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Something about an attractive, obedient young woman in a maid
uniform really does have a unique appeal, doesn’t it?


Chapter One: New Stock,
Slightly Used

​The air was swelteringly
hot, Sophie pausing for a moment by a fan, enjoying the air blowing
over her body. It made her glad of the short skirt of her uniform,
helping her to lose heat faster, turning so that the fan could blow
air over her back, where the maid uniform dipped down. Most of the
other maids had gone for lighter uniforms today – even Rin, who
normally wore ankle-length skirts, had replaced that with a
knee-length one. Velvet, in her tight latex, was suffering, her
face bright with sweat, ice-cubes in her cleavage. The Bunnybitch
was less active than normal, sat down with several fans surrounding
her, sucking on an ice cube.

She focused, trying to make her hips sway a
little more, to make the short skirt move, hopefully showing off
the fluffy petticoats beneath, as well as the frilled thigh-bands
she was wearing. The heels added a few more inches to her height as
well, making her feel sexier and more attractive.

Her hands were sweaty against the metal tray
she was holding, the condensation sliding down the beer bottles
making her feel thirsty. Having to keep her head tilted tilt make
it harder to keep her balance as well, the bit-gag between her
teeth making it impossible not to dribble. She could already feel
sticky spittle down her breasts, oozing into her uniform. Her teeth
sank into the rubber, her jaw aching a little, and whenever she
tensed her mouth, she could feel the more solid inner core. But she
tried to walk with a sultry grace, as a maid should!

‘Yourph drinkph, maphters.’

She had to speak slowly and carefully,
forcing her words out around the gag, everything she said vague and
mushy. And it was impossible to avoid more dribble splashing out!
She took each bottle of beer off the tray in order, enjoying the
feeling of the cool glass against her hand.

‘This is the new girl I was talking about.
Only started a few weeks ago.’

She tried to smile, the gag distorting her
expression, and curtseyed, lifting up her skirt to show off more of
her legs, before flapping it to fan herself. Maybe she could use
them to start building a fan-base? Some of the other maids had
regulars, customers that returned just to see them, again and again
– and that paid more! She glanced over at the next table, where Rin
was sat next to a man, her hand beneath the table, whispering
seductively into his ear as she jacked him off.

If she could get fans and followers like
that, then she could earn a lot more! And it would be nice to have
that sort of attention – but compared to most of the other women
here, she was short, and didn’t stand out much. Sophie turned
around, giving her butt a shake and lifting her skirt a little more
to show off her buttocks, bare except for a thong, enjoying the
faint murmurs of approval.

‘Woulph youph liph anyphinh elph?’ Her jaw
was aching from tensing against the gag, but the way the men were
staring at her was sending an intoxicating thrill into her body, a
warmth starting to blossom between her legs. No-one normally looked
at her like that anywhere else, even when she tried to dress up
sexily!

‘I can think of a few things.’ One of them
spoke, before turning back to the others. ‘She’s a bit short, but
kinda cute. And she’s not popular yet, which means her rates are
nice and cheap. You can book her for the entire evening for what
would get Miss Rin for about 20 minutes!’

Sophie grimaced, growling softly through the
gag – not that the men seemed to notice. Just because Rin was tall,
gorgeous, seductive and had a waiting list! It wasn’t fair – and
she was even a nice person, who had helped Sophie pick an outfit,
digging through the racks to find one that fitted her! It would
have been easier if she was an elitest bitch, but she was
annoyingly perfect!

‘Wow, she really is cheap. But she’s tiny –
and doesn’t have many ratings yet. Can she even deepthroat?’

Sophie’s blush deepened – she’d tried that a
few times, but it made her throat hurt, with even just a
medium-sized cock, anything bigger was impossible.

‘Nice legs though. And she’s small enough
just to pick up and fuck – I’ve seen that in porn, but trying to do
it with most women is impossible. I wonder how much she
weighs?’

One of them took a swig of beer then stood up
and approached her, before grabbing her around the waist and
lifting. She squeaked as she was hefted into the air, ending up
over his shoulder, the air getting squashed from her lungs.

‘Heph! Puph meph dowph!’ Dribble splashed
onto the floor, her protest getting ignored, as a hand grabbed her
backside, hard enough to make her moan.

‘Damn, she weighs practically nothing! Easy
to lift up and toss around.’ The hand squeezed her ass again,
before slapping against the skin. She couldn’t protest with
anything other than a vague mumble, although being manhandled like
this did feel good, and being up higher than she was used to seemed
strange, giving her a view over the rest of the café.

She heard another chair squeak back, trying
to twist to see what was happening, before cold, wet glass pushed
against her butt, making her squeak in surprise and relief, the
thing cooling her off.

‘Can toss her around, nice and easy!’ To
demonstrate this, Sophie was thrown into the air and caught, making
her head spin. It would have been less embarrassing if the man had
been big and strong, but he wasn’t even that large or muscled! She
was passed over, another man taking her in a bridal carry, lifting
her up. There was no use protesting, and it was starting to turn
her on, as she was groped and squeezed.

‘She’s definitely a contrast for, like,
Caitlyn or Andrea – they’re both stacked out, while this one is,
well… not.’

That made Sophie grunt in annoyance again –
she was wearing a push-up bra, but there was only so much she could
do! And her breasts might be small, but they were perfectly formed!
And sensitive enough that she could feel the rubbing of her bra
against her nipples.

‘I don’t think I’ve seen her in any of the
games. Wonder if that’s because the equipment won’t fit her? Like
that suspension thing last week.’

Sophie blushed at the memory – she’d been set
up for it, roped from the ceiling, but she was so light that the
machine hadn’t registered her presence, no matter how much she
wriggled! In the end, she’d just worked the floor like normal, and
gotten rubbish tips.

‘I just checked her in the menu, and she’s
open for a lot of stuff. Even anal – although that might be a tight
fit. Not got many ratings yet either. Cheap though.’

Sophie heard the ding sound of the
app, recognizing the sound of someone being reserved. A thrill
raced through her – a proper booking! Far more fun than just
serving food and drinks, even if she was already hot and sticky,
from the weather and her own dribble.

She tried to wriggle away, wanting to at
least get her feet on the floor, but lacked the strength and
leverage to do so, more dribble splashing onto her chest, making
the front of her dress sticky, clinging to her skin. The bitgag
made it impossible to make any amount of noise more than a mumble,
her words reduced to mush!

‘Just put a group booking in for her, so
we’ve got her for an hour. Just out here though. Want me to order
some toys as well?’

‘I think we can manage without. Anything
we’re not allowed to do?’

‘Let’s see… no choking, but that’s about it.
Guess she’s a kinky bitch!’

‘Most of these maids are, even the ones that
don’t look it! Well, let’s have a proper look at her.’

She was put down onto the ground, staggering
on her heels, hands immediately groping and mauling at her breasts.
The sensation sent a deep spike of pleasure through her, making her
heart stutter, as she tried to breathe around the gag.

The hand twisted, pulling at the bodice of
her dress, pulling her forwards as the man sat down, and she was
bent over his knee. A hand pushed against her bare back, bending
her fully over, his legs squashed against her chest, making it
harder to breathe. Her skirt was lifted, and she felt air coil
against her buttocks, a delirious thrill coursing through her
veins.

‘Shall we get her warmed up then? Hey, what’s
her name?’

‘Sophie, it says. Nothing interesting in her
bio, just the usual “please use me, Master” stuff.’

‘I’ph nph wriphen iph, OWWWW!’ Her words were
cut off by a spank, a hand slapping hard against her buttocks. She
could feel the moment of impact, the palm hitting hard, and could
imagine the glowing afterimage, the palm and fingers leaving marks
on her skin. She tensed up, back arching, as she was spanked again.
She was panting now, desperate lust starting to build up between
her legs, her arms flailing.

‘You can at least use your hands for
something.’ One of her wrists was grabbed, and she felt denim
beneath her fingertips, hearing the sound of a zip, and then the
hot, hard shaft of a cock was against her palm. She gripped it,
trying not to squeeze too hard, starting to slide her hand back and
forth. If she craned her neck and twisted, she could just about
see, the pale shaft gripped in her hand, already fully erect. She
was surrounded by the men now, her other hand getting pulled until
it was squeezing at another cock.

Another spank, and she had to focus to keep
her hands moving, not wanting to lose her grip. Her thoughts were
fuzzy and vague, the cock-scents permeating the air around her. Her
buttocks were hot from the repeated spanks, her feet drumming
against the floor. A long ribbon of dribble splashed from her
mouth, Sophie unable to keep herself under control, before a hand
grabbed at her head. It fumbled around the sides, before finding
the clasp of her gag, the rubber bit falling from her mouth. A
torrent of dribble followed, before a cock slapped against her
cheek.

She opened her mouth wide, trying to twist
her head to get it in. Just because she couldn’t deepthroat didn’t
mean that she couldn’t give a blowjob still! She licked her tongue
over the tip, keeping her hands moving, still twitching every time
she was spanked, trying to keep herself under control. Another
spank, even harder than before, and she gasped onto the cock in her
mouth, feeling the heat of it against her lips and tongue. If she
did well here, then they might give her a good review, and she
could start working her way up the ranks!

The hand slid over her sore and tender
buttocks, before teasing against her slit. She was able to spread
her legs a little, making it easier for her to be fingered,
enjoying the touches and stroking. She couldn’t see anything,
surrounded by the men on all sides, but being the center of
attention like this was exhilarating, drowning out most of her
other thoughts.

Keeping a steady rhythm with her hands was
hard, something she was doing mostly on instinct – she’d never
tried multiple men at once! But this would mean a bigger tip, and
maybe this group could be the start of her fan group? And maybe
some of them would let her domme them – just because she was small,
she didn’t want to be submissive all the time! Trying to give two
handjobs at once was a lot more complex than one, especially when
she couldn’t even see what she was doing. And she had to make sure
to keep her lips kissing against the cock she was sucking off, her
tongue licking and sliding over it, being careful not to bite
it.

From the sounds they were making, she was
having at least some success, all of them making sounds of
appreciation, along with their pants and groans. The slow, teasing
fingers against her slit were sending waves of hot fuzz up and down
her spine, making her want to drop everything else and focus on
that. But she needed to get the job done first! She increased the
tempo of her hands, pumping them back and forth faster, trying to
listen to their moans, filtering them from the general background
sounds. By stretching and twisting her hands, she could find their
cock-heads, soft and sensitive, before returning to jacking them
off, hoping they would climax soon.

The one in her mouth was easier to manage –
the man was only dragging her head back and forth with light tugs
and twists, rather than forcing himself into her, so she didn’t
have to worry about it ramming into her throat! When she glanced
up, she could see that his eyes were fluttering, caught up in his
own pleasure. Having to try and pleasure three men at once meant
constantly distracting herself from the way she was being fingered,
which was getting harder and harder, but hopefully they would start
to cum soon!

A finger slid into her, and she gasped, the
cock-taste heavy on her tongue, the scent strong in her nose, her
cunt tightening up around it. This was far more intense than just
doing one guy! She started to bob her head up and down, sucking her
lips tightly around it, getting it as deep as she could, able to
get just over half of the shaft into her mouth. It was much better
than the rubbery taste of the bitgag!

His moans got louder, and she twisted into
the sucking, before the cock spasmed, shooting a load of cum into
her mouth. Some of it went into her throat, making her cough and
splutter, as she withdrew, swallowing the cum done. She was still
pumping her hands back and forth, now able to turn her head to see
what she was doing. The finger slid deeper into her, and she was
tight enough that she could feel each knuckle sliding into her,
stretching her out, loosening her up.

Cum was on her chin, mixing with the sticky
dribble from earlier, as she managed to twist her body, planting a
kiss on each cock in order, tasting them, teasing them a little
more. She could feel the man’s panting through their dicks, as she
built them up to their climaxes. And then one of them did, shooting
cum out over her, a thin spray that hit across her face and onto
her shoulder, hot enough that she could feel it soaking into her
skin. The scent was arousing, almost addictive, another spurt
shooting out, catching her across her bare back as she turned to
focus her attention on the remaining cock.

Sophie started to pump it with both hands,
sliding and twisting them up, down and around the shaft, before
dipping her head forward, giving the tip a wet and sloppy kiss.
Another spank made her gasp, her head bobbing further forward. The
taste of cum was so strong on her tongue, and then there was
another burst of it, the cock spasming in her mouth, filling it
with fresh cum.

‘Fast little worker, aren’t you? Well, it’s
my turn now.’ She was grabbed around the waist and lifted it,
burping up the taste of cum, held up in the air. ‘Damn, you’re so
light! Never thought I’d be able to do this with someone. Well,
maybe the Bunnybitch, but she’s not for hire.’

She could feel his erect cock, the shaft
feeling massive as it moved between her thighs. Sophie tried to
twist herself, wanting to be filled and penetrated, despite the
indignity of being hefted and swung around so easily. It was an
awkward bend, reaching down and fumbling until
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