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M
 aster Brandon Law
 was out of town on a business trip.

He had allowed me, Jamie, and Nicky to stay as long as we wanted in his grand mansion as long as we kept the place cleaned up. It was hard to turn down an offer like that, because I could be my own person here without anyone telling me what I could or couldn’t do—aka my mom.

Also, I was starting to get surprisingly close to Jamie and Nicky, and considered them my best friends now. Jamie, at least, was my bestie. She was a cutesy, sassy princess and I knew I could learn a lot from her, even though we were about the same age.

In fact, I’d learned a lot during my time at Master Brand’s abode, working as his maid, just by being there. I had come in as a chaste, innocent young woman with my whole life ahead of me—just starting college and blossoming into my own woman. Now, I was a seasoned sexual pro, thanks to all the raucous escapades with Master Brand, Jamie, and Nicky.

It had culminated with my recent foursome involving all of them, where I’d learned that being a mindless cumdump for a bunch of horny people was possibly the best feeling ever. Having their cocks penetrate my every hole had shown me what a sexual deviant I was and I wasn’t even sorry for it.

Needless to say, I had come a long way. My sexual awakening had been fierce and explosive.

On just my second day on the job, Jamie had fucked my ass with her cute tiny cock before I’d even lost my virginity, because Brandon wanted to keep me chaste for himself.

And when Brandon had finally stretched my pussy with his girthy fuckrod and sent me into a spiraling crescendo of orgasmic bliss, it had been everything I’d hoped for and more. That first time with him had been truly pornographic, and it had only gotten worse—or better, really—from there.

By the time Nicky came around—the skinny, long-haired femboy with a cock that belonged on a horse—I was already well attuned to my body.

After spying on Nicky demolishing Master Brand’s age-old friend, Naomi, who was a voluptuous MILF of the highest, richest caliber, Brandon had shown me true euphoria at the hands of all three of them.

They made me their cum-covered mess, and it should have probably made me feel worthless and humiliated. But it had the opposite effect.

For some reason, knowing all three of these lovely people enjoyed my body and thought of me as such a hot slut gave me a forbidden sense of agency. I was all of theirs,
 and it gave me power. On the outside, I was a pretty young thing with long slender legs and an innocent face and vibe—heck, I didn’t even curse in public. But on the inside I was a horny succubus with a gutter-mind that showed no signs of relief. It was just who I was now.

Sure, I was just one of the maids, like Jamie and Nicky, but I think Master Brand was starting to see me as something more.

At least I thought that before he went on his business trip . . .

Now, I wasn’t so sure. I was starting to have doubts. 

“Do you think he actually wants
 us staying here?” I asked Nicky the day Master Brand left, while we cleaned the theater together. It was a large room with a gigantic silver screen and stadium seating filled with plushy chairs that could recline with the touch of a button. Truly some boujee stuff, but I expected nothing less from a billionaire like Brandon Law.

Nicky shrugged. He wore his cute French maid dress like the rest of us, though his was a bit more tapered at the waist and longer at the hem, to make up for what he was hiding beneath it.

“I dunno,” he said, his voice surprisingly low for someone so small. Though I was tall for a girl, he was about five inches shorter than me and only an inch taller than Jamie, which made him truly petite for a boy . . . in all places save one.

He had a boyish charm about him, sometimes, but more often than not he kept to himself unless he was forced to do some egregious lewd act for his master. Which was pretty common.

But he was a man of few words, if he could even be called a man at this point. I definitely knew him the least out of everyone at Casa de Brandon, and it was something I was hoping to change. If we were going to be working together and humping like bunny rabbits all the time, I sort of wanted to know more about my partner.

He was sweeping up an aisle on the far side of the room from me. Before Master Brand had left for his trip this morning, he’d had a few people over the night before and they had made a mess of the theater room. It was going to take a lot to clean it, which is why we both worked on it, but we had nothing but time . . .

And hopefully time for me to get to know Nicky a little better, rather than simply as the huge-cocked, low-voiced little angel boy who could turn devilish with the snap of a finger.

I knew Jamie well because she loved to talk about herself. She was a gossiper and sarcastic and a joy to hang out with, while Nicky almost seemed . . . depressed.

We couldn’t have that at Casa de Brandon.

I swept up the side aisle between some chairs, eyes to the floor, and tried again. “Well, I mean, do you think it’s a test or something? To see if we can behave while he’s gone?”

We had all decided to stay here during Brandon’s trip, even though it wasn’t mandatory. I had a feeling Jamie and Nicky didn’t really have anywhere else to go, which made me sad to think about.

Nicky tilted his head, lifting his eyes from the floor. He had beautiful, big almond-shaped eyes that were also the color of almonds, and worked perfectly in sync with his long, curly . . . almond hair.

He was my adorable little almond boy, and I intended to find out more about him while we had this time together. Jamie was in another part of the house, presumably, so . . .

“It could be, actually,” Nicky said. He ran a hand through his hair, tossing it over his shoulder. Then he fixed me with a lingering smirk that did something to my insides and made my knees draw inward. “Maybe he has cameras set up all around us, watching our every move.”

“What!” I squeaked in alarm. “No way! I have to believe Master Brand has a little more faith in us than that. Why would he have cameras? To make sure we don’t, like, steal anything?”

Nicky chuckled. The swishing sound of his broom picked back up. “No, dummy, to make sure we don’t get into any funny business without him here . . .”

“Funny business?” I asked, narrowing my eyes. Then my cheeks flushed even deeper and I quickly returned to my sweeping as it dawned on me. “Ah, yes. Right. He’s not a big fan of that when he doesn’t give the orders.”

“It’s typical of control freaks like Brandon.”

I was about to correct Nicky to call him Master
 Brandon, but I didn’t want to sound like a goody two shoes. I mean, it wasn’t my job to correct the other maids on what they called him . . . and if he had cameras set up, he’d find out, right? Then he could exact his punishment as he saw fit.

“I still think it sounds creepy,” I said. After a brief pause with only the gentle, relaxing sounds of our brooms working on opposite aisles of the room, I said, “D-Don’t you, Nicky?”

I looked up at him, my voice meek in my own ears.

He was staring at me, and it nearly made me wilt. I don’t know how someone so small could have such a commanding presence, but I attributed it to his deep piercing gaze and knowing expression on his face—like he’d seen some stuff
 in his day. Even though he was probably only a year older than me, which would peg him at nineteen or twenty, he had a confidence and swagger and look to him that made him seem far older sometimes. An old soul, I guess.

It was pretty attractive and alluring, almost like he
 could be a daddy dom if he put his mind to it. Or cared.

That was another thing about Nicky—he didn’t seem to really care about anything.

Why was that?

“I’m used to sexy older men using me for their benefit, newbie,” he said, his lips a thin line. “So, no, I don’t find it that creepy. If anything, it’s expected.”

Now what did that
 mean?!

A bit startled, I stammered for a second. “O-Oh, well I haven’t seen anything out of the ordinary yet. I think I’d notice some newly set-up cameras, don’t you?” I cleared my throat. “And also, uhm, I’m sorry to . . . hear about that. With you and the older men, I mean.”

He chuckled. “Oh, don’t be. I like it.”

Reeling back, I said, “You like being an object for older men’s desires?”

He nodded. “It gives me a sense of . . . authority, I guess. Like I control the keys to these people’s every desire. It’s hard to explain.” He went back to his sweeping.

“No, I think I get it.” I scratched the back of my head, feeling a little embarrassed. “Because I think I’m starting to feel the same way. Even when all four of us, um, you know . . . were together.”

“That was hot.”

“Yeah, and I also felt like a whole new person.”

“Like you were finally ‘awakened’?” he asked.

I smiled at him. “Oh, that happened a while ago,” I said with a small laugh. “This was more like I was finally . . . ‘enlightened.’”

We kept our gazes on one another for a moment, but I couldn’t read his face. Nicky’s poker face was unflappable. Was that desire in the glint of his eyes? Was he about to charge over the seats between us and ravage me right in this dark room? Because in this moment, I probably would have let him.

Then he cleared his throat and went back to his sweeping, suddenly bashful. It was totally unlike him.

I stifled a gasp. Does he have a crush on me? Or am I looking
 way too much into this?
 I had a tendency to do that.

Minutes passed in awkward silence.

Eventually, he made a little sound in his throat. I looked up and saw him glancing at the big silver screen behind me on the wall.

“So, um, what’s your favorite movie?” he asked.

I flashed a tiny smirk, then hid it. It wasn’t exactly the most challenging ice breaker, but it was charming that he tried.

“Oh, I dunno,” I said with a shrug, racking my brain. Hmm, maybe it’s more challenging than I thought.
 “I like all types: sappy stuff like The Notebook,
 but also action stuff like James Bond and Bourne.
 I guess my real guilty pleasure would be old school paranormal flicks like Interview with a Vampire.
 Can’t get enough of young Tom Cruise and Brad Pitt! And I love Anne Rice books anyway.”

I let out a small laugh, feeling a bit vulnerable after rambling, and noticed Nicky had been intently watching me the whole time. My cheeks darkened. “Why do you ask?”

He shrugged, then gestured around us. “Well, we’re in a theater.”

We went back to our sweeping, and before long we were finished. I had to wonder what sort of tricks Nicky had planned, because he didn’t seem like the type to just let sleeping dogs lie.

Outside the theater room at the top of the steps, daylight streamed in and I squinted from the harsh sun abruptly coming in from the floor-to-ceiling windows.

“Ha,” he said awkwardly, putting a hand over his eyes to shield them. “I feel a bit like a vampire right now.”

I chuckled. Cute.

We stood there for a second, not sure what to do.

“I guess I’ll take the outside pool and you can get the bedrooms, then?” he said, his voice unsure.

I nodded succinctly and watched him start to leave.

My pulse spiked erratically, and I wondered what was coming over me. “Or,” I said aloud, making him stop when he was a few feet away. He slowly turned to regard me. “We could, like, work on the pool together?”

His beautiful lips slowly curved into a grin.

“If you want, I mean,” I said, turning away from his soul-piercing gaze. “Unless you want to be alone or—”

“No,” he interrupted. “I would like that, newbie.”

* * *
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I
 FOUND OUT QUITE A
 lot about Nicky over the next couple hours, and surprisingly, Jamie didn’t interrupt us a single time. I actually started to wonder where she was in this giant house, but didn’t think to go looking for her.

Once I actually got Nicky talking, I realized he had a way with words that kept my attention rapt. He had lived a difficult life, it sounded like—much more so than mine.

Yes, Mom and I hadn’t really had money, and it was hard being a single mother raising me, but I wasn’t exactly a hellraiser . . .

Up until this job, I had been quiet, reserved, and altogether a good girl. I still felt like I was, actually, I just had a darker side that needed to be satiated at times. Some call it hormones, I call it lustful whims. Having guys to placate your needs at every turn, whenever you needed or wanted . . . it did something to a girl. Made me feel wanted and special.

But Nicky had grown up as an orphan in a place called Bakersfield, out east.

“Yeah, growing up as a bisexual twinky guy in Bakersfield wasn’t the best,” he told me. “Lots of meth and assholes out there. I guess they kind of go hand in hand.”

We were finishing up the pool area and about to move to the BBQ grill area and the covered pergola lounge. From there, we’d move inside to some bedrooms on the second floor, and perhaps the indoor pool down below.

“And being an orphan on top of it, I grew up with some pretty rough people,” he said with a shrug. His slender shoulders bounced in his puffy-sleeved dress.

“Jeez, Nicky, I’m so sorry,” I said. “That sounds awful.”

“It’s okay. You get used to it. I learned to protect myself, at least.”

I smiled at him. “I’m sure you did.”

“I’m small but fiery, I learned.” He chuckled. “Though I got my ass kicked more times than not.”

My smile turned into a frown. I didn’t even know what to say to that. I couldn’t imagine being a sweet little skinny dude who got picked on all the time for his size, because I’d never imagined something like that. It hadn’t been a problem.


Perhaps it’s where he learned to mold his dominant personality,
 I wondered.

He saw me staring at him oddly, and said, “Don’t start to feel sorry for me, newbie. I turned out fine.”

“Yes, you did.”

We paused. The tension was palpable in that moment, and I was just waiting for him to make a move.

But to my dismay, he didn’t. He nodded and cleared his throat in that cute way, then moved onto the next room.

I felt frustrated.

I was starting to like this boy. We’d had a sort of “shoot first, ask questions later” mentality up until now—except it was “fuck first” for us—but now he was growing on me.

But he was shyer than I imagined. In the bedroom, he was a monster—I’d seen it firsthand before feeling it myself, when he’d dominated a much older Naomi and reportedly cum in and on her a record twelve times. Like, how was that even possible?

Outside of that, however, he still put off the timid, uncertain vibes of a much younger man. Nicky was a mystery—an egg I couldn’t wait to crack.

But maybe I’d have to make the first move.
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Chapter Two
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T
 hat night we all ate
 together, and it was nice. The three of us were young, dumb, and full of cum, but we kept it respectful that first night without Master Brand’s supervision and guidance.

I think we were a little awkward around each other, and it was adorable. Before now, our time had either been spent cleaning the house or fucking like animals. Now, it was like we were all trying to learn how to live on our own, at the same time, which meant learning about one another.

We were basically three roommates in a massive, oversized mansion that we had no business being in. Brandon had given us that.

We actually slept in different rooms that night—I mean, why not, when there were about fifty of them? I tossed and turned, then ended up fingerbanging myself to sleep with the image of the first time I’d seen Nicky in his entirety . . .

Brandon had taken the smaller, skinnier guy and jammed him up against one of the floor-to-ceiling windows, having him face outward so they were looking out into the city. Any voyeur or unfortunate neighbor would have had the pleasure of looking at Nicky bouncing on Brandon’s thick cock through the window, lifted in the air like a sack of potatoes by both of his skinny thighs.

And they would have seen the monstrous python between Nicky’s legs swinging around like a helicopter blade before getting huge and hard and slapping against his flat belly as Master Brand had his way with him.

Ugh. It had been such an alarming but hot thing to witness.

The next morning, we ate some cereal then went back to cleaning. At this point, the house was pretty much spotless, but we were
 getting paid to be here, so it would have felt wrong to just slack off and do nothing all day . . .

. . . or would it?

Jamie went off to do her own thing and left me wondering what was going on with her. She hadn’t been her cheery, sassy self recently, and I hoped things were okay.

“Theater room again?” Nicky asked me with a sly grin.

I shrugged. “Why not? Got nothing better to do all day.”

It’s not like invisible imps were going to the theater room at night and causing a ruckus, throwing popcorn all over the place—it was exactly how we’d left it, which was clean as heck.

But I wanted to keep spending time with Nicky, so I agreed.

When I pulled back the curtain and walked into the room, a loud sound made my heart stutter.

I looked up to see a movie playing on the giant screen.

My brows furrowed as I tried to piece together the familiar dark landscape playing on the wall, medieval and gothic looking . . .

Then a smile pulled at my lips as Tom Cruise, aka the vampire Lestat de Lioncourt, appeared in front of the camera looking like a yummy, pale snack.

With a toothy grin, I turned to Nicky, who was shrunken and blushing.

“Nicky! You little weasel. How did you find Interview with a Vampire
 so quickly? It looks great on this screen.”

He shrugged. “I have my sources.”

He sounded like a shady drug dealer, but it just made him even more endearing.

“Want to sit for a while and watch?” he asked shyly. “We have all day to clean.”

“Sure!” I said immediately, and jumped over to the center seat in the center aisle—my favorite spot in any movie theater. 

I reclined my seat a little, and Nicky took his place in the chair next to me.

It was so dang relaxing and sweet of Nicky to do this. I couldn’t believe it.

I put both my arms on the armrests, and even though I loved the movie, I couldn’t stop glancing over at Nicky. He had such a pretty, gorgeous face, with a severe jaw line and clean-shaven look. He was keeping his eyes tilted up at the flick, but seemed squeamish, like he was preparing to do something drastic and just waiting for the right moment.

It happened about an hour into the film, right around the time I was starting to feel antsy. My mind had been whirling, because I sort of wanted to lean over and kiss the femboy on the lips.

But he finally made the first move—and it was a light one.

With my right arm resting on the armrest, he gently grazed his hand over my skin, making goosebumps pop up all over. I shivered in my chair and became wet between my legs.

His fingers were small and spindly, but warm. As they dragged down my arms, the hair on the back of my neck stood on end.

I made a little gasping sound, and within seconds Nicky’s hand was moving further down—from my shoulder, to my side, my ribcage . . . he was skirting the issue around my dress.

When he finally cupped my heavy breast, my nipples hardened and poked against the fabric of my blouse.

It had sort of become tradition to wear the French maid outfit while we worked, even though Master Brand wasn’t here to dictate to us, and it wasn’t necessary.

I think we all secretly liked how we looked like good little worker bees for our manly boss in those dresses . . .

And the fabric was thin, so it didn’t take long for the hard nubs of my nipples to protrude through the white, soft linen.

My mind went fuzzy and I lost track of what I was watching. Pointy teeth and hot pale men. Yes, that was it.

But a wandering hand feeling the heaviness of my round breast, cupping it at the bottom, made me melt.

I leaned over to the right and slanted my lips over Nicky’s, before I could change my mind.

Even though his lips were thin—not full like Jamie’s puffy lips—they felt nice and tender, and his essence was sweet and minty.

I breathed him in, eyes closed, and when I opened them, they wandered down to the flatness of his own dress . . .

And I could start to see the snake come to life, nestled against the inside of his left thigh and growing by the second.

My breath caught in my throat.

He pulled me closer and swirled his tongue around mine, claiming my mouth and making me his.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off the growing length of his cock, as it started to bulge his skirt lengthwise. Somehow, his panties must’ve been keeping it snug against his thigh, but from the sheer size of his dick I thought they’d snap eventually.

He took my hand from his cheek and put it down on his lap, and then I could feel the warmth of his cock pulsing from beneath his dress.

Showing me the motion he liked by guiding my hand, when he pulled away I began rubbing his cock up and down the huge shaft, while also rubbing my palm against his skinny thigh.

Granted, this was all over the clothes, but it felt almost lewder doing it like this.

And that’s when the tip of his cock poked out from beneath the hem of his dress, pretty damn near his knees.

Jesus Christ this boy is too big.

It was a shiny, fist-sized cockhead that bulged free, while the rest of his cock stayed clutched to his inner thigh, giving him a total third-leg appearance. A kickstand. 

I curled my fingers along his length, wrapping the fabric of the dress around it. He leaned back with a groan in his chair, reclining like he was sunbathing at the pool.

He wasn’t watching the movie any longer, but rather seemed to be staring up at the ceiling.

The muscles on his skinny neck went taut, and I felt his shaft bulge.

I rubbed faster, caressing his giant tool and bringing my other hand to help because I was getting tired. It took a lot of elbow grease and arm strength to jerk Nicky off.

With both hands massaging his inner thigh and the massive cock between his legs, I sucked in a bit of drool pooling at the corner of my gaping jaw.

He smiled at me and I blushed heavily.

“Close,” he said with a grunt. “Faster.”

I massaged quicker, until it felt like my palms were going to get rug burn from the vigorous movements along the outside of his dress—and I could only imagine how it must’ve felt on the inside
 !

His whole body flexed, and he gripped the ends of the armrests hard enough that his knuckles turned white.

I looked down and his bulbous cockhelmet jerked a few times, lathering pre-cum near his knees.

His cockhead bounced up an inch from his leg, lifting his dress—

Then it fired ropes of hot cum out from his pisshole like a hose and stole my breath away. His shotgun blast catapulted with an amazing trajectory that sent the jizz splattering into the seatback of the chair in front of him, probably five feet away.

His hands moved from the armrests to fall on top of my hands, then made me clamp down on his cock.

More surges of cum shot out from his dick and it seemed the jolting orgasm went on forever—seven, eight, twelve spurts.

The seatback in front of Nicky looked like a rushed painting, the thick whiteness mixing with the red velvety seat and dripping down.

My eyebrows were up to my hairline, and I just stared in wide-mouthed shock at how much cum erupted from Nicky’s cockhead. I had to imagine it was those enormous balls of his that he kept tucked away . . .

When he finally finished, I sat back in my seat, panting, and started fingering myself. He moved his hand over to help, then lifted my dress and starting fiddling with my wet folds.

His spindly fingers plunged into me in an instant and he had three of them stuck inside, hooking and probing me and making my mind go blank.

I spread my legs a bit so he could get in there and rummage around, and when his palm flicked across my clit it sent electric shocks through my body. I jerked on the reclined seat.

“Fuck it,” he groaned, then stood.

When he did, I was caught unawares again—his cock lifted up inside his dress, tenting it out a foot from his body so he looked like a freaking pyramid.

He wriggled his small body in front of me, then surprised me by hopping up on the spacious seat where I sat.

I glanced up at him, shocked, his skinny thighs straddling my torso.

Then I was abruptly staring up at two enormous avocado-sized testicles, swinging dangerously close to my face.

“S-Still hard,” I moaned, biting my lower lip. “After all that?” My eyes veered to the mess of splooge coating the seatback.

“Of course,” he said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Takes a lot to wear me out.”

“My Lord.”

“Now then,” he said, and his tone had completely changed. He was no longer that shy boy, but a commander of lust. His hands gripped his cock as he pushed aside his dress, showing me the full wondrous underside of his long donkey dick. “I’m going to plunge this down your throat, newbie, so I can fill you up with a little brunch. Okay?”

I gulped and simply nodded. How was I supposed to say no to that? I was already close to cumming from his fingers and my own, and as he straddled my shoulders my hands went back to playing with myself, so damn wet and hot below.

He mounted my face, tilting my head back by the chin, then giving me a few gentle slaps with his baseball bat cock.

I moaned and purred into his tool, and when he rested his huge balls on my face, I licked them. Then I kissed them and lathered them with spit and tried to fit the smooth orbs inside my mouth, but it was futile.

He was short enough so he just had to bend his knees a little bit, and then he was hovering over me, his hands on the seatback behind my head.

He aimed his cock for my lips, and I stared up at him with wide-eyed wonder, then took a deep breath before his sticky cockhead kissed my lips.

A forceful squat from the boy parted my lips like the Red Sea and then I was tasting his sweet, salty essence, the cum still dribbling from his cock from minutes before. It trickled down my throat, and I realized I’d given Nicky a dangerous position—head tilted up, throat opened . . .

A perfect fleshlight for his oversized cock.

And he used my throat to his advantage, plunging down and forcing that massive bitch-breaker to blow apart my neck muscles as it surged down my gullet.

I sputtered and coughed, and his balls drooped over my chin.

My eyes immediately watered and I felt them getting red and clouded with tears.

He was just so damn big and girthy and long, and after his cock shot past my taste buds and he started fucking my face, there wasn’t much I could do or feel.

I was a toy for him to use until he was finished with me. I felt amazing and came at the thought, my legs quivering as my knees knocked inward from the harsh throating.

The hem of his dress fell over my face, and then I was covered in darkness all around. If anyone came in to investigate, besides the lewd squelching sounds it probably would’ve looked like Nicky was awkwardly trying to lean over the chair to pick something up from the aisle behind us.

He started humping my facehole slow at first, trying to get as much of his cock down my maw as possible.

When he quickened his pace, the lewd, wet sounds coming from my throat were utterly disgusting and lovely. I sounded like a duck mixed with squelching macaroni and cheese. 

He grunted and growled as his cock drilled my throat over and over again, until it felt like his dick was so deep inside me it was about to touch my stomach.

I could hardly breathe. Then, I couldn’t breathe, and I started to panic.

My face turned red and hot. The exertion was too much. He wasn’t letting me up for air.

Oh my God, he was going to kill me with such a vicious throatfucking.

“She went out doing what she loved: deepthroating a boy’s overgrown meat pillar.”

My throat muscles constricted around his girth, and that’s when I knew I was in trouble.

He pulled up suddenly, withdrawing from my throat with his gargantuan dick, and I gagged and lurched, a wallop of cool air, spit, and precum rushing into my stomach. I had to catch myself so I didn’t throw up my breakfast all over his heavy dangling balls.

He gave my sweaty face a gentle slap, and I smiled helplessly at him.

Then he moved the ring of his dress from around my face and said, “We’re not done, you know.”

I nodded. “I-I know, Nicky. I . . . I just needed a quick break.”

He nodded, running the pad of his thumb over my cheek.

Then he was squatting over me again in that sword-swallowing position, and his cock jetted back down my throat.

This time, his balls swung mightily against my chin with loud plaps that echoed through the theater room, hard enough that I thought I’d have two peach-sized bruises on my neck for days afterward.

The sound of my cracking jaw and the blood rushing in my ears drowned out whatever was happening on the movie screen behind him.

His dress was ringed around my face again, and I loved being under there like his personal fucktoy.

His hands fell on my shoulders and I had to imagine he was hugging my head against his torso now like a monkey, grunting and ramming down into my useless body until I felt like I was going to explode.

His hands moved to my neck to gently trace the bulging outline of his cock as it speared my throat.

He impaled me over and over, and then I felt the turgid swelling of his cock expand my throat even more, until I looked like a stork. I grunted and snotted all over his shaft, frothing spit and precum.

Then the first blast of spunk shot down my esophagus straight into my belly, and it was thick and creamy and delicious.

More viscous strands of semen shot into me and my eyes rolled back in my head as I came from the throatpie.

My whole body rocked on the chair, and I had to place my hands on the armrests to ground myself.

As he bucked and fucked my face, my palms moved to cup his small asscheeks against me, urging as much of his cock down my ruined gullet as I could take.

I was starting to feel full from all the cum shooting into my stomach, and when he finally pulled back this time, I was a panting, heaving mess. My mascara was running, my face was sweaty, and his ball sweat coated my cheeks and rose up into my nostrils to short-circuit my brain. Despite his stature, his musk was heavenly and completely manly.

He hopped off the chair with a groan, then stood in front of me and the dress was pulled from over my eyes, like a lifting veil . . .

. . . and he was still freaking hard.

“H-How,” I breathed raggedly, in little more than a whisper. “How is that possible?”

He shrugged nonchalantly, his elegant shoulders rising. “I was just born this way, I guess.”

“Lucky bastard.”

He chuckled. “I can tell you’re worn out though, if your leaking pussy is anything to go by.”

I looked down absentmindedly and noticed he was right—a pool of darkness soiled the seat between my legs, and I could hear drops of my juices plopping onto the floor.

But on the contrary! I was just getting ready for a hard plowing and—

“I need to go to the bathroom anyway,” he said. “But this was fun.”

He leaned forward and kissed me one last time, tasting his own spunk and stench that still wreaked havoc on my face.

I just let him have his way with me, letting his tongue slap mine aside and take control.

My thoughts still weren’t all there. I felt brain-dead, dizzy, and on the verge of passing out. But I desperately wanted my pussy to be filled by him . . .

“O-Okay,” I told him, stuttering as he pulled away from me. My heart thundered in my chest. I blinked a couple times and looked at the mess we’d made. “I guess I’ll start cleaning the room again while you’re gone . . .”

He petted the hair plastered to my head. “That’s a good girl.”

Then he was leaving me, and I felt like a used up cumdump—just like I wanted.

On the wall, the movie’s ending credits were rolling through.
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I
 t took me a while
 to wind down after the vigorous facefucking at the hands of the hung femboy Nicky. With such an impressive package, I had a feeling he could do what he did to me to anyone he came across. Big or tall, short or small, man or woman, Nicky had the answer to your horny problems and could make you feel like a million bucks.

Heck, he’d just done it to me without even penetrating me!

Even though I came twice during the whole ordeal, I desperately wanted to be filled still. I kept replaying the scene in my mind: the way he’d taken control and jumped up on my reclining chair before pouncing on my face.

Annnd I was wet again.

Jeez, once I got going these days, there was no turning off the spigot! Not until I was a gaping, cum-drooling mess, anyway.

When the credits ended some time after Nicky had left, and I still sat on the chair with my legs spread like I was at the gynecologist, I looked around with a furrowed brow.

“I . . . guess he’s not coming back,” I muttered to myself as the screen went black.

It had been super sweet of him to somehow play Interview with the Vampire
 on the big screen here, after learning it was one of my favorite movies the day before.

But what the heck? Where’d he go?

With a heaving sigh, I gingerly stood from the chair. The cum on the seatback in front of Nicky’s chair stared at me like disappointed father, and I probably should have cleaned it up before it dried . . .

But I was too curious.

I exited the theater room, leaving it worse than when I’d come in to clean it, and started wandering through the house aimlessly, my head on a swivel.

I sighed, scratching my head.

“Nicky?” I called out, my voice raspy in my throat. I hadn’t used it in a while, and it still felt airy and loose after the femboy’s dominant performance.

“Jamie?” I said after receiving no response.

I climbed a set of stairs to the second level, and that’s when I heard muffled pants coming from a bathroom near the top of the stairs.

My heart sank, as I recognized both voices—one high and whiny, the other low and brooding.

The door was ajar, as suspected. We all seemed to have a voyeur kink, so at any given time you could be passing by one of the bedrooms and find people vigorously fucking, which was a good way to cheer up someone’s day. Even better when the passerby became involved.

Nicky was standing behind Jamie, his skinnier body snug up against Jamie’s remarkably fat ass. The girly princess was naked, her maid outfit tossed on the ground, and she watched herself in the mirror, eyebrows arched helplessly at the brooding boy looking over her shoulder.

I stood at the door with my head in the opening, eyes wide. The only way Nicky’s hips could have been flush up against Jamie’s body like that—

Then that tremendous cockhead poked through Jamie’s thick, lovable thighs, confirming my belief. Because there was no way Nicky would’ve been able to fit his entire anaconda in Jamie’s tight asshole, plus, the femboy loved to thighfuck those pillowy legs.

Jamie had her thighs squeezed together against the warm girth, and it looked lovely. Her tiny balls straddled the huge shaft that pushed through her thighs. The penis size difference was just appallingly hot between these two, and they seemed to get off on it just like me.

And the other body size difference between the diminutive maids was equally sexy: Jamie with her curvy, voluptuous body—no doubt due to some estrogen treatment—and Nicky’s skinny, lanky frame up against the sassy princess.

But Jamie wasn’t so sassy right now. She was whimpering, her little clitty getting hard to its full two or three inches from the warm rod spearing her legs right below the curve of her buttocks.

“Don’t get jealous, princess,” Nicky said in little more than a whisper. If his voice raised the hairs on my
 neck from this distance, I could only imagine how Jamie shuddered against that warm breath.

“I-I’m not. Wasn’t.” Jamie sounded unconvincing.

Nicky snorted. “I’ve seen you moping around the last two days.”

Jamie made a mewling sound as Nicky’s thundercock impaled her thighs again, the friction making her body wobble as Nicky held her in place by the shoulders.

“I . . . Claire’s my
 best friend,” Jamie whined. “Or at least I thought. But she’s been spending an awful lot of time with you. That’s all.”

I wanted to barge in and yell “I am
 your best friend, Jamie!” but I was stunned still. So that’s why she’d been acting all down and out, I guess.

It hurt my heart, but also made me feel good and important inside.

“Yes, she’s been spending time with me because she’s addicted to my horsecock, bunny.” Nicky laughed lowly. “Can you blame her?”

“N-No. I guess not. Hey—”

“What?”

“Are you gonna ravish my ass or not? All this teasing is making my cock drip all over your shaft. And I can feel all the lube on your cock . . .”

“That’s not lube,” Nicky said, nibbling on Jamie’s earlobe and making her shiver. “That’s your best friend’s spit.”

Jamie gasped, and I bit down on my knuckle. 

A second later, while she was still thinking about that, Nicky roughly bent her over the countertop and put her head down in the bowl of the sink.

Nicky lowered Jamie’s fat ass a little bit, slapped the jiggling flesh, and then guided his cock inside Jamie’s tight starfish.

Jamie cried out, her voice echoing down the hall.

My fingers snaked down between my legs and I started playing with myself as I watched.

Nicky took Jamie without mercy, slamming his cock deep inside the princess’ rectum and stretching it wide open.

My jaw dropped. It was just so forceful and didn’t look like it could’ve felt that good . . . but Jamie was crying and moaning like a bitch in heat.

Her whole body jiggled as she was fucked up against the counter, hands grabbing the edge of the marble top.

Nicky spanked Jamie, the femboy’s huge balls swinging like weights between his skinny legs. He kicked Jamie’s feet out a little to give the trap a sturdier foundation, and then sank back into Jamie’s asshole, deep and abrasive.

I was dripping wet, my juices rolling down my thighs. I went to my knees in the doorway—they still hadn’t noticed me, and from my side angle I didn’t think they were about to.

It was so hot watching them fuck like rabid animals, I lost myself to an orgasm within minutes.

Yes, I was a bit disheartened that Nicky had left me like a used up fleshlight in the theater while our movie ended, but knowing he had come up here to immediately satiate Jamie and continue plowing . . . it was also a turn-on.

The endurance and stamina on this skinny lad was just insane.

Jamie spurt cum all over the hard floor between her legs, her prostate sufficiently abused and smashed.

When Nicky finally pulled out of Jamie’s ass, the hole he left behind was huge and yawning, and Jamie’s knees were shaking. Her legs looked wobbly and ready to give out.

Nicky turned the princess around with a quickness, so they faced each other, and then stuck his tongue down Jamie’s throat for a minute while he held her up.

Jamie moaned and just as soon as she was ready to close her eyes and really get into the kiss, Nicky pulled away, teasing her once more.

Her eyebrows shot up and Nicky abruptly turned around . . .

. . . facing me straight on.

Our eyes locked and my breath caught in my throat. My cheeks flushed pink as I was knuckles deep in my own pussy at the moment.

He knew I was here watching the whole time!  

Nicky took Jamie’s head and forced the princess to her knees, his eyes never leaving mine. “Treat me like your daddy and stick your tongue in my sweet asshole, princess.”

“Y-Yes sir,” she said. She still hadn’t seen me yet, as Nicky’s body was blocking her vision, and now as her face squeezed between Nicky’s small cheeks, I had a feeling she’d never see me.

Nicky groaned and backed his little ass up against Jamie’s face, no doubt humiliating the princess in the process.

Jamie’s cock was still hard, jutting up from between her legs like a mini banana. Her hands reached between Nicky’s dress and hiked it up, revealing that huge hard cock still dripping precum all over the floor.

“Yes, that’s right,” Nicky said. “Milk me for all you’re worth, Jamie.”

I licked my lips as his cock was revealed, and then both of Jamie’s hands were wrapped around the huge girth, gliding up and down as she ate out Nicky’s asshole.

God, what a mortifying experience it must’ve been for Jamie . . . and utterly erotic at the same time.

Her chubby little fingers tugged and caressed Nicky’s cock, which stuck down between his legs toward his knees like a dragon’s tail.

With our eyes still locked on one another, Nicky squinted, lines showing on his smooth face as his muscles went taut.

I could only imagine how nice it must’ve felt to have his asshole tongued and dick jerked off at the same time.

Then he exploded, his cockhead expanding and showering the floor with hard, audible slaps of cum, over and over again, his fat balls tight against his thighs until he was standing in a puddle of his own jizz.

Jamie was knee-deep in the white muck, and I came as I watched them, closing my eyes.

A moment later, I heard Jamie’s weak voice. “N-Newbie? What the hell! How long were you sitting there watching?”

My eyes shot open, and I could hardly look her in the eye after her cute face had been shoved inside Nicky’s ass crack just moments before.

“Oh,” I said, shrugging like I didn’t even know where I was. “I, uh, just got here.”
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T
 o say that day two
 without Master Brand being home was a bit lewder than the first day would be a massive understatement. I suppose us young horny people could only wait so long before we were balls deep in each other’s asses, screwing on every piece of furniture in Brandon’s lavish abode.

Following Jamie’s egregious ass-gaping and subsequent rimjob and milking session on Nicky, the skinny femboy made the princess crawl around on the bathroom floor and lick up his thick cum with her tongue.

Jamie was well and surely humiliated, but she seemed to love every second of it, and after she was done gulping up Nicky’s floor spunk, she was rewarded with head pats and light spankings.

I felt a bit frustrated that I still hadn’t gotten my
 holes blown open, but beggars can’t be choosers. I didn’t want to seem desperate to Nicky, who had clearly become the de facto dom and master of Casa de Brandon while our real daddy was gone.

Also, our little session in the movie theater room had been super hot and steamy, so I couldn’t be totally bummed out. At least one of my orifices had been fucked raw—my facehole and throat—and was still sore and tender much later into the night.

Jamie and I worked on dinner together without too many words between us. In the post-fuck clarity, I think Jamie’s shame was starting to wear on her, and she couldn’t look me in the eye. After all, I had watched her crawl around like a dog on all fours and lick Nicky’s cum off the floor. So, she had reason to be embarrassed.

But it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary for this household, and I knew it was something we would get past! I guess I was just an eternal optimist.

After we all ate together, I hoped Nicky would want to hang out . . . or maybe Jamie . . . but they were both tired.

I went to bed still frustrated and was forced to fingerbang myself into oblivion again, this time lifting my legs in the air and bending them at the knees as I worked myself over.

By the time I was ready for the big dildo Jamie had lent me weeks before, I was nearly fisting myself and spraying juices all over my bedspread.

I moaned and panted in the night, my tits bouncing heavily as the bed creaked and I slammed the dildo into my needy cunt. Then I removed it to slap my pussy and rub my clit in rough circles so I could spray more lady jizz all over the place.

I felt drained and dehydrated after my orgasmic tirade, and my sheets needed a thorough cleaning. I ripped them off the mattress and decided I’d just use another room to sleep for now.

Before going back to sleep, though, I decided to get some water from the kitchen. I pulled a robe over my naked body and tiptoed down the hallway to the stairs leading to the first floor. I didn’t want to wake up with a headache after loosening myself like a fire hydrant.

I had the vague fantasy going through my mind that someone would be waiting in the kitchen to defile me and shove me up against a counter to tear my robe off and have their way with my young pussy. Maybe they’d even fuck my ass with a mighty cock and make me scream into the night, waking up the other maids. 

But there was no such luck.

With a harrumph, I downed the glass of water then poured more into the glass before starting to head out of the kitchen. I turned the light off and as I was ready to make my way to the stairs, I heard a creak—

The sound of the mansion’s front door opening and then softly closing.

I poked my head out from behind a wall to see a tall, shadowy figure making their way through the dark foyer, toward the living room. I recognized the gait and stature immediately, and gasped.

A head swiveled at my gasp and I let out a little squeak before scurrying back behind my wall and hiding.

“Newbie, I know it’s you,” the low, rumbling voice called out in little more than a whisper. I let the words roll over me, the velvety sound running deep through my veins. “You’re not half as sneaky as you think you are, you know.”

I slowly popped my head out from behind the wall again, my eyes wide and helpless. “I-I’m sorry, Master, I just didn’t expect to see you so soon.”

Brandon made a grunting sound in his throat, and my libido was already firing. I squirmed underneath my robe, reveling in the soft heat of my naked skin as my thighs rubbed together. “And are you pleased that I’m home, or unhappy?”

“Oh, very pleased, sir,” I said obediently. I still hadn’t shown myself from the wall, and my hair was hanging around my face in the dark.

“Come here,” he said, gesturing at me with two fingers. I desperately wanted those thick digits deep inside me. “Let me take a look at my favorite maid.”

With a sharp inhale, I said, “Your . . . favorite, sir? Do you mean it?”

I stepped out from behind the wall, cautiously cupping my glass of water. It sloshed around near the rim due to my shaking legs—not shaking from fear or anything like that, but because I was nervous.

But I knew Brandon would never hurt me. Not unless I asked him to.

He nodded as I approached, then took my glass of water and placed it on a nearby table. “Let’s keep that a little secret between us, yes?”

I nodded diligently. “Yes sir, of course.”

He stood next to the couch in the living room and put his briefcase on the sofa. He was dressed in a tight tuxedo that hugged his body and made him look like a billion bucks. Every inch of the fabric was perfectly tailored to accentuate his bulging muscles and body, tapering off near the waist before billowing out at his sturdy thighs and bulge.

Dang, and he also hasn’t shaved in a couple days, so I can almost run my fingers through that five o’clock shadow . . .

His eyes roved over me, drinking me up, and I felt vulnerable and dizzy just from his stare. And increasingly wet.

“That’s a pretty robe,” he said. “Where did you find it?”

I shrugged. “One of the closets. I’m not sure, exactly. It might have been Naomi’s.”

He put his hands on my shoulders, gently moving aside the robe so he could cup my shoulder blade and run his fingers down to my collarbone and the tender skin above it next to my neck.

I wilted in his big hands.

“Did you like Naomi, Claire?”

I nodded, gulping. “Y-Yes, sir.” I closed my eyes and leaned forward, until my head was inches from his chest, and I could’ve bitten his bulging pec if he would’ve let me. But I wasn’t about to do anything without permission first.

“She was, uh, interesting,” I added. My body started to warm to his touch, his fingers dancing to the top of my back and the muscles there.

He chuckled. “Naomi has always had boy troubles because she’s a man-eater. She fucks the life and money out of them and spits them out, and they don’t know what to do.”

Well, it had seemed like Nicky fucked the life out of her
 , but I wasn’t about to disagree with my daddy. I was just happy he was home. Instead, I said, “Do . . . do you know what to do, Daddy?”

He cupped my head against his chest, finally, and I breathed in his essence: refined, manly, with a hint of embers, like he’d been around a fire recently. “Of course I know what to do, darling.”

With that, he lifted the hem of my robe and cupped my bare ass with both hands, his fingers digging deep into my cheeks with a hard grip.

I moaned and grinded my body against him, feeling his hard bulge press against my stomach.

And a moment later, my robe was flopped to the ground.

“But let’s keep that a secret as well, shall we, sweetie?” he said.

I nodded, unable to say words anymore. I just wanted to melt in his grasp. I didn’t know what time it was—maybe around two, three in the morning—and the purple darkness coming in from the huge windows wasn’t going to tell me.

And I was okay with it, just being in the moment.

With a grunt, he lifted my body like I weighed no more than a feather. His hands cupped my thighs and then he spun me and sat me down on the top of the couch seatback.

I balanced precariously on the top of the sofa, legs splayed around him, dangling off the back of the couch. I didn’t want to fall backward onto the cushions, but it wouldn’t have been the end of the world if I did . . .

I just loved watching his body move, and there was something about being naked while he was fully dressed that made me wetter than a waterfall.

He parted my legs a bit further so he could squeeze in between them, then felt around my pussy while his other hand held my backside so I wouldn’t fall.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him close, moaning in his ear as his fingers pinched my clit and then curved inside me.

A moment later, I heard a telltale zip, and looked down between us to see his huge cock jutting out from the hole of his slacks.

My breath caught in my throat and he leaned forward and kissed my forehead, then crashed his lips over mine.

I was breathless when he pulled away, his rock-hard cock emanating heat and lust, the big cockhead dangerously close to my engorged pussy lips.

“What do you say, my dear?” he asked lowly.

The hairs on my neck sprouted up. “P-Please, Daddy. Please take me.”

“Oh? You want me to fuck you this late at night, even though you were just off to bed?”

I nodded profusely, clamping my lips shut.

“You really are a horny little mouse, aren’t you?”

I kept nodding, as I would agree to anything he said right now as long as he thrust that big fat dick inside me.

I was startled when he did, so suddenly it stole my breath and made my heart jump to my throat.

I looked down to see his cock halfway inside my cunt, stretching my lips apart with its girth.

He groaned in my ear and I stifled a moan, and then he was moving, his powerful hips bucking.

I clamped my legs around his waist and let them rest on his firm, strong ass, while my hands circled his neck.

Brandon’s arms were an iron band around my back so I wouldn’t fall, and the whole couch jostled as he thrust into me, his cock easily sliding in because of all the fluids soaking out of me. And yet, his thick shaft still spread my walls and molded my canal to fit his cock.

When he lifted me from the couch, I clenched my pussy muscles around his cock and clamped down, and he groaned before swinging me away from the couch, into the air. The weightless feeling overtook me and I jerked on his cock, trying to hold back an orgasm.

I moaned, trying to stifle it but failing, my voice carrying through the high ceiling and long hallways of the mansion.

We fucked in utter darkness, with only a bit of moonlight shining in through the floor-to-ceiling windows.

It was glorious, and just as I had dreamed when I’d come down to the kitchen for water.

But Brandon was being surprisingly sweet to me, despite his usually dominant personality.

Perhaps it was because we were alone, and he was showing his true colors. Either way, I enjoyed the heck out of it, and hoped I’d get to see more of this side out of him in the future.

He bounced me on his cock for at least half an hour, until my sweaty, jiggling body was rubbing up against his clean, slick clothes and crumpling his suit.

Brandon stayed clothed the entire time he fucked me, and there was something dangerously sexy about that, like he was off to work and was giving his girl a morning quickie, but didn’t have time to undress himself.

It was something spectacular, and a daydream I hoped would come true for me in my future.

I wanted to be his, and I wanted it to last. So far, he’d shown no signs of throwing aside his maids like dolls once he got bored of us.

But I knew how rich people could act, and I hoped it wasn’t just a matter of time . . .

My thoughts fled my brain as his thick cock surged inside me and my legs flailed and fell off his ass, just dangling above the ground as he held me in a diagonal position.

I was lifted and useless and airborne, and when he emptied his huge thick load inside me, I just thanked him for the present.

“Yes,” he told me after, flopping my body on the couch to watch me leak his cum out of my gaping cunt. “Just make sure you keep it to yourself, honey.”

“Y-Yes, Daddy. I promise.”

Then I closed my eyes and fell asleep naked on the couch, with my master’s godly spunk dripping out of my pussy for the rest of the night. 




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




Chapter Five
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T
 hat morning, I awoke
 with a heavy blanket draped over my naked body. I looked around and squinted from the morning light shining in through the huge windows.

Then I glanced down and snuggled underneath the covers. Aw, someone came to protect my modesty. Could it have been Master Brand?


I felt a little grimy and clammy, so I hopped up, wrapped the blanket around me like a queen’s robes, and retreated upstairs to take a shower.

After my shower, I put on my maid outfit and checked myself out in the mirror, winking. I was in a chipper mood and so happy to have Brandon home—I didn’t even think I’d be this ecstatic after just missing him for two days.

At first, I thought his abrupt arrival and the subsequent carry-fucking might have been a dream, but when I’d woken up I could still feel him dripping out of me, dried against my thighs.

Stepping out of the bathroom, I jumped with a start.

Jamie was staring up at me, fingers fidgeting in front of her tummy.

“J-Jamie! Jeez, you startled me. What’s wrong?”

She frowned, averting her gaze. “I’m sorry I’ve been distant these past couple days, newbie. And that you had to, um, see
 that yesterday.”

I wrapped her in a tight hug, knowing that my hugs usually made people feel better. “Aw, it’s not a problem, honey. I thought it was hot.”

“You did?”

“Of course,” I said, pulling back and running a hand over her cute pixie bowl cut. “I think I’m just as horny of a minx as you are these days.”

“Impossible,” she declared. “You weren’t the one licking up cum off the floor.”

I tilted my head. “Hm. True.”

She chuckled nervously and took a step back, then cleared her throat like she was about to make an announcement. “Master Brandon is home.”

My heart surged. I tried to make a show of surprise on my face, lifting my brows. “Oh?”

She studied me, eyes narrowing. “You already knew.”

I blushed, turning away. “Guilty. Sorry.”

“There’s no need to lie to me, Sinclair. I like you just the way you are.”

I bit my bottom lip. “Well, that’s good. And I’m sorry.”

“Sometimes I wish I could still be as innocent as you.”

With a sigh, I brushed past her toward the door. “I’m not as innocent anymore as I used to be, Jamie. You should know that better than anyone.”

“Right, I know,” she said, following me to the door like a puppy. “I just mean . . . it’s infectious. And sweet. And I like you a lot.”

The wholesome scene was going to make me cry if we kept talking like this, so I just nodded and opened the door to head down the hall.

I reckoned it was time to get to work.

“Wait,” she said, and I paused in the doorway, turning to face her.

“Master Brand wants to see us. All of us.” The way she said the last three words was foreboding, and it didn’t sound good.

“Any idea what about? It’s pretty late in the morning and I have a lot to clean up from yesterday . . .”

She shrugged. “I dunno. He just said to meet him in the living room. I think Nicky’s already down there waiting for us.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, growing suddenly wary of what was to come. Then I nodded and slipped my arm inside hers. “All right, then. Shall we?”

We walked down the hall like two lovers heading to a magnificent ball, dressed identically in our maid’s outfits. Our dresses swished against one another, and we giggled as we descended the steps and made our way into the living room.

Master Brand was dressed in a robe and looked like he’d just gotten out of bed. The robe hid his excellent features, except for that gorgeous face of his, and I wanted to run my hand through his mop of dark hair. It wasn’t even slicked back like usual.

He was standing in front of the massive TV mounted to the wall. In front of him sat Nicky, on the couch where I’d slept. I cringed, knowing he was probably sitting in my jui—

Brandon’s loud throat clearing broke my thoughts. “What’s with all the giggling?” he demanded, then gestured to the couch where Nicky sat.

We bowed our heads and obediently followed, squishing in beside the femboy until the couch was full.

“S-Sorry, Master,” I said, and Jamie replied in a similarly subservient voice.

His demeanor and voice were completely different than the night before, like we’d all done something wrong.


Uh oh,
 I thought, and in the back of my mind I knew what was coming.

He stood staring down at us like a father about to scold his children for staying out too late when there was school the next day.

I didn’t really want to think of school at the moment, because I’d been neglecting my studies a bit, so I shook my head of the thoughts.

Clasping his hands behind him like a stern drill sergeant, he frowned at all three of us.

“It appears you three have been naughty little maids while I was away.”

Shoot. I knew it.

We all glanced at each other as the guilt danced across our features, no doubt wondering how the heck he knew what we’d been up to.

He spun to his side and clicked on the TV with a remote he held behind his back.

I gasped and slapped a hand over my mouth in sheer embarrassment.

Playing on the screen was a view of the movie theater room, with Nicky standing on the reclining chair, straddling my shoulders and dipping his giant cock into my throat. His dress covered my features, but you could see my legs squirming every once in a while as I fingered myself.

Next view was of Nicky thighfucking and then assfucking Jamie in the bathroom. The tape played and continued, and the three of us ashamedly watched as Jamie ate out Nicky’s cute asshole and tugged downward on his monstercock, before crawling around like an animal and licking up jizz from the floor.

The last view was from a bedroom—a session I must have missed—and Nicky had Jamie in a speedbump position, topping him with vicious, downward strokes from behind, slapping his enormous nuts against the princess’ fat, jiggling ass.

When the replay was all over, our cheeks collectively burned red as Brandon faced us again and clicked off the TV.

“I knew you would do it, if I’m being honest,” he said, a bit more softly. Then his features hardened again. “I’ve trained you that way. And without my cock here to satiate you, you took matters into your own hands. I get it. You’re all young.”

I opened my mouth to cry out and apologize, but Jamie nudged my shoulder and shut me up before I could say anything.

“Still, you must be punished for going against my orders.” He paced in front of us. “You see, it’s not that I’m angry you fucked like rabbits while I was away on business . . . it’s that you didn’t ask permission to do it. And remember what I said about asking?” His eyes fell on Jamie.

The princess gulped, head bowed. “Yes, Daddy. I’m sorry. We messed up.” Her voice didn’t match her body language though—it was almost excited and enthusiastic.

Jamie loved the punishment more than any of us.

“And you two also understand why you must be disciplined?”

Nicky and I nodded, glancing at one another out the corners of our eyes. I sat in the middle, with Jamie to my left and Nicky to my right. They were like my two little armrests, if I wanted to treat them like that, but right now I just wanted to see what Master Brand had in store for us.

We didn’t like to anger him . . .

Or did we?

Bandon walked up to us, reached around Jamie’s body, and the princess gave a sharp gasp as it looked like Brandon was coming in close to kiss her.

Then he pressed a button on the side of the couch and it started reclining with a low buzz, until the back of the couch was flat behind us and it resembled a bed.

He stepped back and sighed. “All of you turn around. Faces down, asses up, in a line. Let’s go.”

I blinked in surprise, but we all obeyed like good little servants.

Once we all assumed the position, I glanced over at my two friends and saw the anticipation on their faces.

“Hike your dresses up and pull your stockings down to your knees, you horny little sluts. I want to see your bare asses.”

We obliged, and I could already feel myself growing wet between my legs. His voice was just so commanding and it brooked no argument.

Cold air hit my ass crack as I pulled my dress up. I could feel my pussy lips engorging, growing tender, while my asshole puckered.

I looked over to my right and saw Nicky’s huge cock flop out from his panties, resting against his thighs.

“Spread your legs,” he said, and his voice was thick was lust now.

I glanced over my shoulder as I heard the ruffling sound of his robe dropping to the ground, and now he stood naked before us like a golden god, his tanned muscles bulging all across his body. But it was only the appetizer, as his large cock thickened and stiffened, rising from his powerful quads.

A second later, Jamie cried out and a loud slap
 rang across the living room. I jolted in place and glanced over, my muscles tightening at the sound.

Master Brand was spanking Jamie’s big round ass, and it only worked to turn me on. Out the corner of my eye I saw the same was happening to Nicky, whose giant cock was lengthening and curving toward the sofa cushion.

“O-Oh my God, Daddy, no lube?” Jamie cried, and I could see under my tits that Brandon was mounted up against her behind, pushing his cockhead against the princess’ tight asshole.

“Not this time, bunny,” he said, almost apologetically.

Then he rammed, and Jamie let out a choked scream. Goosebumps broke out along my flesh, and the next thing I could hear was the pummeling slaps of Master Brand’s ballsack against Jamie’s pillowy ass.

“You need to be taught a lesson, and I can’t make it easy for you,” Brandon muttered, grunting as he pushed down on Jamie’s back and shoved her face into the cushion.

He hiked up Jamie’s ass and the princess squirmed, legs shaking. Then he bore down into the girly’s asshole once more, spanking her behind until her pale flesh was red.

Master Brand grunted some more, bottoming out in the princess’ greedy hole, then pulled back to let her gape. I could only imagine how much Jamie’s tight butthole was yawning from that sudden, intense anal penetration, and I hoped I would find out soon enough.

But then Brandon stepped past me and took on Nicky.

“So, you like being milked like a cow, huh?” Brandon asked, wrapping his hands around Nicky’s massive slab of cockmeat. He tugged down and Nicky let out a whimper.

“Y-Yes, Master,” he said, his small body shrinking inward even as his dick grew.

“You like being thought of as cattle, then? Nothing more than livestock for me to have my way with?”

Nicky was nodding, but not speaking anymore. Utter pleasure played across his tight face, and he bared his teeth as he tried to contain his climax. Precum was leaking from his cock all over the sofa cushion, dripping down the edge.

Then he cried out as Brandon milked him and he shook his little ass.

Brandon placed his cock on Nicky’s fat balls, between the crease, hotdogged them, then slammed into the boy’s tiny asshole, spreading it far and wide.

Master’s cock was still wet from Jamie’s anus, and now it was punching into Nicky’s guts and ruining his smaller body. His skinny thighs quivered and he fell flat on his tummy, so his cock speared over the edge of the couch behind him in an awkward position.

Brandon growled as he ravaged the hung femboy, and before long I could hear spurts of cum shooting out from Nicky’s large pisshole, splattering onto the ground in rivulets. It was loud and powerful, but Nicky’s explosive orgasms were always that way. This was nothing new, but the pleasure on his face was something that I’d never given him before . . .

By the time Brandon moved onto me, I was so close to cumming just from watching my two besties getting drilled and owned, that I could hardly contain myself. Jamie and Nicky were both panting, their assholes loose and gaping, their faces still shoved down into the sofa cushions. Their faces were red with exertion, but small smiles played across their lips.

“Ah, two holes for the price of one,” Brandon said, and then he was holding me like a bowling ball—two thick fingers in my sloppy pussy and another lodged in my asshole.

“I have a feeling you’re the culprit behind all of these shenanigans,” Master Brand said, leaning over me.

“N-No, it’s not true!” I whined. “I didn’t mean to, sir, I promise!”

Tears bit at the corners of my eyes, but my sadness was just an illusion. I was shaking my ass in his face while he fingered both my holes, and I couldn’t wait for him to do his worst to me.

“You and your lewd body . . . your long skinny legs and big bouncing tits. That curly blonde hair and precious smile . . . it’s distracting to my other maids, my little cumslut.”

“I’m sorryyyy!” I wailed.

Then his cock penetrated my pussy in a sudden lunge that made me see stars. I blacked out for a second from the intensity of my walls being stretched, but then everything came flooding back and I sprayed she-cum back behind me like a dog claiming her territory, my squirt splattering against Master Brand’s stomach and legs.

It was a wet, sloppy fucking as Brandon hovered over me and slammed his heavy balls against my soaking wet pussy. I sounded like a running river, but I couldn’t help it! He was just too much!

“I’ll n-never do it again, Daddy, I swear!” I cried, not sure what I was swearing to. I just wanted him to keep his huge cock lodged inside my cunt and ruin me. I wanted him to cum inside me, breed me like a perfect slut, and then piss all over me to mark me as his own. I was such a dirty whore, I just needed Master Brandon to own me and make me his forever.

I hoped he’d never get bored of me, because this was what heaven felt like.

My body jostled on the couch.

Nicky reached over and cupped one of my hanging tits, pinching my hard nipples, and then Jamie took the hint and grabbed the other one.

I groaned and came again, splattering more juicy waterfalls all over the place behind me. It was spraying out at an alarming rate now, and I wondered where it all came from.

I didn’t get a chance to think more on it, because Brandon abruptly pulled out of my pussy, hotdogged my asscrack with his fat dick, and then plunged the wet slab into my butt.

I clenched, eyes bulging.

Nicky and Jamie both caressed my body while my face pressed into the cushion.

Brandon pushed down on my back, forcing himself deeper inside me.

“He’s right, you know,” Nicky said, smiling at me.

I looked at him with unblinking eyes, not even sure what planet I was on. My whole body shook and quivered as another orgasm was on the verge of breaking through.

Jamie said, “Yup, it’s true. You make us all so hot and bothered, Sinclair. I guess I shouldn’t be called the princess anymore, because you’re—”

“Nooo!” I wailed, gripping her hand tight. The slap of Master’s Brand’s balls against my bulbous pussy lips made me explode in another earth-shattering climax. His cock drilled into my rectum and I knew I’d become such an anal slut for this man because nothing that big should’ve fit that easily inside my rear-end.

“It’s not true!” I told Jamie. “You’ll always be the princess here!”

“Okay, fine,” she said, her panting finally stopping. “But you’re the best of us, honey. The most important.”

Daddy hilted his cock inside my ass and my eyes bulged. My hand snaked down to my tummy and I thought I could feel my insides protruding.

“I-Is it true, Daddy?” I asked desperately, cumming again.

He spanked my ass and my cheeks clapped together around his cock. Then he withdrew and air rushed into my gaping hole—

He spun my over onto my back so I looked up at him, staring up at the underside of his cock as he angrily jerked himself off over me.

With a smile, his cockhead bulged like the Liberty Bell and the pisshole expanded—

Then he showered me in thick, gooey cum, all over my face and tits. The strands kept coming and it reminded me of Nicky’s titanic loads. The look on Brandon’s face was one of pure bliss. 

“I love all of my maids equally,” Daddy said, but through the viscous muck covering my eyes, I blinked and saw him wink at me.

Yes, he had told me the night before—I was his favorite!

But we had to keep it a secret. Right.

My body trembled from the aftershock. I had been thoroughly reamed and because I had two holes with which Master Brand could stuff his cock, he’d given me twice as much punishment time as the others.

If that isn’t sure evidence that he cares about me the most, I don’t know what is.

“Now then,” he said when he was all finished. “You three are going to lay like that like proper used up cumdumps, and ruminate on what you did. Yes?”

“Yes, Daddy,” we all said in unison. We were in varying stages of orgasmic bliss, and his words were coming in muddled.

“And then you two”—he motioned to Nicky and Jamie with his chin—“are going to lick all my seed off sweet Claire’s face. Understood?”

They nodded obediently.

I didn’t care what we had to do for Brandon to use us.

I was just happy my master was back.

And we felt like a fucked up family once more.

~
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A
 fter all the raucous
 times at Casa de Brandon, it was time I started to buckle down in school a little bit. I was a freshman in college at a pretty prestigious school in San Diego, UCSD, and for the sake of my momma, I couldn’t get bad grades.

Originally, working as a maid for Master Brand—which was a job handed to me by my mother, mind you—was supposed to help with the bills and pay my way through college, in a way.

We didn’t have much money, and she knew Brandon paid well because he was a freaking tech billionaire and they were old friends. So, she had schemed to get me working for Brandon, and it had become so much more
 than I ever imagined.

I was basically obsessed with the place. Still young and nubile, Brandon had helped give me a sexual awakening that was second to none. I was no longer the chaste, innocent girl I was when I first stepped foot into his lavish multimillion-dollar mansion.

Brandon had introduced me to some other maids who I considered best friends now. More importantly, he’d introduced me to good dick,
 Good sex. Love, dominance, and understanding.

My first time hadn’t been some awkward occasion with an inexperienced boy at a house party when I was drunk and sloppy. Okay . . . it had been pretty sloppy because little princess Jamie had shoved her tiny cock in my ass and came all over the place in seconds flat. But I couldn’t fault her for that, because as she made sure to tell me all the time, my ass was amazing. In my opinion, for such a shorty, she had the superior butt, but this is what I’m talking about—these kinds of lewd thoughts wouldn’t have even crossed my mind just a few months ago.

After Jamie lovingly took my anal virginity, Brandon had taken my real virginity. And I had been transformed. The rest was history.

Since then, I’d become obsessed with the mansion and everyone in it. Since I was the only biological woman in the place, and they all seemed to like me, I’d gotten myself gangbanged by the whole entourage. It had been a masterful foursome and one of the high watermark points of my life.

When Master Brand went on a little vacay, I couldn’t stop the horniness from blooming inside me in the few short days he was gone. I had jerked off the massively endowed femboy maid, Nicky, gotten my throat bulged and fucked recklessly, and then watched as Nicky went and destroyed Jamie’s fat ass.

Then Master Brand came back in the middle of the night, much to my surprise and relief, and fucked me right on the couch, lifting me into the air like I was on a cloud.

After that, he’d put all of his maids in horny jail, because we couldn’t keep our hands to ourselves while he was gone.

The punishment was a reward in itself, though. Brandon had lined us up, asses raised and faces down on the couch, and then taken turns plowing our butts and cunts and making us squirm and jizz all over the place.

It had been glorious, and another session at Brandon’s that I wouldn’t ever forget.

In a few short months, I’d gone from the shy, naïve girl who wasn’t sure about her place in life . . . to the confident, sex-loving woman who embraced my submissive status as Brandon’s favorite pet.

Yes, Brandon had told me I was his favorite, but I swore it to secrecy because I didn’t want to make Jamie or Nicky jealous. We all loved it there, and even though Jamie was the “princess” and had been there the longest, apparently I’d passed her on the hierarchy of Brandon’s fuckdolls.

Even with my newfound swagger, I was still a nice girl, though. I made sure not to lose myself in the heat of passion and lust. I didn’t curse in public. I was still shy around people I didn’t know well, and I doubt that would ever change. I didn’t badmouth people or come off like a slut or mean bitch, like many other girls at college.

I don’t know what it is about school surroundings, but I swear some of these girls at UCSD wouldn’t act this way on their own time. It was pretty cliquey and reminded me of high school, which was something I wanted to forget.

I found myself getting distracted all the time in class, finding it hard to pay attention. Usually, my mind swerved back to the mansion, where I knew Brandon, Jamie, and Nicky would be waiting for me. The two other maids practically lived there at this point, and so did I, sometimes.

Whether it was Brandon’s dominating personality, unbelievable good looks, and big cock, or Jamie’s sassy, snarky ‘tude and fat ass, or Nicky’s almond-shaped eyes, long curly hair, and massive dick swinging between his skinny legs . . . ugh, I couldn’t get enough of them all!

And it was causing a problem in school.

My professors made sure to remind me of due paperwork and tests multiple times, and I still found my head in the clouds more often than not. I knew I was smart enough to do well in college, because I wasn’t some ditzy broad, but this was a challenge of my own making . . .

I was in English class one afternoon when I spotted a boy looking at me out the corner of my eye. Truth be told, I had found myself gazing at him more times than I could count—practically every English class—because he was big and hunky and hot. I never thought he’d noticed me before, because I usually sat behind him . . .

But now I was sure I caught him peeking out the corner of his eyes. And they were baby blue eyes that could stun a girl in midstride. There was a twinkle there that gave him a hungry expression as he smirked at me—an arrogance that I wasn’t sure I liked.

I mean, sure, Brandon Law was as arrogant as they come . . . but only in the bedroom. He knew what he was packing and what he could do—how he could make nearly anyone’s knees turn to jelly and insides quiver with anticipation. He had every reason to be a cocky bastard. Plus, he was a dang billionaire! So he’d done all right for himself.

But this boy, his gaze was a little off-putting, because it was a sense of entitlement that I saw there. Like he thought girls should just fawn and fall all over him.

Little did he know, I already had boys to fawn over, and they were much more accomplished and esteemed. And as domineering and abrasive as Brandon could be, he could also be surprisingly tender. I think. I still wasn’t sure if that was a façade he’d put on when fucking me on the couch that one night when he told me I was his favorite.

Anywho, back to the boy staring lewd daggers at me. He wore a t-shirt that bulged against his biceps, and jeans that did the same thing with his powerful thighs. His hair was caramel colored, short-cropped at the sides and a little bigger at the top, in that typical modern fashion.

He looked like a total “chad,” which is something Jamie had explained to me was an alpha male that was also a fuckboy and not to be trusted. I had no doubt with this boy’s powerful body and the lax way he lounged on his seat, he could do some damage to me in the best way possible.

He would probably be a fun ride, and then I found myself daydreaming about that scenario for the next five minutes. I only stopped once the professor announced class was over and people started shuffling around.

Whipping my head back and forth, I sighed to myself, knowing I’d totally not heard anything the professor was saying, and had no idea what was going to be due in the coming days.

Which meant I either had to go crawling to him and embarrassingly ask what was due . . . or just bite the bullet and wing it. This was one of the bummers about not having any friends in the class to take notes for me!

I ended up fleeing the room with my tail between my legs, holding my books close to my chest with my head bowed in submission.

Then I heard heavy footsteps and Chad was walking alongside me out the corridor of the classroom building and into the sunny day.

His name was actually Mike London, which I only knew because he was a star football player at the school, and everyone knew who he was. Not that UCSD had a good football squad, but he was a big deal anyway.

Maybe that’s why I was all daydreamy about him in English class, because Mike was kind of a hotshot.

“You look lost,” he told me as we made it outside. It had been incredibly awkward trying to avert my gaze while he walked alongside me for a while, and I was planning on asking, “Can I help you?” once we made it outside.

But he somewhat broke the ice. And, I knew Jamie was coming to pick me up in her shiny Corvette—given to her by Brandon, of course—so I knew I didn’t have to kill too much time.

I blinked, looking up at Mike’s tall, beefy frame. He was easily six-five, probably even taller than Brandon. But he didn’t have that classic nonchalant vibe of Master Brand.

To be honest, Mike London looked like a try-hard.

“Huh?” I said, my tongue suddenly becoming leathery in my mouth.

He smiled at me, and it was a beautiful smile. “You’re Claire Williams, right?”

I bit my bottom lip, blushing slightly. I don’t know why I was acting timid around this big jock, but gorgeous people just did that to me. “Y-Yeah,” I squeaked. “How do you know me?”

He winked at me. Like, actually winked, as if he had a secret I wasn’t privy to. “Saw your name on the sign-in sheet in English.”

“Oh.” I said. “Been spying on me, Mike London?”

My eyes widened as his face tightened for a moment.


Holy crap, where did
 that come from?


But he brushed over the accusatory question. “So you know who I am too, huh?”

“Everyone knows who you are.” I almost called him ‘sir.’ Lord help me.

I started to squirm and turned toward the parking lot off to our side. Students were moseying around on either side of us, and I squeezed me books tighter against my chest.

Even though I was wearing a white t-shirt and blue jeans—the most mundane clothes on the planet—I didn’t want to give him a good look at my breasts for some reason. So I kept them hidden behind my books.

“Hey, where ya going?” he asked, jogging up beside me and putting a hand on my shoulder.

My body betrayed me and instinctively melted from that touch, when it should
 have been getting goosebumps and shrugging his big manly hand away.

“I . . . I have a friend picking me up,” I said. It wasn’t a lie, but for some stupid reason my voice made it sound like one.

“You sure? ‘Cuz I can give you a ride.” There was so much innuendo in his voice that I didn’t even bother rolling my eyes at him.

“Home, I mean,” he clarified after I gave him a sidelong glance.

He definitely didn’t specify which
 home he meant, though.

“Why would you do that?” I asked. I’ll admit, it was a dumb question, but I was still incredibly awkward in these situations.

“Why do you think?” he said, voice a bit snarky. “Because I think you’re cute, and I want to get to know you better.”

My eyes widened. Hold the freaking phone. When my cheeks were done burning an incandescent hue of red, I said, “W-What? But you don’t even know me!”

He paused, brow furrowing. “Yeah . . . that’s why I said I want to get to know you better.” The look on his face suddenly made me guess if he was having second thoughts about this whole endeavor.

He probably thought I was a nutcase. But it’s not my fault my brain was currently short-circuiting!

“Oh,” I said, dumbly, keeping my deer-in-the-headlights look going full force.

He chuckled. “You don’t get asked out much, do you?”

I blushed again. “No, not really.”

“I don’t see why,” he said with an easy shrug. “You’re beautiful, smart, and you seem like a sweetheart.”

Shoot, this boy was making things difficult.

Sure, I had no idea how he knew any of that about me, but just the words themselves sounded nice when they rolled off such a glorious tongue . . .

It made me think about what other things could roll off that tongue, and how it could make me feel—

“No!” I suddenly said, way louder than intended. I shook my head, and now I was certain
 he thought I was a wacko.

He lurched back. “Whoa, what gives? Why’d you yell at me?”

I panicked. “I—I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to! But you’re right, I’m just awkward and weird.”

“It’s okay,” he said, and his voice was soothing.

Then he reached out and put a hand on my arm, and actually squeezed somewhat forcefully.

Suddenly, there weren’t enough students around me.

“Hey,” I said.

“Aw, come on, it’s okay,” he assured me, but the feeling of his rough hands on my arm said otherwise. “Let’s just hang out for a while. You can call your friend in my car and tell her you don’t need a ride. You got one.”

He winked at me again and flashed me that million-dollar store-bought smile.

Who the heck did this guy think he was?!

I tried to squirm out of his grasp, but his hand only tightened.

Then the soft, easy expression in his face shifted.

“Come on, don’t be a bitch,” he said, his voice abruptly harsh. “Girls like you don’t turn down guys like Mike London.”

Oh. My. Gosh. Did this asshole really just refer to himself in the third person?

“Well, I guess I’m not the girl you thought I was,” I said, my voice gaining a bit more power. I shrugged away again, and then he reluctantly let go.

At that moment, the powerful roaring engine of a shiny white Corvette blared and Jamie came streaming by along the curb, slamming to a halt with squealing tires.

She popped her little head over the passenger seat and screamed out the tinted window in her lispy voice:

“Hey! What the fuck! Sinclair, are you all right?”

It led me to believe she’d seen me shake Mike’s hand off my arm.

I swung around to her, but not before noticing the shocked expression on Mike’s face as he looked upon Jamie in all her splendor.

“Get your hands off her, creep!” Jamie bellowed, her voice high and mighty. Or at least I thought so.

But Mike started laughing, the bastard.

I turned to him with a scowl, before starting to back up toward the car.

“And what the fuck are you
 ?” Mike snorted, still chuckling. “Is it a girl or a boy? God, I wish the boys were here to see this
 shit!”

Jamie’s face nearly crumbled, and my heart sank, but then I saw her steel herself and push her sunglasses higher up her face.

“I dunno, asshole, why don’t I get out of this car and show you what I am?”

Mike shrugged his shoulders high, arms out wide. “Bring it, little weirdo! Step out and see what a big man you are!”

My jaw dropped open and I rushed over to the car, because I knew Jamie was about to do just that. And Mike London was a football player and six-five, while Jamie was a five-nothing firecracker.

Her bark was definitely louder than her bite.

But it made me feel loved that she stuck up for me.

I hopped in her car, but not before Mike scratched the back of his head and muttered to himself, “Jeez, what a cunt,” probably aimed at me.

I put a hand on Jamie’s hand, which was shaking with anger on the gearstick. “Just go, Jamie, please.”

Then I stuck my head out the window. “She’s not a big man, bully! She’s a freaking princess
 !”

And then we were peeling out of the parking lot, probably leaving Mike London more dumbfounded than he’d ever been in his stupid life.
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Chapter Two
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A
 s we drove away from
 UCSD, I sat on my hands after realizing they were shaking like Jamie’s had been.

With a big sigh I sat back in the bucket seat and let Jamie zoom around like a bat out of hell. Shoot, the little spitfire could barely see over the steering wheel, but she was driving like she owned the freaking road!

I actually closed my eyes for a bit.

“Thanks for standing up for me back there,” I said after a while, after I’d calmed down and was sure my voice wouldn’t come out shaky. I really didn’t like conflict.

She nodded, her full lips pursed in a tiny line. “Mhm.” A moment later, she cleared her throat. “We don’t leave our own.”

She made it sound like a battlefield in a war, but I appreciated the sentiment nonetheless.

I couldn’t read the look on her face through her bug-eye sunglasses that took up half her head, but I reached out and put a hand on her shoulder, hoping to calm her.

My heart tugged when she stiffened.

A second later, she mellowed out, her body loosening the tension.

We didn’t say much for the rest of the car ride to the mansion. I didn’t actually have work that day—it was pretty late in the afternoon—but I figured she was just driving there on instinct.

When we pulled up to the curb with another squeal, and my body lurched forward in the seat before slamming back, Jamie let out a heavy sigh. 

“Sometimes I forget I’m a midget and not six feet tall,” she said. “And think I can take on tough guys like that douchebag bothering you back there.”

“You’re not a midget!” I cried.

She gave me a don’t-eff-with-me look.

I bit my bottom lip. “Even if you were a midget, I’d still love you all the same.”

Her eyebrows rose above the rims of her sunglasses, which was quite a feat. “You mean it?” she asked, lips slightly parted.

I nodded slowly, inspecting her full lips, not sure what to do.

Then, probably against my better judgment, I leaned forward and pecked her on the lips. They just looked too dang kissable, and she was acting so vulnerable and non-snarky at the moment, I had to take my chances.

She leaned forward and tugged on my arm as I started to pull away, lengthening the kiss.

I tasted her minty breath against mine, played with her smaller tongue. Suddenly I was blushing like a sinner at church, and my eyes closed.

A few seconds later, we parted, her slanted lips rising and glistening with my saliva.

My heart pitter-pattered in my chest and I could feel the blood rushing in my ears.

It was a telltale sign that I wanted—

“Sorry, Sinclair,” she said, still looking incredibly adorable and vulnerable.

“Don’t be,” I said, my voice husky as it came out. “I started it.”

She gave me a half-smile, and then took her sunglasses down.

Our eyes met, and hers glistened—whether they were close to tears or not, I couldn’t tell, but her cute face looked beautiful with the sunlight dancing off the paleness.

She reached to me—

Then I flew back in the seat as I realized she had actually reached to the side of my chair and yanked it back. I didn’t even have time to yelp before I broke out in a fit of crazed laughter.

She rolled over the center console like a little ninja and was suddenly on top of me. But Jamie practically weighed nothing, and all of her weight was in her ass.

I reached around to grab said ass, her hips unreasonably wide for a biological boy, and cupped handfuls through her jeans.

It wasn’t very often that we were both out of our Fernch maid outfits, so this was a bit of a treat, and I wasn’t even sure what the heck I was doing.

“J-Jamie,” I stuttered.

She popped her head up from between my tits, where she had been getting cozy. “Huh?”

“If Brandon finds out . . .”

She balked. Then started kissing my neck.

Ugh, that felt good.

The chair was uncomfortable—we weren’t exactly in a luxury car, and it had no backseat. And yet, the curves of the bucket seemed to cradle me like a babe, and Jamie’s weight on top of me just felt right.

I could feel her heart beating against mine, her chest flat as she crawled up to me.

Her spindly fingers disappeared beneath the waistband of my jeans, and then they were fluttering down my wispy curls and curving inside my wet pussy.

“Don’t worry about Master Brand,” Jamie said with a wink.

Seconds later, my thighs quivered and I chewed my lips as I tried to stave off a big orgasm from Jamie’s expert fingers.

She leaned close to me to whisper sweet nothings, then nibbled on my ear, and I moaned.

“I sort of regret buying a Corvette, now,” she whispered, and I snorted with laughter. I was still hot and bothered, but her words rolled over me and were just too much.

Then she hit my G-spot and I clenched again, groaning in her ear.

She kissed me down the center of my neck and we squirmed together. I knew what she meant—a Rolls-Royce, Mercedes, or really anything
 with a backseat would have been ideal right now.

My jeans were coming down before I even knew what hit me.

I glanced down and saw the top of Jamie’s pixie bowl cut as she kissed down my neck and nibbled on my hard nipples through my shirt. I wasn’t wearing a bra, but I also hadn’t expected to be aroused today, which was my own stupid mistake.

My tits were too big to not wear bras, and I swore this would be the last time—

“Hngh, gosh, Jamie, you’re really good with your fingers,” I grunted, my mind going fuzzy.

“Oh? You think that’s
 good?”

I heard the telltale zip of her jeans, and then I was looking down her back at her big pale ass. It was beautiful.

I ran my hands along her crack as I cupped two big handfuls of soft buttcheek.

She squirmed back on top of me and I felt her hard little dick press against my wet pussy.

She slid inside me—or at least I thought she did, because it could’ve been one of her fingers.

But no, this felt warm and hot and hard, and even though it was small I squeezed my thighs together.

She was right on top of me and I barely had room to spread my legs, but somehow she had managed to dive inside me, plunging the entirety of her two- or three-inch cock into my aching pussy.

“Oh shoot,” I grunted. “That . . . that feels better than usual.”

She chuckled, then started moving her hips. She didn’t have much technique—especially in this current sports car situation—but we were both lost in the moment.

It didn’t take much to bring me to orgasm.

I cupped her ass, spanked her, and she yelped as her ass started jiggling and she rammed on top of me, speed-fucking my pussy like she was going to win a prize if she came within two minutes flat.

It actually took more like five minutes, but it felt like hours—and they were good, hot hours.

Jamie didn’t have to go very far to sheathe her cock completely inside me, and I could only imagine how good it must’ve felt for her to hilt her pubic area against the apex of my legs.

For the other guys, there was no chance of that. Brandon was a big man between the legs, and the skinny femboy Nicky was a verified freak of nature in the same department.

My pussy was too shallow for them to feel the complete, enveloping warmth of my center swallowing up their whole cocks, except when I was really
 into it and completely let myself go . . .

Jamie groaned and whimpered, her cutesy high voice echoing off the doors and roof of the car.

I hugged her close, so her face pressed against my tits and she cuddled me and hugged me back.

Her body moved like a blurring jackhammer, her fat ass jostling all over the place, and her tiny blueberry balls smacked into my wetness and suddenly I felt a splurge of heat spear up inside me, shooting deep.

Luckily, I was pretty much always on the pill these days, so Jamie didn’t even need to ask to blow her load inside me, but still . . . I thought it might’ve been courteous.

“S-Sorry, Sinclair,” she said, looking up with puppy-dog eyes.

That’s when I realized it had been a mistake, and she didn’t actually want to cum so fast. She had wanted to get lost inside my wet pussy for a while, because who knew when we’d have this chance again?

But it was the least I could do for my little knight in shining armor.

I petted her head and kissed her forehead. “It’s okay, princess. It felt wonderful.”

My eyes bulged as a new hardness gouged my cunt and my mouth dropped open.

She pushed herself up and kissed me, and I looked over her shoulder to see her hand between our legs.

The sly princess had snuck three fingers inside of me, even with her dick still resting in there, shrinking to its tiny, adorable size.

She worked me over and within seconds I came for the second time, perhaps from the sheer suddenness of it.

My thighs squeezed around her body, knees coming inward at her tapered waist, and then she flopped down on top of me like a teddy bear.

I rubbed her back, said, “Jeez, that was actually amazing,” and closed my eyes.

When I opened them, she was outside the car and buckling her jeans.

I looked down between my legs and saw she had pulled my jeans up for me before I’d dozed off.

Jeez, how thoughtful.

And what a hot spur of the moment thing!

I smirked at her as I got out of the car and stretched. I was slightly sore from where the curves of the seat had bit into my shoulders, but it had totally been worth it.

I hugged Jamie, and then she headed for the stairs.

“Actually,” I said, scratching the back of my head.

She turned and found me still standing by the car, then tilted her head.

“I sort of promised Mom I’d eat dinner with her tonight. I haven’t in a while.”

Her face was blank for a second, then broke out in alarm. “Oh! I’m sorry, sweetie, I was totally brain-dead driving over here. Okay, okay, lemme give you a ride.”

“A-Are you sure? It’s not a big deal to call an Uber.”

“Shut up,” she said, waving me off. “I insist.”

“Okay,” I said shyly, then smiled at her.

She hurried over to the other side of the car and hopped in. I stooped low and did the same on my side.

“Besides,” she said once we were both strapped in and she was ready to take off like a wicked little speed demon. “If it gives me even five more minutes to be around you, I couldn’t ask for anything more.”

My heart melted.

This bitch was going to make me cum with just her precious words.

* * *
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T
 HAT NIGHT, I ATE DINNER
 with my mom, Adriana. We ate spaghetti and meatballs—nothing fancy or lavish. But it was home. It felt nice spending time with her, and I felt a bit guilty that I’d been spending so much time over at the mansion.

But my excuse was that Brandon’s mansion was closer to school, and when I finished work there I could just jet over in the afternoons.

I didn’t want her to know it was also because I was addicted to my boss.

To start, the dinner was pleasant. I was a little fuzzy, probably from the afterglow of the car session with Jamie, but at least I’d taken a shower before sitting down to eat.

And then the questions started.

I totally should have been anticipating them, but again . . . the afterglow.

“How are your classes, honey?” she began.

Innocent enough.

I knew they would get harder after this one. All moms worried about their kids, especially when they didn’t see them as much.

I wondered if she could sense the difference in me—the self-esteem growth and all that.

“Good,” I said cheerily, twirling my fork around some spaghetti. I bit, then started talking around the mouthful. “I’m doing well, I think—”

“Honey, come on, don’t talk with your mouth full. Did I raise a barbarian?”

I chuckled awkwardly before gulping down my food and washing it down with Sprite. “Sorry, Mom.”

She smiled at me.

Mom still looked beautiful for her age—mid-forties—and had a smile and face like mine. Her blonde hair was a little lighter and wispier than mine. She’d had me when she was pretty young, mid-twenties, and then raised me on her own when my deadbeat dad split. 

It’s not like she was old, but I could tell she was a little dejected from our money problems. This job with Brandon had been a godsend, because I had practically become the breadwinner of the house.

Except now I was starting to think it put my mom in a weird place, because she didn’t want to have to rely on her daughter for rent and stuff.

But money is money. You do whatever you have to to get it. To survive.

I gulped, hoping that didn’t make me sound like a whore. Because I didn’t think of myself as one. Maybe in the beginning, sure, but now that I’d spent so much time at Casa—

“And how about boys?” she asked suddenly, and I froze.

“Huh?” I said, way too quickly. I could feel my cheeks flushing.

She smirked at me with a knowing glance. “I mean, have you met any cute boys at school? I don’t see how you couldn’t. You’re so pretty.”

I blushed even darker. “Mommm.”

She chuckled. “Oh, don’t be so modest, hun. Just tell me.”

“Um. At school? Not really.”

She laughed again, before dipping her head to scoop up some spaghetti. “Well, where else would you meet them? You spend all your time at Brandon’s—at your job—or at school, right?”

I bit my lip when she wasn’t looking, but made sure I wasn’t still biting it when she looked up to gaze at me.

Suddenly a slightly panicked expression flashed across her face, and my heart stopped in my chest.

The jig is up. She knows what’s going on. Oh my gosh my life is over—

“You’re not on those dating apps, are you? Honey, you know how dangerous I think those are.”

My body deflated where I sat, and I thought I’d melt into the chair. Oh thank the Lord!


I used her accusation as a means to escape my turmoil. “Um, no, Mom. But even if I was, you gotta get with the times—they’re not as dangerous as you think. It’s how everyone meets these days.”

She frowned.

Clearly, that wasn’t the right answer.

“But anyway,” I said, quickly skirting the issue. “I’ve been too busy with schoolwork. And Mas—er, Brandon’s house is big,
 so it takes a long time to clean.” I didn’t bother telling her about the other maids helping me.

“Ah. I see. And how is Brandon doing?”

I smirked at her. “Still as handsome as ever, like you said.” I wanted to make sure she didn’t delve too deeply into that, so I made it sound as innocent as I could.

Her eyes narrowed a little. “Uh oh, does my daughter have a crush on her boss?”

I feigned surprise, jerking back in my seat. “M-Me?! No way! He’s like, forty
 !”

Pfft. As if that was a problem.

“Honey,” Mom said, “I’m
 ‘like forty.’”

I blushed. “Oh. Right. Whoops.”

She laughed, and I joined her.

I had to stay focused, but it was hard, because ever since she brought up Brandon and meeting boys, I couldn’t stop thinking about earlier in the day—

Mike London, the big jerk-face, coming onto me, and then Jamie saving me, then fucking me in the passenger seat of her freaking Corvette.

I imagined the look on Mike’s face if he had seen me and Jamie going at it, after calling Jamie all those names, and how humiliated it would’ve made him feel.

I actually thought in my head—Who’s the big man now, Mike London?!—
 with the image of Jamie thrusting into me like the Energizer Bunny. Then, in my head, I laughed evilly.


Oh my gosh, I totally
 am a whore!


“You okay, hun?” she asked, concern written on her face.

“Oh, yeah,” I said, clearing my mind and shaking my head. “I was just thinking about what schoolwork I have to do tomorrow.”

There was a slight pause, and then she said, sort of awkwardly, “Well, you did bring your things home . . .”

When she trailed off, I tilted my head, not sure what she was getting at.

“You could always stay here for the night. You could finish your work and then we could watch a movie or something.”

She looked at me with a smidgeon of hope in her eyes, and it nearly broke my heart.

How could I say no to that? Popcorn and trashy romcoms and hot cocoa? It would be just like the old days.

I smiled wide at her, and watched her face light up.

“Sure, Momma. That sounds great.”
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Chapter Three
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T
 he next morning, I
 was feeling nice and relaxed. Staying over at Mom’s had been a good decision, I felt, and I went to Brandon Law’s mansion knowing I had done the right thing.

Not only was it actually pretty fun hanging out with her, but it would keep her off my back for a while so I could do scandalous things . . . as shady as that sounded.

I got to Brandon’s abode nice and early, and was ready to get to work and see what the day brought me.

I was in one of the downstairs bathrooms, changing into my maid outfit, totally naked.

I never locked the door, because why would I? Everyone who lived here had seen me naked before, and I wasn’t exactly modest when I was around these folks.

But then the door suddenly opened and I yelped and turned around, trying to crumble the maid outfit over my body to hide my nakedness.

Brandon Law stood in the doorway and I blushed fifty shades of red.

“M-Master, haven’t you ever heard of knocking?!” I blurted out. I didn’t mean to chide him, but it just sort of happened.

He looked hot as hell in a smart button-down shirt with the cuffs rolled up to his elbows, showing his phenomenal, slightly hairy forearms. Gosh, I loved when men did that.

His dark hair was slicked back and he looked ready to take on the world.

Plus, his piercing gaze saw right through the maid outfit protecting me, and I nearly got on my hands and knees right there in front of him, if only to beg him to take me in the bathroom before I started my housekeeping duties.

“That won’t be necessary, honeysuckle.”

I tilted my head. Honeysuckle? That was a new one.

But it was better than “newbie,” so I went along with it.

“What won’t be necessary?” I asked.

“The outfit. You’re getting an off-day.”

“I am?”

He nodded seriously. “I’m taking you shopping. Anything you want. And then lunch at one of my favorite restaurants.”

My eyes widened. “R-Really? You’re not just pulling my chain?”

He smirked at me, and it was such a sizzling expression I wanted to hop into his arms and have him carry me away like an actual damsel. He was so tall and strong, with such a commanding presence. I was surprised his harem wasn’t thirty
 people strong, rather than just three.

“I wouldn’t yank the rug out from under you like that, hun,” he said.

“Why?” I asked, a bit suspicious. What had gotten into him?

He shrugged. “There’s not much to clean around here—”

“I don’t believe that for a second,” I interjected. Then I became squeamish and fell within myself. “Sorry.”

I was being unusually outward and accusatory, which I was never like with Brandon.

I saw the corners of his eyes tighten for a second, like he was wondering whether to spank me over the countertop real quick, and I totally wanted him to.

But then he reached into a pocket. My eyes followed his vascular forearm as it sank deep, and then my gaze veered over to the noticeable bulge in his tight jeans.

Freaking hell.

He came out holding a small little contraption. “But you have to put this on—or in,
 should I say—before we go out.”

His smirk widened a bit as he tossed it at me.

“What . . . what is it?” I asked, rolling it around in my palm. But then I realized it before he even needed to say anything.

And he didn’t even tell me. He just snickered to himself, turned, and waltzed out of the bathroom.

I sucked in a breath.

It was a tiny portable vibrator he wanted me to wear in public.

I should have known there would be strings attached to his offer to take me out on the town—

But these were the kind of strings I totally liked.

* * *
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I
 DIDN’T KNOW WHAT
 to expect going out and about with Brandon, especially with a pocket vibrator stuck comfortably in my pussy . . .

But I couldn’t in a million years have anticipated the absolute sensory overload that the experience would bring.

Master Brand did a good job of keeping me on my toes, making sure I never got too comfortable, but it was a tension that just made me hornier and wetter throughout the day.

He was having a blast controlling my innermost sacred sanctuary, teasing me beyond control, and I was having a blast being such a gift for him.

Because he truly treated me like a gift when we went out. I’d never done something like this with him before, and it was the best—

I was already slick and slippery between my legs when we stepped out of his Maserati and he took my hand in his big manly paw.

I wore a skirt that went halfway down my legs, and I totally looked like a slut as we walked through a mall and went into stores for me to pick things out.

I had totally
 become those girls that I looked down my nose at for being too promiscuous and slutty in public, but I didn’t care anymore. It was worth it when I was with Brandon.

Simply put, I was eye-candy for him. I was an object of his desire for everyone else to get jealous over . . .

But he also looked like a million bucks.

And it’s not like he treated me badly. On the contrary, he was sweet and gentlemanly and had never treated me better in my life.

This was a side of Brandon Law that I could get used to—similar to that time on the couch when no one else was watching.

I was starting to think that this wasn’t
 just a façade, and maybe he only put on the dominating persona when it suited him.

Then my pussy lit up with shockwaves, sending lightning bolts through my body and making me tremble against his arm, and I thought better of that little idea.

I picked out a few clothes, and a few things of jewelry, and he gave me all the time in the world.

It was marvelous.

“You know,” he said at one point, holding me close with his arm draped over my shoulder. “You never bought a car with all that money you’ve been getting. Not like Jamie.”

I chuckled, leaning my head into his broad chest as we walked. “I’m not flashy like that. Plus, my mom needs the money more than I do.”

I looked up and saw his brow furrow, concern etched on his forehead. “She does? Adriana needs help? What the hell, honey, why didn’t you tell me?”

He stopped me in front of the restaurant we were supposed to go into, taking me by the shoulders. It was a luxurious steakhouse—a Ruth’s Chris.

“Please don’t zap me for not telling you,” I said, trying to keep things light.

But his face was still worried. It was a hot kind of worry—like he was Sir Lancelot and he could fix everyone’s problems with money. Which, in a way, he totally could.

His frown made my brain go into overdrive, and I gulped loudly. “I mean, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. But believe me, Daddy, she wouldn’t want your help.”

“Adriana’s always been stubborn.”

“I know. Trust me, I grew up with her.”

He frowned even deeper.

“Did you know we were gonna move out of the state a couple years back?” I asked, raising a single eyebrow. I shouldered my bag of goodies higher up on the other shoulder, and gave him a small smile. “But she was too stubborn to give up. And here we are.”

His frown slowly flipped, his hard features softening.

He walked me into the restaurant, arm still draped over my shoulder, with his other hand in his pocket, no doubt on the button to my pleasure . . .

“You wouldn’t have even met me if we moved!” I said cheerily.

Bzzzt!

I squeaked and scooted close to him, letting out a high laugh that had a couple waiters swivel their heads toward us.

Gosh, that pocket vibrator really did a number on me. Every time it went off, my clit throbbed with expectant release, but it never quite got there . . .

It was agonizingly delightful.

Then one of the waiters—dressed in a tuxedo—must have recognized Brandon, because he rushed over to us.

“Oh, Master Law!” he said, ushering us in with a sweeping arm. He was an older gentleman with a bald head. “Right this way!”

What. The. Heck.

“Master Law
 , really?” I teased in a whisper against Brandon’s ear. “I guess us maids aren’t the only ones who call you Mast—”

Bzzzzzttt!

I stifled a moan and coughed.

Patrons at booths looked over at us strangely.

This man was going to be the death of me . . . in the best possible way.

* * *
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“S
 O,” I ASKED, “HOW
 many of your pets do you take here for them to call you Master
 Law?” I asked as I bit into my fantastic steak. It was rare and perfect and so freaking delicious.

“Don’t make me buzz you again, honeysuckle.”

We had a prime booth in the dim light, smack dab in the middle of the action, with people all around us.

A perfect public setting for Brandon to enact some humiliation on me.

It was freaking hot. We would have a bunch of voyeurs all around us, without them even knowing it!

He hooked his foot behind my ankle underneath the table. I was wearing heels, and I felt it dislodge as his boot sank in.

I chewed my food quickly and had to swallow it. My pussy was wetter than Niagara Falls and my folds were throbbing with anticipation.

Any second now, I knew a buzz would come, sending me into another spiral of bliss . . .

The food, the atmosphere, the eager needfulness of my body, it made everything perfect.

Then his foot pulled my leg up toward him on the other side of the booth.

“B-Brand,” I chided, but my voice was weak.

His hands worked deftly to remove my heel underneath the rim of the booth on his side, planking my leg against his warm thigh.

And then my toes were pressed up against his bulge—spongy and hardening by the second.

I blushed furiously. “O-Oh my gosh.”

He used my foot as his tool, rubbing it up and down his bulge, caressing and pleasuring himself as I ate my steak . . . or at least tried to.

I couldn’t take my eyes off him, off the sexy want written all over his firm, manly features. His chiseled jaw bunched together as he bit down, no doubt sucking back his erection as well as he could—

But he wasn’t doing a very good job at it.

Then a patron of the restaurant walked by our table and double-took, screwing everything up.

He just stood there in my peripheral vision for a second, a big body unwilling to move and crowding our space, and I thought he had noticed the footsy game we were playing underneath the table.

“It’s . . . it’s you,” a familiar voice rang out.

Furrowing my brow in confusion, I looked up at the strapping young lad—

And my mouth dropped open when I noticed it was Mike London.

His face, which had been young and handsome and dumb, and somewhat mixed with arrogance and a hotshot attitude . . . it wasn’t that at all right now.

It was a bundle of fury, his chin ticking.

He thrust a finger toward me without even acknowledging Brandon’s presence, and I flinched.

“What the fuck
 did you do?” he hissed in a harsh whisper.

I was so confounded, I just stuttered for a second. “I—What? I beg your pardon?”

“Oh, don’t act like you don’t know me, little Miss Goody-Two-Shoes.” Finally, he swept his other hand over to Brandon, but still didn’t look at him. “And who’s this, your sugar daddy?”

My foot fell from the other side of the bench as Brandon abruptly let it go.

“I don’t know what the heck you’re talking about,” I said, my voice meek in my ears. I was leaning back into the cushiony booth seating, scared at the sudden rage of this young man.

Gosh, had I dodged a bullet when Jamie came and saved me! He was showing his true colors, and it wasn’t pretty.

He had none of the calm reserve of Brandon Law, none of the experience or understanding of a true dominant alpha male.

This was just an angry little boy in a hot man’s body.

“I know you got me kicked off the freaking team! You bitch, what the hell did I ever do—”

Brandon jolted up from the bench in an instant, all of our silverware clattering on the table.

Every muscle on his body flexed together in sudden rage.

It seemed the word “bitch” set him off, and then he was nose to nose with Mike London, both of them a similar height, but Brandon’s pure presence was pushing the younger man back from the table, into the next one over.

“Hey, motherfucker,” he seethed, his voice the essence of enraged calm. “You want to talk shit, how ‘bout you do it with someone your own size. Don’t you ever
 call her a bitch, you fucking weasel.”

I slapped a hand over my mouth to keep my jaw from dropping to the floor.

Patrons were looking over at us now, voices rising in hushed murmurs at the scene breaking out.

“This isn’t your business, old man,” Mike said, trying to look over his shoulder.

But Brandon kept pressing him back, shoulder-checking him so he couldn’t get a good look at me.

“You made it my business by storming over here like some entitled twerp,” Brand said, his voice still low and brooding. “And you don’t want to get on my bad side, kid.”

Mike scoffed. “And who the fuck are you? Do you know who I am?”

I nearly laughed. A college jock and star—or ex-star—of a shitty football team, asking that kind of question to a billionaire who probably knew the freaking President of the United States on a personal level.

The irony was too much.

“Yeah, you’re a fuckbucket without a chance in hell in this city,” Brandon said. “You’ve lost your key to the kingdom, kid.”

Mike’s face slackened, and he finally turned his full attention over to the older man right in his grill.

“W-What?” he said.

Brandon was nodding now, on a roll. “Yeah, do you know who I
 am, motherfucker? Because Coach Smith sure does, and so does Dean Hartman. Coach already knows you harass girls like a creep, and if the dean finds out, I bet you’ll lose a lot more than your pitiful scholarship.”

Mike stammered, not sure how to respond. I had to admit, I was stunned also.

But Brandon kept the onslaught going.

“How about this,” he said, thrusting a finger into Mike’s chest. “Next time I hear you’ve even so much as looked
 at Claire, I’ll buy your parents out of their property or make the banks foreclose on their asses. Fuck it, I’ll buy every house on the goddamn block, raise the value on all of them, and make sure you fuckers can’t afford a single property in this entire fucking state.
 Like living in California? Because you’re about to see how sweet the view is in Kansas. Maybe they’ll accept you on the football squad there—but you and me both know you aren’t good enough to cut it in a corn-fed state like Kansas.”

I was staggered. Note to self: Never get on Brandon Law’s bad side.


With that, Brandon snorted, then shrugged his button-down tighter around himself.

The old waiter who had ushered us into the restaurant was rushing over now, noticing the commotion.

“Sir, sir!” he was saying, hands raised.

Mike turned on the man, his hands bunching into fists, ready to throw a punch. “Yeah,” he said in a choked voice to the waiter, “get this fucker out of my face!”

The waiter put a hand on Mike’s shoulder. “No, sir. I’m sorry, but you have to leave.”

“W-What?” Mike stuttered. “B-But I didn’t do anythi—”

The waiter nodded eagerly. “Yes, I’m very sorry. Perhaps you can come back another time.”

He glanced over at Brandon, who gave the man a tiny shake.

“Or not,” the waiter amended.

“But . . . I haven’t even paid for my lunch yet.”

“Master Law paid for everything already.”

Mike stared daggers at Brandon, but then his face sank and he knew he was defeated. 

Then the waiter was leading the stunned football fallout from the building, a fatherly hand on his big shoulder.

Brandon sat back down with a harrumph.

I stared at him wide-eyed and slack-jawed.

“What?” he asked, his features instantly softening into a tiny smirk.

“You . . . did all that?”

“Jamie told me last night what happened.”

“And you . . .” I was trying to piece it together, but my brain was hardly working. I pointed at him, then back over my shoulder, where Brandon was getting tossed. “You knew he’d be here for lunch?”

Brandon shrugged. “Guilty.”

“How the heck
 did you know that?”

“I know people who know things,” he said simply.

“And would you really do all of what you said to Mike’s parents?”

Brandon shrugged nonchalantly. “If I knew he was fucking with my honeysuckle, you bet your ass I would.”

I melted in my seat.

“You have to understand, hun,” he said, leaning forward and steepling his hands. “I wanted to take you out to spoil you. To treat you. To show you you’re worth
 it, if you stay with me. This wasn’t about Michael London.”

I blinked. “I . . . I’m not going anywhere, sir. Not as long as you’ll have me.”

He smiled, then winked. Coming from him, it was such a turn-on. This whole freaking ordeal was.

“That’s what I like to hear,” he said.
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Chapter Four
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I
 couldn’t wait to
 get out of the restaurant to pounce on Brandon Law. After everything he’d done for me . . .

In fact, I didn’t wait.

I was like a horny heat-seeking missile, and when I jumped up from the booth with a start, and grabbed his hand, he was forced to follow me, his long strides hardly able to keep up with my enthusiastic march.

We went down a dark hall into the men’s bathroom, which had a dude in there to hand out paper towels and soap and stuff.

Brandon handed the man a hundred dollar bill and said, “Make sure no one comes in here for a bit, Stu.”

The man nodded, pocketed the money, and said, “Yes, sir.”

Then we were alone in the bathroom. It was clean and white and I felt safe here.

I jumped into Brandon’s arms and hugged him tight. “You’re the best daddy ever, Master.”

He chuckled in my ear, then tilted my chin up and his lips crashed over mine in a heart-melting kiss.

Our tongues dazzled and swirled, and then he took the dominant position and smacked my tongue aside with his, feeling my entire mouth, probing me.

His hand scooted underneath my skirt and pulled my panties aside.

“No,” I said, batting his hand away as I pulled back from his kiss a little out of breath. 

He looked at me in confusion.

I went to my knees and stared up at him with pleading eyes. “After all you’ve one for me, I want to please you,
 Daddy. Is that okay?”

He growled low in his throat. “You know it is, darling,” he said in a thick voice.

I unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants down to his knees. The bulge against his boxer briefs was insane.

I had barely noticed at the time, but when he had jumped up from the booth to confront Mike London and defend me, his huge bulge had been plastered to the side of his pants, after having me fondle his package with my bare foot underneath the table.

Wow.

I gently nuzzled my head against his crotch, feeling the warmth of his bulge pulsing through the soft fabric of his underpants.

He made a sound in his throat, and I knew I was about to lose control of the situation.

But I still tried to maintain some of it . . .

So I pulled his boxers down, peeling them slowly to unwrap my prize.

His huge cock flopped out and landed on my head with an audible thud.

I stuffed my face against his low-hanging nutsack, breathing in his alpha musk while his heavy cock draped over the top of my head.

Then I looked up at the underside of his dark, velvety cock, and I went cross-eyed.

He snickered as he looked down at me, no doubt devouring his prize with his eyes.

“You’re too cute, newbie.”

He grabbed the back of my head and pushed me into him again, until his fat balls smooshed against my nose and I was forced to inhale the musk through flared nostrils.

And it was everything.

I started licking his heavy sack, taking a fat testicle into my warm mouth, then doing it with the other one.

I flicked my tongue between the crease of his sack, and he just leaned back against the countertop.

We hadn’t even made it into a bathroom stall. We had no shame, and I was too horny to want any.

As he leaned back, he brought me with him, his large palm guiding my head.

He buzzed my pussy with the controller and I finally let out a wail—a long, deeply-held moan that made me shudder as the shockwaves of pleasure shot through me.

My knees hurt on the white stone floor, but I quickly forgot all about it as the scent and manliness of Brandon’s ballsack overwhelmed my senses. I worship his nuts in that moment and that’s all I could think about.

Then his cock was hard as a steel beam, and I wrapped one hand around it on top of my head, stroking him back and forth.

I tilted my head up and licked the underside of his huge shaft, starting at the base and bringing the tip of my tongue all the way to the tip of his cock.

I licked away a dabble of salty precum and then parted my lips, giving him an entryway.

And he didn’t need to be told to take it—

His huge cockhead stretched my lips aside and shot into my mouth. I swirled my tongue all around the flared ridge of his cockhead, even as he plunged the fat appendage deeper toward my throat.

When it kissed my throat, my muscles clamped around his shaft and he groaned.

But he kept pushing, and before long I was forced to loosen my muscles or choke.

I choked anyways.

I snotted all over his cock as it shot deeper, and tears ran down my eyes.

His dick was too big for me to take, but I wanted to give it my all and show him I was worth it.

He started to undulate his hips, grinding his cock against my throat, and it felt like I was deepthroating an oversized banana as it curved down.

He ran his fingers down my neck, gingerly feeling the outline of his cock as it drilled deeper.

My face turned red.

He pulled back and I got a little bit of breathing room—

Only for him to lunge forward and send more inches of cockmeat into me, deep down until it felt like he was going to touch my stomach with his freaking bitch-breaker.

My mind went haywire. I couldn’t think straight.

His hips started bucking and he held the back of my head with both hands now, keeping me in place.

He fucked my little face, keeping my lips gliding up and down his shaft.

I cried on his cock, but they were tears of happy release. I fingered myself mad beneath my skirt, pulling my panties aside and yanking out the buzzing vibrator—without caring if he scolded me for it.

I needed release, and I unloaded all over the bathroom floor.

Poor Stu.

I was a housemaid, yes, but this wasn’t my house. He was probably gonna have to clean all this lady jizz off the floor, but I couldn’t help it. My lust was overwhelming.

After the sensory hindering of the vibrator, I came in seconds as Brandon Law had his way with my face.

His heavy balls swung and I went cross-eyed again trying to look down on them.

I looked like a completely used, dumbass slut.

And I loved it.

The heavy clackers smacked into my chin, then hung lower and smacked into my neck against the outline of his cock.

I sputtered, frothed, and gagged.

I gasped for breath, hyperventilating, thinking I was going to pass out from how hard and violent Brandon was fucking my throat.

I put my hands on his hips to steady myself so I didn’t fall backwards.

Darkness came in at the edges of my vision.

When he finally pulled back, I sputtered and nearly retched that beautiful steak all over the floor. But I kept it in.

I swallowed the mass of spit and saliva and man-juice that was rolling down my throat.

Then he plunged his cock back in my gullet, before I could say a word to get him to stop or otherwise.

And truth be told, I didn’t want him to stop.

He was in complete control, a daddy dom of the highest order, and he was having the time of his life breaking his little maid’s facehole.

The squelching noises of his facefucking made me sound like a quacking duck. His huge cock buried deep inside my maw, sheathing itself in me over and over.

We were like a perfect fit . . . if I was a freaking snake that could dislodge its jaw.

But I wouldn’t last much longer.

My knees quivered and I came again, unloading another splash of fluids all over the floor between my legs.

His sweaty balls smacked me again, and I thought they’d bruise my neck.

Screw it. I didn’t care.

Then he pulled back, butt seated on the countertop for a moment, and took a deep breath.

“Ready, my pet?”

I snorted, looking up at him with mucked makeup and running mascara. “Make me your cumslut, Daddy.”

It was as close of a curse word as you’d ever hear out of me, but it made Brandon’s face light up.

He drilled into me, cock expanding until I could feel the veins of his throbbing member against my tongue and roof of my mouth.

I tried to keep my teeth out of it, but it was nearly impossible.

He grunted, roared, and gave the back of my head a firm pat.

Then his cockhead spewed a rope of jizz down my esophagus—

More cum shot out down the tube directly into my belly, and I sputtered and some of it came back up and shot out of my nostrils onto his shaft.

My head was wedged on his cock and there was nowhere for me to go.

Everything went black as he unloaded his huge, viscous load all down my throat, coating my airways with oozing spunk.

When he pulled back, I abruptly came to life and snorted the cum back up my nose.

I wobbled in place for a second, a used-up cumdump with a broken mind.

He’d fucked my face stupid, and I couldn’t even think.

My whole body was alight with tiny particles of pleasure, and the mere touch of his thick fingers on my skin would be enough to set me off and have me explode in sudden orgasm.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, looking down at me and running a finger over my fucked up mascara.

I knew he was full of shit, but I just gave him my best smile, even as cum dribbled down my chin.

I felt woozy. I was going to pass out at any second.

“Was it worth it, honeysuckle? All of this?”

I nodded. “Y-Yes, Daddy,” I said in a raspy, messed-up voice. “I wouldn’t . . . wouldn’t have it any other way.”

He laughed, then petted my head.

It was glorious, getting a headpat after such a vigorous, forceful throatfucking.

He’d given me no mercy.

And now I just needed sleep . . .

When his hands slowly picked me up, I realized, no, it wasn’t sleep I needed.

I needed that fat cock stretching my pussy and really
 turning me into a brainless cumslut.
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Chapter Five
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B
 randon Law carried
 me through the hall of Ruth’s Chris Steak House like a goddang superhero. I was nestled in his arms like a baby, head against his huge chest, hiding my face so no one could see how messed up it looked.

No one tried to stop us, and yet Brandon made a point to tell the old waiter on the way out, “She’s fine, Alberto. Thank you for the wonderful meal. She just had a bit of a panic attack from the altercation earlier.”

“Oh my! I’m so sorry, sir!”

But then we were gone, Brandon kicking the front door of the place open and whisking me away into the early evening night.

He sniggered to himself as he led me away, and I felt his chest rumble against my cheek. It was warm and reassuring, and made me chuckle, too.

I was starting to perk up a little as we got to his Maserati.

We hadn’t wanted to fuck in the bathroom because I’d already deepthroated him for a good fifteen minutes, and I didn’t want anyone to walk in.

As fun as public sex was, there was a certain line that I didn’t want to cross . . . yet.

But when he threw me in the backseat of his car, and then started to leave to go to the driver’s seat, I grabbed his arm and tugged.

“Wait,” I croaked. “Don’t leave.”

He eyed me strangely. “I’m not going anywhere, hun. Just gonna drive us home.”

I shook my head, trying to clear the cobwebs from my mind. “No. I can’t wait, Daddy. Please.”

His slack face turned hungry again, and I knew I had him.

He snuck into the back seat of the car, next to me.

We were in a huge parking lot with tons of cars all around us—so maybe I was wrong about the whole public sex and crossing a line thing.

I didn’t even know anymore. I just knew what I wanted right here, right now.

I needed his dominant body all over me, overpowering me, controlling me. I wanted to be his plaything.

This was as hot and heavy a moment as I’d ever had with the billionaire, and I didn’t want to let it go to waste. Who knew what would transpire during the drive back home?

We could lose our spark, and that simply wasn’t acceptable.

He pushed his front seats forward so we had more room, but it was still snug.

Even so, at least he had
 a backseat.

“This is why I got a four-seater,” he told me with a wink, reading my mind.

“Yeah,” I rasped, “much better choice of ride than Jamie’s . . .”

“What?”

I blinked. “N-Nothing.”

He let it slide and ran a hand over my hip and waist.

I was cradled in a near fetal position on my side, but he didn’t care. He hiked up my skirt, spread my panties aside, and took a long gander at my dripping cunt.

My wetness must have glistened like a freaking trophy, because he just stayed like that for a long moment.

“Please, Daddy. Make me stupid.”

He grunted a laugh, then smoothed his hand over my bare, thick thigh. His hand was so warm and inviting, and then—

Ugh, thick fingers spread into my pussy and hooked, touching my G-spot and bringing me close to the edge.

He lifted my top leg as he played with me, giving himself a pussy sandwich to devour with his fingers.

He was on his knees on the seat, head stooped so he didn’t hit the roof.

It was snug, like I said, but we would make it work.

He lifted that leg higher, until my knee was nearly touching the roof of the car.

I heard the zip, the unbuckle, and then his bulbous red cockhead was pressed against the warmth of my wet pussy.

I nearly unloaded right then, all over him, squirting him with a flood of jizz.

But I stopped myself at the last second. I wanted to do it to him while he was inside, so he could feel the warm overload of fluids trickling all over his shaft.

“Can . . . do you still have enough in you?” I asked, as a challenge if nothing else.

He just smirked. “You make me like a teenager, honey.”

Then he shoved his cock inside me and I moaned loudly, unable to contain myself.

He started moving and let my leg fall, but I swear the size of his hard shaft was keeping my thighs firmly separated, even though they squished down atop his cock.

It was a lewd sideways fucking position, but it gave him great penetration.

His huge thick cock surged down my canal and pushed my walls aside, and I was always surprised at how powerful he was—how angry his dick seemed, like it was always on the verge of exploding.

But he could contain himself better than I.

It was only three minutes in when I came the first time.

After that, I expected him to toss my leg over his shoulder and take me like that, but instead he turned me the other side, onto my belly.

Pushing down on my tummy, I shot out a spew of lady jizz like a broken fire hydrant behind me, coating his car in nasty goodness as it shot through the triangle of his legs.

His balls slapped against my ass as he crouched down onto me, then let his body fall forward.

His weight made me let out an “oof.”

“Y-Yes, Daddy, so freaking big! So good! Break me in two!”

He made a “shh” sound like I was supposed to lower my voice, but it wasn’t gonna happen.

He was mounted on top of me from behind, his weight over me so I was immobile and useless and had nowhere to run or hide.

Then he surprised me by reaching forward and throwing open the door near my head.

It gave me more room to work with, and the night air felt cool on my red cheeks as Brandon went to town on my ass and skewed my pussy from above.

I was in a speedbump position, and all I could do was squirm and feel the incessant pressure of his huge dick skewering me and beating up my insides.

I came and squirted again, ruining some more leather of his car.

He didn’t seem to mind.

His balls slapped some more and my ass clapped loudly. He grunted while his hips worked overtime to pound away on top of me.

Our bodies melded together, and I fell into a rhythm of absolute bliss, near constant climaxes overtaking me and sending me over the edge.

I lost count of how many times I came.

He planked on top of me, his fat dick curving inside my fluffy, jiggly ass—a littler man wouldn’t have been able to get to me from that angle.

His forearm wrapped around my neck, while the other lifted my head up so I was staring outside at parked cars. He put slight pressure on my neck, which was bent at a somewhat awkward angle, and it just made me jizz from the erotic asphyxiation.

Then he released and kept pounding away.

My body jostled and my moans came out in a singsong staccato—I couldn’t keep them in.

They rang out and echoed in the parking lot, while Brandon fucked the life out of me and wiped my brain clean of any thoughts.

He had defended me in the utmost extreme way. He had showed he cared, just like Jamie.

If I thought his caring attitude had been a fluke before, now I knew otherwise.

He wasn’t going to let me go anytime soon, and I didn’t have to worry about that. I just needed to give in to the pleasure, ride the cresting tide of bliss, and let it wash over me.

And I did, over and over again.

Staying at Brandon Law’s mansion had been the best decision of my life.

To think, this time the night before I was at Mom’s house eating spaghetti, peacefully enjoying her company before we watched movies together and everything was great.

And now my body was rocking in the back of Brandon’s quarter-of-a-million-dollar Maserati, while my daddy plunged his cock deep inside me and let it throb and pulse until it was ready to explode—

And then he pulled back and took a deep breath, and I could feel every muscle on his chiseled frame flex and bunch together in anticipation, and mine did the same—

And he rammed back into me, stuck the landing deep in my insides, and released an entire rocket ship of cum right inside me, deep into my womb.

He groaned and moaned the entire time, and I let out a wailing cry that reverberated across the entire gigantic parking lot, and was probably even now bringing unwanted attention to people around us, trying to enjoy their early evening . . .

Or maybe it was
 wanted. I didn’t even know anymore. I was learning new things every day with this hunk of a man.

With the force of his eruption and the depth he shot it, Brandon would’ve made me pregnant right there and then, I knew it, and I would have let him because he had turned me into his utter slave.

There was nothing I wanted more in that moment than to be with Brandon Law forever. He was my daddy and my caretaker and my protector. Heck, he was even my provider.

I knew, once and for all, he would always defend me and protect me from undesirables.

And then he would give me the best, mind-boggling, screaming sex of my life, and all would be well in the world.

I would never think of the likes of Mike London again, because Brandon had basically wiped his existence from the face of California.

Because Brandon Law had that power. Tech billionaire, dom daddy, charmer, lover.

And my Master.

~
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Bella Beaumont

~
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S
 omething was amiss
 at Casa de Brandon.

After being here for so many months under Brandon Law’s service as his housemaid, I had the intuition to tell when things were . . . off.

Master Brand was being distant. Over the last few days, he’d been standoffish, which made me sad because I thought we had turned a corner in our relationship.

After he’d taken me out on the town, shown me a great afternoon by showering me with gifts and then an excellent lunch, I thought we had become something more than master-subordinate, but it appeared things were now regressing in the wrong direction.

That had only been a week ago, and I had learned a great deal about the man during that time. For one, Brandon was not someone to be trifled with. If Mike London’s fate was anything to go by—the football player at my university who had all but lost his scholarship due to messing around with me—then it was clear Brandon had more clout and power in this town than I could’ve imagined.

Mike London had laid a hand on me, then called me a bitch and a cunt when I wouldn’t schmooze with him and go to his house. He was a hot young man who turned out to be an entitled bastard, and I’d wanted nothing to do with him.

Brandon caught wind of Mike’s treatment of me through our little princess maid, Jamie, who had rescued me in the moment, and then Brandon had pulled some strings and basically ruined Mike’s life. He even threatened to buy out Mike’s parents
 from their house and price them out of the market so they would never live in this city again, and that, well, that was some serious vengefulness! 

I had to say I felt a little bad about what happened to Mike, because that was my natural inclination—to avoid conflict—but it also felt nice to know I had a protector in Brandon.

But now . . . what the heck was going on with him?

In the week since that fateful day when Brandon showed his true colors—his tenderness as well as his vindictiveness—he’d barely spoken to me.

During our outing, Brandon had confirmed that I was his favorite maid. The shopping and extravagant lunch all seemed like more than a ploy at the time, though I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve it.

I thought he just wanted to keep me around, because he’d said as much.

But now I wasn’t so sure.

I mostly kept to myself during that week, as I was going through some emotional turmoil. I’d turned school around and now I was getting good grades again; I’d even made a couple of friends there. No one else was bothering me, likely because rumors of Mike London’s sudden demise had swirled around campus. 

Jamie and Nicky, my two co-workers and best friends, were still indeed my besties. I didn’t want to leave them—heck, I didn’t want to leave Brandon’s abode at all—but I was skeptical about my future there.

I hoped, selfishly, that Brandon was just going through a rough patch with his business or something. That in a few days, things would smooth over and we’d be back to our lewd, loving ways, and he would start acting nice again.

Even though I had learned in my sexual awakening that I was a sucker for a big dick and a dominant man, I was also a big fan of niceness and tenderness.

TLC was the name of the game.

Brandon Law had the potential to give me all of that. He was the complete package. I’d had many memorable moments with Jamie and Nicky, too, but at the end of the day it was Brandon who I served. He was the man I wanted to be with, when it came down to it.

And it wasn’t just the money.

The age difference . . . well, that was a huge turn-on for me. I’m sure I had some unresolved daddy issues somewhere in there, since I’d been raised by a single mom, but that wasn’t so out of the ordinary.

The money was nice, but I could’ve gotten by on a lot less. Most of the money I made went to my mom anyway, to help pay her debts and bills, and now she was starting to flourish and looking to a brighter future.

Brandon had done all of that for us.

Big heart, big cock. The whole package.

He had showed me that I was worth something. Even if I never worked another day of housekeeping in my life, I felt like I could have a future with Master Brand.

Perhaps we could even be boyfriend and girlfriend in truth, not just behind the huge closed doors of this mansion . . .

“Hey, Sinclair, snap out of it,” a sassy voice demanded near my face.

I blinked and turned, realizing I’d been literally staring at a wall for the past few minutes while my mind whirled. I held a broom in my hands, but was getting no work done in this office room.

I stared down at the adorable face of Jamie, with pink-tinged cheeks and a resting bitch face I just wanted to pinch. Her pixie cut was a little unkempt, and it made me want to smooth it over with my hands, but the look on her face said she wouldn’t appreciate headpats right now.

“Yes?” I said, still blinking dumbly.

She widened a single eye at me. “Did Master Brand fuck the smarts out of you, girl? You look despondent. Have for a few days.”

I frowned, shoulders sinking. “Master Brand and I haven’t done that
 in quite a while, actually. So, no, I think my brain is still intact.”

“Debatable.”

With a heavy sigh, I said, “Is there something you wanted, Jamie? Or did you just want to ridicule me?”

She was taken aback, her face flattening. “Oh, hun, sorry.”

I was usually the “sweet” one of the three maids, so the fact I’d stood up for myself must’ve thrown her off. But I had to admit things were getting a little tense around here with Brandon being in his funk. He was the glue that held us all together, and I think we were turning a little unruly and snarky without him.

Directionless, perhaps.

“It’s okay,” I said, reaching out to put a hand on her shoulder. I smoothed the puffiness of her outfit’s shoulder pad, then added, “What do you need?”

Jamie bit her bottom lip. “Uh, Master Brand wants me to go over some paperwork with you.”

My heart thudded against my ribcage. Panic swelled up my throat, choking me.

I cleared my throat, trying to regain my composure, but I’m sure my anxiety showed on my face. “P-Paperwork? Um, oh. Am I . . . being let go?”

Jamie snorted, flaring her nostrils. “No, no, it’s nothing like that. Don’t be silly, newbie. We all heard him say it: you’re his favorite.”

I gave her a crooked smile, because I knew how much it probably pained her to say that. She was, after all, the “princess.” She had been here the longest and had been Brandon’s number one before I got here.

But even through all her sarcasm, Jamie was sweet enough to not be angry at me for my newfound position. She was still beloved by Brandon, and probably got the most lovin’ out of all of us, so . . . maybe my status as his favorite was just for show.

“So what’s this paperwork, then?” I asked.

“It’s for an upcoming gala he’s throwing here. Lots of important people we need to know about, I guess. He wants us boned up on the names and status of each contributor.”

“Contributor?”

“I guess they’re shareholders in his company.”

“And what’s the occasion?”

Jamie shrugged. “No idea, babe. I’m not the person to ask.”

Speaking of that brought another thought to my mind. “And why couldn’t Brandon come tell me this himself, Jamie?”

She put her hands on her wide hips—way too wide and womanly for someone so short and huggable. “Again, babe,
 no idea. I’m just the messenger. He’s too busy right now . . . you know that.”

I sighed and nodded. “You’re right, I’m sorry. But do you know what he’s busy with?”

Jamie scratched the back of her head, looking at me like I was dense. “Um, if I had to guess, it would be this gala, and the fact that a great number of attendees have stakes in his company. I tell ya, Sinclair, I’m still not sold that he hasn’t fucked your brain into mush.”

I snickered. “Maybe he has. I’m just a little lost right now, I guess.”

“I think we all are,” Jamie said with a slow nod. “Brandon hasn’t been himself, and when he’s in a rut, we all are.”

“Exactly! I wish there was something we could do for him . . .”

She took my hand and started leading me out of the room. I placed my broom haphazardly against a wall.

“Well, we can start by learning about who these people are and doing as he tells us,” she said with a wink.

“Fair enough.”

“I think the quickest way to his heart is by following his orders and demands. You know how Daddy is.”

I chuckled again. “Yes, I do.”

But I was pretty sure the quickest way to Brandon Law’s heart was by pleasuring his fat cock.

And I was pretty sure Jamie knew that better than anyone here.

* * *
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 AMIE FLIPPED THROUGH
 the pages on the desk, taking a big yawn as she did. She blinked hard a few times, read a few more lines, and looked up at me.

I sat across from her at the desk, my hands on my lap, my left knee bouncing incessantly.

“Okay, let’s go over them again,” she said.

I sighed to show my exasperation, but I knew it wasn’t her fault. There were quite a few names—some of whom I even recognized from news articles and such. Apparently Master Brand had some pretty high-up shareholders in his tech company. Many of the people on the pages-long list weren’t even in the tech business.

“Doctor Hallaway,” Jamie said, then looked up at me.

I felt like I was cramming for a big test, which I guess I was. I wondered if Nicky had already memorized these names, or if he was even going to bother.

Looking up at the ceiling for a moment, I racked my brain, then rattled off what I remembered. “About six feet tall, gray hair around his temples but balding at the top. He wears a fedora sometimes to mask the fact he’s balding. Slightly stooped, so he doesn’t seem six feet tall. He likes hors d’oeuvres and, enjoys drinking pinot . . .” I trailed off, panic on my face as I looked over at Jamie, who was studying me intently. “Grigio.”

“Noir,” she said with a small smile curling her lips. “He likes pinot noir.”

“Dang it.”

“It’s okay, you did good. How about Mister Marano?”

I scratched the back of my neck. “Third-generation Italian-American. A big guy with a pronounced beer belly. Kind of looks sweaty all the time—”

“He sounds gross.”

I chuckled. “Salt-and-pepper hair, a greasy mop of it.”

“Does this guy even shower? How the hell is he so rich and so . . . slovenly?”

“Maybe it’s part of his charm?” I said, trying to give this guy the benefit of the doubt.

“Doesn’t sound very charming. And what does he do?”

“Angel investor, hedge fund guru . . . um. He got his start in real estate.”

“Like most of them.”

I nodded. “And he has a really loud laugh that’s startling. Whatever that means.”

“I suppose we’ll find out.”

I chuckled, but it was a sickly sound. I was getting tired. My brain hurt. All this thinking had done a good job of making me forget Master Brand for a little while, but it was impossible to forget who we were doing all this for.

“Jamie?” I asked, my voice small. “Can we, uh, take a break? I’m hungry.”

“Aw, you poor baby,” she said with a fake puppy-dog look on her face.

I blushed.

“Let’s do one more,” she said, then flipped to another name. “Mistress Naomi Bates.”

My face lit up. “Well, that one’s easy enough—”

I was cut off by the front door of the house opening and slamming shut, followed by the sounds of clacking shoes across the marble floor.

We were in an office not far from the entrance, and the shoes were coming closer.

“A close friend of Master Brand’s from his childhood—”

“Let’s just stick to the script,” Jamie corrected.

This was all stuff I already knew from firsthand experiences. “Well, she’s voluptuous, rich, snarky—”

“Watermelon-titted,” Jamie said with a smirk.

I snorted. “And she—”

“Has a fat ass that won’t quit?” a voice behind me said.

Startled, I spun around in my seat, to see Naomi Bates standing in the doorway, leaning casually against the frame with her arms folded under her giant breasts.

“Well,” Jamie said in a strangled voice. “Speak of the devil.”
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Chapter Two
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“T
 he devil?” Naomi said
 , arching a perfectly sculpted eyebrow. “I’m disappointed, my little fairies. I would think ‘succubus’ would be a bit more appropriate.”

I leapt up from my chair, hands bunching together between my legs. My rosy cheeks burned with embarrassment as I stared at the curvy woman in all her glory.

She was dressed in a form-fitting red dress that looked like it was about to split down the sides due to her wide hips. Leg slits on either side gave me an eyeful of pale, creamy thighs.

“Are you going to stare at me all night, sweetheart?” she asked.

I blinked and turned away. “Oh! My apologies, Mistress Bates. I, we, uh—”

“We weren’t expecting you so early, madam,” Jamie said in a much calmer voice. Glancing over my shoulder, though, I could see she was just as stunned as me.

Naomi Bates was a tall glass of water. More like a stein, really. Her flaxen hair was curled just so, bobbing on her shoulders as she maneuvered her body with a grace that belied a woman of her stature.

She was a head taller than me, and next to her, Jamie would look like a dwarf, only coming up to those oversized breasts that were bigger than the princess’ head.

Once upon a time, I had been forced to shove my face between those knockers, and then eat this woman’s pussy—as she had commanded.

It dredged up quite a memory, to say the least.

A smirk played at Naomi’s lips as she studied us. “I know you weren’t expecting me, silly girl,” she said to Jamie. At least she didn’t call her a boy, which I knew pissed Jamie off. “But I’m here anyway. I like to show up early to things. And unannounced.”

“The gala isn’t until tomorrow,” Jamie informed her.

Naomi rolled her eyes. “Didn’t I just say I know?”

Jamie bowed her head. “Um, my apologies, ma’am. Are you . . . looking for Master Brandon?”

The woman waved her hand in the air absentmindedly. “Oh, I’m sure he’s around here somewhere. But no, in fact. I came here early looking for something else. Or someone,
 really.”

I cocked my head. “Who, ma’am?”

Her smirk deepened, both eyebrows arching this time. “Don’t be daft, young lady. I’m sure you know who.”

After a quick thought, my eyes bulged. Of course I knew who. After Brandon had told us to treat Naomi as one of our own—like family—we had been at her beck and call. And she’d taken a particular liking to Nicky, the reasons quickly becoming evident . . .

She loved the femboy’s overgrown dick.

“I . . . don’t know where he is right now,” I said meekly.

“Well, come help me find him, won’t you?”

She pumped her hip to the side and then turned around to leave. Her huge ass billowed out from her dress, the fabric stretching across her boulder-sized buttocks and splitting down the middle like a deep crevasse.

I glanced over my shoulder at Jamie, and she gave me a small nod. Then I shuffled up beside Naomi like a puppy, eager to not disappoint because I knew I would never hear the end of it from Brandon.

As we ventured through the halls of the mansion, I noticed that night had fallen.


Dang, were we really reading out those names all day long?
 I wondered, shaking my head. No wonder I was tired.

But I was also feeling a bit squirmy. I had to do what Naomi wanted, and since she was looking for Nicky, I knew it wouldn’t be anything chaste.

I just had to hope she didn’t ask for me to partake in whatever it was she wanted. But I knew that was just wishful thinking, because the voluptuous blonde cougar had also taken a liking to me.

“I wanted to tell you, hun, I sorted out my differences with my boyfriend after leaving this place last time,” she said, striking up conversation as we walked side by side through the mansion, peering into empty rooms on the first floor.

“We’re back together,” she added, “and I wanted to thank you and your little friend for helping me in that.”


Oh, yay!
 I thought happily. If she’s back together with her boyfriend, then I shouldn’t have anything to worry about!


“Oh, I’m so happy to hear that, madam!” I said cheerily. “I don’t know what we did to help, but I’m glad we—”

“I think you know exactly what you did, college girl. You’re not as dumb as you act.” Naomi fixed me with a stare. Her shoes wouldn’t stop clacking, and it was taking up all my focus.

Well . . . that and her jostling tits as she sashayed down the halls. She was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted, and how to get it. She oozed sensuality, and it was actually making me a bit slick between the legs, as much as I tried to fight it off.

My body was betraying me, probably because I hadn’t gotten any sex in a few days, and Master Brand’s distant attitude was driving me up the wall.

I was masturbating at night more than ever: in the shower, before I went to sleep, when I woke up, during work hours . . . you name it.

“Anyway,” she said, drawing my attention back to her full red lips. “My boyfriend will be at the gala tomorrow, which is why I’ve come early.”

Uh oh. That doesn’t sound good.

She must have seen the fear on my face, because she smirked again. She seemed like the kind of person who reveled in others’ discomfort.

“So, we will keep this a clandestine affair, won’t we, Miss . . .”

“Claire,” I said.

“Ah, right. How could I forget.”

I said nothing.

“I remember you have the lips of an angel . . .” she said with a smile, then trailed off.

A jolt of desire swept through me, blooming at my belly and tunneling south, until I was pressing my knees together as I walked to keep from getting wet.

It was a hopeless endeavor.

After a moment of silence, where I was only trying to keep my libido in check, I finally gathered the nerve to speak again. “Mistress Bates, if I may ask . . . what is it you’re looking for from Nicky?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” she said haughtily. “I need a recharge before my significant other shows up, because I might not get another chance during the gala.”

I gulped. “O-Oh.” It wasn’t any business of mine, really, as long as she kept me out of it . . .

I just felt for poor Nicky, because he had no idea what was coming.

“Unless I can find a way to be sneaky during the event,” she mused, pouting her lip. “Hmm, that’s an interesting thought. And a hot one.”

I didn’t dare open my mouth to debate. If Naomi Bates had her mind set on something, she would find a way to make it happen. She was rich, powerful, beautiful, experienced—

“Ha,” she said with a sudden laugh. “I’m being silly. I can’t be a silent stalker with these.” She grabbed her heavy breasts—hands not nearly enough to cup them in their entirety—and squeezed.

My eyes popped wide.

“My, honey, it looks like your face is about to ripen, my little tomato.”

“I . . . I’m sorry.” I pushed through a slightly ajar door just to turn away so she couldn’t ridicule me any longer, then I gasped in the doorway.

Nicky sat on a rolling chair in the room at a side angle. I didn’t even know which room this was, but the skinny femboy sat with his feet dangling from the chair. The blue light of a computer screen reflected off his fair face, lighting up his long dark hair. He was still dressed in his maid outfit, but his massive cock was in both hands in his lap, protruding up like a curved spear from between his legs. Piles of Kleenex were strewn haphazardly around the computer desk. 

He turned the chair with a creak and let out a small noise in his throat, then unhanded his cock like it was an illegal object.

The boy’s dick fell forward and smacked against the edge of the desk with an audible thud, before drooping over the keyboard. The huge red tip leaked precum all over the keys.

My mouth watered at the corners of my lips.

So did Naomi’s, apparently, because she let out a mewling sound in her throat, then cleared it. “Ahh, there’s my big boy.”

“M-Miss Bates!” Nicky said. He squeezed his knees together, evidently trying to hide his grand boner by throwing his dress over his penis and smoothing it over.

But it was an impossibility, since the tent he pitched rose about a foot high.

We’d caught him in the middle of playing with himself, and I’d never seen Nicky so embarrassed.

But I knew his embarrassment wasn’t for my sake. He no doubt recalled the memories of how Naomi Bates had used him like a tool for her amusement, and how he’d ended up wearing her out and fucking her for hours until she passed out filled with his thick cum, before Nicky came to triple-team me with Brandon and Jamie.

That gangbang had been one for the ages, in which all my holes were filled and pleasured to the utmost extreme.

But I digress—

Naomi stormed across the room, closing the gap to Nicky in seconds flat. I was left at the doorway with my hand flying to my mouth, gasping as I worried what the woman would do to the little femboy.

She was about a foot taller than him, and easily twice his weight with all her curves. Naomi certainly wasn’t fat—voluptuous was the most apt descriptor—but she was . . . a lot
 to handle.

Nicky tried to scoot back on his rolling chair a few feet, but he made it only about six inches before Naomi was upon him and flinging his dress aside to reveal that jutting slab of cockmeat.

“Ah, there’s my prize,” Naomi muttered, no doubt with stars in her eyes.

“W-What are you doing here, ma’am?” Nicky asked, cheeks flushing.

He was so flustered that he didn’t even know how to react when Naomi reached under his armpits and picked him up like a toddler.

He squeaked, and then Naomi held him aloft in the air, and I thought she was going to freaking eat him.

Then she spun down on the chair with a loud groan from the cushion, and plopped the smaller man down on her lap like a toy.

Nicky’s cock smacked against his skinny bird chest.

“Let’s see, what were we looking at here, boy?” she asked, wrapping her arms around Nicky’s thin torso and pulling him close in a tight hug, rendering him immobile.

He squirmed in her lap and glanced over at me with a helpless look on his face, harried and wanting me to come and help him, but all I could focus on was the gigantic erection poking up toward his freaking chest.


Boys that small and skinny shouldn’t be allowed to be that big,
 I thought, shaking my head.

No doubt my head-shake sent the wrong signal to Nicky, because he seemed to deflate into Naomi’s body, resigned to his fate. He almost melted into her fluffy, pillowy body, with his head squeezing between her tits.

The woman’s nipples hardened into jutting nubs that poked the soft fabric of her red dress, framing Nicky’s head.

“Oh, you naughty boy,” Naomi said, lips curling at whatever lewd sight was playing on Nicky’s computer.

Then she surprised us both by reaching her arms under Nicky’s slender thighs and heaving them upward, lifting the boy’s knees up toward his ears.

It had the effect of folding Nicky like a lawnchair, in on himself, and then his bulbous cockhead was smacking against his own lips.

“Go ahead, honey,” Naomi said calmly, snickering to herself as she watched her handiwork in action. “Suck on that fat meat tip. I want to see if your ridiculous horsecock fits in your own quaint little mouth.”

Nicky gulped and groaned, his face a grimace as he tried to twist his head left and right, but it was no use. He couldn’t even escape from his own cockslab.

Naomi urged him by bouncing his legs up and down, so his precum-dripping dicktip lathered his thin lips with its salty sweetness.

When he hesitantly parted his lips about an inch or so, Naomi made her move—

She hoisted Nicky’s legs up even further, until he was subdued in a half-nelson on her lap, and the boy’s massive cock sank into his mouth and puffed his cheeks out.

He snorted on his own shaft, and then Naomi nudged his head forward so he went down on himself, burying his giant dick deep into his gullet.

Nicky gagged and choked on his own cock, while Naomi laughed at his expense. The maid’s uniform was scrunched and fraught to the side, and he started moving his head up and down, bobbing it on his cock as he got into a rhythm of sucking himself off.

My pussy was drenched with ladyjuices and I thought I’d cum right in my panties. My knees knocked together and I was worried my trembling thighs would give out and I’d fall to the ground in an utter heap of lewd necessity.

I needed to orgasm, and watching this incredible debacle was going to do it to me without me even needing to touch myself.

“Claire, girl,” Naomi demanded, and my head shot up to attention. “Get over here. I see you quivering like a sopping mess over there. Get on your knees, crawl to us, and gobble this boy’s huge nutsack while he sucks himself off. Come on, get to it.”

My eyes widened, I gulped, and then instantly fell to my knees like a good little puppy. Naomi had complete control over me with her commanding voice.

I crawled across the wooden floor on my hands and knees, then came up to the chair. Poking my head between their parted legs—mostly between Naomi’s Christmas-ham thighs—the mind-numbing scent of Nicky’s huge balls washed over me, stealing my brain and short-circuiting my thoughts.

They were giant and smooth like a couple of peaches, hanging low over his asshole as his bony butt was flexed on Naomi’s lap and his legs were in the air, bouncing. The bouncing action made his nutsack also jostle to and fro like a hypnotist’s yo-yo, brushing gently across the leather of the chair between his legs.

I tentatively reached up and poked my tongue out—

And Naomi used that moment to scoot forward on the chair with her feet.

Nicky’s ballsack smothered my face and I gargled and choked as the circumference of his sack darkened my vision for a moment.

The smell was incredible—musky but sweet; clean but salty.

“That’s right,” Naomi said, peering over Nicky’s shoulder. “Huff those powerful nuts and gargle them like mouthwash. I want the scent of this skinny lad engrained in your brain for days to come.”

I couldn’t think straight. Juices dripped at the juncture of my thighs and drenched my panties. I pulled them aside and thrust three fingers in my aching pussy and starting furiously fingerbanging myself.

The slurping, sloppy sounds of Nicky deepthroating his own cock rang out and set my fire to another level. I came with Nicky’s avocado nutsack planted on my face, smudging my makeup and burning his scent and sweat onto my cheeks and nose and mouth.

Nicky made cute little groaning sounds, his eyes closed as he choked on his own cock, Naomi still moving his legs upward for him.

She used her strength to lift him a little more, then said, “Now, bury your tongue in that pink little asshole of his. I want you licking his prostate and showing him a good time so he blows a load in his own mouth.”

I didn’t have a clue if I could actually reach Nicky’s prostate with my tongue, but by God I was going to try.

My inhibitions were completely shot in just a few short minutes, and I wanted nothing more than to feast on this boy’s asshole and eat him out for all I was worth.

I wanted Nicky’s huge dangling nutsack to rest on my forehead as I tried to dig my tongue deep into his rectum until he clenched his rosebud against my mouth and came all over himself.

It didn’t take long for me to probe and rim him before I snorted and buried my tongue deep inside Nicky’s anus.

By this point, if someone walked in it would’ve looked like I was buried between both of their legs, alternating between eating Nicky’s ass and slurping on Naomi’s cunt.

And I kind of wanted to try, but I couldn’t fit my head deep enough between them to get to Naomi . . .

Then Nicky let out a startled, choked sound, and I abruptly pulled back to see what was happening.

Naomi yanked the boy’s head back by pulling on his long hair, and his monstercock came flying out of his mouth and wobbled in the air for a moment, the tendril veins snaking down the length of his shaft as it throbbed and pulsed.

He grunted, his face twisted as he tried to hold back, and his wet balls tightened and pulled up to his ass—

Then he came like a bazooka, thick ropes of white, steamy cum rocketing into the air in a cascade of squelching lewdness.

Nicky’s jizz splashed all over his face, painting him white and sticky, and got in his hair. It shot past him, over his shoulder, and shot onto Naomi’s face, too. Staring up at them both, my mouth wide open with shock, I didn’t give myself enough time to duck or turn away—

It was a trainwreck I had to keep watching—

And a huge glob of spunk waterfalled right into my mouth, the salty liquid landing at the back of my throat and making me snort and gag before I swallowed it to keep from choking.

Nicky’s orgasm went on for a good twenty seconds as strands of cum drenched all three of us. My own face—being underneath them both—was also covered, and all I could do was close my eyes to keep it from blinding me.

But I didn’t move my face, because I wanted
 to feel the warm goo smacking down on me and raining like a heavenly, oozing shower.

Naomi was laughing the whole time Nicky came all over himself.

But when he was finished . . . he was still hard.

And I knew Naomi wouldn’t be laughing for long.
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Chapter Three
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N
 icky was still hard
 as a stone pillar after erupting from his autofellatio. His mammoth cock was coated with his spit and cum and when Naomi finally released his legs with a huff and puff, it was her first mistake of the night.

Though I had no doubt it was an intended
 mistake, to see what Nicky would do after he’d been manhandled and forced to gobble his own cock.

I mean, the skinny femboy with the oversized package was probably used to blowing himself—he probably did it on his spare time all the time . . .

But this was different. I knew he was a dommy guy, and being forced to do anything when you’re usually the one doing the forcing . . . well . . . it can be humiliating.

Sure enough, the moment after Naomi let him go and he was no longer in a pretzel on her lap, he hopped up onto the chair and straddled her thick legs.

She looked confusedly at him as he made his move on the chair, and I wasn’t even sure how he managed to squirm around and do all that so deftly.

But he was skinny, and that was his superpower. He could fit into tight spaces very well, in all sense of the phrase—

And then gape them wide open.

He smacked Naomi’s surprised face with his wet baseball bat cock a few times, using it with both hands.

She chuckled, not phased by the hard column of flesh corrupting her fair skin. Jizz was splattered in her flaxen hair, and I had no doubt she didn’t care about getting it even messier.

But she had to be shocked when Nicky took control of the situation and grabbed the back of her head with one small hand, while his other hefted the base of his shaft over her forehead.

She looked up at it cross-eyed, cock-drunk and ready to be owned, and I knew she was getting exactly what she wanted.

Nicky was playing right into her horny hand, but everyone was a winner here.

Well . . . except me. Unless I could finagle my way into this depraved situation.

Nicky took a fistful of gold hair in his hand and yanked backward, forcing Naomi to face the ceiling with a cry, her head snapping back.

“O-Oh my,” she muttered, but then her voice was cut off by her bending esophagus and I saw the first sign of delicious fear cross her features.

Like many powerful people who were usually in control, Naomi Bates liked to let go of that control when she was behind closed doors.

And while the door to this room was still open, for anyone to walk in on and witness the debauchery firsthand . . . the point still stood.

She was about to get massacred in the best way possible, and besides the flash of fright that danced across her features as Nicky let his heavy cock plank over her entire face, she was giddy and excited to be used as the femboy’s cumdump.

With her head tilted back and her mouth forced open, Nicky went on his tiptoes and straddled her head, letting his huge nuts rest on her face much like it had rested on mine. He dragged his balls all over her, smothering the poor woman and making her huff in a different sort of way.

Her legs squirmed, but she kept her hands tightly latched onto the armrests of the chairs, her knuckles turning white.

She could’ve easily stopped him by raising her hands and tossing him aside off the chair.

But that’s not what she wanted. She needed
 this dominating side of Nicky—it’s exactly what she’d come here for.

Nicky angled his dick between his legs, cock skewering down like a dragon’s tail toward his knees, and then without warning he plunged his massive bitch-breaker directly down Naomi’s gullet.

She frothed and gagged immediately, but then he was past her tastebuds and gag reflex and deep into her throat, bloating her neck like an frog’s throat pouch.

With a growl of frustration, Nicky drilled down into Naomi’s face, now that he had her in the sword-swallowing position he loved so much. It was the same insane way he’d fucked my face in the theater room one day when we’d been watching a movie.

It was clearly on of his favorites, and for good reason—

His giant dick got excellent penetration this way, sinking deep, deep down into Naomi’s throat. With every jerk of his skinny hips, his monstrous balls plapped against her chin, then hung low and smacked her swollen neck.

The noises she made while deepthroating him this way were inhuman.

And they were on a rolling chair . . .

Nicky hugged her face up against his belly as he facefucked her, dominating the bigger woman’s mouth and throat.

And the chair began to move backwards, slowly rolling with every downward thrust of Nicky’s hips.

I gasped in surprise, worried that they might fall backward and that this lewd exercise was going to turn into a bloody one with a broken head or bitten-off cock.

But Nicky knew what he was doing.

After a few feet of rolling, the chair smacked up against the rim of a bed.

Nicky pulled up, then back, and with a loud schlorp
 noise like a suction letting loose, his massive cockmeat withdrew from Naomi’s face.

She didn’t look so high and mighty now, with her face sweaty, makeup ruined, and a complete and utter daze in her eyes. She wobbled to and fro on the chair for a moment, and then Nicky cockslapped her across the face to snap her to attention.

“Up,” the femboy demanded, hopping off the chair.

Naomi gulped down some spit and pre-cum, coughed, and nodded her assent. She couldn’t speak right now.

She crawled up onto the bed and spread her legs, her giant ass facing Nicky.

The fem hiked up her beautiful red dress and revealed that glorious tanned ass as big as a double-wide trailer—twice as wide as his own hips—then pulled aside her string thong and revealed a beautiful thin tanline across her crack. Her asshole puckered and her pussy glistened in anticipation.

Nicky pushed her forward and she moaned as he began spanking her raw.

The claps rang out like thunder, all across the room and walls and echoing out into the hallways.

If Brandon and Jamie hadn’t known what was going on before, it was impossible to ignore now—no matter what part of the house they were in.

Nicky sank between those voluptuous asscheeks and slapped his cock up against her wet pussy a few times. Then he sank deep into her and she cried out in pain and bliss as Nicky impaled her in complete businesslike fashion.

He was on his tiptoes as he began reaming the woman and smacking his balls against her ass. But as his thrusts picked up pace, he was starting to lose balance and was beginning to fall forward—

So he hopped up onto the bed, crouched over her, and rammed into her that way.

He was so forceful that, even though he was much smaller and skinnier than his sub, she collapsed forward onto her huge pillowy tits and was flat on her stomach.

Nicky was big enough to grind into her from above, his nut-claps against her puffy ass ringing out even louder now that he had such an egregious angle.

I came again, just watching and fingering myself near the desk.

“Get over here and tongue her asshole, Claire,” Nicky demanded. “Give her a taste of her own medicine.”

His voice was gruff—probably from his jaw stretching wide to suck his own cock. I’d never taken orders from a fellow maid before like this, but his voice suddenly brooked no argument.

I complied, crawling forward again, eager to stick my face between that monstrous, swinging ballsack and Naomi’s red, bruised ass.

But how was I going to get in there without getting knocked out by Nicky’s swinging balls?

I guess I wasn’t.

I stuck my head between both their cheeks and let his balls plap up against my chin before swinging back down to collide with Naomi’s butt and ripple her skin like continuous tidal waves.

Then I spread her cheeks and stuck my face deep into the crevice of her crack, sticking my body to the side to give Nicky room to work and plow her. His shaft slid across my chin because he was so big and long, but I managed to stick the tip of my tongue into Naomi’s puckering butthole and then she clenched all around me, the tender flesh no doubt shooting with nerve endings.

I chuckled into her asshole and continued eating her out—I was becoming a regular pro at this.

A few minutes later, Nicky was forcing me aside as he leaned forward on her and put her in a speedbump position.

The prone-boning was loud and sloppy and Naomi couldn’t stop screaming and creaming herself.

But Nicky wasn’t one to quit.

Even once I was worn out, my tongue hurt from sticking out so much, and I was heaving from cumming three times in quick succession, Nicky was blowing loads deep into Naomi’s womb, ruining her insides with his grating cock, and just turning her into an absolute cum bucket.

The young femboy was incredible. He had the resilience of the sun and it was like nothing I’d ever seen before.

I saw firsthand how he could just cum over and over again, shooting steamy loads from that enlarged pisshole and smattering his victim in jizz.

It must have been a trick learned from practice, because I had always thought most guys could go once, maybe twice, and then they’d be done and needing rest.

But Nicky . . . he was a powerhouse. He twisted Naomi in every position imaginable—doggystyle, prone bone, wheelbarrow, then a side-angle with her leg raised; piledriver, spinning to reverse it, commanding her flesh and molding her curvy body to fit his needs.

I stayed and watched the whole thing, well into the night, and it took about two or three hours for Nicky to finally wind down.

Afterward, I thought he’d need some dinner and about twelve hours of rest, because there was no way to sustain that kind of constant, violent, aggressive fucking for so long without some downtime.

He probably shot a gallon of spunk into and onto Naomi’s body, until she was a used-up cumrag whose pussy gaped and drooled the boy’s thick loads onto the bedspread.

She was on her stomach, back in the traditional prostrate position like a bad Christian parishioner, legs spread far apart, heaving and struggling to stay awake, and that’s when Nicky finally blasted his final creamy load all over her back and in her hair.

Then he slapped her purple-and-red ass, watching as her flesh rippled, and hopped off the bed.

He turned to me, and my eyes bulged.

I could never take that kind of punishment. I would straight-up die.

But I misread him.

“Did you memorize the rest of the names?” he asked me.

I gulped, slowly nodding. “Y-Yes . . .”

“Good,” he said, then flung his dress over his softening anaconda cock between his thighs, as if nothing had happened—as if a rich, stuck-up haughty whore wasn’t lying on the bed covered in blankets of his sperm. “Let’s hope there are a couple of needy cumdumps like this one showing up to the gala, eh?”

I shrugged. “O-Okay. Yeah.”

His eyes narrowed on me, as if a new thought had just come to him. “Or . . . that they don’t turn you into one, newbie.”

My heart nearly stopped in my chest at the idea.

Nicky’s chuckle echoed on the way out, but I was frozen off to the side of the bed.

I turned when I heard a strange sound coming from Naomi’s faceplanted head. She turned her head to face me, removing the pillow from beneath her, her chin resting on her forearms like she was sunbathing her back—cumbathing, rather. She looked like a complete mess, almost unrecognizable from the mighty woman I knew. 

“That boy really knows how to spark up your life, huh?”

I gulped and nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

She chuckled, then coughed and a geyser of jizz shot out from her nose. She collapsed back on the bed.

I know she had directed the question at me . . . but I was pretty sure Naomi Bates had been talking about herself right there.

Her poor boyfriend! He never stood a chance.
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Chapter Four
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B
 randon finally made
 an appearance the next morning.

He was dressed in a tailored suit, looking like a billion bucks with his tight clothes plastered to every bulging knob of his muscled body. I wanted to lick him everywhere.

The master of the mansion had us gathered around one of the dining room tables in the kitchen, with the soft morning sun wafting in from a window behind him. It silhouetted his body and made him look like an angel.

He stood over the table while we all sat, looking shamefaced for some reason.

“Imagine my surprise,” he began, his voice gruff, “when I was stalking the hallways late last night and found my good friend Naomi facedown, ass-up on a bed, naked with her beautiful red dress ripped to shreds, cum-bathing in a pool of drying spunk.”

I blinked wildly at his lewd words, and even more, the harshness of his tone. He didn’t seem happy, and it made me sad.

“I have an idea who the culprit might be,” he continued, “but does anyone want to step forward and admit what they did to her?”

His eyes slowly veered over to Nicky, and the femboy nodded furiously. “S-She made me do it, Master. I’m sorry.”

“Hm,” he grunted, fixing him with a piercing gaze that no doubt shot right through Nicky’s soul. After a long moment, he said, “I have no doubt. And what was she doing here early? Did she tell you?”

Nicky shrugged. “Not really . . .”

“She got back together with her boyfriend,” I blurted, not sure where my confidence came from. “But was worried because he’s going to be at the gala tonight. I think she wanted one last hurrah before this evening.”

Brandon nodded thoughtfully. “Thank you, my dear.” He sighed and stood to his full height—an imposing sight if there ever was one. “I’m not angry at you three.”

We let out a collective sigh of relief. Then again, punishment with Master Brand was one of the best parts of the job, if I was being honest.

“You can’t control the horny whims of a woman like Naomi Bates, and I once told you all to do whatever she asked.” He grunted. “I guess I’m more disappointed that she would show up without letting me know.”

“Where have you been, Daddy?” Jamie asked, her voice pinched and needy. “We’ve missed you.”

“Yes, I know,” Brandon said, his voice not wavering one iota. He sounded cold and distant still, and I desperately wanted to know where this was all coming from. “But I had to distance myself from you three, unfortunately. I think ‘one last hurrah’ is a perfect phrase for the occasion, in fact.”

I tilted my head to the side, confused. “What . . . what do you mean, Master?”

Brandon caressed the stubble on his chin, then ran his palm over his face. He looked tired—defeated, almost. But I knew Brandon Law could never be defeated, so where was all this anxiety coming from?

“I’ll give it to you guys straight, because you have been so forthcoming with me,” he said.

I was on pins and needles, leaning forward on the edge of my seat.

He clasped the back of the chair in front of him, his knuckles whitening like he was holding on for dear life as he leaned forward. “This gala . . . it’s not just for my shareholders. Or, rather, it is. Let me start again.”

I furrowed my brow. What the heck?

“It’s also an auction, you see . . .”

When he trailed off, leaving us rapt and grasping for more words, I finally couldn’t help but throw my hands up in frustration. “An auction? What are you auctioning?”

His granite gaze settled on me, setting my insides on fire. But that fire was quickly doused with ice cold words that he let out with as much emotion as he could muster without breaking down.

“You, Claire. All of you.”

I gasped. The other two did as well.

Floored, I started shaking my head, not sure I’d heard him correctly.

We weren’t slaves. Like, not actual
 slaves.

What the heck did he mean?

Jamie spoke up, taking her usual spot as the leader of our maidly trio. “What the hell, Daddy? What kind of auction, exactly?”

Brandon scratched the back of his head. “Well, apparently my shareholders have gotten wind of what I’ve been up to around here, with you three.”

“How?” Jamie asked.

Brandon shrugged. “I don’t know. But does it matter? They all know about you, and what you guys do for me . . .”

“Do they also know you treat us like queens and kings?” Jamie asked, and my heart melted a little. She was trying so hard to keep it together, and her forwardness was admirable.

Even Brandon’s face sank a little at that, beating through the rough exterior he was trying to put on.

“Yes, princess, I think they do. And they want what you’ve given me, for themselves.”

“And you’re just gonna let them have us?” Nicky spat, his voice filled with venom.

“I’ve been assured that wherever you three land, your incomes will be raised,” Brandon said. “But you have to understand, I have to appease my shareholders.”

“So you’re . . . selling us off like cattle to the highest bidder?” I asked meekly.

Brandon frowned. “In a word, yes. I’m sorry, sweethearts. I’ve been struggling with this for days, which is why you haven’t seen a lot of me. But as much as I love you all, I can’t sacrifice my company for your sakes.”

It sure didn’t sound like love to me.

He was putting his business ventures ahead of our wellbeing and . . . worse than that . . . he was breaking our hearts.

“How long have you been planning this?” Jamie asked, her eyes in slits in an accusatory gesture.

Brandon sighed. “Remember that business trip I went on?”

“Weeks ago?” Jamie scoffed. “How could we forget?”

Brandon gave us a small shrug, but said no more.

Tense silence enveloped the room.

“How could you?” I finally asked, my voice lower than I’d intended. It came out like a threat.

Lurching back, Brandon fixed me with a stare. He clearly hadn’t expected that out of me. Even Nicky and Jamie were staring at me with wide eyes.

Brandon opened his mouth to speak, but was unable to.

I continued. “After all we’ve been through, you’re just going to sell us to these . . . strangers?”

“I was a stranger to you all once as well, honey.”

“Yeah, but we’ve all come to adore you and love you. There’s a reason we call you Master and Daddy, Brandon! We care for you!”

“And I care for you.”

“Sure doesn’t seem like it!”

I jumped up from my seat, unable to keep the tears from falling down my cheeks.

“Please, Claire, don’t cry . . .” Brandon said, his voice choked.

“No!” I whined, thrusting a finger toward him. My voice was raised, on the verge of going hysterical. “You can’t just do this to us! I’ll quit, dang it! We all will!”

Brandon shot a look at Nicky and Jamie, and I followed his eyes. “Really? With triple your daily wage?” he asked them.

They both looked ashamed, faces aimed at the floor.

“Well . . .” Jamie said, trailing off.

Clearly I couldn’t speak for all of them, and this wasn’t a “you’re with me or against me” moment. I guess we weren’t all in this together.

I’d read the room wrong.

Jamie looked up at me, her cute face scrunched in a frown, eyes dewy and ready to spring a leak. “Fifteen hundred bucks a day, Sinclair . . . that’s a lot of money.”

I huffed and balked. “This is unbelievable! It’s not about the money!”

“Eh, maybe not for you . . .” Nicky said, running a hand through his long hair. “This was always a job for me, newbie. A fun one, yeah. But I can’t turn down that kind of cash.”

“So you two don’t care about your employer at all, either? This has all been a business transaction for you?” I sniffled, then wiped snot away with my forearm. I was turning into a blubbering mess, my whole life crumbling right before my eyes.

“No, I wouldn’t say that,” Jamie said, trying to stay calm. “But maids get moved around all the time, babe. This isn’t anything too crazy.”

“It is to me!”

She smiled sadly at me. “And that’s why you’re our newbie.”

Her cute words and tricks weren’t going to work with me. Not this time. I sucked the insides of my cheeks, then flared my nostrils angrily.

“I can’t believe you all!” I yelled, throwing my arms up in defeat. Then I pointed at Brandon and seethed, my skinny finger trembling in the air. “And you . . . I can’t believe you
 most of all!”

I turned on my heels and stormed out of the kitchen.

“Please, Claire, wait—” Brandon began as I reached the archway.

I spun around, thrusting another finger toward him. I felt the word out in my mouth, my teeth scraping over my bottom lip.

“F-Fuck you, Brandon.”

With a sharp intake of breath, all three of them gasped in unison.

They had never heard me cuss in public before.

Heck, I don’t think I ever had.


It was a release I needed, but it wasn’t enough to mend my breaking heart.

I couldn’t believe this. Any of it.

Naomi was standing outside the kitchen, a robe wrapped around her voluptuous body, no doubt just waking up despite it being nearly noon.

“Trouble in paradise?” she asked, innocently enough.

“Fuck off, Naomi,” I growled as I brushed past her toward the stairs.

Her body stiffened for a moment, but then I was past and left with a dark chuckle from her that set my hairs on end and pissed me off even more than I thought possible.

* * *
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I
 CALMED DOWN A BIT
 over the next few hours, but I wasn’t about to forgive Brandon Law for what he was doing.

I could have never imagined that leaving his employment would affect me so deeply, but here I was, crying in my pillow and rolling around aimlessly in bed in the middle of the afternoon.

I had started to take everything for granted.

This was definitely one of those “you don’t know what you have until it’s gone” moments . . . and it was all about to be gone.

I was obviously spoiled—no nineteen year old woman, or girl, rather, should be making the kind of money I was while I went through college. I was bringing in five figures a month, and that wasn’t including all the stuff Brandon bought for me on his own.

After working for a few months for Brandon, I could afford to get a loan and buy my own expensive-ass house for my mom.

But I’m glad I hadn’t, yet, since it seemed it would all be coming to a screeching halt after today.

I mean . . . if I let it.

As Brandon’s words flooded through me, I started to become numb and was second guessing myself as I stared up at the ceiling.

Triple the income?

Jesus Christ, that was, like, thirty thousand dollars a month. I’d be making more than a quarter-million dollars a year after taxes. And for what? Being the cute sex slave of these older men?

People did a lot worse for a lot less money, I knew.

Also, who knew what kind of men these would be? Perhaps some of them would be like Brandon, and I’d actually fall for them.

When that thought crossed my mind, I snorted aloud.


Fat chance. I know
 exactly what type of men these are, because I spent all afternoon yesterday learning about them!


And none of them were like Brandon. Based on the reports alone, they were all older perverts who probably didn’t have a nice bone in their bodies.

But beyond all that, it wasn’t the money or the identities of these men that was making me piss and moan like a whiny brat.

It was my aching heart.

Brandon Law had become someone special to me. In just a few short months, I’d truly fallen in love.

I couldn’t believe I was thinking it, but there it was.

I was probably young and dumb and didn’t know what I was talking about, but in the wise words of Selena Gomez, the heart wants what it wants.

Clearly this whole thing had been messing with Brandon, too, because he hadn’t shown his face for days. All of this came right after the best outing we’d ever had, and now it was like he didn’t care about me.

But I knew he did.

He didn’t want to let us go.

He was between a rock and a hard place, because what he said was true: He couldn’t jeopardize all he’d worked for just for our sakes. We were being silly if we thought he would sacrifice his tech empire for our lust and lewd whims.

No doubt he’d find a new plethora of maids to take our places, and he’d treat them the same as us, and they’d fall in love with him also, and it would be one big stupid cycle that never ended.

I needed to move on.

I would take the money, and whichever gross owner outbid the rest to take me on under his wing . . . and I would continue my life.

I would leave Casa de Brandon.




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




Chapter Five
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T
 he gala began just
 as the sun was beginning to set later that evening. Apparently, all the invited shareholders were not just there for the auction, but also to hear Brandon talk about his latest project.

But the centerpiece of the event would be us: Me, Jamie, Nicky.

It wasn’t until that night that I really realized what I had gotten myself into. Working for Brandon had been a breeze because he was easy to get along with, smoking hot, and had given me so much.

But now that I would be leaving his “employment,” who knew what to expect? Heck, some of these men and women could have been sex traffickers. If they were out here bidding on people’s bodies, God only knew what other shady stuff they were getting up to.

I couldn’t put my mind at ease all night.

And to make matters worse, Brandon had humiliatingly made us wear our maid outfits, so the people could “see the merchandise.”

I wanted to call my mom to tell her what was going on, but that would have meant spilling the tea on the entire situation with Brandon up to this point, and I just wasn’t willing to do that. I needed to keep her in the dark about all the nefarious activities I’d been getting into.

One thing was for sure: I was about to be spending a whole lot more time at home. No more night-after-night stays at Casa de Brandon.

Whoever “bought” me, they would get me for my working hours, and then I’d jet home and start a life outside of my housekeeping duties.

The attendees of Brandon’s gala were all high-rollers. After my initial shock at Master Brand’s announcement, and a few hours of bawling and rolling around aimlessly in my bed, I despondently joined Nicky and Jamie to help pretty up the mansion.

We spent the next five hours getting the gala ready: making sure the hors d’oeuvres were set out, and the wine and champagne, the finger sandwiches and crab cocktails. We had the place looking like a movie set. Red carpet and everything.

Brandon obviously spared no expense for his investors, and so we spent the afternoon getting things ready. It actually helped take my mind off things a little. But then I was back to thinking about where I’d end up, and how I’d gotten myself into this situation.

What Jamie and Nicky had said was true. Yes, I could quit. But I’d be a fool to turn down all this money.

As the guests began to trickle in around sundown, I stood next to Jamie with my hands clasped in front of my stomach like a good, subordinate girl.

I gave the guests fake smiles as they walked in, most of them with rings on their fingers but without any significant others on their arms.

Hmm, I wonder why that could be.

Clearly, these older guys were looking for hot young mistresses to groom and fuck, and their wives probably wouldn’t have been too keen on the idea.

“I can’t believe we’re smiling at the people who are going to be herding us off like cattle,” I whispered to Jamie out the corner of my mouth.

She balked. “Don’t be so doom-and-gloom, Sinclair. It’s not the end of the world.”

“I feel like a prostitute.”

She made another sound in her throat. “Prostitutes get paid a lot less than we are.”

Quirking my eyebrow at that, I said, “That’s true. Why don’t these guys just buy themselves escorts, then?”

She shrugged. “I don’t think money is an issue with any of them. Look how stupid rich they all are, to be in Master Brand’s circle. I think it’s the novelty of having younger people at their beck and call.”

“Like Mistress Naomi,” I said, jutting my chin across the way as the curvy woman made her way down the hall. Her arm was slipped into the arm of a handsome, younger fellow who was probably only half her age and less than half her net worth.

Naomi’s beau was a cute guy, no doubt—big and strong and a chiseled jaw line, dressed to the nines like everyone else—but as Naomi sauntered by the statuesque, rail-thin figure of Nicky on the other side of the walkway across from us, I saw her lips curve in a smile.

With her free hand, she gently grazed it over Nicky’s shoulder, then patted the boy on the head, all without her boyfriend noticing. Next, she took a glass of champagne from the tray Nicky was holding and did something else with her face that made the femboy squirm where he stood.

“Oh, honey, champagne?” Naomi asked her boyfriend in a voice I’d never heard from her—the very picture of housewife material.

“Sure, darling,” the younger man said, taking the proffered flute.

They moseyed off and I was left staring at Nicky’s face as he rolled his eyes at us.

An older, stooped man with gray hair and a hat on walked by us and gave Jamie and me a creepy, lascivious grin.

“Evening, Doctor Hallaway,” Jamie said with a curtsey, then offered him a glass of champagne.

He winked at the princess, took the flute in a gnarled, withered hand, and wandered off.

“Ugh,” I muttered under my breath. “Yuck. He’s like a perverted grandpa with one foot in the grave.”

Jamie was all optimism, though. “If he gets me, least I won’t have to worry about fucking him all the time. Guy hasn’t probably gotten a boner in fifteen years.”

I snickered. 

A sweaty-looking man wandered up the front stairs into the foyer, his suit jacket unbuttoned and his shirt underneath missing a few buttons up top, while the bottom bulged from his oversized belly. He was fat and predatory, with tufts of dark chest hair sprouting up from his partly-opened shirt, and I noticed a stain on the end of his jacket. He kept running his hands through a greasy mop of hair, and I wanted to puke.

“Mister Marano, how do you do?” I asked in my sweetest voice when he approached.

He narrowed his eyes on me and tucked his chin in—all three of them—making him look like a sweaty turtle. He eye-fucked me for a moment, then he snatched a glass of pinot noir from a nearby table and wandered off without saying a word.

In all, there were about fifteen investors here. Naomi was one of only two women. The rest were creepy old men, and none of them held a candle to Brandon Law’s good looks and charm.

This was going to be a long night.

* * *
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J
 AMIE AND NICKY AND
 I made pretty for about an hour, while the guests started to get drunk. We were directed to touch shoulders and arms and do all the things that high-paying hookers were expected to do in order to get a good gig that night.

“Any idea where the money Brandon’s raising for the auction is going?” I asked Jamie at one point.

She shrugged. “Probably straight into his pocket.”

I frowned. “I would hope he would at least give it to charity or something . . .”

She snorted. “Doubtful, hun. But aren’t you adorable.”

“Hey!” I squeaked. “Brandon is quite the philanthropist, you know. I read about it.”

“True. I guess we may never know where that money goes. But I’d say we have bigger things to worry about. Look, Doc Hallaway can barely stand.”

“Well, he’s been chugging champagne flutes since he stepped foot in here.”

“And Naomi looks like she’s about to force Nicky to motorboat her right in front of her boyfriend. Come on, let’s go help out.”

We went to rescue Nicky, but before we could get to him by the stairs of the large ballroom, Brandon made an entrance to a soft smattering of applause.

We froze where we stood, and he clinked a glass and raised a toast to all of his shareholders.

I tuned him out, focusing on how hot and smoldering he looked in a midnight black blazer and slacks, with a red power tie and his entire garb itching to be ripped apart to show that magnificent naked body underneath.

He was saying something about the auction, though, because at one point a few people turned to look at me and Jamie and suddenly we were center stage.

Jamie gulped and I squeezed her hand at my side.

“Guess this is it,” she said with a scared smile, and then wandered off to the front of the room.

“Good luck, bestie,” I said under my breath.

The auction was beginning.

* * *
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B
 RANDON HAD A HAND
 on Jamie’s shoulder, gently squeezing it as if to reassure her that she’d be okay. That she was safe.

But who knew how long she would be safe for? I didn’t trust any of these slimy old farts.

Men were barking out numbers like “eighteen” and “twenty,” and I wasn’t sure if that alluded to eighteen thousand
 or what. I had kind of tuned out Brandon’s entire initial spiel, because I was lost in my own head and on his body.

Then people were congratulating some old timer with his back turned to me, once the number hit about thirty.

I recognized the hat, and scoffed aloud, realizing that Jamie had gotten her wish and would be Doctor Hallaway’s new pet.

She gave me a sly smile as she hopped away from Brandon without so much as a second glance.

I wished I had the confidence and demeanor of her, to so easily toss Brandon aside for greener pastures . . . but it still hurt to think about what he was doing to us.

Even more than forcing us out of his house with a price on our heads . . .

He was splitting up the dream team!

I hoped I would see my besties again, but I really didn’t know, once we were split up, if it would be like a long-distance relationship—you start off strong, but as the days turn into weeks and months, you start to lose that connection, and before long your long-distance pal is basically a stranger.

Nicky was up next, and to my surprise Naomi Bates began the bidding with a vigorous number that rose a few murmurs from the other investors—the most surprised of whom was her freaking boyfriend.

I read her mouth from a distance as she said, “What? It could be fun, honey.”

I slapped my hand to my forehead and shook my head. Jeez, that woman was incorrigible.

In the face of her own boyfriend, she was about to buy out a lanky young thing with a titanic cock that would no doubt put her beau to shame—

Maybe they were into the whole cuckold fetish, or perhaps they were swingers.

But from the surprised look on Mr. Handsome Boyfriend’s face, it didn’t seem like it. He was baffled, and if he was confused now,
 I could only imagine what he’d think the first time Naomi lifted Nicky’s dress for him . . . or the first time he walked in on his big-titted bimbo girlfriend getting powerslammed by the hung femboy with her body pretzled six ways to Sunday.

That would be a shock.

A couple other gentlemen bid on Nicky to make it a fair game, but Naomi was clearly the aggressor here. She wasn’t going home without him. I think Nicky’s long hair and stick-like figure was girly enough to interest a few of the perverts, but it was only a passing interest.

I was up last, and my heart beat rapidly in my chest as I walked up like a zombie to Brandon, squeezing past the old lechers that sneered and eye-screwed me as I daintily passed by.

I wanted to tug my short skirt further down my thighs. I had never tried drugs before, but I desperately wanted some now to forget this whole affair.

How humiliating and terrible!

All eyes were on me, and Brandon was squeezing my shoulder, and everything happened in a blur.

Every time someone would bid on me, Brandon would give me a little pat and squeeze, trying to make me feel better, but it didn’t work.

He whispered, “It’ll be okay, honey,” at one point, but I just shook my head.

“Like you care.”

His body became a bit rigid and taut after that.

I felt bad, because I could only dig the dagger in so deep. I wasn’t a mean-spirited person, and I could tell this was draining on Master Brand.

As the numbers rose and rose, I realized I was surpassing both Jamie in Nicky in terms of what I was bringing in.

Mind you, I wasn’t going to see a red cent of this auction price—this was just for the benefit of having me work for one of the old freaks!

“Where’s the money you’re raising from us going, anyway?” I asked Brandon, still at his side.

The number hit fifty thousand, and I was sure it would stop there.

“Charity,” he said.

My heart swelled at that. I knew it!


Then my eyes landed on the man who had the highest bid . . . a couple more people tried to put in numbers, but when it hit sixty thousand, that was it.

The jig was up.

And I was staring into the greasy, fat, oily face of Mister Marano. He looked disgusting and so pleased with himself, with a yellow grin plastered across his features as he waggled his eyebrows at me and reached out a hand for me to walk toward him.

Brandon gently pushed me away.

I almost broke into tears. “N-No, please,” I whined, finally looking over my shoulder to see if Brandon would help.

His eyes were glossy but set in stone. His jaw was a steel trap. He kept bunching the muscles there, as if ready to take it all back—

But it never came.

I was going to be the property of this lecherous, greedy older man, and the thought sent shivers down my spine.

From a nearby room, I could already hear gentle moans, building in volume.

The shareholders were looking at each other with glints in their eyes, and a few of them even retreated toward the sound of the room.

It was Jamie’s voice crying out, sounding close to an orgasm.

I guess she’d been wrong about Doctor Hallaway’s ability to get it up . . .

And then I heard the doctor’s lewd, raspy voice. “Take it you tiny-dicked little bitch! That’s right!”

I sniffled, and uproarious laughter broke out in the ballroom.

Two men vanished into the room where Hallaway was having his way with my bestie.

Tears trickled down my cheeks.

Then Mister Marano’s heavy, greasy slab of arm was draped over my shoulder and I shuddered.

With my body going taut like a chopstick, I peered out at Brandon in the distance, and my heart broke.
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Chapter Six
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“N
 o!” Brandon boomed
 , and all the building murmurs and chuckles ceased.

My eyebrows jumped up my forehead with renewed hope, my crumbling heart slowly starting to knead its way back together.

I took a step forward, but Mister Marano’s gross hand squeezed my shoulder tight and kept me from moving.

With the sudden silence, only the sound of Jamie’s whimpers from the other room filled the quiet.

It was enough to even make Brandon blush, but then he took a step forward and knotted his hands into fists at his sides.

“Fuck this,” he growled, sweeping his arm out like a commander surveying his sergeants. “The auction is off. I’m calling it off.”

“Bullshit!” Marano said, amidst a wave of protests. “We’ve already bid.”

Brandon shrugged easily. “And you can keep your money. I don’t want it if it means losing these three. They’re mine,
 dammit.”

My heart jumped into my throat, and the blood rushed into my ears so heavily that I could hardly hear him past my jubilation.

“You mean to tell me you’d risk us backing out of your new pet project?” Marano said, raising an eyebrow.

Brandon nodded once. “If that’s what you want to do, so be it. But you know this project will make you a lot of money. I won’t sacrifice what I have for the stupid project.”

“This is uncalled for, Brandon. This has been in the works for weeks!”

“I don’t care. Unhand Miss Williams, Marano.”

“And what if I don’t?” Marano sneered.

“Then I’ll punch your teeth into the back of your throat and make you buy a new set of veneers. Looks like you could use them, anyway.”

Marano gasped. “You barbarian,” he growled. But his hand was suddenly hovering
 over my shoulder, and not on top of it.

I took the chance to jolt away toward Brandon.

“Fuck you, sloth,” Brandon replied.

Another man asked, “What is it you have
 here, exactly, Brandon?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“Try me.”

“Love,” Brandon said. He took my hand and tugged me away from the room, toward Naomi.

“Don’t be ridiculous, hun,” Naomi spat as Brandon tore Nicky away from her.

“Unhand him, slut,” Brandon said.

Naomi’s boyfriend stood forward at the slur, chest to chest with Brandon, but Naomi tugged him away and made sure he stood down. 

Nicky said, “Uh, Master, I was hoping for that triple pay . . .”

“And you’ll have it. With me.”

Nicky’s face lit up. 

“I’m disappointed, Brandy, but I suppose I understand,” Naomi said.

Brandon flashed her a grin. “I’m glad to hear it. I wouldn’t want anything to come in the way of our friendship.”

“W-What friendship is he talking about, babe?” the boyfriend asked, clearly insecure.

“Oh, shut up, Wyatt,” Naomi sighed, then wandered off. “Thanks for the champagne,” she said before leaving, and then winked at Nicky. “And the extracurriculars.”

“Babe! What the hell does that
 mean!?” Boyfriend said, voice trailing off as they reached the stairs.

“She might understand, but I don’t!” another man said. “Surely there’s something illegal going on here. What if we report you to the board, Brandon? You can’t take this away from us, or we’ll take them
 away from you.
 ”

Brand said, “Oh?” and then turned to me. “Can you tell me what’s been going on, honey, for the gentleman investor?”

I shrugged easily. “Everything aboveboard, sir. I swear on my momma.”

With a giggle, I was rushed off into the room where Jamie was.

Doctor Hallaway had the princess bent over the bed, and Brandon practically flung his frail body across the room as he forced the doctor away from my poor bestie.

“Hey! I paid for that!” the doctor said, struggling to raise his pants up his weathered legs.

“Don’t care, Hallaway. Get the fuck out of my house.”

When it was all said and done, the night was a complete disaster for Brandon—and possibly his business—but a win for us as a unit.


Once the weasely old man escaped, Brandon asked Jamie, “Are you okay? Did he hurt you? I’ll kill the motherfucker.”

Jamie blushed and shook her head. “I told him he could do it. He didn’t attack me, Daddy . . . I was just faking it.”

Brandon raised a brow, then heaved a sigh of relief. “Oh, thank God. I thought he was actually hurting you.”

To imagine my best friend being raped in Brandon’s own abode . . . it was almost too much for me. I rushed over and hugged the princess, then had a group hug when Nicky squeezed in beside me like a moth to flame.

“I know I brought this upon myself,” Brandon said from the distance, “and I’m not trying to play the hero card for all this shit. I’m sorry for everything—I don’t know what I was thinking. This place would be so freaking lonely without you guys.”

We turned to him and he looked bashful for perhaps the first time ever.

“But I, uh, I hope you three can save some of that lovin’ for me.”

Our eyes glinted like the sex-addicted little fiends that we were.

“Are you kidding, Daddy?” I said, my voice unreasonably high. “We’ve been waiting to jump your sexy bones all night.”

* * *
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B
 RANDON LIFTED ME INTO
 the air and I giggled uncontrollably. I don’t know why—it wasn’t funny
 seeing that huge cock jutting up from between his legs, ready to spear me and gape me like a freaking can opener.

I guess I was just so giddy from the rollercoaster of emotions he’d put me through.

He had me in the air, thighs raised in a similar way Naomi had with Nicky the night before, my feet dangling.

I was naked as the day I was born. My pussy glistened and ached for fulfillment.

And he did the job.

He lowered me on his fat cock and I screamed out in joy. I was facing away from him, but I desperately wanted him to turn me around so I could hug his bulky neck and plant sloppy kisses all over him.

He truly had become my savior, even though it was a situation of his own making, like he’d said.

I didn’t care.

I felt so full and orgasmic that I squirted juices in an arc across the room.

We were in the ballroom—hadn’t even made it to a bedroom.

Brandon’s cock stretched my insides and I looked down to see myself getting lanced through, my midsection bulging as he power-fucked me from below. His forearm barred my head downward as he sky-fucked me, and it was the most incredible, weightless feeling getting boned and being so immobile and helpless.

It was just how I wanted it.

I screamed, eyes rolling back, drool dripping from my parted lips.

Nicky was on his hands and knees in front of us, slurping up Brandon’s heavy balls before moving to tongue my ass while it bounced pleasantly on Master Brand’s cock.

Jamie was also on his hands and knees, but behind us, with his face buried in Brandon’s tight asscheeks, no doubt having a field day as the princess ate her daddy’s asshole out.

This was a time of immense pleasure for all of us.

I came and came as I bounced on Brandon’s cock, until he set me down on the couch, slam-fucked me for another half hour, and the entire time Jamie and Nicky were licking us and slurping and chugging our sweat.

Our bodies mingled like proper sluts. We couldn’t keep our horny digits away from one another.

I was jerking off cocks and at one point was on my knees with all three of them fisting their tools over my face, ready to splatter me with three copious jizzloads that would make me unrecognizable.

And I reveled in it all. My sexual awakening had made me the horniest, sluttiest person I knew, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Nicky with his skinny frame and stupid huge donkey dick; Jamie with her tiny cock pinched in two fingers and blueberry balls bouncing around happily as she tugged at her dick with her tongue poking adorably out of her lips; Brandon with his strong hand wrapped around that veiny fuckrod and ready to explode a torrent of cum out of his helmet-shaped cockhead.

We were all naked and happy. Things had taken a one-eighty from the anxiousness earlier in the day.

We were loose and having fun again, and Brandon was back. He wasn’t the distant dom who showed no emotion—he was smiling and joyous even as he pulverized the three of us and put us in our slutty places.

We were perfect little maids for our older daddy, and he loved it.

When they were done unloading all over me, and I was finished sucking up their juices and swallowing it all until my tummy was a roiling mess, I crawled back to Brandon and begged him to have his way with me.

Turn me into a ragdoll, fuck the bejesus out of me until I couldn’t walk right—I didn’t care!

He obliged, and then some.

And when Master Brand wasn’t humping me, his thick fingers were curved inside my pussy and I was on my back kicking my legs up to the heavens as he fingerfucked the life out of me, while his powerful cock tore into Jamie’s huge bubblebutt.

Then he picked Nicky up like a pillow and hug-fucked the hung femboy while his giant torpedo cock slapped against his chest with loud thuds, and then Nicky was cumming all over himself and laughing as his face became a mess. 

But he was still raring to go, as always, and at one point I had Nicky plunging his cunt-stretcher down my throat, while Brandon had his cock lodged square up my cunt, the two of them spitroasting me like a stuck pig, lighting my insides on fire and sending shockwaves of pure pleasure through my system.

I thought their cocks would meet in the middle and touch tips at my stomach, I felt so freaking full.

Then they both threw me aside like a ragdoll and Jamie came over to lick my wet pussy and eat me out while Brandon and Nicky took turns doggy-fucking her into oblivion. Her tiny cock spurted cum all over the floor and even into an empty champagne flute that Nicky then made her drink up.

We were all turned into cum-drizzled, cock-drunk whores that night, but with one clear winner of the evening: Brandon.

He was our daddy dom, and he was there to pleasure us just as much as we were there to pleasure him.

It was a symbiotic relationship we had, which I liked to think he realized he was letting go at the last second—

And for what? Money?

Pfft. He had plenty of that.

He didn’t need anymore.

And it wasn’t a money thing for me or Nicky or Jamie, as much as they might have made it out to be.

Because I could see they were ecstatic to still be in Brandon’s harem.

Lord knows I was.

Things were looking up.

We would get to bone like horny rabbits all day long if we wanted. No one could mess with us.

The three maids were making money hand over fist, and then getting fisted in the process, and it was glorious.

Everyone was happy and content, and I realized how much I didn’t
 want to continue my life in any trajectory other than this one for the moment.

Yes, I wanted to do good in college and finish school and graduate and do all those things—maybe even have kids with someone some day . . .

But for now? Getting to kiss my master every night and have him manhandle me into beautiful oblivion as I came buckets . . .

That was enough for me.

I was just happy being the billionaire’s maid.

~
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The End

~
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A
 ND 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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 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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