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Chapter 1

Today is the first day at my new job, and I couldn’t be more excited. I’ll be lending my services to the Graham Estate, which is owned and operated by a couple of private, upscale Brits: Cecil and Leslie Graham.

The middle-aged couple are mini celebrities where I’m from, probably due to their secrecy. The Grahams’ popularity is also due to their attractiveness and obscene wealth, I’m sure.

I’ve seen the snippets of news articles and shock tabloids, with paparazzi always trying to frame the rich foreign couple as some sort of attention-starved perverts.

I hope they’re right, for my sake.

The competition to be a housemaid for the Grahams was intense, and I never thought I’d actually get called to do the work.

It’s only when I first walk up the steep courtyard—hidden behind overgrown orange and lemon trees—that I start to understand the scope of the job and the scale of the estate.

It’s, like, Downton Abbey sized. Something that belongs in the English or French countryside, surely, rather than smack dab in the rural heart of the United States.

But here I am, craning my neck in awe at the tall spires and countless windows—wondering how the hell I’m going to clean all those French-style screens—with my heart pitter-pattering as my pulse picks up.

Cecil and Leslie Graham don’t know what I’m about, but I hope they learn by the end of my tenure here. And I hope it’s a long, fruitful tenure, and that the master of the mansion keeps calling me back for more and more.

So far, only my husband, Jared, knows what I’m about.

I shoot him a quick text before heading toward the twenty-step staircase that leads up to the grand double-doors of the manse.

Wish me luck, I tell him.

He replies quickly with a winky face, saying, Stace, with tits like that and the face of an angel, you don’t need luck.

His lurid text makes me blush, which is funny considering what I am and what I do.

Yes, I’m a maid by trade. I typically do gig work and stay on at a job until I’ve overstayed my welcome, then I go to prey on a new one.

I say “prey,” because even though I’m a maid by trade, I’m an absolute slut at heart.

That’s the cold hard truth, and there’s nothing to be done about it. Nothing I want to do about it other than get my holes filled by new men any chance I get.

Jared knows, of course. He wouldn’t be sending me those horny text messages if he didn’t.

I mean, just last night, I was telling him all about this family, and then regaling him with a story of my most recent job a few miles from where we live.

I was a maid at the Anthony residence. After getting on Tyler Anthony’s good side over a few weeks of working, he found me in his room one day, bent over as I cleaned under his bed.

I didn’t know at the time that he was watching me, getting a perfect view of my big luscious ass in my short maid skirt—something I started dressing in to elicit just such an occasion.

I came out from under his bed holding a big wobbly dildo belonging to his ex wife, allegedly.

Then Tyler Anthony bent me over his bed, lifted my skirt, and fucked my ass from behind, while slam-fucking my wet pussy with the dildo.

It was fun, and even though Tyler wasn’t a very big boy, the dildo was large and filled me just right. It had me coming my brains out—the feeling of it drilling deep into me with Tyler’s arm movements, as well as the sheer naughtiness of finally making Tyler Anthony lose his mind and rail me right in his master bedroom.

Back at the house, I told Jared all about my newest exploits. While he listened to my lewd tale, he jerked off on the edge of the bed.

I made Jared lean back and lift his legs, then pulled out the same dildo from the Anthony house, still sticky from when it had been inside me that afternoon.

I strapped the thing on, fucked my husband’s tight ass, and made him spew his cum all over his own face in a submissive pose with his knees pulled up to his chest.

Then we ate dinner like a normal couple.

Now, I have a new job and a new employer to please. Except these ones are the richest I’ve ever worked for, clearly, and I hope the “master of the manor,” Cecil, doesn’t wait too long before he’s fucking me silly.

That was Tyler’s problem, and one of the two reasons why I decided to quit after he fucked me in his bedroom: He waited too long—weeks—before finally pulling the trigger. And secondly, I was a bit crestfallen over his lackluster dick size, since I’m a size queen to some extent, and after he’d always talked like he was hot shit.

If it wasn’t for that dildo, I probably wouldn’t have had any fun at all.

The door to the Graham manor opens before I reach the top of the stairs. The butler who answers is a stern-faced older man who shows me inside. He gives me an hour-long tour of the manor and the rooms I’ll be cleaning—there are other maids for other wings of the house, apparently.

Then he gives me my cleaning gear and sends me on my way.

I ask him, “When will I get to meet the Grahams, sir?”

He scoffs at me, hands clasped behind his back like, well, a butler. “If you do your job well, then never. The point of you is to remain unseen, Miss Stacy.”

I nod diligently, but I’m already fuming at that idea when he walks away. Because “remaining unseen” is exactly the opposite of my personality type, and it’s not why I decided to become a maid.

Doesn’t the butler realize that after seeing how low the cleavage is on my store-bought maid outfit, and how my giant tits are barely contained by the bodice, and how cutesy I’ve dressed up?

I’m here to get fucked six ways to Sunday, and there’s nothing he can do to stop it. Hopefully.

I go about my day cleaning and scrubbing and washing and fluffing. It’s tiring, thankless work, but the pay is good and I don’t mind it. My mom taught me to be a good house cleaner, and it’s something I’ve built into a career.

It isn’t two hours before I meet Master Cecil Graham, thank my lucky stars. He’s coming down from the third-story spiral staircase as I’m skipping over from one room to the next, beneath him on the second-story landing.

When I look up at the glorious man making his movie-scene entrance, that’s what I keep thinking: Beneath him, right where I want to be.

I beam at the man, clasping my hands in front of me and curtsying because that’s probably what an older Brit like him is used to.

He’s a tall stately fellow with a crisp tailored suit, slicked-back dark hair, gray at the temples, and a hawkish, handsome face. His hand encircles the pommel at the bottom of the stairs, and I notice how big and strong that hand looks.

“Good day, Master Graham,” I eke out, keeping my eyes on the floor. Then, trying not to make a big deal about meeting him, I turn so I can leave to go to the next room.

I never expected to be nervous meeting anyone, especially someone I worked for.

“Wait,” he mutters, and I halt halfway down the hall. “You’re new, aren’t you?”

His eyes are dark and discerning, narrowing slightly like he thinks this might be a trick. As if to say, “Who is this overly curvy woman half my age, stuffed in this dainty maid uniform, and what is she doing in my grand manor?”

“Yes, sir,” I say, facing him again and pumping my chest out slightly. I lift my gaze.

“‘Master’ rolled off the tongue better,” he chides, and my face heats up when a smirk curls at the corner of his haughty, hot face.

“My name is Stacy, Master. I’ve just started today. I was going into the, erm, secondary study—”

“Yes, yes, but no one ever steps foot in that room, Miss Stacy,” Cecil murmurs, flapping a hand after me. Then his eyes move to the first floor, away from the landing where we’re standing. “You’re better off cleaning the small library next. Then the larger one in the east wing. The small library is—”

“I know where it is, Master,” I say, accidentally cutting him off.

He gives me a nod, and I waddle my ass down the stairs away from him, feeling his gaze on my backside. I’m a little embarrassed I interrupted him, but I couldn’t contain my excitement.

When I wind through the hallways and a side kitchen, past Master Cecil’s primary study room, I spot the door of the small library ahead.

Ten steps away, I hear soft moaning coming from the room. My heart stampedes in my chest when I freeze, eyes widening.

I can’t help myself, of course, because I know those sounds better than anyone.

Slowly, I turn the doorknob and peek in with one eye, keeping just a sliver of the door open.

Past a bookshelf that’s covering most of my view, I see an elegant woman with a dress that’s worth half my yearly wages. But the dress is falling off her body and almost on the ground completely.

Her high pale tits are pert in the nearest window’s sunlight, bare, with hard pink nipples being fondled by rough hands.

Behind the woman, whose hair is like flaxen silk—nearly white it’s so blonde—a man pumps into her with a hard cock, though I can’t see his face. I hear the murmurs of their mingled voices, and then they kiss, and why is the woman’s body jiggling like it is . . .

Because there’s another man underneath her, I see now, holding her hips sturdy as she bounces on his lap. A third man tangles her hair in his hand and stuffs his dick against her face, which she greedily sucks on to shut herself up.

My pussy grows wet at the sight of the woman being defiled right there on the floor of the small library, by not one but three men.

That lucky slut! I think, wanting nothing more than to dip my hand into my panties under my shirt skirt, explore my dampness, and finger myself to the sight of this debauchery playing out in such a magnificent home.

What makes it even hotter is I know who this woman is. Not personally, of course, but because I’ve seen her face in tabloid photos with her dashing husband.

Madam Leslie Graham. Wife to Master Cecil. Cheating on him and getting ravaged by three younger men who show no signs of stopping and—

“Ahem.”

The cleared voice behind me makes my heart rocket to my throat.

I spin around, jiggling all about and hardly able to breathe. I realize my hand is dangerously close to rubbing my pussy, stuffed between my thick thighs as I spied on the mistress of the estate.

Cecil Graham stands there with his hands on his hips. He puts one hand to his forehead, clicking his tongue before snapping his fingers. “Shoot, I forgot the small library is occupied right now.”

It all falls into place when he says those fake, lilting words in his elegant British accent. My face is already flush with desire, and for a moment I’m worried I’m about to lose my job.

But now I know he sent me here on purpose. Master Cecil Graham wanted me to see his wife getting fucked stupid in the small library.

I can’t imagine why, for the life of me.

Until he says his next words in that sexy fucking accent.

Cecil, who isn’t a very great actor, I must admit, blows a raspberry. He tilts his head and sighs, examining me like this is all part of his game and I’m his newest quarry.

And he says, “Now then, Miss Stacy. What ever can we do to make sure this little lapse in judgment stays between us . . . and us only?”
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Chapter 2

“I . . . can think of a few ways,” I say, finally gathering my courage and confidence. I lift my pink-tinged face to look at the handsome, well-dressed man in front of me.

I would certainly have no problem calling him “Master,” if that’s what he wants.

His smile widens at he corners in that insufferable, arrogant smirk that makes my blood run hot. “Show me. In my study.”

He turns, and I scamper after him down the hall, my heels clacking while the sounds of Leslie Graham’s moans drown away in the distance behind the library door.

Cecil’s “study” is a huge room as big as half my house. It has a well-worn oak desk, a crystal chandelier, three ornately carved wooden chairs, and a wall of windows that lets in a soft breeze and sunlight.

He goes to the edge of the desk, turns to face me, and perches on it. “Close the door behind you,” he says, widening his legs so the edge of the desk doesn’t bite into his package.

It has the effect of prominently displaying his bulge . . . and what a bulge it is. My mouth starts to sweat when I stare between his legs—clearly where he wants me to look.

“Now then. Show me how we can get past this . . . error,” he murmurs in a low voice.

I slowly step toward him, sashaying my wide hips so he can see my ass shake from the back. When I’m three feet from him, I press closer to get between his legs, smiling wickedly at him.

All my coy shyness and head-bowing is gone. Now I’m in my element, realizing where this is going—

And I step even closer. Closer.

Until the front of my skirt and belly are pressing against the large mound between his legs. On contact with my silky maid uniform, it starts to grow, until the straining in Cecil’s pants looks painful and impossible to ignore.

My hand curls around the base of his bulge. I outline his cock with my hand, showing me a big meaty cock print in his slacks that juts over his thigh and throbs.

My breath catches in my throat, feeling how hard the master is. It’s my first day here—my first few hours! And he’s already taken the initiative, seeing what he likes prancing around his house in a flimsy maid’s outfit.

I lean forward and kiss the side of his face. “Maybe this will suffice, Master?” I murmur in his ear. My touches are soft and ghostly, hoping to tease him—

That big hand of his closes around my neck and I gasp inwardly. My body tautens, going rigid as he smiles cruelly at me. “That won’t nearly suffice, Miss Stacy.”

His hold on me isn’t suffocating. It’s firm, allowing me to squirm, but I know it’s all part of the game.

Cecil scoots further back on his desk, so his legs are dangling. His legs widen further, showing me the sharp edge of the table. “Ride this,” he commands, and I nod helplessly.

Moving my body for me, forward, toward him until I can’t move any further, my legs straddle the corner of the desk. He presses down on my shoulders and my knees bend, which grinds the edge of the desk against my wet pussy through my panties.

I let out a whimper, his hand tightening around my throat, and my eyes roll wildly as a jolt of pleasure soars through me.

With his free hand, Cecil unbuckles his belt, unzips his slacks, and pulls them down slightly. “Find what you came here for while you fuck yourself on my desk,” he commands.

His words brook no argument.

I reach in and fish around for his dick. It takes all of two seconds to find the weighty thing. Once I haul it out, I smile—even while being semi-choked—at the sight of this older man’s big fat cock. He’s rock-hard, with a cockhead that puts Tyler Anthony’s entire package to shame. And my husband’s.

God, I can’t wait to tell Jared about this!

I grab Cecil’s dick with both hands, stroking and rubbing him to his full length, down to his heavy, hairy balls. The man is thick as fuck, and I can only imagine what that thing will do to me if it goes inside my aching hole.

I don’t have to wonder for long.

While I’m jerking off the master of the house, I keep dipping my hips and grinding my pussy against the desk, until it smells like my cunt and juices and I’m seconds from exploding.

Only when I croak, “I-I’m close, Master!” does Cecil haul me toward him with both hands, releasing hold of my neck and letting a whoosh of air fill my lungs.

I let out a yelp as I pitch forward, his powerful upper-body strength forcing my body over the edge of the desk and putting me on my knees above him.

He hugs my sides and crushes me against him, apparently loving the way my huge tits fall into his chest, and my larger, heavier body smothers his.

With my skirt and top ruffling, Cecil Graham eagerly gropes my tits, pulls the cups down, and they fall with a loud fleshy thud against his face. His face disappears when he motorboats himself in my cleavage, making me giggle—

Before I feel his hand fondling dangerously close to my pussy, upskirting me and bunching the fabric up near my waist.

If anyone walked in right now, they’d get a perfect shot of my huge ass hanging over him, with his fat dick flossing against my ass crack and panties.

Cecil rips my panties to the side without looking, then roughly fingers my pussy and soaks his fingers in my juices.

“Oh God, Master, you’re so rough and urgent!” I cry out.

My body jolts as the first orgasm hits me suddenly, stealing my strength. I’m pinned by his strong arms, over him, worried I’m going to squish the poor Brit.

But all he does is aligns his cock up against my greedy holes and stuffs his dick deep inside my pussy in one fell swoop.

My mouth falls open, drool spilling out on my tits and his face when his cock surges inside me.

His hands move from my tapered sides, my wide hips, down my billowing ass cheeks. He starts lifting and dropping them on his lap, completely on his back, splayed across his desk as papers and pens go flying all over the room.

My ass lands heavily on the tops of his thighs, sending his cock careening deeper in my cunt and pressing up to my womb. “You’re not the first sexy maid I’ve bred, and you won’t be the last,” he promises me. “Now ride my fat fucking dick like you mean it, and we’ll see if I’m going to keep you on as my maid, Miss Stacy.”

I nod diligently, screaming, “Yes Master!” as his dick curves and prods inside me every time my ass slams down on his thighs.

This horny bastard took no time at all to fuck me in his own house, and made me watch his wife getting triple-teamed to instigate it all.

He’s cunning.

Here I thought he was a cuck at first, with his wife getting her pussy slammed in another room and him knowing full well it’s going on—and he is something of a cuck, I guess—but he’s also an interminable pervert and horny dom. Plus, he’s hung as fuck, and that goes a long way to solidifying his dominance.

I bounce my ass down on his lap, feeling the surge and throb of his cock digging deeper into me, stretching my walls, making me cry out.

He teases my tits the entire time, taking my big hard nipples in his mouth and licking and prodding me, urging another orgasm to my belly and then exploding in bliss.

Cecil grabs the back of my neck as I come, my body writhing on top of his, and he stuffs his lips against mine. He sloppily kisses me and I return the favor, our tongues swirling as he starts to power-fuck me from below.

The fleshy claps of our raunchy desk sex ring out in the afternoon, and the soft breeze coming through the huge windows isn’t nearly strong enough to stave off the sweat and heat building in this study.

I feel silly in this maid outfit now, wanting nothing more than for his strong hands to rip it off me completely, so he can get the full picture of my lewd, luscious body jiggling all over him.

My softness giving in to his hardness.

The scorching seconds turn into smoldering minutes, and we get into a rhythm that has me coming three times in rapid succession. “Your big dick is so fucking perfect inside me, Master, filling my hole. Please stuff me full of your cum!”

I briefly wonder how much a baby from this man would be worth. I mean, he talked of breeding me, and other maids like me, treating us like objects for his pleasure . . . but how serious was he?

Before I can think much more about it, the door to the study unceremoniously opens, and my heart stops in my chest.

I’m treated to my worst and greatest fear—and the thought I had just a few minutes before: someone getting a view of my giant ass bouncing on this man’s lap, his cock surging inside me from below. My cheeks are wide and deep enough that I don’t think the person can see my tight little asshole beneath all my heft . . .

But then Cecil spreads me ass cheeks wide, just so they can, the horny bastard!

“Honey,” says a sultry voice that I can only imagine is Leslie Graham’s—his wife and the madame of the house. “When you’re done defiling that pretty new thing, your agent is on the line about the new property in Nevada.”

She says it so matter-of-factly, without caring at all what she’s seeing. Honestly, the surprise and excitement makes me squirt a little bit, lubing up Cecil’s dick with even more juices.

“Sure thing, honey, once I drain my balls in this cow-titted beauty,” Cecil answers, his face still stuffed in my tits.

My cheeks flame. I’m desperate to look over my shoulder to see Leslie’s face, but I resist, already mortified by this situation.

When I think she’s gone, she chuckles instead. “My, but she is a big one, Cecil. Are you sure you can handle all of her?”

To answer, Master Cecil thrusts his cock deeper inside me, hilting himself balls-deep in my cunt, and I let out a moan and tighten around his immense girth.

My body trembles and I climax, yelling out and unable to control myself. Leslie Graham continues chuckling as my body betrays me and twitches from the intensity of it.

I feel Cecil’s cum filling me, flooding my insides.

“Does that answer your question, wife of mine?” he grumbles, voice muffled from my heaving chest on his face.

“Point proven, my lord,” Madame Leslie answers, and then closes the door behind her.

Cecil’s cock falls out of me, his river of cum quick to follow. I’m left a panting mess on top of him, straddling his body on all fours on the desk he just ravaged me on.

He slaps my ass loudly. “Now then, Miss Stacy. I think it’s time you get to the large library. It was looking dusty.” He slides out from under me, leaving me there.

“Y-Yes . . . Master,” I croak, trying to gather my wits.

Then, staring at my trembling body and the cum trickling out of my gaped hole onto his priceless desk, he says, “Up and at ‘em, girl, before my cum drains out of you completely. I want you to keep some of me inside you for the rest of the day, yes? Feed it to your husband, if he’s lucky. Then he can know what true success tastes like.”
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Chapter 3

“The first day?! That has to be a new record of some kind,” Jared says happily.

I’m explaining all the gritty details of that afternoon at our house. Jared sits on the edge of the bed, waiting with bated breath, with his little dick in his hand.

Waiting for me to tell him what to do.

We always kick the can downhill, don’t we? I get to feast on a fat cock all afternoon while “working,” and then I come home and tease and humiliate my lovely husband, before pegging him and putting him to bed.

That’s how it works.

And he’s not wrong: It was the fastest I’ve fucked any of my sirs or masters or men of the house since I’ve started this maid-whoring gig.

I giggle and watch him jerk off, growing wet at the sight. His belly nearly hides his dick, and it’s cute to see.

“And then his wife walked in—sorry, the madam of the house—while my fat ass was riding his huge dick, and she didn’t think anything of it! Acted like I wasn’t even there,” I tell him. “It was so hot.”

I’m sitting on the cuck chair on the other end of the room, across from Jared. Really, he’s the one who should be sitting here. But for the moment, it’s okay—he was too excited to take his usual spot in the room while I regaled him with my sexy adventures of the day.

I pull my pillowy tits out from my top and start to massage my nipples in full view of Jared, watching as his babydick throbs and spurts precum all over his thigh.

I smile coyly, blushing when he apologizes for almost blowing his load early. “You’ll get extra punishment for that, baby,” I say.

“So . . . how big are we talking? You said his huge cock was coring you out, Stacy,” he leans forward, hand moving quicker in a claw-like motion at the top of his dick.

I tilt my head, trying to take a mental image. “Ehh, three of you, easy, Jared. As thick as my forearm, so at least twice as thick as you. Probably twice as long, too. It was like taking a hammer in my pussy instead of a pencil,” I explain, humiliating him some more.

He smiles wider, groaning. “Fuuuck, you’re gonna make me come, baby.”

I get up from the bed, waddling over with my tits swinging. Once I get to him, I go to my knees and envelop his entire cock—and then some—between my cleavage. “Not yet you aren’t, little guy.”

He croons and starts to thrust mindlessly into my tits, sandwiching them together, getting entirely lost in my cleavage. I can hardly feel him, but I know the warmth and softness is enough to make him blow.

Finally, Jared stands.

“He was such a bigger and better man than you, baby,” I say, hoping he’ll do something drastic.

Jared’s knees shake and his legs wobble as he fucks my tits standing, like they’re his own personal fleshlight. Because he’s small between the legs, he fucks straight into my tits and I still can’t see any sign of his dick. My breasts shake and jiggle and wobble wildly as he groans again, humping for dear life, and finally spurts his weak load inside my cleavage.

Then, with a huff, he falls onto the edge of the bed, his miniature dick twitching.

I stand and take his legs, lifting them higher and higher, until his ankles are on my shoulders. “Now it’s my turn, honey,” I tell him with a wink, and the twinkle in his eye as he looks up at me makes it look like he just saw God.
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The next afternoon, I’m back at the Graham Estate. In the manor, I quickly look around for Cecil, hoping he will bend me over a table and fuck me in broad daylight so everyone in the house can hear me.

The last thing I want to happen is for him to forget about me and move onto greener pastures.

But I can’t find him anywhere.

The butler tells me he’s away for the afternoon, on business. It makes me sad, but I go about my day, cleaning room after room—making sure to spit-shine his oak desk in the study that he fucked me on, because it’s still probably filthy from yesterday.

I can’t find Leslie Graham, either, which is just as well, because I don’t especially want to be mortified when I stare into her face. The fact she’s seen my pussy getting stretched by her husband’s big dick, and my asshole winking at her, my cheeks flying through the air, is enough to make me ashamed and meek.

Almost.

I’m cleaning a bedroom, making up the bed, when I feel a presence behind me in the doorway. I smile, hoping it’s Cecil, and give my big ass a little wag.

“You’re the slut from yesterday that my da ravaged while the Trio took ma, huh?”

I freeze, heart seizing in my chest. The voice is a bit higher than Cecil’s, clearly younger in tone. And the person said “da” and “ma” . . .

Slowly, I look over my shoulder, and find a young man standing perched against the frame of the door.

He’s incredibly attractive, and probably a handful of years younger than my twenty-nine. He has the chiseled jaw of his dad, lighter sandy hair, and looks like he stays fit. He’s also skinnier and shorter than his imposing father.

Hell, I didn’t even know Cecil Graham had a son, but this guy is the younger spitting image of the man.

He looks like a bratty youth, snide and haughty like the other upscale rich guys who go to private school and have it easy in life.

I already don’t like him . . . but I see the appeal nonetheless.

And since Cecil is gone, I wonder, my thoughts trailing off.

“Oi, you hear me?” he quips in his English accent, “or do you just get off staring at guys?”

I try to play everything in my head fast: He knows I fucked Cecil, and he knows Leslie was being screwed by three guys, who he apparently calls “the Trio.”

This boy is dangerous, I determine. Never mind that, with my heels, we’re about the same height, and I’m easily twice his weight.

He could ruin me.

So I give him a big smile, playing dumb. “Erm, I don’t know what you’re talking about, sir. I am the new girl though, yes. Stacy.”

He snorts derisively, walking into the room. “Colton Graham. And I know what you did with Da, because Ma told me to watch out for you. To steer clear.”

My cheeks blush. “I . . . don’t know what to say.”

“Well, after seeing ya,” he says, arms crossing over his narrow chest, “I definitely won’t be doing any steering away.”
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Chapter 4

A smirk that’s similar to his Colton’s father’s grows on his face.

My cheeks warm even worse, and I’m not sure how to get out of this situation. For one, I enjoy fucking older men—at least that’s always been the MO at my last jobs.

I decide to see if I can knock him down a peg, wondering how he’ll react to resistance. I’m sure he’s not used to anyone defying him, after all, being a spoiled rich kid.

“Sorry, Mr. Colton, but I’m busy cleaning right now. And I take orders from the man of the house, not the boy.”

He laughs. “Hmph. A sassy slag. I like you.”

My teeth grind together as I grow frustrated. I take a step toward him, going on the balls of my feet so I’m taller than him and my tits almost press into his face. “Now listen here, young man. Unless—”

Colton yanks down his pants in a split second, at both sides of his hips, bringing them to his knees before I can finish my warning.

A long slab of meat swings down, slapping loudly against his thighs, and the sound alone makes my eyes veer south because I can’t help myself—it just sounds so meaty.

I let out a little sound, involuntarily, and slap a hand to my lips.

Colton Graham is bigger than his fucking father, somehow. He doesn’t have the height or the muscle or the build . . . but he has a cock that’s absolutely insane. Even soft, it’s at least twice of my husband’s hard four inches. And this snobbish youngster is probably in his first year of college, to boot.

“Fuck,” I whimper.

“Still think I’m a boy, Stacy?” he shoots.

My head shes on its own. His dick is still wobbling between his legs, halfway down his fucking thighs to his knees.

“Does every man in this house have a horsecock?” I quip. “Jesus Christ.”

He smiles smugly. “We have to do something about your tone, Stacy. Just because you work for my da doesn’t mean you can try to run me over.”

My pussy tightens, growing wet. His cock throbs, and it dawns on me that he’s purposefully making it hop and move, and he’s got more floor strength than I realized.

After seeing what the Young Master is packing, my entire attitude changes on a dime. My hands clasp in front of my belly, which starts pooling with heat. “How . . . do you plan to punish me for my transgression, sir?”

“First thing you can do is bend over that bed and show me that huge white ass everyone is talking about. I need to see it for myself, see if it compares with the girls at school who hang all over me.”

I’m lost to the arrogant young man before the command even leaves his lips. I know it’s wrong, after just fucking his dad yesterday . . . but Cecil isn’t here, and in his place I have a younger, brasher, meaner, bigger version of the man.

I’ll take what I can get.

So I wobble my ass over to the bed, bend over, and hike up my skirt. Colton clicks his tongue, just like his father, and mutters, “Damn.”

For good measure, I pull my panties aside, to show him both my winking holes. I spread my ass cheeks apart, giving him a good visual, and say, “Is that all, sir?”

He laughs, kicks his pants all the way off, and saunters over to me. His dick is swinging in his hand like a helicopter, and it starts to lengthen and thicken when he holds it at the base, drooping over his knuckles.

He slaps it against my pale cheeks. “Not even close, you big beautiful slut. Your ass is way too big to leave un-fucked. Curvy whores like you deserve fat cocks like mine.”

I nod diligently. “Yes sir. You’re right.”

I’m ready to buck this guy off me when I throw my ass back so hard, just to tease him.

But he latches onto me with a vise grip, hands tightening around my narrow middle just above my billowing hips.

I gasp, his fist-sized cockhead presses against my drenched pussy lips, and I know I’m in trouble.

Colton Graham force-feeds his cock into my pussy before I can say another word, and a guttural gasp leaves my lips like I’m an animal in the wild.

The young man mounts me, right there at the bed, with the door open behind him. The butler could walk by once he starts to hear my moans.

My body shakes when he grinds deep inside me, stretching my walls even more than his father. “Fuck, sir, you’re too big! I can’t take you all the way, you’re gonna punch my fucking womb!”

“I’m going to rearrange your guts and you’re going to like it, Stacy. And then you can compare me to Master Graham, if you want.”

His words brook no argument.

Like father like son, I guess.

Now that he has me sufficiently mounted, the human horse starts to thrust his hips, and I reach back and squeeze his taut little bubble-ass with my hand while he fucks me doggystyle.

“Oh fuck, Colton, you’re too quick and huge! I can’t handle it!”

He moves fast, heavy hairless balls swinging and clapping against my rear. My curvy flesh claps and rings out through the halls outside the room, and before long he can’t go any further inside me.

I come within two minutes, unable to control my bladder because his cock seems to be pushing all my muscles out of the way. Before I can even clamp down on his dick and try to fight off the sensations surging through me, I careen forward, popping off his dick, and flop belly-down onto the bed.

I squirt at the same time, spilling piss and cum all over the damn sheets I just fitted and dusted.

Colton gets onto the bed after me, crouching while I’m lying there belly-down in a prone position with my legs dangling off the edge.

He bends his knees, crouches further, and guides his cock down, then slams it between my huge cheeks, getting past all the meat of my rear—

And skewers my asshole from above.

I yell, writhing, shouting, “Wrong hole!” and come my brains out again.

He doesn’t care, and I love that he doesn’t care. He’s taking whatever he wants, even if I can’t walk for the rest of the day after this.

I’ve never had something so huge inside my asshole, and I can’t handle it. He really is beating my guts up now, destroying me, and I swear I can feel him in my stomach as he prone-bones the living fuck out of me.

Colton says, “Give me your phone,” while he ruins my asshole.

My brain short-circuits from the size of the young man pummeling my ass into the mattress, punishing me into submission for my smart tongue.

I reach into my cleavage, take out my phone, and hand it to him over my shoulder after I unlock it. “W-W-What are you d-d-dooooing?!” 

He presses a few buttons, saying, “Showing your husband what he’s missing. I’m assuming he’s ‘hubbie,’ in here, aye?”

I nod diligently. His cock slams into my anus again and my brain shuts off. I black out for a split second as my stomach bulges from the size of him.

Here I am, a grown-ass woman, with a younger man half my damn weight on top of me like a freaking big-dicked monkey, pounding incessantly into my asshole and making me scream and wail.

I’m moaning so loudly now that my voice is probably carrying through the house. And the door is still open, so clearly Colton doesn’t care.

There goes my chance to throw my ass back, I think, because there’s no way I can do anything with is knees digging into my hips, his feet on the backs of my calves, putting all his weight down on me to keep me pinned to the mattress as he ruts me into next century.

I hear him laughing into the video, pointing the camera at me as he says, “See this, guy? This is how your wife wants to be fucked! She’ll never feel your little shrimp dick again after getting all this meat up her tight fuckholes.” He laughs some more, clicks the phone off after showing me the video of my wobbling ass with him on top of it.

It’s such an obscene video. But that doesn’t stop him from saying, “Now send it to him,” and it doesn’t stop me from obliging his commands, either.

My mind is hazy and I’m getting dizzier by the minute. I can’t stop coming, even with him pelting my asshole and leaving my pussy alone. My engorged pussy lips are grinding into the mattress, lighting my clit on fire, and I feel like I’m going to lose my mind.

So I scream some more.

Until Colton growls, stuffs more of his cock down my rectum, and unloads his entire sack of heavy balls into my asshole. He fills me completely, flooding my insides, showering me with his spunk once he pulls out and keeps spewing rope after rope of cum over the back of my body.

Then he wobbles my cheeks a few times, closes them up to keep his cum tightly locked into my hole, and spanks my rear hard enough to leave a red handprint.

“That was good, Stacy. You have a killer body and I can’t get enough of those curves.”

“Thank . . . you . . . sir.” I gasp for breath.

It all happened so quickly and so roughly.

“Don’t go far, aye? I’ve got a surprise planned for you.” Then he laughs at himself. “Who am I kidding? There’s so many goddamn rooms in this house, you’ll be here cleaning for hours. And you can start with this juicy mess you made all over my bed.”


[image: ]

Chapter 5

I limp my way through the rest of the day. Colton Graham abused my asshole so badly, it feels like the elasticity of my hole will never be the same. I can still feel his cum spilling out of me hours later, and so I don’t leave a happy trail behind me wherever I walk, I just have to let the filth sit in my panties while I work.

I swear that young dude doesn’t even know how big his dick actually is, and how much of a bitch-breaker it is.

Or, he does, and that’s why he brags about all the “slags” he fucks at his private college or whatever.

He’s arrogant, and doesn’t share the commanding qualities of his esteemed father. The baritone voice of Cecil leaves my pussy quaking.

Colton, well, he just takes what he wants without recourse.

And I have to admit, I loved every second of our filthy sex in his bedroom. A bedroom that could fit my entire house into it, the lucky little prick.

Throughout the day, I jolt every time I see him around a corner, spying on me and watching. He’ll walk by, slap my ass, elicit a little yelp and scolding from me, and then go on his merry way.

Finally, as the sun is beginning to set, my day is nearing it’s end.

I’ve found myself in the small library—yes, there are two of them in this estate—the same scene of the crime from yesterday when I witnessed Madam Graham getting each one of her three holes stuffed by strangers.

I should have known that’s where Colton would make his mark. His final stand.

If I keep getting fucked so ruthlessly and so often in this household, I’m not sure how long I’ll last at this job. I’m not in it for the money, really, because Jared has a good vocation and makes enough for both of us.

No, I’m in it for the dick.

But maybe there’s such a thing as too much cock?

I’m willing to test my limits and see if that’s the case.

I hear him whistling down the hall as he makes his way into the small library where I’m dusting off books and standing on a step-stool.

“Small” library is relative, of course, because there are at least six floor-to-ceiling bookshelves in here holding hundreds of tomes and old leatherbound manuscripts.

I’m sure the books in here are worth a small fortune alone. It doesn’t surprise me that the Graham Estate houses such a treasure trove of literature.

I try not to pay any mind to Colton’s whistling, even as it grows louder and more overbearing. He’s getting closer to the room, acting like some sort of horror-movie devil who is going to pop out and swing his dick at me and knock me out with it.

Wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been cock-slapped, but it would definitely be the biggest and heaviest I’ve taken across the cheek.

I vaguely wonder if he could leave a bruise with all that meat smacking against my face.

Then I chuckle to myself at the lurid thought . . .

And the chuckle dies on my lips when I hear shoes thudding on the ground. More than two shoes, which has me worried.

Unable to help myself, I chance a look over my shoulder—

Just as Colton walks in with three young ragamuffins cruising in after him. Standing at the front of the trio of young bucks, with his hands shoved in the pockets of his pants, he looks like some kind of young mafia boss leading his goons around town.

A thought comes to me as my heart hitches in my throat. Trio of young bucks . . . The Trio.

“Oh shit,” I murmur under my breath. Then, louder, I say, “Uhh, hi, Mr. Colton. What are you doing in here? Is your father back yet?”

“Sorry, no daddy cock for you, Stacy. He’ll be gone all night. So will Ma.” He smiles wide, deviously. “The boy of the house will have to do.”

His three friends fan out around him. They’re each taller than him, with one of them being just as skinny, one of them stacked with muscle, and the other having a buzzed head and a dark face.

They smile luridly at me, giving me small waves.

My legs start to shake on the step-stool. “I . . . I didn’t mean anything by that, I swear, sir,” I whine.

Inside, my sore pussy is ready for more. Maybe not my ass, but I’m not sure if I’ll want to deny myself that pleasure when the time comes.

Because I know the time is coming—it’s a matter of when, not if, judging by the looks on these hooligans’ faces.

They all look early-twenties. Snooty, straight-backed, with perfect white teeth in their pretty, handsome faces. Little princes who have always gotten what they wanted, and right now they want the curvy older woman fluffing up the manor, showing off her huge tits and ass for anyone who will watch.

I’ve gotten myself into this situation, and I’m determined to get myself out of it.

But not without a little fun first.

“So, uh, you never answered what you’re doing here, sir,” I say. My voice sounds strangely high, and I wonder if I’m actually more nervous than I realize.

“Well, Miss Stacy,” he says matter-of-factly, “I was thinkin’ me and the Trio here will ravage every hole you own, and then send you crawling back to your cuck-ass husband. How does that sound?”

“Oh my, young master, you really are a hoot. That sounds—” I cut my words off, because I see he’s not joking. His face is stern, still smugly smirking at me, and the other guys are already rubbing their prominent bulges.

“This is Lewis,” he points to the Black guy next to him, “Harrison,” his hand moves to the buzz-cut guy with muscles, “and Virgil,” his thumb finally lands on the skinnier lad. “We used to call him Virgin Virgil,” he laughs, “but then we learned he’s fucked thirty-two girls in our school, two of them being teachers at the school we all go to.”

My eyes widen. The skinny lad smiles broadly at me, grinning ear-to-ear. I see his bulge more prominently than the others because he’s thin and he’s packing something mean.

Then again, I can’t imagine the Black guy and the muscly menace are wimpy in the cock department, either.

I definitely have my work cut out for me.

“Don’t worry,” Colton finished, “you don’t have to learn their names. They learned about how much fun I’ve had with you, and couldn’t wait to join me for round two . . . and three . . . and four.”

Before they can act, I hop off the step-stool.

I decide to take the initiative. “This is the surprise you were talking about, sir?” I put my hands on my hips.

He nods.

Then I start peeling off my maid outfit, so it won’t get mucked up from the ravaging I’m about to take. My pussy is throbbing, begging for attention again, and it’s wetter than a freaking waterfall.

With a faux sigh, I say, “I guess it can’t be helped. The youth and all their hormones and such.”

They all chuckle—

The sounds cut off when my huge tits are bared, falling down pale and heavy in the glinting sunset across the room, bursting through the window. The light magnifies me in a way that makes me look like a curvy angel sent from God to wreak sexual havoc on all the sinners.

And I see four sinners right in front of me.

I rush over to the struck-dumb lads before they can answer, and then reach for the closest one’s thighs—Harrison and Lewis.

My hands close on cocks and they let out exasperated sounds of surprise. I laugh in their faces, slamming my wobbling chest into one of the guy’s faces to shut him up, making sure he’s completely enveloped in my watermelon-sized tits.

The Black guy, Lewis, rips his shorts down and reveals a beautiful dark cock that rockets up, already hard and long. He’s bigger than Lewis, who rocks a thick member that is a bit short but destined to stretch my holes just how I like it.

Virgil is quick to peel his pants away too, once he sees his friends getting in on the action so quickly. Like the horse-hung young master of the house, Virgil is packing heat, and he wields his cock with both hands as he strokes himself to a raging boner and advances on me.

Colton watches all of this with a glint in his eye, while the Trio surrounds me and gropes me and begins to fondle every inch of my body.

I lose the battle quickly, just as I suspected I would. I only wanted to get the jump on them, not expecting to be able to take down each of these young bastards.

Judging by the looks of their velvety hard cocks, I know these are the same lads who took down Madam Leslie Graham yesterday, shortly before her husband fucked me into a stupor. And then their hung son shagged me into a near-coma today, and now I’m ready for round two, as Colton said.

But I don’t realize how unready I actually am, because their hands feel too good on my tits, my ass, roving every inch of my curvy, bare body.

And before long, I find myself falling to the floor, only held up by their strong arms as they take me down.

Lewis sticks his big black cock in my face and starts to ram down my throat. His balls perch on my chin as he goes onto his hands and knees like a dog to face-fuck me into submission.

Harrison moves beneath me, the stacked young man scooting under me and forcing me to lift myself up in a crab-walking position so he can get under.

Then his cock surges inside my ruined asshole, and he’s thick enough that I can actually feel him, which surprises me. He’s not long, but his thickness fills me with that same sensation as Colton did earlier today.

Virgil takes my one remaining hole, stuffing his long dick into my pussy, rubbing the thin partition between my asshole and cunt inside me, and the two start to batter my walls and destroy me.

Within five minutes, I’m shaking and losing my mind.

Then Colton joins the fun. I can’t see him because Lewis’ balls are in my face, and he keeps feeding his cock down my throat, bloating my neck with his size.

But I feel Colton as his bare ass presses down on my torso just under my tits. His balls swing up against my underboob, and he sandwiches my tits together . . .

Right before shoving his cock between my pillows and starting to hump them like Jared did last night.

But unlike my needy husband, Colton doesn’t get lost inside my tits. Even though they’re mammoth mammaries, like he said earlier: Curvy girls like me are meant for huge dicks like his.

Or was that Cecil who said that? I can’t even remember now. I’ve been getting fucked stupid for close to twenty-four hours straight, it feels, and there’s no end in sight.

He happily thrusts into my chest and punches my chin with his cock, accidentally pumping into Lewis’ balls a few times. He would probably claim it’s an accident—but then why does Colton start squeezing Lewis’ nuts so that the guy starts to spew cum by my throat, depositing it straight into my belly?

I cough and gawk when he pulls out, aching for breath and looking up at Colton as he tweaks and pulls my nipples while fucking my tits ruthlessly. “No one will believe you,” he says with a haughty smirk, and I know he’s talking about me seeing him grab Lewis’ balls to help him come down my throat.

But why would I care? Maybe he’s not confident enough in his sexuality, but I couldn’t care less if he’s a bisexual menace. Hell, I was hoping I could stuff my tongue down his mom’s pussy yesterday when I first saw these three hung bastards taking her down in this very room.

Before long, Harrison is filling my asshole with his cum, groaning as he takes all my weight on his belly and torso, hands gripping my wobbling ass like I’m too heavy for him to handle.

But he’s done all right so far, and then I feel his hot gooey cum filling my walls.

Virgil is right behind, and once he’s done breeding my pussy with his thick gout of jizz, I feel all three boys leaking out of my orifices, drooling out of each hole.

My eyes roll, Colton pumps his cock a few times after manhandling my chest for ten minutes straight, and then he showers me in such a load of cum I can’t even see past the blurriness.

He completely coats my face, and that encourages the other three boys to circle me, jerk themselves off over my prone body, and spew more ropes of cum from their wide piss-slits, absolutely covering me in filth.

I gasp for breath once I feel the weighty loads of all four boys drenching my face. I can’t open my eyes for a minute because I don’t want to go blind.

I think it’s over, but then Colton says, “We’re not finished yet, girl. Ah! Here’s the real surprise.”

I hear footsteps.

Open my gunky eyes . . .

And see Jared standing in the doorway, hands clasped in front of his belly like he’s a peasant in the king’s court.

My mouth falls open—spilling cum into my maw.

“J-Jared?”

He gives me a small, tiny little wave of embarrassment, seeing four hung studs standing over me with their huge cocks still out.

“Hi, honey. Mr. Colton invited me over to watch the fun.”
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Chapter 6

It’s an evening of debauchery for ol’ Miss Stacy. There’s no two ways about it: These four boys have the firepower of a rocket launcher and the drive of a tank.

They just won’t. Stop. Fucking me!

Each one of them loves my curves in different ways, and all of them love my holes.

Lewis loves my huge ass, and has fucked it at least three times over the past hour. He loves it when I throw my “PAWG”—phat-ass white girl—booty against his hips when he’s taking me doggystyle and I’m on my hands and knees.

Which gives Virgil an excellent chance to fuck my swaying tits as they swing back and forth from Lewis’ ministrations. He’s clearly a boob guy, and he can’t stop fondling and messing with them, until my nipples are hurting from how often he nibbles and bites and tweaks them.

Harrison, strangely enough, is a leg guy. He thigh-fucked me against one of the bookshelves, making me wobbly when he finally surged his cock in me from the front, straight-on, and I wasn’t able to keep my knees from shaking.

I went to the ground, where Colton was waiting—the ringleader, eager to destroy me—and he keeps saying nasty, wicked things about me and my husband.

“Come on, boys, let’s show Jared how many huge cocks her holes can take at once. We need to make sure she never feels him again inside her because she’s so stretched out.”

Lewis and Harrison combine their dicks and pummel my pussy next, one of them under me, one of them over me. They grind their shafts together inside me, practically jerking themselves off while widening my pussy-hole to obscene levels.

Then Colton laughs, gives my jiggling ass another slap, and stuffs his cock back where it belongs: in my asshole.

Virgil tries to double-stuff my anus, but they’re the two biggest guys here, and they don’t get even close to it.

All it does and leave them rubbing their cocks together.

Jared stands in the corner the whole time, rubbing his little dick, amazed that I could be so active and take so many big cocks. It’s nothing like my stories, which are never as nasty as the real thing.

Then again, this is the most rigorous fucking of my life, so nothing really compares. I’m so dazed and confused and cock-drunk by hour two, I can hardly hold on.

Colton leads me by my hair through the room, pretending I’m a doggy on a leash, and I willfully crawl after him with my naked curvy body lathered with the boys’ cum.

He stops me at a bookshelf, hikes one foot up on the step-stool like he’s Captain Morgan, and shoves his cock into my mouth.

My eyes roll again as it feels like he’s punching the back of my throat, fully filling my gullet, and my neck bloats obscenely.

“Oh my God, be careful with her!” Jared whines.

“No, no, my guy, she loves being broken. Can’t you tell? Has she asked us to stop even once?” Colton ponders aloud.

It’s true, I haven’t. Even when I was close to passing out from the sheer pleasure-pain of his and Virgil’s cocks in my asshole, trying to break me in half.

The truth is, I am broken, and there’s no way to recover from this. Jared himself has thrown three loads across the room—the room that I will be responsible for cleaning once this depravity is all done.

But even once the four lads finally blow their last ropes of cum over my body, pumping my womb full, my asshole nice and tightly clogged with cum, my belly sloshing with their loads—even once they finally have me bred and bent and broken like a bitch in heat . . .

I don’t want it to end.

I mewl, begging for more, so hazy with the need for cock and cum that I think my brain might never come back online.

Colton says, “Shame, we had to break her completely,” and then he shrugs to my husband. “Maybe she’ll recover at some point.”

He thrusts a thumb over his shoulder, ordering my husband around like the bitchy cuck he is, and not a guest in this house.

“You’d better go clean your wife up, Jared,” he says. “I want your tongue lapping up all the cum from every single hole she has. You wouldn’t want to let your lovely wife down, would you?”

The four dick-slinging madmen chuckle to themselves as they watch Jared crawl on his hands and knees to my spent, prone body.

I’m on my back in the middle of the room, arms and legs akimbo, cum staining every inch of me it feels.

And when I feel the light lap of Jared’s tongue against my pussy-hole, and the slurping sound of him drinking up the boys’ cum like a good little slut . . . I know everything will be all right.

I smile to myself, staring up at the rafters of the huge room. My hand instinctively curls in Jared’s hair and I force his face against my pussy and asshole. “There, there, baby. Lick me nice and deep. You don’t want to let Master Colton down, do you?”

He snorts, lifting his face and glistening lips. There’s a dazed look in his eyes as he says, “Master Colton? I don’t give a shit about that brat. No, baby, I don’t want to let you down.”

And everything is right in the world.

My heart sings.

“Then you’d better get back down there and drink me up, honey.” I pat his head, forcing him back between my legs so he can drink up all the cum and juices and clean me as Colton ordered.

Even once the dreaded foursome have their huge cocks stuffed away and they get bored and leave the room, Jared keeps drinking from me.

It’s late that night when he finishes, and I’m still on my back in an absolute daze.

I hear footsteps, and I don’t care if it’s another group of men coming to fuck me silly. I’ll always be ready for it, even though I’m still broken from the Trio and Colton.

Cecil Graham’s voice carries into the room, his eyes landing on my naked flesh and Jared’s prone body supping from me like a vampire.

“The day’s over, Miss Stacy. Seems you had a good day. Can we expect you tomorrow?”

I nod vaguely. “Y-Yes, Master. I wouldn’t rather be anywhere else.”

“Good.” His feet start to carry away, but then stop. He lets out a hum. “Say . . . is that your husband drinking from your gaping pussy, Stacy?”

“It i-is. Jared’s his name.”

Cecil says, “How would you two like to stay the night? It’s gotten late, and we can have your outfit washed so you’re ready for tomorrow.”

“Sir?” I ask, finally popping my head up.

His eyes glint. “I’m also wondering if dear Jared there has an asshole as tight as yours, Stacy.”

Jared’s body stiffens with excitement.

Like a doggy, he looks over his shoulder and nods diligently. “Yes it d-does, sir! Erm, Master.”

His face is covered and glistening with cum from the Master’s son.

Cecil smirks at one corner. “Well, that’s all well and good . . . but I’ll be the judge of that, lad.”

Then he steps into the library, eager to never let me and my husband leave this place in peace . . .
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The End!
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I hope you enjoyed this ridiculously raunchy tale! Stay tuned for more steamy episodes from the ongoing “Snared and Shared” series – each book with a new cast of lovable horny characters!
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And take a look at other series like this one, with:

Curvy Hotwife Neighbor: Hotwife and her sweet husband find young studs in the neighborhood to bang.

Little Addict: Hot college girl comes home for break to bang five silver-fox daddies she’s always wanted.

The Pet Professor: Sexy professor gets ganged by all the hung students she craves.
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If you’d like to stay up to speed on all my new releases, and you enjoy free erotic books in your inbox every few days, join my newsletter at bellabeaumont.com.
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For more books like this one that are free in KU and raunchy as hell, take a look at my Amazon profile page!
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For more taboo and forbidden stories, check out my Smashwords profile, where I only publish books that would never be allowed on Amazon!
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For a little bit of both worlds – taboo and traditional erotica (but mostly taboo), take a look at my Ream subscription service! Multiple tiers, hundreds of thousands of words of smut.


The Author

Bella Beaumont is from San Diego, California, and currently lives there and writes smut daily. If you’d like info about specials and free stuff Bella is offering, join Bella’s newsletter by visiting BellaBeaumont.com. 
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