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Moaning Maid is a standalone short story that is filled with dominating alpha males of different races and single submissive young white women.

This story contains scenes of BDSM, voyeurism, and exhibitionism. If hardcore sex, bondage, spanking, and gangbangs aren't your thing, then this may not be the book for you.

Look Inside

I took a deep shuddering breath and crawled quietly to the edge of the attic where I knew I would be able to see everything. 

There was a panel on the floor that I could remove, but I wasn't sure if I wanted to do that. It was risky. Someone could look up and see me spying. 

A particularly loud scream made up my mind for me. 

I carefully removed the panel and peeked down the open hole. 

There were six black men surrounding a single white young woman, who was laughing playfully as she tried to run away. Whichever way she turned, one was there to catch her. They were gradually pulling her clothes off, tearing and ripping the fabric that clung to her full body. 

She twisted and turned, helping them in their pursuit to take off her clothes. Every movement she made only eased their effort to take off her clothes. 

In no time at all, her shirt and skirt were torn to pieces, strewn all over the carpeted floor like discarded extra bits of fabric in a messy tailor shop

"Oh, stop, please," she cried out in mock horror, throwing her hands over her head. She pretended to be a damsel in distress, but the corner of her eyes wrinkled in mirth. 

"You're in trouble now," one of the men sneered, pulling off her bra so that her breasts were exposed, pink nipples quickly perky in the open air.

"Ah!" she shrieked, hugging her arms around herself quickly to hide her body, but that only gave the men the chance to lift her into the air. One man wrapped his arms around her waist from behind and lifted her into the air while two other worked on pulling her panties off. 

She was completely naked in just a few minutes of being in their presence.

I felt a tightness inside me, coiled so tightly it took all I had to stop myself from moaning. Shame filled me and I knew I should be putting the panel back as quietly as I could and walk away. I wasn't supposed to be here, looking at them. 

The manager's suggestive wink as I was leaving suddenly made sense. She knew what I was going to see if I made my way to the attic to study. 

My book bag laid forgotten by the door. Studying was the furthest thing on my mind. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the perverse sight beneath the floor.

I should be looking away. Instead, a part of me wanted to be in her place. To be naked while the men around me ravaged me despite my wishes. She looked as if she was having the time of her life, her head thrown back and moaning as the men started rubbing their hands on her body, feeling every inch of her as she was held up by three men. 

Bird's-Eye View

I considered going back to the table empty handed when I realized I was down to my last five dollars. 

"Do you want a drink or not?" the bartender asked, trying his best not to be snappy but was failing miserably at it. The tables weren't that busy, but he had been busying cleaning glasses behind the counter when I got his attention and didn't appreciate the interruption. It was only eight on a Monday night, too early in the week to start drinking. 

I shook my head but my lips were saying, "Yes. Whatever's on the tap."I surrendered the last of my money to the young man.

He took the fiver with an understanding grin. "Drink on the tap is shit. I'll make you something better, Mindy" he said with a wink. I smiled gratefully at him. 

"Thanks, John. I appreciate it," I said. 

It's never a good sign when the local bartender knows you by your name and you, his. I had been to the bar every Monday for the past year. I was in my second year of university and while classes aren't too stressful, life in general was. I was always 

John was five feet ten with the body of a bodybuilder. It was nice to stare at his behind as he prepared my drink. He had a cute butt. 

My empty wallet let out an empty sigh as I threw it back into my backpack. John placed the drink in front of me. "Everything alright?" he asked. 

"It's been better," I sigh and took a sip of the colorful drink in front of me. It was mildly lemony and fizzy with just enough alcohol to warm my insides. I moaned. "This is delicious," I said. "What is this?!" I asked. 

He broke into a grin. "Something I came up with. Haven't figured out a name for it yet," he said.  

"Well, it's delicious," I emphasized. "I got to get back to my seat. I'll see you this Friday?" 

"Looking forward to it," he laughed, then went back to washing glasses. 

It's definitely a problem when you knew the local bartender's shifts. 

My friends were waiting for me with suggestive grins on their faces. I sighed, knowing what was coming. They had been trying to hook me up with a guy since we met. I wasn't looking for a relationship though, not when I barely had enough time for work and classes. The only reason why I continued to meet them in the bar every Monday and Friday was because Ashley was there and I was supposed to keep an eye out on her.

"So did you finally ask the guy out?" Nancy asked. 

"What?! No!" I laughed, sitting down. "He's what? Twenty five? That's way too old." 

"Oh, don't be ridiculous," she laughed. 

I looked like an ugly duckling next to her but thankfully my looks didn't matter. I was working towards a degree in socioeconomics.

"So did you ask him?" Ashley prompted, reaching over to steal a sip of my drink. Ashley was a petite blonde with the perfect body. She had legs that went on for days, which was perfect since she was getting her degree in contemporary dance. I couldn't stand her most of the time. She was too chirpy and happy. 

"No! He's not my type," I said. "I like my men... less tall," I laughed. "And give that back! Get your own drink!" 

She laughed and gave me back my drink willingly. 

"How's work?" she asked with a suggestive wink. 

"Good," I answered carefully, wondering what she was up to. 

"Don't you have a shift tonight?" she persisted. 

"Yeah. I got to be there in an hour," I said and pretended to be busy stirring my drink. 

"Has there been any new guys lately?" she asked. 

I glared at her for a moment, but she was either oblivious to my glare, or didn't care. She smiled brightly at me.

"You know we're not supposed to talk about that," I kept my voice carefully level and continued staring at her as if she had grown a second head. She might as well have. 

She laughed when the rest of the girls asked her what I meant by that. I took her job when she found a better gig modeling. At least that was her story. She did find a better gig modeling, but that wasn't until two months after losing the job. 

"The place we work at has like, all these rich guys who pay stupid amount of money to do weird shit." 

My heartbeat started speeding up the moment she started talking. It wasn't something we were allowed to shared with outsiders. It was understandable that we would want to talk about things, but there was an in-house counselor for that. 

She was there for only a few months before she was let go, but had to continue seeing the counselor every other month. She talked too much and was showing herself a risk to the confidentiality clause. 

Part of the reason why I was hired right after her was because they wanted me to keep an eye on her and make sure she doesn't talk. I prayed that I wouldn't have to stop her now. I would prefer not to look stuck up and be ostracized by my peers. 

"Share, Ashley!" Nancy prompted. I looked at her curiously and gave the briefest of shakes. To my surprise, she took a small sip of her beer and started talking. 

"I can't tell you the name of the place or where it is, but I can tell you stories," she started, lowering her voice dramatically. "The place we work at is-"

"Stop," I interrupted, panic setting in. It wasn't just the non-disclosure. She may not work there anymore, but I had to go back to the same place twice a week. I didn't want everybody knew what I did for a living. There would be too many complications. I'd never
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