My breath caught when I turned into the room, hand flying to my breasts.

Jamie stood in the middle of the room, completely naked. She was whimpering and her face was flush as she seemed to be fighting back tears. Her little body was enviable, with a slightly swelled tummy that tapered off to a tiny waist, and then her big fat butt that gave way to her thick thighs. She had a total pear-shaped body.

But standing behind her was Nicky, also naked. His rail-thin frame was inched up, his small hands caressing Jamie’s shoulders. And he was close
 behind her, like with his hips smashing into Jamie’s big fluffy behind.

I tried to calculate what I was seeing—it was cute, but if Nicky was so close behind Jamie, practically breathing down her neck, where was his gigantic—

Oh, there it was. As soon as I thought it, the bright red, fist-sized cockhead poked through between Jamie’s lovable thighs. I could practically see the chafing as Nicky’s huge cock slid in from behind just under the curve of Jamie’s butt, then protruded out from her front.

Jamie’s tiny cock and balls were lifted by the bigger boy’s weapon of ass destruction—her nuts split down the middle and tea-bagging Nicky’s broad shaft.

The contrast between the two little people’s junk was absurd. Even coming in from behind and fucking Jamie’s thighs, Nicky’s cock was an order of magnitude bigger than Jamie’s. Like, five or six times bigger.

If Nicky looked like a full footlong sandwich at Subway, Jamie looked like the last bite of a six-inch sub. One was massive, rugged, veiny, and manly, while the other was cute, pink, tiny, and girly.

And it was just so startling that other than that, they were practically the same height—shorties both—with that beautifully pale, vampiric-looking skin tone.

Jamie did have the much bigger rear-end, which was probably why Nicky was having such a fun time pushing his hips into it.

“H-Hi, Sinclair,” Jamie stammered, looking over at me with a half-smile. It was a tentative, scared smile, like she was worried about what was coming next.

And that’s when I noticed her hands were tied together in front of her. They rested near her belly, rope tying her wrists together.

At least they weren’t tied behind her back, which would’ve made her completely unable to stop any torture, but this was still . . . something.

“Are you okay, Jamie?” I asked, my teeth sinking into my lower lip.

Brandon’s hand slid over my back and made me shudder with the sudden warm touch, and he forced me to step into the room.

He kept the door open behind us.

“Oh, I’m just fine,” she said sarcastically. “Remember yesterday when I said that the huge-dicked new boy was gonna make me cry?”

I nodded.

“Well . . .” A tear trickled down Jamie’s cheek.

“Don’t worry, honey. Do you want this?” I was scared for her.

“Oh, more than anything,” she assured me.

Then why does the look on your face say otherwise?

Nicky’s hips started moving faster, and every time he bucked and slapped his flat belly against Jamie’s large ass, the boy’s oversized cock speared through Jamie’s legs, smacked her bite-sized balls and cock aside, and asserted domination.

Jamie was a blubbering, whimpering mess, spilling precum out of her little pink cockhead like a fountain. 

“That’s good,” Brandon said after a while. “Assume the next position.”

Oh, so this was rehearsed then, was it? I glanced over at him. I stood near the door, but he sat on a chair nearby, and I could see the bulge growing between his splayed legs, straining against his tight trousers.

He saw me glance at him and smacked his thigh. “Come have a seat, troublemaker.”

I nodded. “Y-Yes, Daddy.” Then I wandered over to him and he lunged out and pulled me close. I yelped as I plopped down on his tight, muscled thigh. He hugged my waist and brought me back against his body, and then I could feel his bulge throbbing against my backside.

When I gathered my thoughts and looked up, Nicky and Jamie were on the bed in a new position.

Their legs were tangled together, spearing toward one another—Nicky’s underneath, Jamie’s on top—with their toes pointing out the sides of the other. They scooted close until their cocks almost touched . . .

And then Nicky nodded to the bratty princess and hefted his gigantic nutsack with both hands. It was droopy and overgrown and didn’t look like it belonged on the young stud. “Go ahead,” he said.

Jamie gulped, and I wondered what the heck they were getting into. She fisted her tiny cock, then scooted even further up against Nicky—

And the big boy dropped his huge balls on top of Jamie’s weenie, causing the girly boy to cry out.

Nicky grabbed his baseball nuts one in each palm, and started massaging them up and down along Jamie’s cock.

Jamie moaned cutely and pumped her hips forward, her dick totally eaten up and disappearing between Nicky’s testicles. He fucked the crease between them like they were a pair of tits, and it was so lewd it made me wetter than a waterfall.

I’d never seen anyone get a . . . balljob before. Didn’t think it was a thing—but here we were.

As Jamie’s hips picked up pace, shooting his small cock up between Nicky’s nuts, he frantically took over and grabbed the bigger boy’s balls with his bound hands together, squeezing his aching cock between those cream-churning cumkesg. He started slamming them up and down while his hips grinded—

Brandon’s hand fell on my thigh as we watched them pleasure each other, one girly boy using the other boy’s titanic nuts like a fleshlight, fucking them with mad abandon, his twig throbbing somewhere in that leathery, puffy flesh.

I angled my knees inward and Brandon’s hand smoothed up my thigh, taking my skirt with it.

I lounged back against him, so I could feel his pectorals against my spine, and his heavenly fingers disappeared in my skirt and outlined my wet panties.

He slid two thick fingers inside me and I let out a small moan, taking his other hand and directing it to my breasts. That hand disappeared between the buttons of my blouse and he began fondling my tits, rolling my tight nipples together. I started panting as he fingerbanged me and we continued watching this lewd movie unfold.

And now Nicky was panting, too. His and Jamie’s skinny, sweaty bodies inched closer together and I could tell they were seconds away from kissing, leaning forward.

Then Jamie let out a squeak and came, a jet of cum spurting up as his body jerked on the bed. The jizz rocketed against the underside of Nicky’s rugged cock with a squishy splash.

“F-F-Fuck,” I breathed, humping Brandon’s hand as he hooked his fingers inside me.

“All right, Nicky, assume the final position,” Brandon demanded.

I glanced up and behind me, at his grizzled jaw, just as I heard the telltale sound of his zipper lowering. “W-What?”

He smiled cruelly at me. “What, you little brat—did you think you weren’t going to get punished for your horny escapade yesterday?”

I gulped.

No, I didn’t think I was going to get punished, Daddy.

But gosh did I hope for it!
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Chapter Six
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N
 icky angled Jamie
 on the bed like a dog—four to the floor. But since Jamie’s hands were tied together, she fell forward, flat on her face, and whined. Her ass shot up into the air, wobbling, and Nicky did a few more incremental shifts by pulling back on Jamie’s hips, exposing the princess’ tight, puckering asshole for everyone to see.

Nicky reached over to a nightstand, grabbed a bottle of lube, and squelched the shiny liquid all over his cock, then rubbed it in with both hands.

Jamie kept whining. But she couldn’t keep her ass from trembling due to all the fat there, and I felt for the poor girl—she was in for a doozy.

But so was I.

As Nicky prepared Jamie for the assfucking of her life, Brandon kept me on his lap. His thick, hard cock rode up against my ass crack, pushing the top of my miniskirt. Then he just tugged the miniskirt away and started sliding my body against his—using me like his very own sex doll.

Juices flooded down my thighs, curving to drip on his expensive pants. Shoot, that was probably another thing he was going to punish me for, and I couldn’t wait.

With Nicky’s gigantic, curved cock lathered in lube, he slapped it down hard against Jamie’s butt crack and the princess whimpered.

He inched closer on his knees, then took a squatting position since he was so short and Jamie’s butt was raised so high in the sky.

“Ready?” he asked, that fisting tip dangerously close—perusing and prodding Jamie’s clenching butthole. “Don’t clench,” he said, “or it’ll hurt even more.”

“Oh God, oh shit,” Jamie mewled. I could see the goosebumps breaking out on her flesh as the coldness of the raw, lubed tip collided with the warmth flooding her body.

I inhaled sharply as Nicky plunged the first inch of his ridged cockhead into Jamie’s asshole and she screamed out.

“It’ll never fit!” I wailed for Jamie, but Brandon just hugged me closer.

“Quiet!” he demanded, grabbing my shoulders and pulling me back against him.

Jamie’s scream turned into a long, drawn-out howl as Nicky slowly shoved his Pringles-can cock into her tiny rectum and stretched it out, gaping the poor girl before she ever had a chance to know what was happening.

I saw the whites of Jamie’s eyes only as she opened them, her pupils roaming around somewhere in the back of her head. She drooled on the bed, cheek compressed against the mattress, and all the fight went out of her.

“That’s a good girl,” Nicky said, and then took a sudden lunge. His skinny thighs flexed and with a gross squelching sound his cock sank deeper into Jamie’s rosebud, stretching it even further.

My eyes were popping out of their sockets as I watched my friend getting gaped. If Nicky removed his cock right now, I would have been able to fit my entire arm down that tunnel—I was convinced.

But Jamie was a trooper. She let her butt muscles relax and I’m sure that shooting pain was slowly turning into numbing goodness.

“Y-You’re breaking me in two, you huge-cocked little bitchy devil boy! Damn youuu!” she complained, but her face told a different story now.

Before long, Nicky had half his cock or more inside Jamie, reaching far up into her guts and knocking around her insides.

I thought I could see a slight swell of Jamie’s belly bulging toward the bed, but I couldn’t be sure.

Nicky’s drooping nuts swung out, and with a satisfying clap
 they smacked into Jamie’s ass, and then it was on—

He was moving quicker and quicker, reaming the bratty princess and turning her into a drooling, cumming mess.

The prostate destruction had only just begun, but Jamie was already jizzing all over the place, spilling her seed from her tiny floppy cock even though she’d just spurted against Nicky’s shaft moments ago—and all that sweet nectar pooled beneath her as she took the assfucking of her life.

Nicky leaned over Jamie’s butt as he pounded the life out of her, then hugged her waist close and got a higher angle to demolish her from.

Meanwhile, I went weightless for a second as Brandon lifted me, but I couldn’t turn my head away from the demolition derby taking place on the creaking bed—

Not until Brandon’s thick rugged cock jutted up from between my legs like it belonged on me. It was dark and menacing and it made my breath catch.

Then he was circling his own cockhead against my wet pussy lips and within seconds he had it breaching my core and filling me up.

My eyes went ragged just as Jamie’s had, and I stared up at the ceiling and moaned my release. My vagina muscles tightened against Brandon’s bulging cock and he grunted and just fucked me harder.

He slammed me down on his lap, my butt bouncing, and took me for a ride.

Nicky’s swinging balls were clapping and slapping loudly against Jamie’s wobbling ass, while his cock curved down into her insides and wrecked her.

The two instigators of the “little escapade” were getting thoroughly punished and disciplined for our misadventure, and it felt amazing—we both couldn’t stop wailing like banshees.

If I knew this was going to be the punishment, I would have fucked Jamie a long time ago!

I came, my legs shaking on top of Brandon, but he was far from done with me.

His strong biceps wrapped around my lovely thighs and pulled them up, cranking my legs back so I folded like a lawnchair and he had me in a full nelson.

Looking down, I watched as he pummeled my poor pussy and stretched it out, his cock reeling into me.

I held on as long as I could, but then the swell was building and building until it needed to be let out in a tidal wave—

And I squirted. Just like Brandon always made me do.

But this time, due to the lewd voyeurism and exhibition Jamie and Nicky were putting on, it was a more powerful blast than usual—

My juices cascaded into the air about five feet, then rocketed forward and showered Nicky and Jamie’s bodies with clear, watery lady fluids.

I could see Nicky’s tight butthole clenching up every time he battered Jamie with his heavy cock or dragged his weighty nutsack against that pillowy rear-end.

Jamie had stopped making sounds. Heck, she might have been unconscious for all I knew—and all we could hear was the grunting and panting of Nicky as he squat-fucked the princess like a dog from behind and slammed those tender boulders against her butt.

I squirted again, with the same result and length of fluids, and I wondered where it was all coming from.

My mouth had fallen open and my tongue lolled. I looked down, my eyes going cross-eyed, and came buckets.

I feverishly palmed my clit while Brandon fucked me in a reverse-cowgirl full nelson, his arms barring mine and rendering them useless.

Then he flung me aside with a suddenness that made me yelp, and I flew to the floor. I could tell he was on the edge of exploding the way his macho cock throbbed and pulsed with energy and anger.

“W-What the heck, Daddy!” I cried, my thighs slapping together on the floor with sliminess.

Brandon trudged to the bed and grabbed the front of Jamie’s body—taking her by the shoulders.

The girl moaned and wiggled for a second, and Nicky was forced to look up from his concentrated assfucking to see what was happening.

“Lift her!” Brandon demanded, but Nicky looked hesitant.

Giant dick or not, he was still a bag of skinny bones and didn’t look like he had the strength to do it.

But Brandon took most of the burden, lifting Jamie and forcing the poor girly boy’s mouth open as his cock surged into her throat.

Jamie gagged and frothed and snotted all over the place, red-rimmed eyes popping open. Her neck bloated from the abrupt deepthroating.

Brandon had her front side lifted off the bed with her hands still tied in front of her, dangling uselessly toward the ground. Nicky went on his knees and took the other half of Jamie’s body—the heavier rear side—and bared his teeth with effort to lift her.

Then his cock was back inside that gaping asshole, and they were spit roasting poor Jamie like a stuck pig, lifting her off the bed completely.

They laughed and growled like animals as they tore into her, until it seemed their big cocks would reach so far the tips would touch somewhere inside Jamie.

All I could do was watch and finger myself with my legs raised, nesting in a pool of my own squirt—

Or could I?

I eagerly went on my hands and knees and crawled toward Master Brandon’s tight ass, then stuck my head under there and lapped at his crack and bouncing nuts like a basic mindless bitch, unsure what else I was meant to do but please him—

And Jamie’s body rocked like a seesaw back and forth on their tremendous bitch-breakers while I ate my daddy’s ass and we were like a horny lewd human caterpillar that couldn’t get enough of each other.

Jamie came first all over the ground, her weenie spraying wildly. Then Brandon roared and clenched his ass around my face and I almost suffocated in the manly sweat and musk of his balls and butthole and it was just magnificent—

Brandon’s cock exploded inside Jamie’s throat, pumping his thick seed that the princess was then forced to gulp up or else drown from the oversized load.

I wasn’t sure if Brand had cum from the tightness of Jamie’s cock-sock throat, or because of my lovely ass-eating abilities, but it didn’t matter—Master was sated and his little bitches were sufficiently punished.

Nicky was the last to cum—the resilience and endurance on that boy was astounding. He pulled out just as his cock started to spray spunk deep into Jamie’s butthole and insides, and the rest of it splattered all over the princess’ body and even shot past to land on Brandon’s chest. It was a massive eruption like I’d never seen, and when it was all said and done, the room smelled of sex and sweat and squirt and we were all covered in filth—

And Nicky’s cock just kept throbbing and pulsing in the air, curved and hard as a sword.

“Who’s next?” he said, and my eyes went wide.

The boy just launched a full buffet of nastiness all over us and he’s still ready to go?!

It was baffling.

But Brandon dropped the nearly-comatose body of Jamie on the bed, leaving her a groaning mess, and turned to me. His floppy cock smacked against his thighs.

“Your job is to clean all this up, Poptart.”

I arched a brow, looking up at him from the ground on all fours. I felt as submissive and looked as helpless as possible, and he just glared down at me with a smirk.

Poptart? That’s a new one.

“And you’re going to start by licking up all of Jamie’s cum on the floor. Learn your place, honey.”

I gulped. “Yes . . . yes, Daddy.”

I crawled between his legs and scrunched my nose. There was a lot
 of jizz on the floor between the tiles, in the grouts . . .

So I bent my head and got to work.

“And what do you say, sweetheart?” he asked, pulling up his pants, then putting the sole of his bare foot on the top of my head, forcing me down to lap up the nasty cum.

When he let go, I glanced up at him with big eyes, an errant bit of ejaculate drooling from my lips. “T-Thank you for the meal, Daddy.”

And that’s how I became Brandon Law’s permanent cum cleaner.

~
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M
 aster Brandon Law
 gathered all of his maids together early in the morning upon our arrival. I hoped we weren’t being punished for something . . . though that actually wouldn’t have been the worst thing in the world. Brandon’s punishments tended to be lewd and satisfying for all
 parties.

It had been two days since the depraved orgy upstairs, when I’d watched the hung femboy Nicky dominate poor girly Jamie’s asshole as punishment for Jamie having sex with me earlier in the day, without Master Brand’s permission.

As Jamie was turned into a gaping mess, Master Brand fucked me and I squirted all over the place. Then Brand tossed me aside like I was trash and he helped Nicky spitroast Jamie like a stuck pig, lifting him into the air and seesawing the bratty princess. I had crawled up behind Master Brand, saddened that I’d been left out of the shenanigans, and then ate his ass and everyone came buckets.

Suffice to say, it had all been . . . a lot.

It was like our brains had been turned into mush for a while, with only the greedy, needy desperation of sex to satiate us. What had started out as a lurid voyeur and exhibition session had ended with holes being stretched and filled and cum coating the sheets and blankets and floor.

And I had been forced to clean all of it. But I’d happily done it, my mind mellowed and floaty from all the madness, as Brandon watched me. He’d even made me lick up some of his spunk off Jamie’s body.

And that’s what I’d become.

In just a short time, the billionaire Brandon Law had turned me into his brain-addled cumslut. I barely thought about college or friends or my mom or anything else these days. When I was at the Master’s mansion, my day always ended raunchy as hell and my mind was filled with impure thoughts.

I had gone from an innocent, chaste young woman to an eager, horny whore.

And strangely enough . . . I was okay with that. Perhaps it was part of my maturation—my hormones making me think about cocks and boys all day long. It was like a switch had been flipped, letting in the light, and there was no turning it back. There was no going back to the darkness of my repressed days.

Most people probably would have frowned upon what I’d become, but screw them. I was still a nice person. I didn’t curse in public, I was friendly and cordial to everyone, and I meant well.

I just also learned I liked sex, like, a lot.
 I didn’t see anything wrong with it.

Had my mom found out what was going on at Brandon Law’s glorious abode, I’m sure she wouldn’t have thought the same way. She probably would’ve tried to ship me off to a nunnery, if I’m being honest.

But I was an adult and I made my own decisions. Okay, yes, I lived with Mom still, but that was mostly for financial and practical reasons. We had struggled for money in the past, so she definitely couldn’t be angry at the money I was bringing in to help out with rent and bills and stuff.

I’m sure she had her own ideas of how I was getting that money—none of them good. Oh, if only she knew the truth, though . . . it was probably twice as bad as she thought!

No, momma, your little girl didn’t get corrupted and turned into a needy sex fiend.

I practically begged for it!

And now I stood in the foyer of Brandon’s mansion, hands clasped behind my back as I waited for whatever was coming—whatever announcement Brandon had to make.

Jamie and Nicky stood next to me, and we struck a cute trio, all dressed in our French maid outfits that were mandatory for the job. My skirt barely went halfway down my thighs, as did Jamie’s. Nicky’s hem went a little longer because he had more to hide.

But our legs were bare and shaved and I thought we all looked cute together. We were also positioned by height, though that wasn’t intentional.

Jamie, the bratty princess, had her head on a swivel, big eyes darting around nervously. She ran her hand through her short dark pixie hair and fixed her skirt, trying to pull it down so it covered all of her big ass. For being only five feet tall or thereabouts, she had a luscious figure: curvy in all the right places, and skinny everywhere else.

Nicky, the femboy newcomer, had a disinterested expression on his face—but I knew better than that. After seeing him bouncing on Master Brand’s cock the day on his first day here, his huge dick flapping against his flat tummy as he wailed and called Brand “daddy” just like Jamie, I knew his true colors. He was a slut like the rest of us.

The boy shifted his weight, no doubt trying to keep his blessed endowment stuffed away wherever he tucked it. He had beautiful, long curly hair that went down his back, and except for his rail-thin figure, he looked every bit as feminine as Jamie. He also stood only about an inch taller than the princess.

And then there was me on the other end of the spectrum: the only full-blooded female of the group, with blonde hair tinged platinum from the sun, a slender frame, but with a butt that rivaled Jamie’s and boobs that obviously put both the femmes to shame.

I bit my bottom lip. “What do you think he wants?” I whispered to my friends.

Jamie shook her head. “Shh, here he comes.”

I looked up as her words left her mouth, and saw Brandon leisurely making his way down the spiral staircase off to the side, his hands on the rail.

God, he looked as good as ever. He was freshly shaved—no sign of a beard or five o’clock shadow—which made him look ten years younger. Even so, he was easily twice my age, but then again I wasn’t even twenty yet.

His broad shoulders filled out his tailored tux jacket, while his thighs did the same for his pants, bulging the beautiful beige fabric out and creating creases that I would probably need to iron out later.

His dark hair was slicked back, giving him an Italian Mafioso vibe. His chiseled jaw line was in perfect unison with the rest of his beautiful face, and the tight ridges hooding his dark eyes looked relaxed.

My breath caught in my throat. I still didn’t know what being a “tech billionaire” entailed, but if there were any
 more wealthy techies like this guy, I wanted to meet them. He stole my breath away every time I saw him.

Brandon didn’t try to hide his modesty. He had the swagger that all unbelievably rich people had, and was confident in himself. It was an utter turn-on, besides the rest of his fit physique.

And he was definitely not, um, modest, as a quick glance showed me a thick bulge bouncing around between his legs, nestled by his tight, tailored pants, and made my cheeks flush with warmth.

He came to stand in front of us, towering over us all. I felt small and helpless with his eyes peering down at me, and it made my skin tingle with anticipation.

If he wanted, he could have picked me up, spun me around, and bent me over that priceless marble statue off to the side, and I would have totally let him. Begged him for it.

“Morning, troopers,” he said with a smirk pulling at the corners of his full lips. He surveyed us like a general, so his moniker made sense.

We all nodded, slightly bowing our heads in submission. He was paying us all well, but even if he hadn’t been, I had a feeling we’d all want to be here . . .

Brandon Law was simply charming in a way that most men weren’t. He was also controlling and knew what he wanted, and it was hard not to be pulled into his web of lewd desires.

I was already getting slick underneath my dress, my legs trembling and my knees almost knocking together.

Please sweep me off my feet, prince . . .

“Morning, Master,” we all said with varying degrees of excitement and trepidation.

“How are we all doing?” he asked. He posed the question to all of us, but his eyes fell on me for some reason.

I gulped. “F-Fine, sir. Was just getting ready to start the day.”

“Oh? And what are your districts today?”

He liked to talk about his mansion like it was a metropolis or something, which it sort of was. I racked my brain, trying not to lose myself in the ocean of his eyes. “Um, the theater, the billiards hall, the indoor pool, the bowling alley, and the bars.”

“Ah, all the big stuff.”

I nodded meekly with a little smile on my face. “Yes, sir.”

“And the others?” he asked, raising his brow.

I glanced over but their lips were sealed, so I spoke for them. “I believe Jamie has the bedrooms and bathrooms today, and the kitchens. Nicky has the outside patios, the diamond pool, and the laundry.”

Brandon smiled at me, but it was a humorless thing—almost predatory. “Ah, sounds efficient. Very good.”

I nodded, averting my gaze. “I-Is there a reason you’ve called us here today?”

Jamie gasped. How dare I question the master, right?

“What, to file ranks?” Brandon said with a chuckle. He nodded and stepped back, tucking his hands into his pants pockets. “Yes, there is.”

He paced in front of us, keeping us in suspense, and I managed to get a nice look of his tight ass while he waltzed around like our king. The tailored suit pants were perfectly molded to his rear-end, giving me a view of every dip and curve, and I loved it. I wanted to rip them off his hot body.

Finally, he spun to face us again. “I have a friend coming in from out of town today,” he began, “and I wanted to prepare you for her arrival.”

He cleared his throat, facing the floor with a contemplative look, his brows knitting together. “She’s been one of my best friends since we were young, and she’s going through a tough time right now. A breakup, if you must know. Obviously, my doors are always open to her, so she’s decided to stay with me for a little while—a week, a month, who knows?” He shrugged, lifting his hands out from his pockets. “What I do
 know is that you will afford her all the luxuries and assistance that my house has to offer.” His piercing gaze fell on me, then brushed past Nicky before landing on Jamie’s startled face. “You will give her anything and everything she asks for, yes?”

Jamie nodded profusely, her cheeks darkening. “Y-Yes, Master, of course!”

Brandon counted off what those things might be on his fingers. “All of your attention, your regard—whatever she asks for, be it a hot cup of soup at three in the morning or a pedicure at midnight. Maybe she wants a facial while lounging out next to the pool, and then wants a facial of a different kind right after?” He shrugged. “I can’t say. But you will be there for her. Understood?”

We were all nodding, but then my brows creased. “Yes, of course, sir, but . . .”

“But what?” he spun on me.

“But we aren’t here at, um, midnight, Master.”

His scowl curved into a smile. “I’ve spoken with Adriana”—my mom—“and with the maid service lending out you two.” His gaze flashed over to the femmes.

My eyes bulged.

“You will, in fact, be staying with me, at least for the time being—until my friend gets settled in. You will work in shifts if you have to. And yes, your pay will reflect the overtime you’re putting in.”

Shoot, but I have school! Classes! Somewhat of a life outside of this place!

I thought of that for a second, then flushed. Who am I kidding? No I don’t . . .


Brandon Law had every part of me: my mind, my body, and now . . . my spirit. Without even consulting us, he’d just up and hired us out for the indeterminable future.

Could he really do that?

Money started to flash in my mind, though, and I second-guessed myself. What did I really have to be pissed about? I could still do my schoolwork here, if I really needed, but now I wouldn’t have to pay for Ubers, or try to explain myself to Mom over awkward dinners, or any of that.

I would be free.

Caged in this mansion, but free.

It was a strange dichotomy. And I had a feeling it was going to get stranger.

“Do you all understand?” he asked. It wasn’t a question of “do you accept” or “is that okay,” but only a declarative “here’s what’s going to happen, whether you like it or not.”

We all nodded, varying degrees of fear and excitement on our faces, and he smiled at us again. “Good. And don’t worry—Naomi Bates isn’t a taskmaster, from what I remember.” He shrugged. “At least she wasn’t when I last saw her years ago. She’s mostly kind and caring . . .”

He trailed off. Oh, you mean not a taskmaster like
 you?


Brandon Law was calling the shots, like he always had, and it made my heart flutter. Perhaps this is what I’d been wanting all along.

And the money flashing through my head? Well, if I was making $500 for a six-hour shift or so . . . and you double or tripled that . . . every day . . . 

Sweet mother of pearl—that’s a lot of cash!

I could leave Brandon’s mansion richer than practically anyone
 my age, and it would be from my own hard work!

Now I just needed to find out what that “hard work” entailed . . .
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Chapter Two
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I
 didn’t know what
 to expect from Brandon’s friend, but I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised at what she was like when she arrived.

It was around noon that Naomi Bates showed up in a limo, and was then helped out by the driver. Brandon had made us drop everything to come greet her, and now we stood at the top of the steps with our hands clasped at our bellies like good little lemmings.

Brandon stood behind us with a crooked smile on his face.

The woman at the bottom of the steps oozed money, like Brandon. She wore a black dress that seemed a bit ill-advised in the warm, San Diego sun, and it looked more expensive than my mom’s entire house. High heels clacked on the pavement as she let her hand go from the driver, then nodded to him. A purse hung off her shoulders.

Naomi was tall, grand, and beautiful. Her flaxen-gold hair shone in the sunlight, curled near her shoulders. She had high cheeks, the smirk of someone who knew something you didn’t on her puffy lips, and giant sunglasses hiding everything else. Her dress was open near the top, revealing cleavage and a set of huge breasts that tested the bust of her gown for all it was worth.

I couldn’t tell how much of her was bought and paid for—fake—and how much was real, but she was quite the stunner.

I noticed she wore white elbow-length gloves as she put her hands on her hips and glowered up the stairs. “Brandon Law, are you going to make me climb these stairs all by myself and possibly break an ankle with my heels?”

Brandon took a step past us, then snorted. “What, do you want me to carry you up here, hun?”

Naomi flashed a quick grin. “Ass.” Then she started trudging up the steps, making exaggerated groans as she climbed. I couldn’t help but smile at the way sarcasm just dripped from her voice and body.

At the top, she let out an exasperated breath. “Lord above, don’t ever make me do that again.”

Brandon wrapped the woman in a hug and brought her close. A twang of jealousy shot through me.

With her heels and already tall stature, she was easily six feet and giving Brandon a run for his money height-wise, which meant she dwarfed the rest of us—especially my cute little maid coworkers.

Brandon kissed her on the cheek then spread his hand out toward us. “Naomi, these are the girls. Girls, Naomi.”

I saw a thick brow rise above the rim of her sunglasses as she surveyed us, inspecting us like slaves at an auction. “Girls
 you say? I think you’ve been inside too long, dear Brand. You use the term loosely.”

Brandon smiled, his eyes glittering, and another odd feeling swept through me. I had never made him laugh like that—so joyfully, without reservation.

Just who the heck was this woman?

After a moment, Naomi tucked the fleece jacket around her shoulders a little closer, giving us a shiver that shook all of her assets and made my eyes widen.

“It’s getting a bit nippy,” she said. “Can we go inside?”

It was, like, seventy-five degrees out here.

Brandon put a hand on the small of her back and led her onward. “Of course, babe. Let’s go.”

He led her onward like a perfect gentleman, and the rest of us followed in their wake like forgotten minions.

Hmm, maybe this is going to be more difficult than I imagined.

Why do I get the strange sense that competition has arrived? Competition I can’t hope to beat . . . for Brandon’s affection.

* * *
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I
 NSIDE, BRANDON TURNED
 to us. “Is Miss Bates’ room ready?”

“Will be in a matter of minutes, sir,” Jamie said obediently, inclining her head.

Brandon’s jaw ticked. Shoot—that was something we should have made a priority and fixed up before she arrived. And the scowl on Brand’s face showed his displeasure.

Dang it.

“Well, get to it,” he said, a hint of a growl in his voice.

“So does this mean I get my own room service and everything, Brand?” Naomi asked as Nicky took her jacket and disappeared with it.

“Of course,” Brandon said. “My girls are at your beck and call.” His eyes leveled on me over Naomi’s shoulder. “Everything that’s mine . . . is yours.”

I gulped, eyes bugging out a little.

Does that innuendo mean what I think it means?

Because Brandon never told us about Naomi’s proclivities, or what team she plays for, after all. No mention of a husband or a boyfriend . . . just a “breakup.”

“Well aren’t you a doll,” Naomi purred.

“Come on,” he said, leading her away from me. “Let’s retire to the pool deck, yes?”

“Oh, do you have a striking pool boy to show me, Brand?” Naomi asked with some snark in her tone.

“Yeah, of course,” Brandon said. “It’s me.”

She threw her head back and laughed, then put an arm over my master’s shoulder as she was led away.

Dang hussy!

I sighed and went about my day, joining Jamie upstairs so we could get the new woman’s room all made up. Clearly, she was important, and to make her irritated would irritate the hell out of Brandon, too.

We didn’t want that.

“What do you think?” I asked as I cleaned the huge room with Jamie. She was fluffing pillows and laying out the sheets, while I opened the curtains and let the sunlight flood in. The room was hooked up top to bottom in lavish drapes and marble floors and it was the biggest bedroom in the entire mansion besides Brandon’s master room.

When we were all done, it looked like a place that Roman emperors might retire to have an orgy—comfortable, grandiose, inviting.

Jamie shrugged. “I dunno. I don’t know the woman.”

I squinted at Jamie, my eyes turning into slits. “Yeah, but surely you have a first impression? A gauge?”

I could tell Jamie didn’t really want to answer the question. “All I know is we better stay on top of our game. Make her happy and all that jazz. You heard Master.”

I frowned. “That still didn’t answer my question.”

Finally, Jamie looked at me. I didn’t expect the amount of sadness in her eyes that I saw. “She’s beautiful and voluptuous and rich, Sinclair. What more can I say? We’re gonna have our hands full until we get rid of her.”

Yeah, the same way we “got rid” of Nicky? We tried that, and look how well it turned out . . .

“Yeah, true,” I said, shoulders slumping. “She’s pretty perfect. But she doesn’t seem so bad personality-wise. I like her sarcasm.”

Jamie snorted. “We just have to be careful that it’s not aimed at us, babe. Because sarcasm quickly turns to ridicule, which turns to vitriol. We have to be professional, but not too
 nice.”

“Right. Smart.”

“Like, don’t lick her ass or anything.”

My eyes popped in my sockets. “W-What?!”

Jamie chuckled. “I just mean don’t be a brownnoser, newbie! God, you’re easy to confuse. Get your mind out of the gutter!”

I shrank. “Oh. Yeah, uh, sorry.”

We paused a beat.

“I mean, don’t lick her ass literally,
 either,” Jamie said.

Then we both broke into laughter.

Nicky burst into the room. “What are you two laughing at?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Jamie shot back snidely, scrunching her little button nose.

I rolled my eyes. “Why, what’s up? Is there a problem?”

The long-haired femboy shrugged. “Maybe. Brandon wants us to assist Naomi. She’s in the main parlor watching TV.”

“You mean Master Brand and Mistress Bates,” Jamie corrected haughtily.

“Whatever.”

“Any idea what she wants?” I asked.

“I guess we’ll find out when we get there, won’t we?” Nicky said. Ugh, why was his
 sarcasm so much more aggressive and biting than, say, Jamie’s?

The boy just rubbed me the wrong way. And the right way, considering the tool packed away down there. But that’s neither here nor there.

Jamie and I started to walk toward Nicky with Jamie saying, “Well, the rooms ready anyway. Maybe she’ll disappear up here for a while and take a nap so we can do our freaking jobs.”

“Nuh uh,” Nicky said, standing in the doorway with his hand extended toward us.

We both froze, sharing a look.

“Claire only,” he said. “Jamie, Brandon wants you to meet him in the upstairs TV lounge.”

I gave the bratty princess next to me a raised brow, and saw she had a mischievous expression on her face.

I wonder what that means?

“Don’t worry, babe,” Jamie said to me, rubbing my back. “You’re looking too much into things.”

Well, she was probably right about that.

But it was for good reason: Master Brandon rarely wanted to meet with one of us alone
 unless he had some obscene ideas in his head . . .

* * *
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I
 WENT DOWNSTAIRS AND
 found Naomi lounging across a couple sectionals, eyes lazily watching the TV in front of her. Every once in a while, her gaze seemed to skitter over to catch Nicky as he was turning around or bending over to pick something up.

I raised a brow at that, wondering what was going through the older woman’s mind. Because she was definitely glancing at Nicky like he was a bar of chocolate she’d like to eat . . .

“Is there something I can get you, ma’am?” I asked, standing before her with my hands in front of me.

She turned to me, giving me a once over, and I blushed, squeezing my body together. Ugh, sometimes this outfit is so embarrassing . . . so revealing . . .


“Did Brandy tell you why I’m here, girl?”

Ha, Brandy! I desperately wanted to call Brandon that now, but I knew he’d probably spank me.

I focused on her face, trying to not let my eyes rove down her body. She wore her dress loosely, buttons nearly popping at the top as her breasts lay across her chest like a couple of watermelons. Gosh, they were huge.

I gulped, biting my lip. “Er, he said you were going through a tough time . . . ma’am.”

A small smile formed on her luscious lips. “I’m sure he got more specific than that.”

“Yes, he, um, said you were going through a tough breakup.”

She grunted. “Yes, I caught my boyfriend—now my ex-boyfriend—in bed with another man. Two other men, in fact.”

My eyes widened, face turning beet red. “Oh my—”

“Not what I expected, either, let me tell you. The men he was with were our gay best friends. I guess they were a little more friendly with my boyfriend than me. I should have seen it coming.”

I squirmed where I stood. Not knowing what to say, I went with, “I’m so sorry, ma’am. That sounds . . .”

“Sounds what, girl? Hot. I know.”

“My name’s Claire, ma’am,” I said, trying to sound stern but still echoing weakly in my ears. “Not ‘girl.’”

She smiled, propping herself up on her elbows a little. “Ooh, I like it. She has a little bit of spine.” Her eyes narrowed. “Okay, Claire, and what did Brandon tell you to do for me?’

I scanned the room, desperate to find Nicky, but he must’ve retreated to the kitchen or something. I was all alone with this powerful woman.

“Master said we should do, um, anything you want. Whatever you wish.”

Her eyes brightened with an unreadable but excited expression. She was enjoying poking fun at me, seeing me squirm and get more and more uncomfortable.

Dang it, Nicky, where the heck are you?! Save me from this strange, sexy woman!

“Master,
 ” she scoffed, repeating the word. “I see Brandon has created his own house of little sluts, hasn’t he?”

I took a step back, thrown off. “E-Excuse me, Mistress Bates?”

“Don’t act coy with me, Claire.
 ” She sat up to rest against the back of the couch. “Are you one of Brandon’s girly boys?”

I frowned. “N-No. Full-fledged girl here, ma’am. Er, woman—full-fledged woman.”

“Ah, yes, I can see it now. A young and cute one, too. You can’t hide those fat bouncy tits from me, no matter how hard you try.” This coming from an older woman who had tits the size of Thanksgiving turkeys.

Okay, this was getting awkward. I should have expected Brandon’s friends would be as perverted as he was, but this was something else . . .

I blushed furiously, trying to get smaller in front of her. My confidence was shot when I stood in front of this intimidating minx.

She spread her legs a bit and lifted her dress up to her knees, then beyond, slowly showing me some nicely tones calves and smooth, syrupy thighs.

I took a deep breath.

“Come here and eat me out, Claire,” she demanded.

I thought steam would shoot out of my ears I was so embarrassed. “M-Ma’am?”

“Stop with the ma’am shit and get your cute ass over here. If my ex is gonna cheat on me with other guys, then goddammit I’m gonna see what it feels like to swing for the other team, too.”

I’d never done anything like this, but I somehow felt myself growing wet from her dirty words. She was
 hot, and clearly horny, and I was pulled in her direction by a force stronger than my own. My feet were moving on their own, heels going click-clack, click-clack
 on the tiles.

I looked up and saw Nicky standing behind the couch, out of Naomi’s sight, his body flush up against a doorway like he was trying to hide. He was staring at me with wide eyes, and I gave him a desperate look, but he just gave me a small head shake.

Dang it, I’m on my own.

Naomi’s dress rose up to her wide hips, and her legs spread in a V with her feet still on the ground. “What are you waiting for, honey? On your knees.”

I went to my hands and knees and crawled toward her like a dog.

She wasn’t wearing panties under her dress, and her throbbing pussy lips stared me right in the eyes. She was wet and leaking on the expensive sectional cushion, darkening the light color of the sofa.

I inched closer, and when I was finally near enough, her hand cupped the back of my head and yanked me closer.

I yelped, my blonde hair grabbed in fistfuls as the woman forced my face against her muff and moaned aloud, her head rolling back on her shoulders.

Naomi’s slick juices lathered my face, and I got a whiff of her sweet pussy and body—

The fingers of my right hand retreated beneath my skirt and flicked my panties aside so I could twiddle my pulsing clit.

I closed my eyes and stuck my tongue out, and touched the warm appendage against her warm cunt. When I finally let my inhibitions go and speared my tongue forward to probe her pussy, she let out another long, drawn-out moan, her voice throaty and deep.

“Ahh, fuck yes, that feels nice,” she said, tone velvety in my ears. “Eat my cunt like a buffet, little girl.”

She shoved my head harder into her, the hem of her dress falling over the back of my head. Both hands now guided my skull and forced me forward, until my nose was rubbing up against her clit and my tongue was hilted inside her.

I snorted, trying to breathe, but all it did was give me a whiff of her wetness and salty sweat.

I whined as I ate her out, trying my best to do something that I had no experience doing.

But judging by the lewd sounds coming from Naomi, she was enjoying it.

And now I was enjoying it too, fingering myself madly, drawing out those slippery squelching sounds as I played with myself.

“You young girls are so fucking horny!” she exclaimed, no doubt listening to my palm slapping against my pussy.

This was your idea, you crazy whore!

Her big legs wrapped around my back and she rode my face with all her strength. She was a bigger, taller, stronger woman than me, and I stood no chance against her—

Plus her experience turned me on.

A minute later, she was lifting me up by my armpits, and I scurried over to the couch on my hands and knees, my eyes wide and red-rimmed.

“Oh, don’t cry, sweetie,” she said, wiping my cheeks with the pad of her thumb. “You’ll love this.”

“L-Love what, ma’am?” I asked. My face was covered in her juices, and her body kept twitching, telling me she was close to orgasm.

So why did she make me stop?

She turned me around and threw my skirt up around my hips, then stuffed her face in my ass.

My eyes bulged as I felt my panties cling against my butt cheek and her tongue rimmed my asshole.

Ohh! That’s why!

She sniffed and snorted and laved my butthole with all the experience of a master, and I couldn’t help but squeeze my legs together, cheeks pressing against her face.

“You’re so sweet, Claire,” she said, coming up for breath. Then she was diving back in with her tongue and lips, kissing and prodding, and I forced my ass backward against her, twerking against her face as she ate me out.

Her fingers jammed in my pussy and fiddled inside, her tongue slurped up my clit and sent shockwaves of electricity through my body, and her nose bulged inside my anus.

I came, unable to take the multiple points of force—and then she was pulling my body back onto her bigger, fluffier one.

“Oh my gosh!” I cried, my body trembling from the aftermath of the explosive, sudden climax.

She raised my skirt again and then angled me on my side, lifting one of my legs into the air while the other slid over her thigh.

Naomi scooted forward, slanting sideways, and our fleshy thighs rubbed together. Then our juices were touching and our throbbing pussy lips met like two atom bombs going off—

And we were scissoring on the couch.

The mistress was in control, grabbing my body like a needy slut, turning me into her toy. My toes curled in my heels above her head, and she hugged my thigh with both arms, using it as leverage as she started rutting and writhing into me.

The friction made me spurt all over her, covering our bellies with my lady juices.

“Yes, Claire, yes!” she cried out.

I wailed, putting my hands to my head to try and stop the horny thoughts from inundating me and taking over. But I couldn’t control them, and then I was writhing like she was, both of our chests bouncing and jostling around in our respective dresses as we scissored like two sexy lesbians.

“Cumming!” she wailed, and I chewed my bottom lip and nodded, clenching my eyes shut.

We both came, tangled together, and our bodies went tight against one another. Our sweaty parted legs stuck together for a moment before she rolled me off her.

With my breathing labored, I looked up from my back at her, my bosom rising and falling.

“Next time I’m going to peg you,” she said, nodding breathlessly. “That sounds like a good time, right?” She brushed some strands of blonde curls out of her face, fixed me with a knowing grin, and I simply gulped and nodded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress Bates.”

“Call me Naomi, sweetie. And that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

I shook my head fervently. “No, m’am—er, Naomi. It wasn’t bad at all.”

She shrugged and chuckled. The closed-off expression I’d seen before on her face was washed away, replaced with a mellow vibe. “I mean, I could use a fat dick to plug me up, but you’re a hot little number. Good job, girl.”

I took a deep breath, then smoothed my dress back over my legs. “Thank you. You’re, uh, very good at that, Naomi.”

“Well, honey, I’ve had a lot more experience than you.”

“R-Right. Of course.” I bowed my head and slowly rolled off the couch. “I should get going and make sure the rest of the house is sound.”

“Oh, I’m sure they’re fine,” she said. “And don’t worry, Claire. I may be more experienced, but I’ll catch you up to speed.”

She gave me a wink and I slunk off, body trembling and my legs wobbling like a poor baby doe who never stood a chance. 
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Chapter Three
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I
 headed upstairs without
 a destination in mind. I wasn’t thinking right and my head still felt fuzzy and shocked, and I just wanted to get away from that perverted woman.

What I’d just done was hot, no doubt, but it also made me feel shameful and slutty—which weren’t the worst things to feel.

I mean, my gosh, Naomi Bates was just as dominant and controlling as Master Brand! No wonder they got along so well . . .

Were all rich people like this? Did they all have these depraved kinks that they needed to satiate, and just assumed their underlings would go along with them?

Because Naomi told me she’d had a boyfriend. So was her making me do all those things to her and scissoring me her way of trying to one-up or rain on her ex-boyfriend’s parade? Like, was I just a tool for her vengeance—not that the boyfriend would ever find out—but for her own peace of mind?

It made me shudder to think of myself that way: as a tool used for other people’s sexual exploits. It was like I had no agency of my own; no willpower or control.

My life was not in my hands.

Is that really what I wanted—no matter how much Brandon was paying me?!


I could walk out that front door right now and never return,
 I told myself.

But I knew I wouldn’t. Because the truth was, I was just as horny and curious as the rest of the people in this household. We were like our own little cult-orgy-sex-cult or something. No one needed to know what happened behind these expensive doors . . .

No wonder Brandon Law lived such a reclusive life. If people knew he was having sex with people half his age—young chaste girls like me and brats like Jamie who had just reached adulthood—he would probably lose all of his sponsorships and deals. He would be ruined.

Or would he?

Was this the kind of thing that happened at wealthy parties and stuff, behind closed doors?

I had to imagine so. I’d heard of politicians’ sex islands and such, where all matters of depravity were acted out behind closed doors.

Now, I had a firsthand experience of what that felt like . . .

And rather than turning around and abandoning it all, I found myself heading up the stairs, gaining control of myself, and looking around for Master Brand.

Halfway down the hall of the west wing, the full function of my legs and brain finally came back to me. I walked a bit straighter, but I was still unbelievably wet down below, and I hadn’t even pulled my panties back to their normal position.

I was letting it all hang out, but I didn’t care.

I didn’t expect my normalcy to last for long—not this late in the day. Once things got going, they always rocketed off into the atmosphere in a hurry, leading me straight to oblivion of the best sort.

I heard a low groan down the hall, inside one of the rooms.

Stopping for a split second, I took another deep breath and steeled myself for whatever awaited me.

I poked my head past the open door of the bedroom where the sounds came from, and sure enough, shenanigans were afoot—

Brandon Law was fully reclined on the bed, head propped up on a pillow with his bulky, strong arms behind his neck in a relaxed position.

And Jamie was between his legs on her belly.

While Master Brand still wore his sharp, beige tailored suit, his legs were splayed, his fly was down, and his big thick cock was jutting up into the air.

Jamie’s face bobbed on that cock, and at the edge of the bed her legs were bent at the knees and kicking up into the sky, dangling absentmindedly.

“Stop kicking your legs like you’re a dumb bimbo licking a lollipop,” Brandon grunted, “you’re blocking the TV.”

My eyes bulged and focused on that thick shaft, the girth and veins setting me on edge once more.

Jeez, and I just came so hard downstairs . . . and now this? When will I catch a break?

Like I said: once the rocket took off, there was no landing in the imminent future. It just kept going and going into the atmosphere . . .

Brandon moved his hand and cupped the back of Jamie’s head like Naomi had done to me. He forced Jamie’s head down, and despite the bratty maid having a powerful gag reflex, she did end up choking on that thick slab of meat protruding up into her facehole.

Happy tears ran down Jamie’s cheeks as she throated as much of Master Brand’s cock as she could. The bangs of the pixie hair sort of blocked the view of her eyes, so I couldn’t see if they were actually happy tears or if she was just sad or if it was a result of getting her throat punched by that cock cannon.

I suppose it didn’t matter, because she seemed to be enjoying herself. She was kicking her bare feet like a dog wagging its tail, showing her satisfaction. Her big ass jiggled from her movements, especially when Brandon grabbed her head and took control.

His fingers moved through her short hair before clamping down, and then he started moving his hips back and forth. His cock speared forward at an odd angle, and god was it hot—

I started fingering myself again, unable to control it. Brandon was just too sexy and naughty to stop, whenever I saw him doing something to one of us maids.

And we all loved him for it. That’s why we bowed and kneeled and kissed the ground he walked on, because he was good to us and made us feel special. Wanted.

His other hand fell on Jamie’s head and he was no longer watching TV now. His focus was on the face he fucked, and he started rutting more vigorously, grinding his hips and bulging Jamie’s throat with the throat-dicking.

Jamie put her dainty palms on Brandon’s hips, pulling down his pants even further by the belt and waistband, and grabbing on for leverage. Her body shook and writhed, feet kicking helplessly as she probably needed to come up for air.

Master Brand was cutting off her esophagus with his facefucking, and now it looked like it was becoming dangerous and impossible to stop, like a moving train.

The locomotive of Brandon’s cock tore into Jamie’s gullet, and everything looked sloppy on her face: mouth, eyes, nose. Redness coated her skin like a blemish, but it was just her flushing . . . I hoped.

It could’ve also been her suffocating.

“Sinclair, get in here,” Brandon growled without glancing at the doorway.

I gasped, hand flying to my throat. I could smell my own pussy on my fingers as it lingered, and I scrunched my nose.

How did he know I was standing here?!

“I can always feel you spying like a little ninja,” he said with a humorless grin. “You’re as sneaky as you think you are.”

“S-Sorry, Master Brand.”

“Did you satisfy my friend? Did you make Naomi happy?”

I nodded profusely. “Oh yes, sir. Very happy, I think. She’s quite . . . a mouthful.”

He let out a throaty laugh, and Jamie moaned and groaned on his cock, voice muffled and impossible to hear. He could take nearly all of Brandon’s thick cock, but I had no idea where it was all going.

“Then get your skinny ass in here and help your coworker out,” he spat.

“S-Sir?” I questioned, fiddling my fingers in front of me.

He finally turned to face me. “I said get on your hands and knees, on the bed, and squeeze between your bestie. You have some cum-filled nut kegs to gargle.”

I nodded obediently and headed inside, not bothering to close the door behind me. Everyone in this mansion was either in the middle of getting some, or ready to get some, so there was really no point in hiding my modesty or trying to act coy and shy.

I just needed to man up and march in there with a gaping mouth and an open mind.

So I did.

* * *
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I
 LAY NEXT TO JAMIE
 in a comfortable position, smooshed in between Brandon’s muscled thighs on one side, and Jamie’s warm body on the other.

My pussy was soaking the bedsheets under me. I had to imagine Jamie’s position on her tummy was less comfortable than mine, because she had a cock squished somewhere under her, but at least it was tiny and probably didn’t hurt too bad.

I licked up a dabble of precum from Brandon’s thick cockhead and dipped my head down, licking my tongue along the length of his broad shaft.

He groaned smiled down at me, the dominant, alpha look in his eyes burning holes through my body and lighting my insides on fire.

Sucking his cock and gobbling his nutsack was all well and dandy, but I really wanted this throbbing, veiny member inside me, stretching my tight snatch apart and ruining me for other men.

But it wasn’t my call to make. I was his obedient slave—his pet—and I would do whatever he wanted. If he needed a good little throat-toilet for his copious load, so be it. I would be his cumdumpster.

Jamie nudged my head forward, and then I felt her tiny fingers braiding through my hair, fixating on the roots.

I groaned, and with sudden force my head was launched down onto Brandon’s cock. My eyes widened, my throat bulged, and I had to force my neck muscles to open up to let in his girth, or else I would have been suffocated.

I struggled to breathe as he clogged up my windpipe with his huge cock, thick as a Coke can, and now I could feel every popping vein and throbbing surge as his dick plunged into my throat.

I pulled his cock back toward me—probably an awkward position for him because it didn’t look great to bend a penis forward like that—but he didn’t complain. Plus, I needed a better angle and vantage with which to suck him off.

While I bobbed my head on his cock in a blur, trying my darnedest to get him off, Jaime gently kneaded and squeezed his balls, fondling his fat package and rolling his fingers between the leathery creases and hair.

We worked as a team—and when we worked together, we were always better than alone. I knew that for a fact, and Brandon was getting harder and harder in my mouth.

Hyperventilation was close, I could feel it like a nagging auntie, and there was nothing I could do with Jamie pushing on my head and forcing me to deepthroat Master Brand’s entire shaft. I got as far down to the base as I could, but then I slapped my hand against his thigh and Jamie’s hold on me loosened up.

I came up for air with a wheezing gasp, croaking and coughing, spit and precum drooling out of my mouth.

“Brandon, I like the girl in your squad,” a voice said from down the hall. “She shows . . . promise.”

I glanced over to see Naomi Bates standing in the doorway, her dress flattened against her curves like I hadn’t just been eating her out and scissoring the tall woman just minutes before.

“Ah,” she said flatly. “And I see she gets around.”

Brandon smiled and shot her a nonchalant glance, even though his cock was out and flopped over my head at the moment, covering nearly my whole face with its wideness.

“Yes, Naomi, all my maids show promise.”

“I see you’ve built yourself the harem you always wanted,” she said, leaning against the doorway and folding her arms under her massive tits.

She just watched, and I burned with embarrassment, but that heat cycled down to my pussy and turned me on. The voyeurism and exhibitionism was something that got me off, and I found myself nearing a climax as I stuffed my hand under my belly and slithered my hand down to finger my wet cunt once again.

Boy, this was a long day, and it wasn’t even sundown yet. You mean I have to stay in this house
 all night while this debauchery takes place?


Yes, please!

Brandon grabbed the base of his cock, then pulled my head back and angled me just so. He stuffed his broad cockhead in my mouth and I clamped down with both lips.

I started blowing him as he held his conversation with Naomi, as easy as if they were talking about the weather.

“Yeah,” he said, “and I know my team is a little . . . unorthodox.”

“I’d say,” Naomi scoffed. “What’s so special about the skinny one downstairs?”

Brandon’s voice went gruff. “Perhaps you should find out for yourself.”

I couldn’t see with the dick gagging me, but Naomi’s silence said everything. She was curious.

“Or, I mean, you could join these two down here,” Brandon said.

Jamie lifted my head up off Brandon’s cock and I felt brain-dead. I couldn’t think straight. Everything was dizzy . . . maybe I’d been down in the cock depths for too long.

She smashed my face into Brandon’s balls, making the billionaire grunt as I licked his fat orbs, and Jamie took the reigns blowing him. While she did, our heads knocked together and we both licked and slurped on his shaft.

I took my position at the base and started fondling his ballsack like the princess had, and they pulled tight together against Brandon’s ass, signaling that he was close.

“No, no, you seem to have your hands full,” Naomi said. “And there’s not enough room between your legs for all of us. I’m a big woman, Brandy, and not as spritely as I used to be!”

“Still just as hot.”

“You’re a doll, hun. I’ll leave you to it.”

With that, she disappeared.

A second later, Brandon gnashed our faces together on his cock and balls and exploded in Jamie’s mouth, his penis pulsating thick ropes of cum that made me jealous.


You dang little bratty skank!
 I thought mindlessly. I wanted that load pumped into
 my tummy!


As it was, I was stuck licking and caressing Brandon’s nuts, trying to stuff them both in my mouth but failing, laving my tongue up and down his crease, while Jamie got all the fun. Even though it didn’t look too fun to be the red-faced, throat-filled, choking little slut at the moment.

And I’m sure Brandon’s guttural cry of climax carried all the way down the hall, reaching Naomi’s ears as she went to see what all the fuss was about Nicky.
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Chapter Four
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T
 he rest of the night
 actually went relatively peacefully. Naomi didn’t try to take Nicky “for a ride” or anything, and the horny woman ate a peaceful dinner with Brandon and then they drank wine on one of the balconies and talked and laughed well into the night.

I could hear their muffled murmuring as I crept off to bed pretty early, eager to see if I could get any sleep in this new house of mine.

While the day had been exciting and hot and heavy, I got all my chores done and now I missed my mom. I knew I had to be a big girl, but this mansion got pretty lonely and airy once the sun set and there wasn’t anything going on.

Luckily, I managed to get some shut-eye pretty quick, because the bedroom I chose had one of the largest cloudy beds I’d ever slept on, and I practically melted into it and drifted off to dreamland.

By morning, it was back to work. I called Mom first thing in the morning, told her I was doing fine, but that I didn’t know how long I’d be taking Brandon up on his offer to be an in-house maid. The money was insane, but I couldn’t be cooped away in here my whole life!

Mom totally understood. In fact, she found it strange that I would have taken the job in the first place. Like, weren’t there better things I wanted to do? Hang out with friends, meet cute boys, find an “actual” job, finish my studies at college, and all that?

I didn’t tell her that getting my pussy drilled was the new love and focus of my life, or that I’d orgasmed about ten times that day, because, you know, Mom.

But she made good points. I was still young and free and could do whatever I wanted. Though the fun and games with Master Brandon were good and eye-opening, he wasn’t my real
 master.

Or is he? . . .

I ate breakfast around a granite, round tabletop in the west wing of the mansion, with Nicky and Jamie. It as where “the help” ate, I guess, but at least we had all the goodies we could have wanted: eggs, bacon, potatoes, toast, thirty million kinds of jam and marmalades.

I even saw Nicky spike his morning coffee with some vodka or something else, and I shot him a disapproving look that he just shrugged off.

“Mind your business, princess,” he muttered.

I frowned.

“Hey, I’m
 the princess,” Jamie blurted, sort of coming to my aid. “She’s the newbie.”

“Wouldn’t I be the newbie, since I’m, you know, the newest here?” Nicky asked. He swept long curls of hair across his shoulder in a sassy way, and I had to admit he had a point.

Jamie just pouted at him.

Brandon and Naomi waltzed into the area a few minutes later, and all of our bodies went taut with suspense. They were both dressed in matching robes, which made me imagine they had
 ended up spending some sexy times together the night before. Or at least slept together . . .

“Morning, kids,” Naomi said cheerily, stretching and giving us all an eyeful of her heavy bulging tits, which looked ready to burst out of her robe if it wasn’t fastened tightly enough around her.


Ew,
 I thought. Don’t call us kids! Especially not after shoving my face against your leaky pussy yesterday and rubbing your clit all over me!


Naomi circled us like a shark, pacing behind our chairs as we tentatively continued to eat. Finally, when she landed behind Nicky’s chair, she put a hand on his skinny little shoulder.

“Is this the one?” she asked, looking over him to Brandon in the doorway.

Our master nodded slowly.

Suddenly I was scared for Nicky, and the constant blinking he was doing showed me he was frightened, too.

The “one”? For what?

“Up and at ‘em, honey,” Naomi said, patting the boy on the shoulder.

“Um, for what, if I may ask, Mistress Bates?” he squeaked.

“You may not. Come on, I have a special task for you.”

Nicky slowly stood . . . but made sure to down his spiked coffee before the tall woman could drag him away.

Jamie and I shared a look once they were gone.

“Don’t worry, honeys,” Brandon said smoothly, his voice smooth and reassuring. “He’ll be fine. More
 than fine, actually. You two should just get to work and . . .”

“Mind our business, sir?” I asked, echoing Nicky’s first words that morning.

Master Brand chuckled. “Exactly. You get it.”

* * *
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B
 UT IT WAS HARD TO
 get any work done around the house because the voices carried through the halls and Naomi had decided to make her display front and center on the same sectional as the day before. She really loved that couch, for some reason. Maybe it reminded her of home.

I heard her voice as I snuck past the living room to make my way to another section of the house—but her words gave me pause.

“What the hell is this?” Naomi said, almost disgustedly. “Brandy told me about you . . . but he didn’t say you were part horse.”

I gulped. Uh oh, that can only mean one thing. Nicky’s about to get used again.


Ever the curious little minx, I backtracked, eyes and ears alert, and poked my head out from behind the hallway.

Nicky had his skirt raised, the hems bunched in his little hands to reveal himself as he stood before the couch and the seated Naomi. The boy’s oversized cock dangled between his legs, close to his knees.

My eyes widened, because that thing never ceased to surprise or amaze me. Nicky truly was a freak of nature—or a force of nature, because I didn’t like to be a bully.

He was short, cute, and hung like a horse, which gave Naomi’s words some truth. His cock started to pulse on its own volition, moving and jumping between his legs as I imagined it getting harder and stiffer and even bigger . . .

I put a hand to my mouth to keep from gawking. He hadn’t seen me yet, and I was positioned behind the couch where Naomi lounged, but I could see the dismay in his eyes.


Don’t worry, Nicky, it’s not so bad,
 I wanted to say, but didn’t want to give away my position. You’ll probably even like it.


“Now then,” Naomi said her voice flat. “Come over here and gape my fat ass with your stupid horsecock, boy. Let’s see if you know how to use that thing.”

And then it was on.

There was some rummaging around on the sofa, some clothes being discarded as I saw Nicky climb out of his skirt and toss the entire garment away and stand naked and pale and skinny and huge before the rich, demanding bitch—

And his cock grew before my eyes, the pillar of giant manmeat curving up toward his belly, making him wobbly-kneed as it stole all the rushing blood from his brain.

He climbed onto the sofa on his knees and his cock wagged like an overgrown tail. Naomi wrapped a hand around the girthy appendage, then ran both palms over it, stroking Nicky until the pink cockhead was angry red and as big as my fist.

God, I really hoped I never was demolished by such a tool . . . and I really hoped I was, at the same time.

A minute later, with Naomi’s legs in the air, I heard her grunt as Nicky went into her missionary.

Like a stupid little slut, I took my heels off and padded around the perimeter of the room, coming to another door so I could watch from a better angle.

Naomi guffawed as Nicky started to move, her words breathless and defying her seriousness. “Pfft, you’re not that
 big,” she said.

“Oh, ma’am, it’s only halfway in,” Nicky said, lifting his head.

A pause.

“It’s only . . . whaaa—”

Then Nicky plunged into her with a rough lunge, his baseball nutsack clapping against her puffy asscheeks with a satisfying slap.

Naomi wailed and threw her head back.

Nicky started moving, thrusting into her, using his little legs as propellers and actually able to stand at a severe 35-degree angle as he pushed her legs back toward her until they were smashing into her gigantic tits.

The smaller young man worked her over good, making her whole body rock back and forth with his momentum, swinging his ballsack and smacking it against her with every vicious thrust.

Naomi’s moans and panting cries carried through the house without a filter, filling the quiet mansion with her lewdness and no doubt alerting everyone else here what they were up to.

I couldn’t help but stare wide-eyed at Nicky’s proficiency. He didn’t say a word—hardly even seemed to be sweating from his pale, skinny body—while the wench attacked attached to his massive cock couldn’t keep from screaming and making an O-face the entire time.

She hooked her legs over his shoulders and then he was giving her a mating press, squatting over the woman and curving his ridiculous cock deep inside her, pushing out her belly and clapping his nuts off her ass with every swing.

“J-Jesus fuck!” she wailed. “You’re like f-f-five times bigger than him! It’s impossible!”

Her words carried into a strangled cry, so it sounded like she was saying “impossibuuuuuul”—

Nicky destroyed her pussy with utter mastery, stretching it beyond recognition until I could have fit an entire arm down her canal once the young man withdrew his cock and left her a gaping mess.

But he didn’t withdraw for a good, looong while.

Eventually, he pulled back, his cock shot out with a raunchy, wet schlorp,
 and he stroked his cockslab with both little hands, aiming his dicktip straight at her stomach.

Nicky exploded all over her, his jizz erupting in a tidal wave that splattered and kept coming, squeezing his nuts up against his bare, tiny butt.

Naomi was a heaving mess, spattered and lathered in jizz, her legs falling all around Nicky. The sofa was big enough for her to recline and stretch out completely, so she basically sunk into it . . .

But then Nicky bent down and ripped her robe open, revealing her balloon tits, her big hard nipples jumping to attention.

“W-What are you doing, young man?” she croaked, still tired for the extravagant fucking she’d endured.

Nicky shrugged. “Master Brand told me to take care of your every whim, ma’am. And you’re still wetter than an ocean down here.”

“Wait, but,” Naomi began in shock, cutting herself off.

When Nicky turned, I was just as shocked as she was to see that he was still as hard as a rock—not an inch of length or girth taken away after erupting in such a huge orgasm.

How is that possible?

“How is that possible?” Naomi echoed, her voice lilting like she was going crazy. “You’re s-still . . . hard?”

Nicky nodded sternly. “Oh yes, ma’am. I can keep going. All day, if need be.”

With that, his little hands smacked onto her thighs and he began rolling her over like she was a giant manikin.

But she went along with it, and then she was on her hands and knees, her massive tits hanging down as Nicky took her robe off and threw it aside to make them both naked.

His cock went into her cunt from behind, she screamed again, and the sex started anew.

Nicky somehow still looked fresh and unconcerned, keeping that stern, I’m-just-doing-my-job look on his face the entire time he doggystyle fucked her and seesawed her body back and forth with his hands embedded in her large, luscious ass.

The size difference was a turn-on—giant Amazonian woman with oversized knockers against tiny American man with oversized cock—but even more than that, Nicky’s resilience was just . . . incredible.

His endurance was something I’d never seen before, and he came all over her again after swinging her giant watermelon tits around so forcefully that they were smacking her in the face and making her cry for mercy.

She wasn’t so high and mighty now.

Nicky’s spunk dripped from her belly onto the couch, and now a new hot load lathered her backside as he pulled out.

She fell onto her belly with a grunt, lying there in a heap of Nicky’s cum.

. . . and then it started again.

He pulled back on her arms, forcing her to her knees like a slave while she faced away from him, and then went on his knees behind her and rammed his cock into her pussy or ass—the low grunt told me it was her pussy, because if he gaped her asshole then she would’ve really
 been crying.

He fucked her like that for a while, and by that time I thought an hour or more had passed and I should really get back to work.

But it was so alluring, watching them, like a total trainwreck. And I couldn’t stop playing with my pussy, and before long I had brought myself to multiple orgasms just by watching the lewd, outstanding activity.

In the position with her arms painfully stretched behind her, with Nicky pulling her larger body into his, her tits really
 started bouncing, and she looked to be in trouble.

She came all over the sofa, a deluge of juices splattering horrifically on the light fabric.

Oh my gosh, that’s gonna be impossible to clean!

Nicky hilted his hung elephant trunk inside her, pumped his load up into her womb with a grunt, and then slid between her legs, his skinny body framed by her calves which were almost as big as his torso.

He thrust up into her and she collapsed forward on her hands, while she was forced to ride him like a bull and her body bounced.

Nicky jackhammered into her from below in sudden staccato strokes, and now her strangled moan gave out the same machine gun sound, and it looked like she was close to passing out.

She tried to shrug it off, sitting up to her full height and playing with her tits as Nicky screwed her in a reverse cowgirl position, but before long she was leaning over and panting while he continued to berate and destroy her poor pussy.

He pumped another load inside her, and I could see her stomach was beginning to bulge, either from the sheer mass of jizz sloshing around in there, or the size of the cock punching into her insides, or both.

After this fourth orgasm, I thought Nicky must
 be done, but he wasn’t.

He walked over to her on shaky legs, stared at her face, and tilted her chin up to face her.

“Y-You’re a monster,” she croaked. “A little big dicked demon.”

“Oh, I’m more than that, ma’am. I’m someone you’ll never forget,” he said easily, with a smile, and then bent forward and kissed her hard on the mouth.

She struggled for a second, then fell into it. Nicky’s cum dribbled out of her cunt on a constant basis . . .

. . . until he filled it again and hugged her body against his.

Now they were both on their knees, with the maid’s curved cock spearing up into her, impaling the woman’s insides and jostling her entire body with every earthquaking, shaking thrust from the smaller man.

They twined together, Naomi squishing the boy’s face between her huge tits so he could motorboat her as he fucked her in that kneeling position.

After blasting her with more cum, she fell on her back and he came at her from on top and behind, lowering his ass against her belly as he gaped her in the opposite direction in the most lewd position I’d ever seen—

He hopped up and down like a frog, pushing his little ass against her belly, with his cock poking down like a dragon’s tail in a way that looked freaking uncomfortable—

And then he finally spotted me in the shadows of the doorway, hiding and fingering myself madly, my entire front side wet and soiled.

He winked at me as he went on his hands and knees and continued fucking the life out of Naomi Bates.

I ran away down the hall, freaked out, and almost ran right into Brandon Law as he was turning a corner.

“Incredible, isn’t it?” he said with a smile.

“I-I’m sorry, sir! I couldn’t stop watching.”

“I know. That’s why he’s so expensive, hun. The young man certainly has a gift.”

I gulped and nodded profusely. Naomi’s moans carried through the hall, ruining anything that might’ve been dwelling between us.

“Well,” I said, choking back a sob as Naomi’s cries turned to sobs . . . then nothing but the rough squelching of her pussy churning like macaroni and cheese. I think she was unconscious now.

I ran a hand through my hair. “D-Do you . . . still like me
 too, Master Brand?”

His face shifted and he tilted his head. “Why, did someone tell you I didn’t?”

I frowned. “N-No, sir!” I cried, clasping my hands in front of me. They were sticky and smelled like my pussy. “I just . . . you seem very interested in Jamie, of course, your Number One, and now Nicky . . . and I’m just wondering if you still have a place for me.”

His hard demeanor broke, softness shining through on his stupidly handsome, grizzled mug. Then he wrapped me in a bear hug and I smelled his lingering scent of expensive cologne and man.


Brandon kissed me on the forehead. “Oh, honey,” he said, “you have no idea. I love all my maids.” There was a promise in his tone. “But I like you especially.”

“Y-You do?” I asked, my insecurity crumbling all around me. My eyebrows shot up.

“Yes, babe. You’re cute and sweet and smarter than these bimbos. You’re something special.”

His voice became gruff, practically purring in my ear as he held me at arm’s length.

“Do you want me to show you?”

I slowly nodded. “Yes . . . sir. Please.”

He led me down the hall, back toward Naomi and the Energizer Bunny that was Nicky, their sexual escapade having carried on for hours and showing no signs of stopping . . .
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Chapter Five
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I
 moaned and slapped
 a hand to my mouth, then turned that hand into a fist and bit down with my eyes clenching shut.

I let out a forceful “Hnngh” and then ejaculated like a rocket ship, spraying a tsunami of juices all over Brandon Law’s face.

“Oh my gosh, sir, I’m so sorry!” I wailed, but my legs trembled and twitched and I couldn’t stop from running my hands over his slicked-back hair.

He was perched between my legs, eating me out deliciously, with his handsome mug coming up and a wry grin on his wet face.

He stood to his full height and presented his thick cock—and while he couldn’t fuck me for seventy-two hours straight like Nicky apparently could—I loved his manly rod more than anything I’d ever seen.

He brought me into his arms, lifting me from the bed, and cupped my big asscheeks in either hand.

I wrapped my legs around his waist and waited for the drop—

And it came a second later, his warm, broad cock sinking into me and making my eyes roll wildly.

I bounced on his cock and he thrust into me, squeezing the feeling out of my buttcheeks and filling me up so nicely, like a dream.

“Y-Yes, Daddy, yes!” I cried. “You’re so thick and big and freaking helllll!”

He laughed at me, or with me, and his voice caressed my collarbone and then whisked into my ears, making goosebumps break out all over my body.

He stand-and-carry fucked me for a good long while, until I was cumming again and he was doing his best to show up Nicky the Sex Monkey.

I bit down on his shoulder and raked my nails across his back, something coming over me like I’d never felt before.

We were alone, we were together as one . . .

. . . and then we weren’t.

Jamie’s little head popped out from behind the doorway, a tiny O on her face.

I wept happy tears as I stared into her eyes and saw her playing with her tiny penis, fingering it like tweezers and stroking herself in the doorway.

Brandon had eyes in the back of his head. He must have. Because he flopped me down on the bed, and my gaping, greedy pussy yawned and called for him—needing to be filled again as the air went out of my lungs and I reached futilely for the dashing man.

“Come on, bunny,” Brandon said without turning. “Let’s show the new girl how much we appreciate her, yes?”

Jamie didn’t need any coaxing. The trap ran in and was practically bouncing with excitement and jubilation, her little hands in fists near her face.

She climbed onto the bed and rolled over me and I couldn’t help but giggle.

I loved that Brandon still called me the “new girl,” even though I’d been cleaning for him for months now. I guess that was my eternal term of endearment: the new girl.

I wanted to be spitroasted like Jamie had been that one time, weightless and skewered between two hefty cocks . . . but I knew Jamie couldn’t handle my weight on his end, and it was a lost cause.

Brandon swept me up into his arms again and I cradled against his broad chest, sucking in his warmth and licking his neck.

Clearly, I was eager to please.

He settled me back on my throne—his huge jutting cock—and I let out a satisfied moan.

Then he moved me closer to the bed and I felt Jamie’s hands dance across my curves, angling down between my asscheeks.

“Oh!” I yelped, as I felt pressure in my asshole, and then a pleasant warm feeling pushing back and forth inside me.

I looked over my shoulder and saw Jamie had joined the fray with all of his excitement, hugging my larger body against his as he sat on his knees on the bed.

I was being doubly penetrated by them, and I closed my eyes and reveled in it. My moans carried like Naomi’s had, and this time I wanted to give her a run for her money . . .

Because it felt so freaking amazing!

Having Brandon’s big dick pumping up into my pussy as his strong, capable arms held me up, while Jamie hung off me like a backpack and thrust excitedly into my asshole . . .

I was drooling, cumming, and frothing, eagerly pulling both their heads to me, having to twist and cavort my body this way and that to please them both and run my hands though their hair.

A shadow crept into the doorway and I looked with wide eyes at Nicky standing there, naked, his cock dripping cum and sweat.

My Lord!

Brandon waved him in. “Get in here and shower this girl with your love like you showered Naomi with it, boy!”

Nicky nodded and walked in, his anaconda cock flapping wetly against his legs.

Brandon said, “Is she going to be all right?” and I thought he was talking about me for a second.

Nicky nodded and dispelled that belief. “Miss Bates is taking a nap. In fact, she has been for the past thirty minutes.”

“Yet you kept fucking her?”

He shrugged nonchalantly. “She wanted me to, sir. Told me ‘not to stop, under any circumstances.’”

“How many times did you cum inside her?”

“Twelve, I believe? Six times on her body and six times inside.”

Brandon chuckled, his head turned.

I put his chin between my fingers and spun his shocked face around. “Hello!” I cried. “I’m still sitting on your you-know-what, Master!”

He grinned mischievously, kissed me, and started bucking his hips once more.

When he threw me on the bed this time, it was with the understanding that this was going to be epic—

All three guys crowding over me—well, two guys and a bratty princess. All to myself, their cocks shaking and inundating me with spunk and the manly scent of their arousal.

“You see, newbie?” Brandon said darkly. “You’re not going anywhere.”

And it was true. I guess I needed a fourway orgy to understand it . . . but I belonged here, and I was
 cared for.

Yes, the money was great . . . but it was the extra benefits that really sold this job as the billionaire’s maid.

They used my body like a fleshlight, like a ragdoll, and I had all my holes stuffed and stretched at nearly a constant basis.

At one point, I had a cock in my ass, pussy, and mouth, plugging me up at all ends, and I didn’t even know who they belonged to—

Well, that’s not true. I knew Jamie’s little microcock was eagerly pressing into my butt like a Cheetoh. Nicky had gaped my pussy and made me unusable with his oversized bitch-breaker. And Master Brand had control of my mouth.

I raised my legs on my back and took it all in—took the boys for all they were worth.

“Gosh, I love this freaking job!” I wailed, climaxing over and over again.

They sprayed their spunk over me, drowning me in heavenly jizz, and made me feel loved—like I was the center of attention.

And for about an hour, I was.

Our limbs were mangled together, entwined, until an innocent bystander wouldn’t have known where one of us ended and the next began.

But let’s be real: There weren’t any innocent bystanders here.

At Casa Brandon, you were either part of the feast or you weren’t there at all. We were secluded from the rest of the world in our own lewd, lascivious ways, and there was no one to stop us or tell us what to do.

It was just pure pleasure, all the time, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way—

I wouldn’t have wanted to pop my cherry or be transformed into an eager slut for my master any other way.

And when it was all over and I was a soaked mess, the bedsheets practically ruined with the combination of pee and sweat and cum, I just stared up at the ceiling for a long time, smiling broadly.

“You see, Claire?” Brandon asked, and I did see. “Do you understand where you belong now?”

I nodded, trying to catch my breath. Someone was still sucking on my nipples and I had no doubt it was Jamie, always eager to please and get off on some lecherous act . . . the perfect bratty princess that thought of pleasure and nothing else.

“I do, Master Brand. I know I belong here, with you.” I stretched my arms out wide and patted the back of Jamie’s head like a baby. Nicky was sitting in a corner, panting, his floppy cock snaked between his legs as he rested his chin on his knees, and he finally looked tuckered out. One would hope so.

I shot them all my best smile, and it made them grin with understanding.

“I belong here with all
 of you.”

~
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The End

... or is it?

~
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And check out other hot, steamy books by Bella Beaumont that are in a similar category as “The Billionaire’s Maid”:

~

This series about a young man finding his way as a sissy, and the hung femboy who turns him into one:


Making a Sissy: Books 1-3


~
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This young hot college athlete has had enough of her boyfriend, and now she wants her cute classmate or her macho, dominant professor:


Triangle of Lust: Books 1-3


~
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This mother can’t stop watching her family having sex, even though she knows it’s taboo. Especially when it comes to her hung son, all the rules get thrown aside:


The Taboo Voyeur: Books 1-3


~
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The Author



B
 ELLA BEAUMONT IS FROM
 San Diego, California, and currently lives there.  

If you would like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com

Stay tuned for the next part of this steamy saga! And if you liked this one, please take a moment to post a review on Amazon!
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