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Dear Reader:

Thanks for taking the time out to read Taming Madam M. All I can say is, “Whew!” Allison Hobbs has truly reached the top of her game with this one. Sexy, intriguing, provocative, freaky and scandalous with a whole lot of drama. What a powerful combination! Allison has kept her audience captivated for well over a decade but this one tops the cake. Even I was shocked by her erotic muse and that is saying something.

Enter the world of Madam M, whose humble beginnings and the luck of meeting the right man who would do anything for her, give her the opportunity to run a training camp for sex slaves. People from around the world pay her high fee to have their “pets” properly trained. In Taming Madam M, we meet those who actually desire to be degraded, bound, and humiliated by various people all in the name of sexual gratification. Wanting to please their masters and receive the coveted certification that will increase their value, they are willing to do anything and everything to be reach their goals.

As always, thank you for supporting myself and the authors of Strebor Books. We appreciate the love and we will continue to try to bring you the best and most prolific writers on today’s literary scene. You can find me on Facebook @authorzane or email me at zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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To my sweet bae, Johnathan Royal.

So loving and giving; you are my hero!



CHAPTER 1

Striding with impeccable posture, the butler made his way to the kitchen. With his nose turned up as if assaulted by a foul odor, he cast a withering gaze upon the head cook and her two helpers who were gathered around a large oak table sipping coffee and leisurely perusing various sections of the newspaper.

He clapped his white-gloved hands together to draw their attention. “Have you slackers completely lost your minds? You people are not paid to laze about and browse through Madam’s newspaper.” Clucking his tongue in disgust, he promptly gathered the spread-out sections of the newspaper and reassembled the publication, smoothing it out to give an untouched appearance.

Azalea, the head cook and the only member of the household staff who didn’t cower in the butler’s presence, glanced at her watch. “It’s only seven-twenty; plenty of time before Quintoria is up and ready for breakfast. She always eats precisely at ten.”

“I passed Madam’s quarters a few moments ago and heard her and her guests stirring.”

“I had no idea Quinnie had guests,” Azalea said, worry replacing the impertinence in her voice.

“There’s a lot you don’t know, Azalea. And please refer to the lady of the house as Madam and not by her given name! Now, prepare two extra plates and be quick about it. Heads will roll if Madam isn’t served breakfast before her feet hit the floor.” The butler clapped his hands together sharply, urging the kitchen staff to get moving.

Realizing that despite her close friendship with Quintoria Stevens, she would be called to the carpet if her employer experienced a single hunger pang before her breakfast was set before her, Azalea jumped to her feet.

“Get busy, girls. Madam has risen,” Azalea barked. “Darcie, I want you to begin the batter for crepes. Edwina, you can start preparing the fresh-cut fruit and ricotta cheese filling.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the two young women replied in unison. In a flurry of motion they bustled around the kitchen, creating a commotion as they swung open cabinets and drawers.

The kitchen now throbbed with life and Azalea quickly tied on an apron. She stroked her chin thoughtfully. “Hand me that gourmet cookbook next to the fridge, Darcie.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Darcie searched through the stack of books and grabbed Quick and Easy Gourmet.

Squinting, Azalea thumbed through the pages. “Along with the crepes, Madam and her guests will enjoy crispy potato galette with poached quail eggs and caviar, and of course a pot of green tea for cleansing and serenity.”

Satisfied that the kitchen staff was handling their duties satisfactorily, the butler turned on his heels to exit.

“Mr. Hardwicke, I could use an extra pair of hands in here. Would you please send in one of the scullery maids to assist in the kitchen?”

“The scullery maids are quite busy attending to other duties, today,” the butler replied haughtily and left the kitchen.

The cooks worked in silence until the sound of the butler’s heels clicking against hardwood could no longer be heard. Once they were certain he was out of hearing range, the chatter began.

“I wonder if that hot actor, Deon Provost is upstairs with Madam,” Edwina said, wearing a dreamy expression.

“Deon Provost! I didn’t know Madam hung out with a big star like him,” Darcie exclaimed in a hushed, awestruck tone of voice.

“Yep, I heard she discovered him. She produces his movies, but they’re also friends with benefits,” Edwina informed.

“I realize that she’s involved in making movies and whatnot, but I didn’t know her celebrity friends came to the house. I had no idea that famous people were into Madam’s freaky lifestyle,” Darcie whispered as she whipped the crepe batter.

“About a year ago, I personally served breakfast when Deon Provost stayed overnight,” Edwina whispered conspiratorially.

“For real?”

“Ohmigod, yes, girl. His body was crazy with muscles everywhere. It took all my willpower not to touch one of his biceps.”

“Was he naked?” Darcie asked excitedly.

“Mm-hmm. And even though the sheet was covering him from the waist down, I could still see his dick print. Whew, chile, that dude is packing. But here’s the nasty part…he wasn’t in bed alone with Madam.”

“Who was with him?”

“There was this Asian chick laying up in the bed. She was in the middle of Madam and Deon. Both her hands were under the sheets and she was moaning and squirming like she was about to cum. I thought she was fingering herself, but when I looked closer, I realized the heifer was stroking Deon’s package and playing between Madam’s legs at the same time.”

“Oh, Lawd!” Darcie exclaimed.

“While the Asian girl’s hands were rustling underneath the sheets, Deon and Madam leaned toward each other and started kissing. It was freakiest shit I’d ever seen. I tried to act normal and not stare, but I was so hot and bothered, my hand started shaking as I poured Madam’s tea.”

“Would you have joined in if Madam invited you?” Darcie inquired.

“I damn sure would have,” Edwina said, laughing.

“Wow! Madam is a bigger freak than I thought. But I’m not mad at her at all. Hell, I admire her for being a rich bitch and a boss who gets it in wherever and with whomever she pleases.”

“I know, right? The next time my husband pesters me about a threesome, I’m gonna tell him I’ll do it as long as it’s me, him, and another dude—someone hot like Deon Provost,” Edwina said wistfully.

“Men are selfish. They want the pleasure of smashing two chicks, but they ain’t tryna share their woman with another man,” Darcie continued.

“True. My husband would whip out his pistol if I tried to bring a dude into our bedroom. But a girl can dream, can’t she?”

Darcy stopped stirring and cut an eye at Edwina. “I wonder if Deon Provost is upstairs with Madam right now.”

“I doubt it. I read on a blog that he’s dating one of those Jenner girls.”

“Ugh! That family irks the hell out of me. Always snatching up our black men like it’s their birthright since they have Armenian blood.”

“Those Jenner sisters aren’t even Armenian, the Kardashians are. They’re straight-up white girls with Bruce and Kris’s… Oops, I mean Caitlin and Kris’s regular, Caucasian genetics.”

Edwina and Darcie laughed.

“Ladies, ladies,” Azalea interrupted. “I’ve heard quite enough chatter about sex and celebrities. Show some respect while you’re working in Madam’s kitchen. Furthermore, you two have a lot of gall gossiping about Madam and her lovers when she’s the person who signs your paychecks.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Azalea. I forgot that you and Madam used to be real tight back in the day.”

“We still are. We’re best friends; the only difference is that I work for her now,” Azalea corrected. “Now, listen to me. I want you girls to keep Madam’s business out of your mouths. Don’t forget the confidentiality agreement you signed when you started working here. She could sue both of you for everything you’ve got, which isn’t much,” Azalea added.

“It’s not like we’re selling Madam’s information to TMZ; we’re only talking amongst ourselves,” Edwina reasoned.

“Focus on your work and not Madam’s personal affairs. And don’t let anyone in this house hear you speaking with all that slang talk the way you do in the streets. This is Madam’s home and you must follow the house rules when you’re alone and also when you’re around the guests. Proper English at all times. Do you understand me, ladies?” Azalea said firmly.

“Yes, ma’am,” Edwina and Darcie said at the same time.

The butler, who had only gone a few yards down the hall before tiptoeing back toward the kitchen, had overheard the entire conversation. He made it a point to eavesdrop on all the staff. Being a dutiful head servant, he made sure the household staff held Madam in the same high regard as he did.

He lived to please her for she was more than merely his employer; she was also his astonishingly beautiful wife.

•  •  •

The butler wheeled the breakfast cart over the marble flooring in Madam’s private quarters. When he reached the master bedroom, he rapped sharply on the double oak doors.

“Enter,” Madam said gaily.

With her perfect pair of breasts on display, Madam was propped up by pillows, sandwiched between two pale-skinned, hard-bodied young men who both looked like Scandinavian male models. They had white-blond hair that curled against their necks, clear green eyes and were obviously identical twins. The only way to distinguish between them was by the small silver rings that adorned the nipples of the twin on the left of Madam.

Completely smitten with Madam, the brothers murmured in Norwegian as they fussed over her, nuzzling her neck, caressing her shoulders, fondling her breasts, and suckling her deep dark-colored nipples.

Always the consummate professional, the butler averted his gaze as he announced the morning menu.

Madam scowled. “The menu sounds dreary and unappetizing, but it’ll have to do. These boys will need some kind of sustenance to keep me satisfied,” she quipped.

“I’ll inform the cook that Madam finds the menu completely uninspiring and demands to be wowed with excitement and creativity in the future.”

Madam nodded. “Well said, Jamison.” She usually referred to him as Butler, and only called him by his given name when she was experiencing fond feelings toward him.

Earning a compliment from Madam caused the butler’s heart to flutter and he could feel a twitching sensation in his loins. Taking his mind off his growing sexual desire, he pushed the cart to the left side of the enormous bed, reached over one of the muscular, white-haired boys and began setting up Madam’s silver breakfast tray. He placed a covered dish in the center of the tray and then began pouring tea into a floral-print teacup.

“I acquired these two delectable pieces of eye candy from Norway. They don’t speak a word of English but we’ve had no trouble communicating, for the language of love is universal,” Madam said wisely and then bestowed her husband with a brilliant smile.

Keeping his head down, the butler continued working. Being in his wife’s presence, if only to serve her, was one of his greatest pleasures. Basking in the glow of her smile was more than he could handle, and his blossoming erection was hard to conceal.

“You look uncomfortable, Butler. Is something wrong?” Madam inquired.

He cleared his throat. “No, there’s nothing’s wrong that I can’t manage.”

“But you look absolutely tortured,” she said, her sensual lips forming into a devious smile.

“I’m fine,” he said in a weak voice. He set the newspaper on Madam’s tray and bent over to pick up a breakfast tray for the blond twin on the left side of the bed.

“Put the tray down, Butler. I won’t have you working for me if your health is impaired,” Madam said sternly.

“My health is fine. Please, Madam, allow me to serve you.”

“No.” She cast a glance at the lump in his pants. “Obviously you can’t work in your current condition.”

The butler opened his mouth to protest, but Madam held up a hand, silencing him.

“Open your pants and show me your cock. I’ll be the judge of whether or not you’re capable of carrying out your duties.”

“If it pleases you, Madam,” he said pitifully and then pulled from his fly a large, veiny dick that writhed in the palm of his hand.

“Stroke yourself,” she commanded.

“Yes, Madam,” he replied breathily. His eyelids fluttered closed and his hips bucked forward as he grasped his hot, rigid flesh.

Mid-kiss and mid-suckle, the twins stopped administering to Madam and gazed wide-eyed at the butler as he pleasured himself.

“Why are you boys gawking? It’s breakfast time, so help yourselves to some tasty sausage.” Madam released a burst of laughter.

The twins didn’t understand Madam’s verbal command, but when she nudged her head toward the butler’s thickening dick, which jutted out from a jungle of dark pubes, they realized what was being offered to them.

Madam moved aside, allowing the twin on her right better access to her husband’s bloated penis.

The butler squirmed at the unexpected sensation of soft lips on the head of his dick. He gasped and his body jerked when a second mouth engulfed his scrotum. One warm tongue licked the underside of his dick head while another wet tongue lathered his balls. The exquisite dual sensations were maddening and he squeezed his eyes closed and clenched his teeth, desperately trying to stave off the exploding pleasure. He wasn’t gay, nor did he have homosexual tendencies. He hated it when his wife challenged his sexuality. In her opinion, if his dick grew hard for another man and if he ejaculated into another man’s mouth, then he was at the very least, bisexual.

The butler disagreed. He was straight, goddammit. He couldn’t control how his dick behaved when it was inside a hot mouth.

“Hurry up and suck off the butler before our breakfast gets cold,” Madam implored in a steely voice. Realizing the twins did not comprehend her words, she irritably grabbed a handful of white-blond hair and sped up the process, causing the head of the dick-sucking twin to bob up and down rapidly as she force fed him the full length of the butler’s massive dick.

Wanting to win Madam’s approval by outshining his brother, the other twin became creative. Flipping onto his back and with his mouth wide open, he tea-bagged the butler’s scrotum.

The butler was a virile man, capable of sixty minutes or more of sexual stimulation before succumbing to an orgasm. And although Madam had commanded her Scandinavian lovers to bring her husband to a swift orgasm, he realized that she took pride in his uncanny stamina.

Thrusting into the wet mouth, the butler squeezed his eyes shut and gritted his teeth to stave off the urge to ejaculate. Gasping, he balled his fists as the dual stimulation from the twins threatened to bend his will.

Weakening, the butler began to quiver and shake. Feeling helpless, he cracked his eyes open and sought out his wife’s lovely face.

The smile she cast held no warmth, but it was still a smile, nevertheless. Bewitched by her beauty, enchanted by her smile, he let out a primal sound as he flooded the mouth of his wife’s lover with torrents of hot passion.



CHAPTER 2

“I’m disappointed in you, Butler. You lasted all of five minutes,” Madam said disdainfully, dismissing him with a wave of her hand.

The butler could feel a flood of red-hot shame rush to his face. He was grateful that his dark complexion concealed the degree of his humiliation. Managing to appear stoic, he zipped his pants and gave a slight bow. Straightening his back, he pivoted and left the bedroom, allowing Madam and her lovers complete privacy to dine and continue fornicating.

Outside Madam’s chambers, unable to breathe for a moment, he fell against the door, panting. The degradation of being ordered to participate in sordid sex acts with not merely one of his wife’s illicit lovers, but two, had stolen his breath away.

Madam delighted in humiliating her husband—in causing him to suffer the indignity of accepting her never-ending parade of lovers, both male and female. After forcing the butler to be molested by the pair of perverted twins, she’d dismissed him wearing a grimace of contempt, as if he were nothing more than an inept circus act…or a court jester who had displeased the queen.

But the butler had only himself to blame. When Jamison Hardwicke had first met Quintoria Stevens he’d been an affluent man, the sole heir of the Hardwicke Paint Company fortune, and one of the city’s most eligible bachelors. Beautiful women came a dime a dozen for a man of his stature. Yet, from the moment he’d set eyes on Quintoria, he’d been drawn to her. Looking back, he wished she’d never applied for employment at his thriving business.

At twenty-eight years old, she should have already been established in a career instead of applying for an entry-level position as his personal assistant, but he was too blinded by lust to probe her about her limited work history. He’d been too horny for her to find out exactly what she’d been doing with her life for the past ten years. Had he known then that she’d disrupt his life and turn it upside down, he would have dismissed her before the interview had ever gotten started.

Indeed, she was a shockingly beautiful woman with dark velvety skin and mysterious slanted eyes, and she had a raw sexuality that seemed to permeate the air around her. But that shouldn’t have mattered since an entire staff of attractive women was at his disposal.

Being gratified by his female employees was one of the many perks that came with being the head honcho of the company. None of the women had ever claimed sexual harassment and he would have been shocked to be hit with such a frivolous lawsuit. Any woman who’d ever become intimate with his large sex organ quickly realized that she’d been bestowed with an amazing honor.

The moment Human Resources completed Quintoria’s paperwork and granted her an employee identification badge, it occurred to him to bend her over his desk to begin her orientation. But something stopped him. She had a way about her—a haughtiness and sense of entitlement that both intrigued and annoyed him. It would be exciting to knock her down from her pedestal and watch her grovel and beg for his immense dick. All in good time, he’d told himself back then.

A week into Quintoria’s employment with Hardwicke Paint Company, he found it difficult being in her presence without needing to relieve himself. She was such an unusual beauty, tall and lean with skin like black satin, high cheekbones, and dark, luminous eyes that had an Asian slant to them. He often wondered what her pussy looked like, and the very thought was maddening.

On numerous occasions during business meetings outside of his headquarters, thoughts of Quintoria had caused his dick to stir restlessly in his pants, forcing him to have to interrupt important discussions of commerce to go jack off in the restroom. Often while driving, his desire for her would become so strong, he had to pull over on the side of the road and take out his big pulsing cock and then pacify it with rapid hand strokes.

At the office, his sexual need had become so strong that in order to manage his erections, he had to find contentment between the thighs of up to four or five female employees in the course of a single workday.

Quintoria seemed oblivious to the fact that her boss often stared at her—molesting her with his eyes. She seemed unaware that it took all his willpower not to reach out and cup her firm ass cheeks and pull her onto his elongated pleasure pole.

Seated at her desk outside the boss’s office, she was always so hard at work, prying into the financial aspects of the company, she didn’t seem the least bit curious or suspicious when he held numerous private meetings with female staffers throughout the day.

She was an eager employee—quite ambitious—and seemed to want to learn all the ins and outs of the paint industry. Jamison considered himself merely humoring Quintoria when he listened to her suggestions on how he should run his business.

He noticed that she became sullen and withdrawn whenever he disagreed with any of her ideas, and he soon found that agreeing with her proposals garnered a smile. And when Quintoria spread her succulent lips into a smile, it drove him wild.

He was more than ready to humble her by pinning her down on the couch in his office, throwing her long legs over her head, and then power-ramming his big juicy cock into her snug cunt. But realizing that once he’d defiled her she’d no longer be considered special, he decided to put off the inevitable.

Quintoria was extremely ambitious and she asked innumerable business-related questions throughout the workday. It was obvious to him that in due time she’d spread her legs for him, most likely in the hopes of furthering her career. But while climbing the ladder of success, she’d also have to climb on his dick, and she would not be prepared for the craving she’d acquire. He smiled at the thought of how pathetic she’d become once she began her desperate obsession with his big, unruly dick.

That craving for his dick meat happened to every woman who experienced the sensation of having it slammed inside her. As refined and beautiful as Quintoria was, her pussy was no different than any of the other pussies he’d conquered. Her cunt would be in a constant state of arousal—yearning and throbbing for him.

On a lark, he invited Quintoria to the theater. To be on the safe side, he also bought a ticket for Monica from the tech department and instructed her to meet him in an obscure location to clandestinely take care of his carnal desires during intermission.

But his plans were foiled when Quintoria declined his invitation, stating that the date and start time of the popular Broadway play interfered with the part-time job she was forced to work in order to pay for a convalescent home for her sickly aunt.

Inwardly, Jamison seethed, but managed to produce an insincere smile and to inject compassion into his tone as he offered to pay for her aunt’s care. To his astonishment, Quintoria refused his generosity, stating that she was too proud to accept charity. She suggested a salary increase, boasting that her contributions to his business warranted triple the salary she presently received.

“A fair salary will permit me to care for my aunt in the manner she deserves and also allow me the dignity of managing my own financial affairs without needing anyone’s assistance,” she said with hard insistence in her voice.

It was a preposterous idea. Who did this nobody-assistant think she was? Never had he encountered such gall, such unparalleled self-aggrandizement. He was so outraged, his dick grew stiff and it took a huge amount of steely willpower not to tear open her dress, toss her on the leather couch in his office, and pound into her relentlessly until all the tension had left his loins and flooded her body.

Although she wasn’t at the beck and call of his sexual urges yet, she soon would be. Quintoria had only worked for him a few weeks and he wanted to keep her around a bit longer, and so taking a deep breath, he gathered his composure. In addition to being beautiful, Quintoria was obviously gutsy. In a warped way, he admired her self-possession. With so many wimpy women in his employ, it was refreshing to meet someone who dared to challenge him.

Reluctantly, he tripled her salary. He certainly could afford to—at least temporarily. He refused to allow the new assistant or any other employee to manipulate him into paying an excessive salary that wasn’t deserved, but he went along with Quintoria’s ridiculous demand with the intention of firing her immediately after gutting her pussy until her insides were nothing more than pink mush.

Once he filled her cunt with juicy penile meat, Quintoria wouldn’t be so special anymore. She’d be no different than any of the other women who had tried unsuccessfully to fuck and suck their way into his favor. It wouldn’t be long before pompous Quintoria Stevens would drop to her knees in his presence, grateful for the opportunity to oblige him with an open mouth and a relaxed throat.

Of course he’d soon tire of her and send her packing like all the personal assistants who had preceded her.

Despite their level of education and job qualifications, all the female employees who worked for the Hardwicke Paint Company were expected to be on call to lower their panties for their tyrant boss whenever he summoned them. He didn’t believe in sharing office pussy, and therefore, workplace romance was prohibited among the staff. All the cunts on the premises belonged exclusively to Jamison Hardwicke.

On one occasion, his big, ravenous dick had begun to throb uncontrollably when a new employee, a big-bosomed young woman named Kelly, had strutted over to the water cooler. The urgent manner in which his dick pulsated informed him that there was no time to verbally communicate his desires to the new staff member. Whipped into a frenzy of arousal, he was fully engorged, too far gone to waste the precious time it would take to shepherd the woman back to his office. His dick, a wild dark beast, acting on its own accord, twitched inside his pants as it desperately sought to inhabit a warm, wet place.

He had no choice but to feed the dark beast right there on the spot.

“Lift your skirt,” he demanded hoarsely. There was no better time than now to let her know that pleasuring the boss was part of her job description.

“Excuse me?” Kelly muttered, unaware of office protocol.

“Stop your dallying and pull up your skirt, woman,” he said with impatience.

“But…” Eyes filled with fear and confusion, Kelly’s gaze swept the area, imploring her coworkers to help her. But no one came to her rescue. They all seemed to be frozen in place, gawking at the salacious scene taking place right before their eyes.

Irritated by the new employee’s dawdling, Jamison pressed down on her shoulder, forcing her to bend over.

Startled employees, who had been moving about the office, stopped in their tracks and stood transfixed. Those who were seated at their desks gaped and rubbernecked as if witnessing a horrible car accident. They’d all grown accustomed to their boss helping himself to every vagina on the premises, whenever the mood struck him, treating the most intimate part of a woman’s body as if it were nothing more than a portable potty. But he usually committed these offenses in the privacy of his office. Or in darkened stairwells or in a cubby area behind one of the copy machines. Never had he copulated so openly and so violently in such a high-trafficked area for all eyes to see.

“What are you slackers looking at? Get back to work,” Jamison bellowed.

Obediently, the beleaguered employees quickly averted their gazes and busied themselves with work obligations.

“Oh, my God! What do you think you’re doing? Stop it!” the accosted woman whimpered as her boss unzipped his pants and roughly tugged her panties down. Within seconds, her protests turned into soft moans of pleasure as the huge shaft stabbed into her. Suddenly, she widened her legs, accepting the intrusion. Her vaginal walls constricted, becoming a possessive warm sheath that clutched desperately at the massive, pounding appendage.

“Your greedy pussy loves being fed big, juicy dick, doesn’t it?” Jamison demanded in a coarse voice. “You want me to stuff this big sausage down your throat, don’t you?” He continued the revolting dialogue as he thrust hard and deeply.

Although staff members did as they were told, keeping their eyes fixed on their computer screens, their ears were perked as they waited to hear Kelly’s response.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Kelly cried, launching into a high-pitched squeal as ecstasy rocketed throughout her body.

After the scandalous occurrence, many female staffers, having developed what seemed to be an unquenchable thirst, began to loiter around the water cooler. Separating herself from the pack that hung around the water cooler, Kelly found an excuse to visit her boss in his private office.

Looking up from the papers that were outspread on his desk, he gazed at her with cool indifference. “What can I do for you, young lady?”

Kelly dropped her eyes self-consciously. “I was wondering if you wanted to, uh, you know…” she said in faltering speech, shifting from foot-to-foot.

“You came to get some more juicy dick meat, huh?” Jamison said with a prideful chuckle.

She gave a twitchy smile and nodded quickly.

“Don’t be shy, Kelly. You have to ask for what you want. I’m sure you’ve heard the expression, ‘a closed mouth doesn’t get fed,’ ” he remarked, leaning back in his chair and unzipping his pants.

“Can I have some… Oh, God. It’s so weird putting it this way.” Fidgeting, she laughed uncomfortably.

“You want some thick dick meat, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then say it. Tell me exactly what you want and also your reason for wanting it.” From his sharp tone, it was obvious he was growing impatient with Kelly.

“I, um, I’d like some more dick meat because…well, because my…my cunt is so hungry,” she stammered, red-faced.

“Let me explain something to you, Kelly. I’m a successful man because I run my business efficiently. Do you think you’re the only woman in my employ who enjoys getting this big juicy slab of dark meat lodged in her cunt?” he asked in a firm tone of voice while caressing his erection.

Captivated by the sight of her boss’s swelling dick, Kelly couldn’t speak. She shook her head in response to his question and unconsciously licked her lips.

Suddenly, he picked up the phone on his desk and pressed a button. “I want to see you in my office, Adrienne,” he said. He returned the phone to its base and looked at Kelly. “I don’t know what you’ve been accustomed to with former employers but here in my place of business, no one gets preferential treatment. There’s a rotation in place and you won’t get the opportunity to get your greedy cunt filled with this stiff dick until your turn comes around again. Is that clear?”

Kelly swallowed hard. “Yes, Mr. Hardwicke.”

“Good. I’m glad we have an understanding.”

Adrienne, a waiflike woman from the accounting department, entered the office and crinkled her brows. “Should I come back when you’ve finished with Kelly?”

“No, no. Kelly was just leaving. Weren’t you, Kelly?”

“Yes,” Kelly replied unhappily.

“Before you go, Kelly, come over here and kiss my dick goodbye.” He gripped his cock, aiming it upward.

“You want me to kiss your cock goodbye?” she asked, baffled by the odd request.

“Did I stutter?”

“No, sir.” Kelly made her way to other side of the desk, knelt down and kissed the head of his dick with the reverence of a Catholic kissing the Pope’s ring.

Kelly left and Jamison pulled Adrienne to his lap, lifting her dress and impatiently yanking her panties down as she awkwardly spread her legs to accommodate him.

Thoughts of Quintoria invaded his mind, sending surges of rippling flames straight to his loins. He’d never wanted anyone as badly as he wanted her. Yet he sensed that she believed—for some unknown reason—that she was too good for him. How dare she? The heat in his loins kindled by sudden rage set off an orgasm of volcanic force. He thrashed and groaned; his body writhed as he pretended that Adrienne was Quintoria. He imagined himself plowing into his new assistant’s tight pussy with such vigor that he had to wrap his arms tightly around Adrienne’s tiny waist to anchor himself and prevent them both from being flung from the chair.



CHAPTER 3

Uppity Quintoria Stevens had no idea the kind of man she was toying with. She had no clue how well-endowed he was. She was completely unaware that women became instantly addicted to his big cock. There were so many dick-addicts in his employ that Jamison Hardwicke had no choice but to ration out his penis.

His female employees, with their insatiable desires, would suck him dry and fuck the skin off his dick if he didn’t run a tight ship. Of course there were times when he broke his own rules—times when he was so distressed by the throbbing in his pants that his brain turned to mush. During those times when logic escaped him, he was forced to surrender to the pressure of his tightly coiled genitals. Forgetting about his well-planned rotation system, he simply grabbed whoever was close at hand and dragged her to the nearest private or semi-private location.

Quintoria was too brash and too conceited to realize what an honor it was for him to bestow upon her the privilege of wrapping her luscious lips around his lengthy cock. But she’d soon find out, and after he unleashed the dark beast upon her, he had no doubt she’d gladly accept a sizeable pay cut for the privilege of being in close proximity of his big, pulsing dick.

He smiled as he imagined himself stretching out Quintoria’s snug little pussy while she clung to him, shuddering and crying out in unabashed passion.

But things hadn’t worked in his favor. Quintoria turned out to be a shrewd and ruthless woman who enjoyed the sexual pleasure of both men and women. She was a hedonist, and no amount of debauchery could satisfy her perverted desires. She was quite a challenge, and Jamison never backed away from a challenge.

In hindsight, he should have walked away. He’d still own his business and wouldn’t be dressed in a butler’s uniform if only he’d been satisfied with all the wet office pussy that had been available to him. Succumbing to his desire to add Quintoria to his list of conquests had been a life-altering mistake.

Oh, how far the mighty had fallen.

Quintoria turned out to be the worst assistant who’d ever worked for him. She refused to do simple tasks such as bringing him his morning coffee, picking up his dry cleaning, and keeping his cigar box full. She let his office phone ring continuously before bothering to pick up.

Although he showered her with expensive gifts, she never seemed appreciative. In fact, she always appeared bored by the wonderful presents he bestowed upon her. She was so hard to please, it was exasperating. One day during a moment of extreme frustration, he told her that he’d fallen in love with her. He didn’t actually mean it, but hoped the false confession would help him gain entry inside her lacy panties.

“If you love me, then prove it,” she responded dully.

“I’d be happy to prove it. What do I need to do?”

“First, I want you to stop whoring around with the female staff.”

“Okay, that’s not a problem.”

“Second, I want you to impress me with your willpower by becoming completely celibate.”

He scowled. “For how long?”

“The time span is to be determined,” she said with a wicked smile.

“Have it your way. I’m going to prove that I love you,” he said with the utmost sincerity, though he planned to revert back to his old habits the moment he’d had his way with Quintoria.

In an attempt to prove his love, he took her on a romantic vacation in Paris. When they arrived at the hotel, she insisted on separate rooms. She ignored him for most of the trip, choosing to spend her time in the company of several swarthy, French-Algerian men, sharing breakfast with one and dinner with the other.

Her rejection of Jamison only intensified his obsession with her. Crazed with the desire to be near her, he blurted out a marriage proposal, and she accepted, though she continued her affairs with her two Parisian lovers.

When they returned to the States, she married him in a small ceremony with only the preacher and her best friend, Azalea, present. None of the staff from the paint company or any of his golf buddies were invited. In fact, she ordered him to give up his favorite sport altogether and insisted he devote his time thinking of ways to worship and adore her.

“You want me to give up golf?” he asked, incredulous.

“You’ll do it if you love me,” she said.

Argh! Grrr! What a ballbuster this bitch was. But in a perverted way, he liked it. Her audacity made his dick as hard as granite.

On their wedding night, Jamison finally got to touch her when she allowed him to massage her feet. He ran her bathwater and fed her grapes while she reclined in the tub. Showing the devotion that was slowly but surely becoming a real emotion, he knelt before her when she stepped out of the tub, telling her that he was her loyal subject, willing to do anything she desired. Humbling himself aroused another dark part of his soul that he never knew existed. Overcome with emotion, he begged her to order him around and treat him like a lowly servant.

Quintoria’s eyes lit up. “I have an idea.”

“What is it, my dearest darling? There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you.”

“I want you to take a trip to Europe.”

He winced. “A trip without you? Why?”

“Don’t question my motives,” she said sharply.

“Of course, my dear. I’ll follow your orders and go to Europe.”

She smiled approvingly as she dried her wet body.

“May I dry you off, my darling?” he asked, reaching for the towel with trembling hands.

“No, you piece of scum. You’re not fit to touch me.”

Ahh! He shuddered lustfully. It was preposterous but true…the more she degraded him, the more aroused he became.

“While you’re in away in Europe, I’ll handle the family business.”

“That’s fine, my dear,” he said breathily, yearning to touch himself.

“Do you want to know why I’m sending you to Europe?”

“Yes.”

“You need help.”

“What kind of help?”

“Help in learning how to serve me in the manner I deserve. I plan to enroll you in an intensive eight-week training program at the International Butler Academy in Valkenburg, Netherlands.”

He covered his mouth in shock. “Th-that seems rather extreme, my dear. I’m sure there’s an online course I can take.”

“No, I want you to become proficient at bowing and scraping when you’re in the presence of your betters, such as me. At that elite butler school, you’ll also learn how to meet the demands of running a modern household with confidence, grace and style.”

“But that’s absurd. I don’t need classes to know how to serve you. And I’ve always managed my housekeeper quite well.”

She sighed. “I intend for us to move into a much larger home with a full staff. So, until you’ve received accreditation from the butler academy, my legs are closed to you.”

“But this is our wedding night, and I’ve waited so long to lie in bed with you. Darling, please. My manhood is so unusually big and powerful that I wouldn’t dream of forcing it inside your sacred little temple…at least not yet. But if you would allow me to penetrate you with a finger or my tongue, it would make me enormously happy.”

“I don’t care about your happiness, Jamison, and neither should you. If you don’t want to devote your life to pleasing me, then we should annul this marriage immediately.” Her dark eyes bored into him, challengingly.

“I don’t want an annulment,” he admitted.

“What do you want?”

“I want to be your butler and your devoted servant.” He couldn’t believe the words had come out of his mouth, but she was the most remarkable woman he’d ever met. It was the first time he’d ever felt the strong urge to worship anyone. The desire alone was an aphrodisiac beyond anything he’d ever experienced.

Unabashedly naked, Quintoria strutted across the bathroom floor and began brushing her hair while gazing at her image in the mirror. He stood behind her with an erection blooming in his pants.

“Kneel behind me and kiss my ass while you relieve yourself. You can thank me for the honor after you cum.”

That was the night the tables had turned on him, and thirteen years later, he was still striving to turn them around in his favor, but doubted he’d ever succeed. Madam owned him. He was her fool, her lap dog, and her willing servant.

When he returned from Europe, possessing all the knowledge one needed to perform the duties of a professional butler, he discovered that Quintoria had sold his family business and squandered the proceeds on a mansion and a few business investments. Everything she’d acquired was in her name only. Overnight, he had virtually become a pauper.

At that point, she informed him that he was no longer allowed to refer to her by her first name. While he was training in the Netherlands, she had joined a community of sexual deviants and now went by the moniker, Madam Midnight. She wanted to be referred to as Madam by her husband and the household staff she’d hired, which included Azalea. Azalea was the only person Madam allowed to call her Quintoria and sometimes Quinnie, for short.



CHAPTER 4

The butler made his rounds through the massive estate, checking on the pleasure-slaves who were being trained to do hard labor and also to excel in providing sexual pleasure. In the grand foyer, he happened upon two young women from the United Kingdom—Marnie from Ireland and Brynne from Scotland. They were supposedly busy scrubbing the marble floor, but were doing more giggling and gossiping than actual work.

Except for the cook and her two helpers (who were local women and also paid staff) the other members of the household were all willing pleasure-slaves from different parts of the United States and Europe. After completing an apprenticeship in Madam’s residence the pleasure-slaves were given certificates and were considered distinguished and qualified to serve the wealthy elite, dignitaries, powerful politicians, and even European royalty.

The butler caught the tail end of the girls’ conversation and from the gist of what he’d heard, he determined that Madam’s personal handmaiden, Lyza, an exotic creature from Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, was involved in a torrid affair with Hugo, the stable hand. Hugo was a redneck from Alabama, much too uncouth to be intimate with Madam’s favorite pleasure-slave.

On Madam’s behalf, the butler would put a swift end to that filthy romance! It boiled his blood to think that someone who worked on such a personal level with Madam would be literally rolling around in the hay with a vulgar stable hand. The idea of the two of them copulating like animals during the course of the workday riled the butler enormously. He’d see to it that both Lyza and Hugo were severely disciplined, but he’d have to bide his time and punish them in secret.

Despite the Brazilian tart’s unforgiveable transgression, Madam would not appreciate the butler chastising her personal property.

Making his presence known, he cleared his throat, startling Brynne and Marnie. He gave them a stern look that caused them both to tremble.

“No fraternizing among the staff,” he harshly reminded the young women.

“Yes, sir,” Brynne responded, her face flushed as she hurried to the other side of the large room. She busied herself by dusting a porcelain vase.

“Careful with that vase,” he admonished. “It’s from the Ming Dynasty—a rare Chinese work of art that should not be defaced with a feather duster. I want you to hand-wipe it lovingly—demonstrate care and reverence in every stroke.”

“Yes, Mr. Hardwicke.” Brynne put down the feather duster and retrieved a square of cloth from the pocket of her uniform.

“You’re getting excellent training here, are you not, Brynne?”

“Yes, sir, I am.”

“It would be a shame if your apprenticeship was suddenly terminated, wouldn’t it?”

Brynne lowered her eyes and nodded. “A terrible shame, sir,” she said in a voice that was hesitant, on the edge of a nervous stutter.

Satisfied that Brynne was sufficiently contrite, the butler turned his attention to Marnie. It was on the tip of his tongue to send her to the kitchen to help the cooks by peeling potatoes or scrubbing pots and pans, but he decided against it.

Azalea, with her disrespectful attitude and smart mouth, didn’t deserve any extra help. She took advantage of the fact that she was Madam’s childhood friend, but one of these days he was going to stuff his erection between Azalea’s impertinent lips and teach her a thing or two about showing respect to her superiors. Until that day, he’d have to continue to come up with devious ways to chastise the cook.

“I want you to go upstairs and scrub and polish the floor in the linen room, Marnie.”

“But I haven’t finished in here, sir.”
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