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    If you enjoy this book or receive value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated! 
 
    Mistress Jessica 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Missy couldn’t help it, as soon as she watched her Mistress Gloria cross her legs and flex her foot in those thigh length boots the inevitable happened. It had only been a matter of time. Serving these three lovely ladies and listening to their gossip was guaranteed to have this effect. 
 
    As often happened, Missy’s lovely wife Eleanor had turned the topic to sex through innuendo. She had been listening to her sister Michelle talk about an old flame, a lifeguard called Grant. As Missy entered the room with the tea tray her mistress Eleanor had made a comment about lifeguards being strong swimmers, having such big hands and firm muscles. But he way she emphasized the words big and firm left nobody in any doubt she was fishing for details about what he was like in bed.  
 
    As Missy poured each of the ladies their tea she listened to Michelle agreeing with her sister’s assessment, and explaining how his size and firmness were certainly not the reasons she left him. It was this moment, just as Missy was stood next to Gloria, that the older woman had caused Missy to pause in her attempt to fill her cup, with the intoxicating movement of her leg and casually dropping into conversation that Eleanor might like Grant’s number, as she was clearly in need of somebody big and firm. 
 
    It was one of those moments guaranteed to send Missy into a spin. Those boots were so divine, the tightness of the ankle had caused the leather to creak, as the twirl of Gloria’s foot made her stiletto heel twist in a patch of morning sunlight. The visual stimulation combined with Gloria’s barbed insinuations had caused Missy to tense involuntarily, squeezing her clitty against its tight confines and leaking a tiny drop of her dribble into her panties. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Missy knew what was required of her. With the heavy Teapot gripped tightly in one trembling hand she raised the other in the air while bobbing a quick curtsey. It was Gloria that was first to notice, but all she did was tut quietly to herself and turn her head away from Missy as if distancing herself from something unsightly. Michelle, while reaching for her phone noticed next and paused to smile and direct Eleanor’s attention with a suggestive nod. 
 
    “What is it Missy.” Said Eleanor with an exasperated tone that suggested being interrupted was both frustrating but expected. 
 
    “Please Mistress I have had a little accident.” Missy said using her well drilled feminine voice, high and breathy with a slight involuntary lisp caused by her tongue studs. 
 
    “Already, have you no self-control. Finish with the tea then fetch a new pair.” The instruction hung in the air as Missy continued to pour Gloria’s tea. She was forced to lean a little further than comfortable due to Gloria’s still folded leg, and the teapot rattled slightly against the rim as she poured. On straightening, a small drop of tea fell from the spout and splashed onto the boot. She immediately apologized and reached for a napkin but Eleanor sent her away angrily. 
 
    Missy pulled open the draw to her dresser and looked down at her neatly arrayed panties. So many pretty little garments of every color and fabric. Today was a formal day and she pulled out a black satin pair with white frilled edging. They matched her maid’s dress and were the closest to the pair she had just removed. Those lay carefully placed on the dresser, only one garment but Missy knew it was the begging of a pile. There was only a tiny damp spot, a small dark patch that could almost be missed. Missy knew better than that. A quick inspection would have revealed it to her mistress’ eagle eyes. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Briefly dabbing at her cage with a scented tissue Missy pulled on the new pair of panties and headed back to the ladies. 
 
    “Kneel there,” was the simple if stern instruction her mistress gave her once Missy arrived back at her side. She pointed to a spot between herself and Gloria, who was now sitting upright with her legs side by side but turned slightly towards Missy. As Missy knelt her little black dress, which didn’t quite reach her knees, seemed to spread out around her, buoyed up by her voluminous petticoats. 
 
    “Now do you have something to say to my Goddess?” She asked curtly. 
 
    “Missy is very sorry for spilling tea on your boots Mam.” She offered managing to lisp a w sound into the middle of very. 
 
    “I should hope you are Missy!” Replied Gloria, holding her head up and looking down her nose at Missy. “But before we address your outrageous behavior tell me - what was that other thing about… The little accident you confessed to.” 
 
    Missy swallowed nervously and briefly looked up at the waiting faces of her mistress and her sister. Eleanor nodded slightly to urge Missy on. 
 
    “Whenever I dribble into my panties, I have to tell my mistress straight away Mam.” Missy blushed furiously as she explained this to the imperious woman. Not able to bear the way her Mistress was looking down at her, Missy dropped her eyes. 
 
    “Whatever is she going on about? What is this dribble when it is at home?” Gloria asked her daughter. 
 
    “Mother you remember when I told you how Missy was always so quick in bed.” Said Eleanor impatiently as if she had explained this dozens of times. “How she was often finishing before I had even let her tiny thing inside me? Missy calls that her dribble. I think it is quite appropriate for something so inconsequential.” 
 
    “I thought you dealt with that nonsense when you put her in chastity.” Said Gloria before turning back to Missy. “Why are you still making little dribbles in your panties Missy? Doesn’t that chastity cage, I suggested, keep you in check?” 
 
    “Yes Mam, but it has been so long, and sometimes it just happens Mam.” Said Missy, feeling confused. It was news to Missy that the chastity cage had been her idea. 
 
    “I am sure it doesn’t just happen Missy. You must have been lusting again. Is that it? Were you lusting Missy? What were you lusting after?” 
 
    Gloria leaned forward as if to better hear Missy’s response. In doing so she turned in her chair and brought her legs round. Missy was left staring straight at those black leather boots. They were slightly parted now. If Missy looked up she would probably be offered a glance up Gloria’s tight tweed skirt. She didn’t dare do that, so instead she fixed her eyes on the spot of carpet between those shiny boots. As she breathed deeply to control herself she could smell the fresh leather. 
 
    “Yes Mam. Missy was lusting after Mam’s boots, Mam.” It was all Missy could do to stop herself tensing again as before. The embarrassment of the confession was almost as erotically charged as the act itself. 
 
    “Goodness Elle. Is it really this bad? Your maid messes her panties over a pair of ladies boots. I thought you were exaggerating about her premature problems. No wonder you were so keen to get Grant’s number.” 
 
    Missy raised her hand again and the three ladies laughed uncontrollably while Missy squirmed. 
 
    Later in her third pair of panties, Missy was knelt licking the tea stain from Gloria’s boot. She was listening to the ladies’ swooning over pictures of Grant on Michelle’s phone knowing that once her task was complete she would need to raise her hand once more. Missy wondered how high the pile of panties on her dresser would grow over the course of the day, and what punishment would be measured out based on their number.  
 
      
 
    Thank you & A Favor: 
 
    [image: C:\php\KDP\misskarina_0161.jpg] 
 
    If you enjoyed this book or received value from it in any way, then I’d like to ask you for a favor: would you be kind enough to leave a review for this book on Amazon? It’d be greatly appreciated! 
 
    Mistress Jessica 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
MISCress
_|EssIca

T g
Sissy maid's long-term chastity = |
1.5 {4 o A el

. leadip;panty stains..and |
r S punis I‘*n NtSies






images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





