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         Five full glasses of champagne are hovering carelessly in mid-air as if they were drunk before the sound of glass reaches my ear while the thought "Oh no!" echoes through my head. The tray I carried so elegantly, raised high a moment ago, and hits the floor with a humiliating clatter.

         This wouldn't have happened if nobody had smacked my butt as I got ready to put down the glasses in a smooth turn. I was in my new and unaccustomed thigh-length maid uniform which came with the job. The smack wasn't hard, but enough to make me gasp with surprise. I twirled around and pulled off the impressive move of making the champagne glasses, which were supposed to stand full and bubbly on the table, all land in the laps of each and everyone one of the five elegantly suited up men. The five men made up this company: four guests plus the master of the house, Frans, my brand new employer.

         "What have you done," he asks, right by my ear, as I'm trying to find out where that tray landed. "You've got yourself to thank for this," I reply with indignation while I note that the men, with their champagne-wet crotches, are laughing loudly. It makes me feel better. It doesn't seem like they're in much distress over the uncontrolled landings of those full crystal glasses. I suddenly feel a hand at my neck. Frans is holding my hair in a tight grip. My meticulously groomed maid's hairdo slides out, and horrified blonde locks of hair fall down my shoulders "How dare you to speak to me like that," he asks, but it's not a question, and I can't find a reply this time. He's angry, and he's holding me in a firm grip while guiding me to a chair in the middle of the room, on which he sits. I have no choice but to kneel in front of him, as he's still got my hair in a vice.

         I'm looking straight at his wet flies, and for a moment, I'm ashamed of myself. Ashamed because of my inability to serve, and because the thought of what's beneath that wetness suddenly turns me on. And in this situation of all possible places. I'm horrified at myself and humiliated by the way he's treating me in front of his guests. "A maid fixes it if she makes a mistake, doesn't she," he says, and it's not a question, it's a command. I look at him, big-eyed, from my position of kneeling in front of his lap. "I'll sweep up the glass, if only you'd let me go," I manage to say. He smiles, a smile I can't interpret. I'm beginning to feel a little unsettled, my heart beating away in my chest. "Not now," he says. "That can wait." "You can start cleaning instead." Before I've even got time to make my best impression of one big question mark, he takes my hand to his flies and makes me unzip him.

         "You like champagne, don't you, sweetie?" He's got an erection. I can't take my eyes off the magnificent sight, which is turning me on even though the situation is completely absurd. I can't think of anything to say, and I can't move, as he's still holding onto me. He guides my head to his dick, and as his grip loosens a little, I turn to look for the guests. They've come closer, and they're following the scene in front of them with looks that tell all about how arousing this sight is. "You do as I say in this house, don't you?" I nod and feel myself sliding into a trance-like state. It can't possibly be me doing this. "Suck me off," he demands, even though the words are superfluous. He's already guided his dick between my lips, which part readily without me giving them permission. I stand outside myself wondering what on earth I'm doing. As if I have a choice.

         He really does taste like champagne. I lick my way up and down his shaft, taste it, let my tongue play all over it, up and down his frenulum, around the head, kiss the head, suck it into my mouth, soft at first, then hard. I let him guide his dick in and out of my mouth in the tempo he wants, take it in as far as I can. He moans with pleasure, his grip around my head is still firm, but loving now, and his arousal turns me on. I do love giving head, and my eagerness is real. This time, I'm met with approval. Above my head, he comments on me to his mates. "She's done this more often than she's waited tables. - great, she's great..." I hear the approving comments and horny moans of the others, lose my focus, and the dick slides out between my lips. I look up at his guests, which are standing around us, their dicks pointed at me, almost waving at me.

         I hear a small smile in Frans' voice, saying "My guests got wet too. There's more champagne for you, Felicia." My name is spoken in an authoritarian tone. Something tells me that protesting would be an exercise in futility. I've given up my own will to the master of the house, and I let myself be guided, still on my knees to one of the guests, who prefers standing in front of me. He doesn't hesitate to put his dick far into my mouth with a grunt of enjoyment while he tangles his fingers into my hair. At the same time, a dick is placed in each of my hands, and I tighten my fingers around the shafts and pull up and down. Some people change places so that a fourth can reach me. My eyes try to catch what's going on, and I lose my rhythm. That's when Frans comes in and puts a black, satin blind fabric in front of my eyes and ties it. "You lose focus quickly, don't you, girl. It's just as well that you won't be able to pay attention because you're not the boss here," I hear him say.
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