

Anne woke up bleary eyed and realized immediately that she had to get to work to not upset her Master. If she were late by even a minute, it would be quite the harsh punishment for her. She found that her Master had already laid out clothes for the day. Mr. Montague was so thoughtful when it came to his servants. There was a lacey, black thong, matching bra, and an elegant floral dress. As per usual, the dress looked much too short. She would be lucky if it fully covered her ass when she made just slight movements around the mansion. A slight lean to mop or dust a fixture in the home would revel everything to her Master and the other servants alike.


Next to the skimpy dress, he set out a pair of thin socks and a set of plain, black shoes with gold buckles. This was the standard footwear that she was used to wearing around the mansion. On the days he wanted her more upscale, he would set out high heels or leather boots with thick heels. 


Last of all, and most curious of all, he laid out a condom. Puzzled, Anne picked up the slick package and turned it over several times in her hand. Why would he set out a condom for her? He had always fucked her raw before. He even said on several occasions that he detested condoms. Mr. Montague would claim the thin latex takes away all feeling and ruins the experience.


Perhaps her Master was planning on giving her away to one of his friends and wanted to make sure she wasn’t filled with foreign seed. That would make sense. She had seen several new business people holding meetings at the mansion out on the veranda. Master probably thought that she would make a good present for one of the men he was trying to make business alliances with.


Anne prepared herself mentally to be taken by a stranger tonight. That would be a new experience that might be enjoyable. Master has such a large cock; it would be a vacation to feel a smaller cock pressing into all of her hot holes. Most nights that he laid with her, she could barely walk in the morning. He didn’t even need to be rough with her. His natural cock size just stretched her out so much.


Quickly dressing in the outfit that he laid out, she hurried outside with the condom tucked into the waistband of her thong. The floral dress had no pockets so that was the best she could manage.


Out in the hallway, he was already waiting. His chiseled jaw matched his cold, granite gray eyes. A shiver of anticipation ran up the length of her body. Why was he just staring like that? The majority of the time, Mr. Montague would be having breakfast downstairs, surrounded by servants and his array of personal chefs.


His hand came out from behind his back and she realized he was toting a riding a crop. A very long and black riding crop that would hurt if it were to be used on her.


“Come here Anne. You need to be disciplined.”


“I haven’t done anything though Master,” she whined, hesitant to approach him and 
get hit with his crop. 


He stomped his foot against the ground, incensed that she would try and defy him 
right now.


“This is not a negotiation. Crawl over to me and lick my boots.”


Anne lowered herself to the floor, supported only by hands and knees now. Montague loved to humiliate her like this, demeaning her, bringing her down several notches. She began to crawl over to him, her knees aching as she crossed the hardwood flooring. The dark wood panels dug into her knees with each movement, causing her discomfort.


“At my feet my submissive. Bow before me and lick my boots. Don’t worry, I didn’t shine them beforehand.”


He stood at attention, watching her with a careful eye. She made sure not to crawl too fast to avoid a slap on the ass. Montague didn’t like any indication that she was trying to get through her punishment too quickly. She was to take it like a big girl and ask for more with a smile.


Her eyes were now parallel with the tops of his leather boots. She didn’t need to look up to know that Montague would have a raging erection tenting out in his tight pants. He never tried to hide his attraction to her. Instead, he was quite proud of the fact his girth would double each time she would come near. To him, that was one of the greatest accomplishments, having a servant around the mansion that he could use at the drop of a hat. He enjoyed having full control of other people.


She lowered her head and stuck out her tongue, making sure that her back was arched up sufficiently. He always enjoyed seeing her back create that shelf so that it would feature her ass more prominently. 


“Very good Anne. I see that you are learning to arch properly, like a woman should. Clean my boots for me. Good girl.”


Her tongue came in contact with the cold leather as she scraped it up along his boot. The taste wasn’t bad per se. Her Master had her lick much worse things in the past. The taste of leather had actually become a bit of a turn on for her in a way. She continued to lap at his boots like a small dog, making sure not to miss even an inch. When her Master wanted his boots cleaned, he expected them to sparkle with a spit shine finish.


While her head was down, servicing his boots, he cracked the riding crop right next to her leg, snapping it against the ground. She winced but kept up her boot cleaning. She would only stop once he said that he had enough. He cracked the riding crop again, this time coming within an inch of her thigh. She wasn’t fazed as she continued to tongue his expensive, leather boots.


“You are learning quickly pet. That is invaluable in your line of work. If you continue with your training…you could become my main whore. That has many perks if you didn’t already know.”


His riding crop smacked off her ass this time, the cold leather tool tasting her sweet flesh. She felt her buttocks jiggle slightly as the blow sent ripples through her flesh. Anne didn’t even stop her boot licking as she endured the smarting strike. She had a job to do and she intended on finishing it. It didn’t matter how many times he hit her or how hard.


Once again, his riding crop tasted her young flesh, bouncing off her flexed ass cheek. Her skin didn’t even ripple this time from the blow to her backside, one of the great perks of being one of the youngest servants that belonged to Mr. Montague. 


Seeing that he could get no reaction from her, he set the riding crop aside, walking away from her tongue, which was now getting quite dry. She was glad he is forgiving enough to give her a brief respite from the boot cleaning. 


Once the crop was put away, he reached down and took her face in his hand, studying her lips, her chin, the way the light played over her eyes.  With one finger, he lightly caressed her cheek, a sign of affection that surprised her. He grinned at her, a toothy smile like a shark studying pray. 


Before she knew it, his hand was up her short dress, feeling around, rubbing his fingers along her already wet slit. Once his fingers were properly lubricated, he forced them into her mouth, making her taste her own pussy. She accepted his fingers graciously, tasting the musky scent of her own sex. Anne made sure to groan a few times to indicate she enjoyed the taste, which seemed to please him. 


In fact, it pleased Mr. Montague so much; he decided that she would give him oral sex right there in the hall. No foreplay save for the bootlicking and already he was ready for her, cock standing tall like a flagpole. Roughly grabbing at her hair, he drew her lips toward his waiting shaft.


Anne began to bob up and down on his erect member, but it was difficult. Her mouth was still dry from cleaning his boots with her tongue. She did her best to slide up and down his dick, but with no lubrication, it was almost impossible not to choke and gag.


She coughed and heaved, her hands coming up and pressing against his thighs to try and get away from his big meat club. Mr. Montague was not impressed, noting her lack of excitement over giving him head in the hallway.


“Is your mouth too dry bootlicker?” He mocked her by pretending to suck a cock with his right hand and then grabbing his stomach as if he would throw up.


“You don’t have enough spit for my tastes servant. What can we do about that? Hmmm? What would you have me do so that I can get a proper blow job in the morning?”


He paced back and forth, his shiny cock bobbing up and down as he walked the width of the hallway. His eyes suddenly lit up with an idea. Anne cowered in fear down on the floor. Usually when he was this excited about an idea, it meant severe degradation with her as the victim of all his fiendish ideas.


“Maria and Frederico. Both of you come at once.”


Both servants appeared promptly and stood at attention, staring straight ahead and ignoring Anne while she was kneeling on the floor.


“My servants, it seems to me that one of you is not pulling their weight right now. I asked for a blowjob from one of my servants and she didn’t even have enough spit in her mouth. What do you think of that Frederico?”


Frederico shook his head in dismay before responding.


“Every man is entitled to a good blow job sir.”


Mr. Montague pointed at him, waving his finger emphatically.


“This guy gets it. Thank you Frederico. Every man deserves this and what do I get? I have a slut on my hands that only does a mediocre job at cleaning and keeping this wonderful house in order. I can’t even call what she did to me a blowjob. It was pathetic.”


To add emphasis to his last statement, Mr. Montague spit on the floor of the hallway. The maid, Maria, tried to clean up the spit but he waved her off. He looked upset and Anne knew that whatever was coming next would not be good. She was going to be the center of this punishment, a way for him to channel all of his anger into one person. She shuddered but tried to hide it.


Mr. Montague walked over to her, shaking his head like he just caught a puppy peeing on his fine carpets.


“Anne, I see you have a problem with blowjobs for some reason. You don’t have enough spit in that pretty mouth of yours to satisfy me after you lick my boots clean. Since I am so gracious and such a good Master, I am going to help you out. Stick out your tongue.”


Anne obeyed, sticking out her tongue. It rolled out of her mouth long and pink, but also still very dry. Mr. Montague walked over to her and just shook his head again like he was ashamed of her. He grabbed her tongue between his thumb and forefinger, inspecting it, looking it over and down into her mouth. Anne was trying not to tremble now. What was he planning to do with her?


“Keep your mouth open wide Anne. For the time being, you are going to be like a sink in my bathroom.”


With that statement, Mr. Montague grunted and spit a huge wad of spit right onto her tongue. Anne couldn’t recoil away. She had to take the punishment. After all, she was his maid and his not so secret lover. This was what she signed up for when she took the job and became one of his many submissives.


“Do not swallow slave. If you swallow the spit, that means I will just have to spit in your mouth again. We do not want that. I want my blowjob and then I will be off. I have several important meetings already lined up so we need to move this along.”


He motioned over to Maria and Frederico who were staring at Anne from the sidelines with horrified expressions on their faces. They knew Mr. Montague liked kinky sex, but this was beyond the pale. He had never done anything this degrading before in public. 


Reluctantly, they both approached Mr. Montague, awaiting his twisted instructions. Their eyes were cast down and Anne could tell they didn’t want any part of this. Unfortunately, if they wanted to keep their jobs, they would degrade Anne in anyway they were told to. The economy was poor and Mr. Montague was rich which meant he paid a higher wage than anyone.


Montague pointed at her tongue, drawing attention to the slimy spit he had deposited on her tongue.


“This is what she gets. Now both of you fill her mouth with spit. I want her mouth nice and wet when I put my cock in there. Treat her like you would treat the toilet in your room or the kitchen sink. Just put anything you want in her open hole.”


Frederico approached with regret in his eyes. He felt bad for what he was going to do but he still loomed over Anne, his mouth lining up with her open mouth. He scrunched up his cheeks, building up a collection of spit in his mouth before letting it come out in one long string that missed her outstretched tongue and slipped right down her throat.


“No! Damn it Frederico!” exclaimed Mr. Montague. “I said get her mouth nice and sloppy for me. You just spit right down her throat. How is that going to help me? I want a nice, sloppy blowjob and you are just blowing your load down her throat.”


Frederico didn’t know how to respond. He had never been chastised for not spitting into a girl’s mouth before. He turned away in shame, wringing his hands together like he just realized how bizarre and crazy this situation was.


Mr. Montague pointed at Anne’s mouth again. “You do it again Frederico until you get it right. Don’t look away and think you are too good for this. I want her mouth sloppy wet before I stick my cock in there.”


Montague pointed at his erected dick, still standing tall and waiting to be serviced. Frederico nodded at his boss, acknowledging what he just said. With his face full of lament for his situation, Frederico approached Anne yet again, this time leaning over fully so that his mouth was only a mere inches away from her waiting tongue.


Frederico began to work his throat and cheeks, churning up more spit in his mouth to hit Anne with a large load. Anne waited patiently, never moving from her kneeling position. If this was what her Master wanted, she would do it without question. With a huge pool of spit balanced on her tongue, she kept her quivering, pink tongue out and ready to accept another load.


This time, Frederico didn’t miss the target, planting a huge gob a saliva right onto her tongue to join the pool that was already placed there by Mr. Montague. Montague smiled as he watched her balance now two loads on her tongue, the mix of spit weighing her tongue down now.


Frederico looked forlorn, as if he wanted to be doing anything but this right now. Mr. Montague could see he was not comfortable in abusing a coworker in this manner. Montague sighed and with a flick of his wrist sent Frederico on his way.


“Just go do some gardening in the yard Frederico. I can’t keep looking at your face when you can’t remove the glare of disgust. Go on. Back to your duties.”


Frederico shuffled away, still shell-shocked from what he was forced to witness. He shook his head as he made his way out, eyes staring at the ground as he left. Mr. Montague gave her a stare that could melt ice now, his still erect and throbbing cock out and angry.


“Anne, you will maintain your position on the floor. Do not swallow or you will be disciplined. I want that mouth to be nice and wet when I finally dip by dick in. Ok, now that those with a weak constitution have left, we can get down to brass tacks. Maria, get over here.”


Maria approached, a demeaning glare in her eye as she walked up to Anne. She stared down at Anne with a distaste that Anne had never seen in the other servant before. Maria was on the older and larger side, her tan skin beginning to expand as she gained weight that would sag down to the floor. Her thick forearms hung down by her wide hips as she continued to give Anne a look that could kill.


Mr. Montague rubbed his palms together like a child that was about to enter a candy 
buffet.


“Maria, I see that you have more spunk in you than our dear Frederico. Well, on second thought, I suppose you don’t have that much spunk in you. I haven’t fucked you in so long. That all went out the window in your late twenties when you started to gain weight on me no matter how much I restricted your diet. To be honest, I still am not sure how you continued to get fatter even when I dropped you down to a measly seven hundred calories a day. Stealing butter from the kitchen I suppose. Anyway, I want you to do your best here.”


Maria waddled over to Anne’s position on the floor, her throat working up a good sized hunk of spit in her mouth. She gave Anne a smile as she hovered of her, her lips coming together as a stream of spit spewed out of her mouth right onto Anne’s forehead. 


“No, no, no. Maria, I want the spit in her mouth. Try again.”


With a fiendish smile, Maria sucked in her cheeks, building up another flood of spit in her mouth. She unleashed it right onto Anne’s face again, spittle splattering against her cheeks and the bridge of her nose. She was missing on purpose.


Anne kept her tongue out as the older and larger woman spit all over her face at the command of Mr. Montague. Anne couldn’t imagine why this woman that she barely knew was spitting all over her again and again with a devil like grin. What had Anne done to spite Maria? Had she said something? Was it a look that she didn’t like?


That was when it clicked in her mind. Maria was jealous. Her mind worked backward to just a few minutes ago before Maria had made it rain spittle down on her face. Mr. Montague had commented on how she didn’t have spunk inside of her anymore. He had been fucking her! It was probably the same arrangement that he had with Anne now. That meant…Mr. Montague had been engaged in this debauched behavior for several decades now.


Anne shivered, her face covered in slimy spit now, her tongue covered in a thick coat of fluids that been hocked up onto her. Mr. Montague liked her like this, demeaned, subservient, ready to service whenever he wanted. Maria was all too happy in helping him take the new girl down a few notches. She must have felt like a spurned woman, tossed out when she got too old.


Mr. Montague walked up and critiqued the job that Maria was performing.


“Maria, you are very good at cleaning, but when it comes to making a mess, you are the absolute worst. Do you think this is funny? Spitting on my employee? I want her subservient, not covered in garbage. You have one last try now and if you don’t get it right, I am going to forget about that raise I promised you a month ago.”


Maria nodded, showing that she understood what he was saying. She pointed at my open mouth and said in a halting way. “Spit in mouth only. Yes sir. Understand.”


Montague patted her on the back and demonstrated by sucking spit into his mouth and letting it slide out slowly on Anne’s tongue.


“See? Just like that. You don’t spit on your coworker like an animal. We need her mouth nice and wet. Now you try.”


Maria flexed her arms, getting excited to imitate what she had just seen. Anne rolled her eyes as she waited which earned her a swat on the ass from her boss. He grabbed her by the chin and gripped her hair hard as Maria leaned over to spit in her mouth.


Anne heard a lot of grunting and other disgusting noises from Maria as Montague gripped her face. Maria was taking longer than usual to save up her wad of spit, probably enjoying the little bit of power that she held over Anne right now. Once again, Anne wanted to roll her eyes in disappointment at the poor performance, but she didn’t. She needed to keep all of this spit on her tongue and another spank on the butt might cause her to lose her load.


Finally, after what seemed like several minutes of deliberation, Maria opened her lips and let a long rope of spit slowly trail down. The line of spit kept going and going, slowly descended toward the dark cavern that was Anne’s mouth. The string of spit was probably a good foot long before it even hit her tongue. Maria stared down at her, a toothy grin set across her face even as she drooled directly onto Anne. This bitch was enjoying her job a little too much today. Anne kept quite though, the idea of not obeying Montague not even crossing her mind.


Maria, finally finished spitting directly onto her tongue and gave Anne a pat on the cheek. Anne scowled up at her, eager to demean the other woman if she ever got the chance. That wasn’t going to happen anytime soon however. Montague was looking down at her slobber filled maw with eager anticipation. His cock head twitched up and down at the thought of his submissive giving him the sloppiest blowjob he had ever felt.


“Get your ass lower dear,” he said to her, his voice dripping with lust and ill intentions for her. “I want to make sure you are at the perfect height to line up with this club I call a cock.”


Anne settled in, lowering her ass and shrinking down in size by a few inches until her mouth was directly aligned with his waiting shaft.


“Good girl. Now keep that mouth nice and wide. If it helps, pretend you are at the dentist.”


Montague chuckled as he moved in, letting his cock head lightly tap the tip of her tongue. Anne didn’t react as she tasted his salty precum on the tip of his dick. She was simply there as a receptacle for his cum. When he was done with her, she could return to her chores for the morning.


She watched as he lowered his cock head into the pool of spit that was on her tongue, rolling it around on the quivering pink muscle, coating his head with slimy spit from three different people. Anne felt him press down on her tongue until it caved in a little and created a bowl full of spit for him. Montague seemed to enjoy watching this as he swirled his cock all over her sloppy tongue.


After several minutes of this, Anne felt her mouth getting dry. She had her tongue out for quite a while now as the rest of her mouth felt like a desert. Her body retched a little, begging for fluid, begging for relief.


Montague saw what was happening and warned her.


“Do not pull your tongue in Anne. I am not done playing with it yet. If you do, there will be a punishment waiting for you.”


As if to make good on this promise, he snapped his fingers and ordered that Maria bring him a set of clothespins. Maria waddled off quickly, eager to obey Mr. Montague, but even more excited to inflict addition physical and emotional damage to the woman that she saw as her successor. 


Montague now addressed her again.


“Only a few more minutes Anne. Then you will not be so parched. I like to take my time with things.”


He gripped the base of his dick now and lovingly rolled it around on her tongue like he was preparing meat and basting it in her juices. His eyes glazed over with lust and passion as Anne allowed him to do anything he wanted with her body. As a man with power, Montague enjoyed exerting that power whenever he could.


Anne felt her stomach flip flop and her body lurch forward as her dry mouth got the better of her. She wanted to obey Montague, she really did, but her body was responding of it’s own accord now. She had no control of her involuntary reactions. While Montague continued to play with her outstretched tongue, she sucked her tongue back into her mouth, finally getting the relief she needed.


“You whore! How dare you defy me!”


Before Anne even had time to wet her lips, his cock was pushed down her into her throat, the large girth stretching out her lips to the point she felt them crack a little. She had forgotten how large Montague was, but her aching jaw reminded her why she often did not volunteer to blow him.


His cock pummeled her open mouth, wallowing in all the spit that had built up in her mouth now and using it as lubricant to slide quite a ways down her throat. Anne felt her throat muscles stretch and flex outward just to contend with the big, fleshy staff that was tunneling deep into her body.


Her right breast felt an unexpected pinch that made her lean away from the thrusting cock. She couldn’t look down to see what was happening, but she guessed that Maria had returned with the nipple clamps and was applying them now without asking Montague first. A second clamp was applied to her other nipple and once again, Anne lurched back from the sudden pain.


Montague shook his head and grabbed the back of her head, pushing her down all the way on his meaty shaft. While he had his dick fully lodged into her gripping mouth, he slapped her several times on the cheek, pain burning along her pale skin as he applied the harsh blows.


“You do not pull away from punishments Anne. You never try to get out of them. Do you hear me?”


Anne nodded, his cock still jammed so far into her throat that she was starting to tear up.


“I want to hear you Anne. Tell me you understand.”


Her voice came out garbled and unintelligible as she tried to speak with his shaft spearing right down into her stomach. Spittle and gunk flew up out of her throat and smeared across her chin as she tried to talk with dick in her mouth. This seemed to please Montague as she was demeaning herself, one of his favorite hobbies to participate in.


“Maria, come around her while I fuck her face,” he demanded, still pumping his cock in and out of Anne. Maria hurried, anxious to see what else she could do to help demoralize Anne while she was on her knees. Maria didn’t even see the slap coming as Montague struck her across the face while still hammering his cock into Anne’s face.


“You never do anything without my permission. You used the clamps without permission. Now do it again. If I catch you operating on your own, you are going to be the one on the ground, got it?”


Anne couldn’t see Maria nod but she assumed that she did as she felt the pressure on her nipples leave her. Montague continued to face fuck her, never letting up the pressure, never giving her a chance to take a full breath. He seemed intent on coming soon, which took precedence over everything else.


Suddenly, Anne felt warm fingers caress her breast for a second before a sharp pain spiked through her erect nipple. Anne couldn’t help but groan in pain, which was muffled by the cock charging in and out of her mouth like it had a mind of its own. She was anticipating the same pain in her other nipple and anticipation made her weak in the knees. Anne discovered that while all of this was happening, the area between her thighs was now completely soaked. Her mind might have been in fear of the nipple clamps, but her body welcomed it.


The sharp snap of the second nipple clamp shot through her breast as she felt it get attached. It hurt, but it seemed to only add to her urge to come finally. Montague seemed entirely oblivious to her needs as he focused solely on shooting hot streams of semen down her throat.


Strangely enough, the pain in both of her breasts had completely taken her mind off the savage throat fuck she was taking. In fact, the pressure on her nipples was causing her pussy to leak more than it had been all morning. Anne mumbled some words around the cock that was plunging her delicate face.


“What is that whore?” asked Montague as he pulled his dick free.


“Please Master can I come?”


Without a second thought, Montague jammed his cock back down her throat and began to hammer his hips forward over and over again while he answered her.


“Go ahead you slut. I don’t care what your hands are doing while I am this close. Keep your lips wrapped around your teeth though. I don’t want to feel anything sharp while I really explore your depths.”


His pelvis smashed against her face over and over as he neared his climax, his crotch hair tickling her nostrils. Anne put one finger between her legs, letting it brush up against her clit. That was enough to send her spiraling into her climax, pure bliss shooting through her mind as her Master began to empty his balls down her air passage.


Anne rode her climax hard, lights blinding her eyes as the tidal wave of pleasure splashed over her. She scarcely felt the multiple volleys of semen sliding down her throat and into her empty stomach. The amount of semen going into her guaranteed she would need a light breakfast this morning. Her Master was truly filling her up this time.


The now slimy cock snaked back out of her throat as he finished and pulled her to her feet.


“Very good Anne. You disappointed me at first, but as always, your skills in the deviant arts have proven…invaluable. Now, if you will excuse me, I have work to attend to and I am sure you do as well.”


She nodded, still reeling from the force of the orgasm that had swept through her body. Her Master gave her a slight smile and bid her adieu, hurrying off to yet another task on his long list. He turned, as if a thought had just struck him.


“Oh, and Anne, make sure you keep that condom on you. You will need it tonight. We are having guests.”


It was Anne’s turn to smile, moving down the hall to her second task for the day.  If he only knew how much she enjoyed being dominated by him, he might not use her body so much.


THE END


Looking for even more BDSM action that is going to get you hot under the collar? Check out this hard gangbang where a Hucow is taken hard in all her holes while she is lactating and shooting milk all over the place. 

https://www.amazon.com/Free-Milk-Stand-Hucow-Bundle-ebook/dp/B082Z9V4GL/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=free+milk+stand&qid=1578581247&sr=8-1
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