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Chapter 1 


We met when I got a cleaning job through a temp service. The pay was fourteen an hour plus tips, and it was steadier hours than I was getting anywhere else. I was trying to pay my way through school, but bills kept piling up and it was turning hopeless. 

The only way I could get ahead would be to quit school and work two jobs, save up for a while, and then re-enroll and do what I was doing until I needed to quit school and do it all over again. A couple cycles of that, and I would have my degree. 

The job sucked, and we worked for all sorts of different clients. We did schools, hotels, and private residences. It was at one such residence, a massive estate, where Josh appeared in a full suit. 

“Oh, hi there.” he said, looking me up and down in my sweatpants and flannel shirt. I wasn’t even wearing makeup, and my hair was in a bun. 

“Hi.” I said, walking past him and continuing with the dusting. 

“I’m Josh.” he said, trailing behind me. 

“And I have a lot of work to do.” I said, giving him a look. He was tall and handsome, twice my age, and a little too smoothe for my taste. 

“So do I. Just wanted to say hello, and introduce myself.” he said, looking into my eyes. I broke eye contact, moving my attention to the lamps. 

“It was nice meeting you, Josh.” I said. 

“I didn’t catch your name.” 

“That’s because I didn’t say it.” I said, trying to let him know that I wasn’t interested without being rude. 

“Geeze, I didn’t expect you to be so rough around the edges.” he said, chuckling with amusement. 


“Look, man, I don’t get paid a lot. I just want to do the work, and go home so I can do my schoolwork and cuddle with my dog.” I said, trying a nicer approach. 

“Ah, you’re in school. What are you studying?” he asked. 

“If I tell you my name, will you leave me alone and let me do my job?” I asked, pausing what I was doing. 

“No. Absolutely not. I’ll only pester you more, but I am the paying customer.” he said, getting me to smile. I really didn’t enjoy being hit on by random older men, but he seemed harmless enough. 

“It’s Cameron.” I said. 

“Awh. I like it. So what are you studying Cameron?” 

“Physical Therapy.” I said, crossing my arms. “It’s difficult to work and talk at the same time.” 

“That’s fine. You’re a bit of a brat, aren’t you?” he asked. I gave him a look, but could tell he was only being playful. 

“I am not. I’m a hard working lady, and I know my worth.” I said. 

“I don’t doubt you. They don’t usually send me pretty girls to clean my house.” he said. 

“You just can’t help yourself, can you?” 

“No. You’re very pretty Cameron.” 

“Thanks, but pretty doesn’t pay the bills.” I said. 

“It could. I’ll fire the cleaning company you work for right now and hire you to take over for them.” he said. 


“Now we’re talking.” I said, looking around at my fellow maid service employees. They had plenty of work, losing one client wouldn’t make a difference, but gaining one could make things a lot easier for me. 

“There would have to be conditions, though. For one, the uniform would have to be much skimpier.” he said, folding his arms and looking at me. 

“Oh my gosh. I should have known.” I said, throwing up my hands. “I need to get back to work.” 

“I also need a secretary for my construction company. Twenty five an hour for twenty hours a week. And I’ll pay you a thousand a week to clean my house. Come by twice a week.” he said, being completely earnest. Suddenly, I felt my face turning red. It was quite an offer. 

“Let’s do it.” I said, extending my hand for a shake. He shook my hand, and immediately turned his attention to my fellow workers. 

“Hey! That’s it! Everybody out. Let’s go. Great job, ladies, but I’ve got it from here.” he said, his voice bellowing as the women all stopped. “Let’s go, let’s go. That’s it.” 

“Oh my gosh.” I whispered, feeling embarrassed as he gathered them up and sent them on their way, leaving us alone in his mansion. The girls loaded up in the van, and left without even checking on me. 

“That uniform,” he said, shaking his head. 

“I can’t believe you just did that.” 


“We shook on it.” he said, like it was no big deal. 

“I didn’t realize you meant, like, now.” 

“I always mean now. Get on your phone, and order some sexy maid costumes in your size. Tell me when you’re ready to check out, you can use my card.” he said. 

“You’re serious?” 

“Sexy french maid costumes. Go!” he said, laughing as he strolled away and into the kitchen. He came back out with an apple, and looked at me funny. “Cameron. I meant now. We’re going to overnight them so you don’t violate the dress code tomorrow on your first day.” 

“Oh, really? So what does today count as?” I asked. 

“Orientation.” he said. “Here’s my card. I’m going to go for a swim.” 

“Oh, okay.” I said, looking at the credit card that he slapped down on the table in front of me. It was extra thick and heavy, like it was made of metal or something. That’s when I realized that I might have gotten very lucky. 

It felt kind of strange, looking through naughty maid costumes and trying to pick a couple out. I couldn’t even imagine working while wearing one, and started to wonder if I’d bitten off more than I could chew. 


Chapter 2 


When I arrived the following morning, Josh was there waiting for me, with both outfits I’d purchased laid out. 

“What do you think?” he asked, walking me up to them. 

“Oh, boy. I really have to wear one of these?” I asked, wishing I’d gone with something a little less revealing. I’d never done anything like that before, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. 

“I like this one. I want to see you in stockings.” he said, grabbing the classic, lacey french maid outfit with a corset. It was my favorite too, so I went along with it. 

“Fine. I don’t have shoes that match.” I said. 

“We’ll order some. For now, just go barefoot. I promise I don’t mind.” he said, giving me a wink and sending me off to the bathroom to change. 

I’d made sure to shave and catch up on my grooming, because the last thing I wanted was to gross him out with my hairy legs. I stepped into the black stockings, and fastened the corset. I looked at myself in the mirror, and spun around slowly to see that it was barely long enough to cover my ass. Luckily, I was wearing black lace panties that went with the outfit. My heart was racing when I opened the door, and stepped out for his reaction. 

“Oh, wow.” he said, clapping his hands a couple times as I approached. “Gorgeous.” 

“Thanks.” I said, feeling my body temperature rising like crazy. It just felt naughty, like maybe I shouldn’t have taken the job and went along with this. 


“Seriously, this is almost too much.” he said, sitting down on the couch and watching as I picked up where I’d left off the day before. Josh kept his hands to himself, but he had no problem eyeing me as I worked, or taking advantage of certain angles to further enhance his view. 

“You’re terrible.” I said. 

“While you’re working, I’d prefer if you referred to me as Master Meyerson.” he said. 

“Is that your last name?” I asked. 

“It is. Might be yours too someday.” he said, never passing on an opportunity to flirt. 

“You’re lucky that you’re handsome. I wouldn’t let most guys get away with talking to me like that.” I said. He shook his head, flashing a look of disappointment. “Master Meyerson.” 

“There ya go. That wasn’t so bad, now was it?” 

“No, Master Meyerson.” I said, oddly turned on by calling him that. He showed me the cleaning supplies, and mostly left me alone while I worked my way through his massive house. It was a serious job, and I took every opportunity to snoop. 

It was obvious that he was successful, and he had a roomful of awards that his company had won. I didn’t find anything too weird, nor any signs that he had a girlfriend. 

“I think I’m finished.” I said, putting the swiffer down and looking back at the shiny, freshly mopped marble floor. 

“You’re awesome. I honestly wasn’t sure if you were just a pretty face or if you could really get down and work. I’m impressed.” he said, putting his hands on his hips and admiring my work. 


“And I looked damn good doing it too.” I said, smiling. Josh reached into his pocket, and handed me five hundred dollars cash. 

“You sure did. What size shoes do you wear?” he asked. 

“Oh, seven and a half.” I said. 

“Can you make it on Friday?” 

“Yeah. Absolutely.” I said, practically shaking with excitement after being handed that much cash for less than eight hours of work. 

“Order yourself some shoes, sexy ones to wear while you work. Money is no object, go ahead and get some more outfits too. Just make it sexy, because I’ll veto it if it’s too conservative.” he said, grinning. 

“I can handle that.” I said. 

“Oh, yeah. I need you to accompany me to a work party on Friday. I’ll compensate you, and buy you an outfit, but it’s from six to nine.” he said. 

“Uhm, okay. I don’t think I have plans.” I said. It was all so sudden, and I found myself shopping on my phone for another two hours before I finally drove home for the night. 

It was a great opportunity for me, working for a wealthy man who didn’t mind throwing around money. If I had to wear a sexy french maid outfit while I worked, then so be it. 


Chapter 3 


After finishing my second shift as his personal maid, he took me to his master bathroom so I could take a shower. It was the most luxurious bathroom I’d ever been inside of, with a massive tub and a huge walk in shower. 

“Towels are here. And here’s your dress.” he said, putting my gorgeous new dress on a hanger and draping it from one of the cabinets. 

“Thank you.” I said, waiting for him to leave. 

“I don’t get to watch?” he asked, biting his lip and standing too close. I was actively fighting my attraction, and played it off flirtatiously as always. 

“Get out of here.” I said. 

“Okay, fine. I just wanted to admire your beauty.” he said. 

“Yeah, yeah.” I said, closing the door after pushing him out of the bathroom. He was so sexy, if only he weren’t such a flirt. There was no doubt in my mind he’d played this little game with other girls before, and that he probably had a whole harem of women around my age. 

Still, there was something about him that turned me on. There was an obvious physical attraction, but he was also very direct, which I liked. I just kept telling myself not to read too far into it, and reminded myself I was there for a good time, not a long time. 

I’ll never forget the look on his face when he saw me in my dress. I felt like a million dollars, as it was by far the most expensive garment I’d ever worn. The shoes were amazing too, and I simply wasn’t used to being spoiled like that. I grew up poor, and had never even ran in circles with people who could afford to spend like him. 

We took his Range Rover, and drove to a big office building and parked in front of it. There were lots of other cars there, and I wasn’t sure what I was about to walk into. 

Josh owned a construction company, and the party consisted of the white collar side of the operation, including all of the beautiful women who occupied the secretary positions I was trying to transition into. 

I stayed with Josh at first, holding onto his arm as he went around and introduced me to everyone. His colleagues were very down to Earth and inviting, and I ended up mingling with a couple of his secretaries, Tara and Brittany. 

Tara was probably 25, and Brittany was in her mid thirties. They were both gorgeous, and fun to be around. Brittany was especially loud, and had no problem spilling the tea about anyone and everyone. I didn’t even know the people we were talking trash about, but it was still kind of fun to listen to her ranting and rambling. 

“What about Josh?” I asked, hoping to get some material. 

“Oh, sweetie. Josh is the best. He’s the absolute best.” she said, half drunk but still singing his praises. 

“He really is. He’s so good to all of us.” Tara said, chiming in. 

“The constant flirting doesn’t bother you?” I asked, chuckling. Tara and Brittany looked at each other like they didn’t know what I was talking about. 


“What do you mean, sweetie?” Brittany asked. 

“I mean, he’s just always making little comments and flirting, I figured he did it with everyone.” I said. 

“He flirts with you?” Tara asked, bringing her drink to her lips and scanning the room for him. “He doesn’t flirt with anyone, baby. He’s very professional. I think he likes you.” 

“Yeah, he hasn’t dated since he divorced his wife, and that was what, almost three years ago now?” Brittany asked, looking to Tara for confirmation. 

“Yeah, about three years now.” she said. 

“Oh.” 

The party was fun, and I was glad I got to meet everyone and mingle. It really shook me up, hearing that the way he was with me wasn’t typical. I naturally assumed that since he was so good looking and aggressive with me, that he was like that with all other girls too. Hearing it wasn’t the case really kicked my mind into overdrive, and I started to wonder if maybe he was really trying to court me? 


Chapter 4  Josh 


By the time we arrived back at my place, it was after ten and I was practically salivating over her. Cameron was the most beautiful woman in my eyes, and seeing her in that tight little black dress really sent it over the edge for me. 

It was kind of disorienting, really, being suddenly face to face with a woman who made me feel so alive. I hadn’t really gotten back into the dating pool after I split with my ex-wife, and the main reason was that I just didn’t feel it. No one inspired me to want to chase them. 

“Do you want to come inside?” I asked, testing her out. 

“I guess I could come in for a minute.” she said, giving me sass as per usual. I can’t deny that I was enjoying the chase, but it was frustrating because I couldn’t get a read on her. It seemed at times like she didn’t even like me, and I had the feeling she wouldn’t stick around if I weren’t paying her generously. 

“Good girl. You know the rules, though, once we’re inside, I’m Master Meyerson.” I said, turning off the car and hopping out. I tried running around to get the door for her, but she was too quick. 

“I can handle it, Master Meyerson.” she said, giving me a faux attitude as we walked up the driveway to the front door. We went inside, grabbed drinks, and then sat down together on the couch. 

“Did you have fun?” I asked, turning on some music and setting the lights. 

“I did. So much, actually. I really liked Brittany, she’s cool.” 


“She’s hilarious. I hired her almost a decade ago, back when I was still married.” I said, thinking back to when Brittany and I first met at the job interview. 

“Have you ever dated any of your employees?” she asked, having a sip. 

“No. I never have.” I said, kind of surprised by the question. “Why?” 

“Oh, I dunno. You’re just always flirting with me, and I thought that’s just how you are with everyone.” she said. 

“No, not really. Just you.” I said, noticing that she was a bit anxious. 

“Why though?” she asked, looking up at me with the most adorable doe eyes. Her silver cross necklace pulled at my peripherals, as it was dangling right between her gorgeous little tits. 

“Why am I attracted to you?” I asked, chuckling. 

“Yeah.” 

“I can’t lie, it was purely physical at first. The first time I saw you, my jaw dropped.” I said, thinking back to our first encounter. 

“I was a complete mess that day.” she said, covering her cheeks with her hands. “Ew. I hate that you even saw me like that.” 

“You were so beautiful. I knew right away. I had to at least try.” I said. She raised her eyes to mine, softly biting her bottom lip. It was like being beckoned, and I leaned in without thinking. She pulled away. 


“I’m sorry. You’re really hot.” she said, smiling but still standing up and backing away. “I just, I haven’t thought about this. I’m sorry.” 

“It’s okay, Cameron. Where are you going?” 

“I think I’m gonna head out.” she said, walking towards the front door. I wanted to follow her, but I didn’t want to make things any more awkward. 

“Cameron, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.” I said, taking a few steps in her direction. She paused when she made it to the door, and looked back at me. 

“You didn’t. You’re great. I just need to think.” she said, opening the door and stepping outside. 

“Damn.” I said, wishing I hadn’t acted so quickly. I was really looking forward to spending some time with her. 

Chapter 5 


I got into my car, and turned the key. My head was going a million miles a minute, and I backed out to the bottom of the driveway before hitting the breaks. 

What are you doing? You’ve been forcing yourself to pretend you’re not attracted to him ever since you met him. He’s done everything he can to let you know he’s interested, and he’s been direct about it. He isn’t what you thought he was. He’s not a player, he’s not like that. Stop running away. 

“God dammit.” I said, putting the car in drive and pulling back into his driveway. I made my little walk of shame, and knocked on his front door. He opened right away. 

“Did you forget something?” 

“Yeah.” I said, grabbing his hips and standing on my tippy toes to give him a kiss. 

“Oh.” he said, taking both of my hands in his and leading me inside. My heart was instantly racing, as my feelings for him broke through the dam and all crashed on me at once. 

“So does this mean I can kiss you now?” he asked, wrapping his arm around my lower back and pulling me against him. I couldn’t help smiling, basking in how natural it felt for me to give myself over to him. 

“Yes, master.” I said. Josh walked forward until I was pinned against the wall, grinding his hips against mine as he pressed his lips on mine. It was like a fireworks show going off in my head, as nothing like this had ever happened to me. 

“I love hearing you say that.” he whispered, squeezing my ass with both hands as our tongues swirled together. Josh was so strong that he lifted me up into his arms, suspending me in the air while my back rested on the wall. 

“You’re naughty. I can tell.” 

“What do you mean?” he asked, smiling. Josh made me feel so tiny in his arms, holding me like I was nothing but a feather. 

“The french maid outfits, making me call you master. You’re kinky, aren’t you?” I asked, feeling giddy like a schoolgirl with a crush on her professor. 


“I’m 41, Cam. Of course I’m kinky.” he said. “We should take this to the bedroom.” 

“We should.” I said, completely willing to take things as far as he wanted to take them. I hadn’t had a solid dating prospect in months, and Josh was intoxicating in a million different ways. 

“Wrap your legs around me.” he whispered, kissing my neck and pulling me off the wall as I laced my ankles. His room was upstairs, and he carried me to the staircase. 

“Sure you can do it, old man?” I asked, cackling like a Hyena as he bound up the stairs like a mountain lion, as if I weren’t in his arms at all. I was used to guys my age, and none of them had the physical prowess he possessed. It was sexy. 

“I don’t know. Maybe I should do it again to make sure.” he said, flashing a cocky grin as he carried me into his bedroom, tossing me onto his bed like I was a sack of potatoes. 

“We should definitely do it again.” I said, completely taken by him. He stood at the foot of the bed, starting in on his white button up. 

“Can I tell you my preferences?” he asked. 

“Of course.” I said, removing my shoes and looking back at him with wide eyes. It was nice finally letting myself admit it, how fucking hot he was, and how much I wanted him. 

“I really like you. You’re a little brat, and you keep me on my toes.” he said, unbuttoning further and exposing his heavily tattooed torso. I had no idea, as they were all perfectly hidden under his tailored suits. 

“Watch it.” I said, tossing my shoes to the floor beside the bed. 

“In the same way that we maintain a professional relationship, and a personal relationship, I prefer to keep my romantic relationships the same way, sexually speaking.” 

“Okay. What do you mean? You’re not about to ask me to sign an NDA are you?” I asked, struck with a brief lightning bolt of fear that I’d misread things again. 

“No. Not at all.” he said, removing his shirt and putting his muscular physique on full display. 

“I didn’t know you had so many tattoos.” I said. They were packed in like crazy, and I couldn’t imagine how many hours he’d spent sitting for them. 

“I usually keep them covered up.” he said, looking down at his ink. My mind flooded with endorphins, as seeing him shirtless was like being smacked in the face by the ultimate attraction. “If we’re going to be seeing each other, in whatever capacity, then I want us to interact as equals. But when it comes to the bedroom, I prefer submission.” 

“I knew you were kinky.” I said, perfectly okay with where things were headed. The whole scenario was becoming surreal, what a lucky turn of events that led me to his bedroom. 

“I’m a control freak. I want to own you, Cameron.” he said, his expression serious. 

“You’re my master.” I said, the words leaving my mouth without conscious thought. 

“Yes. And you’re my submissive little maid, who lives to please her owner.” he said. Josh undid the front of his belt, pulling it out of the loops and folding it over, snapping it and looking down at me as I sat with my legs open. 


“Yes, master.” I said, under his trance. The way he was looking at me made me feel like prey, and the hairs stood up on my neck. 

“My good girl. Take off your panties.” he said. I stared back at him, doing as I was told automatically and watching him drop his pants. 

“Perfect. Get on your hands and knees. Crawl to me.” he said, taking hold of himself from outside of his silky black boxer briefs, stroking it as I approached him with an open, watering mouth. No man had ever had this type of affect on me, and it was a very welcome surprise. “Cameron, look at me.” 

“Yes, master.” I said, letting him take hold of my hair and look down at me. 

“I want you to show me what a good submissive little slave you’re going to be by worshiping my cock.” 

“Yes, master.” I said, feeling completely uninhibited and ready for some hard candy. 

“I want you to kiss it, and lick it, and suck. I want you to slurp on my balls, and let me fuck your soft little throat.” he said, tugging at his waistband until it flopped out. As if I needed another massive reason to be attracted to him. 

“Oh my God. Yes, master.” I said, completely thrown for a loop by the fattest cock I’d ever laid my eyes on. I started giggling, and had never felt more submissive than when I opened up to receive him in my mouth. 

“So good. Even though you’re my little slut slave, I can’t help myself with you, Cameron. It’s an obsession.” he said, as I looked back at him, swirling my tongue around his puffy mushroom. I could feel my body tingling with pressure, my natural desire to have him inside of me was making its presence known as I submitted to him orally. 

“Mmm…” 

“I can’t help it. It’s just the way I am. I get fixated on things.” he said, holding my hair like a ponytail and feeding me his thick cock. I held my breath as his bulbous head bumped into the back of my gullet, and found myself becoming aroused when I gagged on it. 

“Me too, daddy. Like the way I’m fixated on your cock.” I said, plunging back down for more. I was unhinged, and he pulled my dress off over my head while I mindlessly worshiped his cock. 

“Fuck, baby. That’s so hot. I should have known you’d have a dirty little mouth.” he said, hopping into bed with me and sitting down, pulling me over his thighs and temporarily ending the blowjob. 

“I can’t help it. It’s just the way I am.” I said, looking back at him as he raised his hand to slap my ass. I didn’t expect it, the way his palm collided with my cheek. I definitely didn’t expect the pleasure that rang through me when he did it, either. 

“You have to be punished when you’re bad.” he said, slapping it again. “Because there has to be consequences. It’s the right way.” 

“Ugh!” I squealed, letting him tan my hide and loving every second of it. It was like he knew things about me I didn’t know about myself, or maybe I was just way more submissive than I’d ever realized. 


“Look at that pretty little ass. I don’t want to hurt it. I want to kiss it.” he said, sliding me off of his thighs and grabbing me by the ankles, pulling me to the edge of the bed and bending me over it. 

“Woah.” 

“I should tell you something else about myself.” he said, lowering himself to his knees on the floor behind me, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling my cheeks apart. 

“Yes, master?” I asked, turning my head to look back at him. 

“I love to worship my submissive, too. Because she helps me feel so much better.” he said, his deep voice calming me down even though my entire body was going crazy for what I knew was coming. “Just let daddy kiss it.” 

“Oh, my God. Oh, God.” I whispered, grabbing his comforter with both hands to comfort myself. It felt so good, but so sensitive, almost like having my asshole tickled with a tongue. 

“It’s okay, Cam. Steady yourself, relax. Control your breath.” he said, still squeezing my cheeks as he leaned back into me slowly, flicking it with the tip of his tongue. I inhaled, giggling as he pressed it against my anus, rolling it in circles and sending my nerves into a frenzy of novel sensations. 

“Oh, God. It’s so good.” I whimpered, sighing with pleasure as his tongue invaded me. 

“Mmm hmm…” he groaned, burying his face and making out with my asshole. Instinctively, I reached down between my legs with one hand and started touching my clit. 


“Yes, daddy.” I squealed, calling him that over master without thinking. He stood up behind me suddenly, entering me before I knew what was happening. “Ugh!” 

“Cameron, baby. You’re so perfect.” he said, his voice filled with agony as he shoved it inside me. He was so thick that it hurt at first, but also made me see stars in the best possible way. 

“It’s so big.” I whispered, gripping his comforter with both hands as I felt his juicy length splitting me down the middle, stretching me out and hitting spots I didn’t know existed. “Ahhh!” 

“It’s okay, angel. Just take it. Just take it.” he said, placing his hand on my lower back and holding it down. The feelings that he was making me feel were awe inspiring, unlike anything I’d experienced sexually. I called out, practically screaming, begging for more. He delivered, fucking me harder and faster until I was literally slobbering, my mind melting as I came over and over beneath his rough pounding. 

“I love it.” I said, rambling and twitching with pleasure as he flipped me over onto my back, and got on top of me. “Ahhh…..” 

“That’s my good girl. You’re gonna make your master cum.” he said, pushing it deeper until he bottomed out. I opened my mouth but no sound came out, and he grabbed my face and started making out with me as he laid claim to me with his thrusting hips. 

“I can’t stop…fuck. I can’t.” 


“Do it, baby. Cum for daddy. Be my good girl.” he grunted, dragging his tongue along the side of my neck as he pinned me to the mattress, rhythmically slamming his dick down into me as endorphins flooded my brain once more. 

We came simultaneously, and it was the type of mind bending, soul stretching orgasm that makes you question reality itself. I remember squealing, making noises I didn’t know I was capable of making while I thrashed beneath him. I remember the warm flood of his hot sticky cum as it erupted inside me, filling me and he continued pushing it in. I remember gasping for air when I finally remembered to breathe. 

Chapter 6 - Josh 


Once I had her, she was all mine. It was exactly how I’d always pictured it. Even with as much of a wild heathen she could be, and how much lip and backtalk she was capable of, Cameron was the ideal submissive. 

I think it was an aspect of her that only came out with me, as nothing about her in regular life was submissive. She loved to question everything, and had her own take on the world that I found refreshing. There was no doubt she was a bit on the idealistic side, with shades of naivety, but we balanced well. 

Her lack of trust in me initially gave way in an instant, and from the moment I got my hands on her, she had no doubts. I took her to the best restaurant in town, and asked her to be my girlfriend. We had mind blowing sex afterwards. 


It didn’t take long for me to realize things were serious, and it was a mutual realization. We never used protection, and I don’t think I pulled out of her once. It was too cozy of a place, and I had to finish there. 

I wanted another child, and luckily she wanted a family too. I paid her tuition, and moved her in with me. It wasn’t two months later that we found out she was pregnant. 

I’m glad to be starting a family at my age, having my finances in order and knowing that things are taken care of. It’s funny, because the only time her bratty nature rears its head in the bedroom now is when I ask her to wear the maid costume. 

“It’s beneath me. I’ve moved up in the world.” she says, smiling deeply. 

“I love you so much.” 

“I love you too.” 
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Free Use - Good Girl Training

Victor takes over for his wife in the discipline department, in an attempt to get her daughter Jessica to lose her attitude and turn things around.

She's a brat, and he has no problem putting her in her place, even if it means bending her over his knee and laying his hand hard across her bare bottom.

Good Girl Training involves free use, unconventional relationships, dominance and submission, and spanking.
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Free Use - Fertility Pandemic

Alexander never considers actually putting the emergency free use authorization into effect in his household, until his wife Brittany starts nudging him in that direction.

Kyra is half his age, and up until this moment, completely off limits. As soon as he's allowed to look at her in a different light, a deep hunger possesses him.

Brittany only has one condition, that their free use is for reproductive purposes only.
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Serve & Obey - Taboo Submissive Bimbo

Angel is obsessed with bimbofication, viewing it as a way to attract male attention and finally have her first time. After years of wearing her brown hair in a bun or ponytail, always paired with a loose fitting hoodie and sweatpants, she decides to go all in.

Platinum blonde hair, skimpy pink clothing, and even a lactation inducing supplement to increase the size of her already ample chest. When her older man first sees her transformation, his jaw hits the floor.

Jack is a big, burly, man with a bit of a mean streak. He's Angel's type exactly. Her naughty crush on him grows and spirals out of control, to the point where she'll do literally anything for his love and validation.

Serve & Obey involves an age gap, bimbofication, nympho training, taboo, adult nursing, unconventional relationships, hyper-femininity,female submission,and pregnancy.
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Lily's boyfriend doesn't want to do it. She practically begs him, but he's too scared to make a move. 

After he rejects her on prom night, she goes to her stepdad for a shoulder to cry on. 

Jason is magnetically drawn to her submissive nature, and even though it's inappropriate, he finds himself taking control of her. Driven by lust, he punishes her every mistake, and makes her do things she never thought she'd be doing with her forbidden older man. 

Twisted Submission involves themes of female submission, taboo, cheating, and pregnancy risk. 
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Initiation - Obediently Theirs

Alice meets Professor Jones at a campus bar that's notorious for facilitating fraternization between students and faculty.

She's impulsively attracted to him, and finds his presence exhilarating. He's very forward, and comes straight out with it that he could show her pleasures she's never dreamed of. All he requires in return is her submission.

Her boyfriend texts and calls, but she can't pull herself away from the older man. He gives Alice his number before she leaves, telling her to reach out when she comes to her senses.

She does, and discovers he's much kinkier than she ever could have imagined. He's part of a society of dominants, and in order to be inducted, she must go through a ritual initiation with not only Professor Jones, but two other professors, one who already taught her psychology class earlier that year.
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