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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Part 1

Fransisca stirred in the soft padded cage beside the master bed, her body already humming with need. The second week had begun, and she was no longer the nervous newcomer—she was their eager, well-trained sissy maid, craving use like air.

A warm, heavy weight rested on her tongue.

She opened her eyes to find Carlton’s thick, semi-hard cock already sliding between her lips. He stood over the open cage door in the dim morning light, one hand lazily guiding himself deeper into her warm mouth.

“Good morning, Fransisca,” he murmured, voice still rough with sleep. “Time to wake up properly.”

Fransisca’s eyes fluttered with pure delight. She parted her glossy lips wider and took him in, sucking gently as he hardened rapidly on her tongue. The taste of his skin—musky, masculine, familiar—made her cage throb instantly. She bobbed her head as best she could in the confined space, swirling her tongue around the thick shaft, eager to please.

Carlton groaned softly, pushing deeper until the head nudged the back of her throat. “That’s my good girl. Suck Sir’s cock before breakfast like the free-use toy you are.”

She did. Wet, obedient sounds filled the quiet bedroom as she worshipped him—long, slow bobs, hollowed cheeks, and gentle massages of his heavy balls with her gloved fingers. Elizabeth watched from the bed with a satisfied smile, one hand lazily circling her own nipple.

When Carlton’s breathing grew ragged, he held her head steady and fucked her face with several firm thrusts, then pulled out, leaving her gasping and drooling.

“Enough for now. Bring us breakfast in twenty minutes.”

Fransisca crawled out of the cage, curtsied gracefully despite her messy face, and hurried downstairs, heels clicking. Her short maid dress barely covered her plugged ass, and the chastity cage swung heavily between her smooth thighs.

She prepared a lavish breakfast—fresh fruit, eggs Benedict, coffee—and served it elegantly in the sunlit dining room. Once the couple was seated, Elizabeth pointed under the heavy oak table.

“Underneath, darling. You have work to do.”

Fransisca’s heart soared. She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled between Elizabeth’s spread legs. The tablecloth hid her completely as she pressed her face into her Mistress’s warm, naked pussy.

Elizabeth sighed happily as she took her first bite. “Start slow and steady. I want your tongue inside me the entire meal.”

Fransisca obeyed with devotion. Her tongue traced the slick folds, then pushed deep, fucking Elizabeth in long, loving strokes. She sucked gently on her clit, then returned to licking and probing, never stopping. Above her, the couple ate and chatted casually about their day, Elizabeth’s voice occasionally catching when Fransisca hit a particularly sensitive spot.

Carlton’s foot nudged Fransisca’s side. “Deeper, sissy. Make her cum before we finish the eggs.”

Fransisca redoubled her efforts, sucking Elizabeth’s swollen clit while sliding two fingers into her dripping cunt. Elizabeth’s thighs tightened around her head as she came quietly but intensely, flooding Fransisca’s mouth with sweet nectar. Fransisca licked her clean without missing a drop, then kept gently lapping until Elizabeth finally pushed her away with a contented sigh.

“Such a perfect breakfast companion,” Elizabeth praised, stroking Fransisca’s hair as she emerged flushed and shiny-faced.

Mid-morning chores were interrupted in the kitchen.

Fransisca was wiping down the marble counters when Carlton stepped behind her and bent her forward without warning. Her chest pressed against the cool stone, ass presented high.

“Stay right there,” he ordered.

Elizabeth entered with her phone, already recording. “Arch that back more, Fransisca. Show Sir your pretty hole.”

Fransisca reached back and spread herself obediently. Carlton removed her plug, drizzled lube over her twitching entrance, and pressed his thick cock against it.

“Nice and deep today,” Elizabeth directed, zooming in. “She can take all of you now. Fuck her properly.”

Carlton thrust forward in one smooth motion, burying half his length. Fransisca moaned loudly, the stretch delicious and overwhelming. He gripped her cinched waist and drove deeper until his hips met her ass, fully sheathed.

“Fuck… still so tight,” he growled.

He began fucking her in earnest—long, powerful strokes that rocked her body against the counter. Each thrust slammed into her prostate, sending jolts of pleasure through her caged clit. Elizabeth circled them, filming from every angle, giving instructions.

“Harder, darling. Make her whimper. Look at that desperate little sissy pushing back for more.”

Fransisca was whimpering, moaning, begging incoherently. “Please, Sir… harder… use me…”

Carlton obliged, pounding her ass with deep, rhythmic strokes while Elizabeth captured every wet slap and desperate sound. The intense anal fucking left Fransisca trembling, leaking steadily into her cage, lost in submissive bliss.

After a long, thorough fucking, Carlton pulled out, leaving her gaping and dripping lube. Elizabeth gave her a playful spank. “Good girl. Back to your chores.”

The afternoon brought extended worship.

Elizabeth settled into the large reading chair in the library with a novel, legs draped over the arms. Fransisca was positioned beneath her, face buried between her thighs in a prolonged facesitting session. Elizabeth’s full weight pressed down, smothering her completely in warm, wet pussy.

“Never stop licking,” Elizabeth instructed, opening her book. “I want your tongue working the entire time I read.”

Fransisca licked without pause for nearly two hours. Long, slow strokes. Swirling around the clit. Fucking deep inside. Gentle suction. Elizabeth came twice—once quietly, once with a shuddering moan and grinding hips—yet Fransisca’s tongue never rested. Her world narrowed to the taste, scent, and heat of her Mistress. Her jaw ached, her face was drenched, and she had never been happier.

By evening, Fransisca was a desperate, dripping mess of need.

Elizabeth noticed. “You’ve been such a good girl today. You’ve earned a special reward.”

In the living room, Carlton sat on the sofa, legs spread. A large, firm pillow was placed on the floor between his feet.

“Mount it,” he commanded.

Fransisca straddled the pillow, pressing her caged clit against the soft fabric. She began humping it slowly, pathetically, while taking Carlton’s cock back into her mouth.

“That’s it,” Elizabeth cooed, watching. “Hump like the horny little sissy you are while you suck Sir off. You may get close, but no cumming.”

Fransisca moaned around the thick shaft filling her mouth. She rocked her hips desperately, grinding her denied clit against the pillow while bobbing eagerly on Carlton’s cock. The dual sensation was maddening—pleasure building higher and higher, but the cage and strict denial kept her on the agonizing edge. Tears of frustration and bliss ran down her cheeks as she sucked and humped, desperate and obedient.

Carlton eventually groaned and filled her mouth with thick cum. Fransisca swallowed every drop, still frantically humping the pillow until Elizabeth finally told her to stop.

“Not tonight, darling. Denial keeps you so perfectly eager.”

Fransisca whimpered but smiled through her tears, kissing the tip of Carlton’s cock in thanks.

The day ended as it had the night before—in passionate sex between Elizabeth and Carlton on the living room sofa. Fransisca knelt beside them, watching hungrily as Carlton fucked Elizabeth to two screaming orgasms, finally pumping a massive load deep inside her.

When he pulled out, Fransisca was already crawling forward.

She buried her face between Elizabeth’s trembling thighs and licked the fresh, hot creampie with shameless hunger. The thick, salty cum mixed with Elizabeth’s sweet juices coated her tongue as she scooped it out greedily, sucking and swallowing until her Mistress was sparkling clean.

Elizabeth stroked her hair lovingly. “Such a perfect cum-cleaning sissy maid.”

Fransisca looked up, face messy and glowing with satisfaction. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Sir. I love being used like this… every single day.”

She curled up at their feet that night, body aching, mind floating in submissive bliss, already craving tomorrow’s deeper submission.


Part 2

The anticipation had been building all day. Fransisca could feel it in every glance Elizabeth and Carlton gave her while she performed her chores—cleaning, polishing silver, and preparing the house for guests. Her uniform had been upgraded for the evening: the same ultra-short black satin maid dress, but with a fresh white apron, pristine lace gloves, and a delicate collar with a small silver bell that tinkled softly with every step. Her makeup was bolder—smoky eyes, glossy pink lips—and her dark hair was styled in perfect waves beneath the frilly maid cap.

“You look exquisite,” Elizabeth said, circling her slowly in the foyer. “Tonight you’ll show our friends exactly what kind of well-trained sissy maid you’ve become.”

Fransisca’s stomach fluttered with a delicious mix of nerves and excitement. “Yes, Mistress. I want to make you both proud.”

Four trusted guests arrived at eight o’clock: two elegant couples in their late thirties to early forties, all part of the Wentworths’ private kinky circle. They were greeted warmly with cocktails and hors d’oeuvres. Fransisca moved gracefully among them, serving drinks and small plates with perfect curtsies, eyes lowered, voice soft and respectful.

“More champagne, Sir? Miss?”

The guests openly admired her. One woman, a tall redhead named Vivian, lifted Fransisca’s skirt with a fingertip to inspect the smooth curve of her ass and the locked pink cage. “Absolutely darling,” she purred. “Elizabeth, you’ve done wonders with her.”

Fransisca blushed deeply but held her pose, thighs trembling with humiliated arousal. The bell on her collar chimed as she moved, a constant reminder of her status.

Dinner was served in the formal dining room. Fransisca attended to every need—refilling wine glasses, clearing plates, brushing crumbs from the tablecloth. The conversation flowed easily, laced with teasing remarks about her training. By the time dessert was finished, the air had grown thick with expectation.

Elizabeth tapped her glass with a spoon. “Fransisca, it’s time to demonstrate your progress for our friends.”

Fransisca’s heart raced as she stepped into the center of the living room. The guests settled comfortably on sofas and armchairs around the large coffee table.

“On your knees, sissy,” Carlton commanded, standing in front of her.

Fransisca dropped gracefully, the short skirt riding up to expose her plugged ass and caged clit. She looked up at him with adoring eyes as he unzipped and freed his thick, meaty cock. It was already semi-hard, heavy and veined.

She didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth in front of everyone. Wet sucking sounds filled the room as she worked him with practiced devotion—long, deep bobs, swirling her tongue, relaxing her throat to take him deeper. Gagging softly but never pulling away, drool soon dripped down her chin onto her white apron.

“Beautiful technique,” one of the male guests commented, sipping his drink.

“Look at how eagerly she takes him,” Vivian added with a smile.

Carlton groaned, holding her head gently as he fucked her face with slow, deliberate strokes. Fransisca’s eyes watered, mascara running slightly, but her expression was one of pure bliss. She moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him throb harder. After several minutes of thorough worship, Carlton pulled out, leaving her gasping and shiny-lipped.

“Next,” Elizabeth said, lying back on the large coffee table and lifting her elegant dress. She wore nothing underneath. “Clean and please your Mistress while everyone watches.”

Fransisca crawled onto the table on all fours, then lowered herself between Elizabeth’s spread thighs. The guests had a perfect view as she pressed her face into her Mistress’s warm, already-wet pussy and began licking with shameless hunger.

Elizabeth sighed with pleasure, threading her fingers through Fransisca’s hair. “Good girl… show them how well you worship.”

Fransisca licked long and slow, then faster, sucking on Elizabeth’s clit and pushing her tongue deep inside. The wet, obscene sounds of her eager mouth echoed in the room. Elizabeth’s hips rolled, grinding against Fransisca’s face as she grew more aroused. The guests watched intently, murmuring approval and occasional teasing comments.

“Look at that desperate little tongue,” someone said.

Elizabeth’s moans grew louder. She pulled Fransisca’s face tighter against her cunt and came hard, thighs trembling, flooding Fransisca’s mouth with her juices. Fransisca licked her clean through every aftershock, face glistening, eyes shining with pride.

The guests applauded politely as Elizabeth sat up and kissed Fransisca’s messy lips. “Well done, darling.”

The rest of the evening passed with more drinks and conversation. Fransisca continued serving, now with flushed cheeks and a visible wet spot on her apron from her leaking cage. The guests left around midnight with warm thanks and compliments on the “entertainment.”

The moment the front door closed, the energy in the room shifted.

“Coffee table. Now,” Carlton growled.

Fransisca’s pulse spiked with excitement. She climbed onto the same table and presented herself on all fours, back deeply arched, ass high. Elizabeth removed her plug and drizzled generous lube over her twitching hole.

Carlton stepped behind her, his thick cock rock-hard again. He gripped her cinched waist and thrust in deep in one powerful stroke.

“Ahh—!” Fransisca cried out in pleasure as he filled her completely.

He didn’t start slow. He fucked her hard—deep, punishing strokes that rocked the heavy table. Each thrust slammed into her prostate, sending waves of intense pleasure through her body. Elizabeth climbed onto the table and straddled Fransisca’s face, lowering her still-sensitive pussy onto her mouth.

“Smothered and fucked at the same time,” Elizabeth moaned. “This is what you were made for.”

Fransisca licked frantically while Carlton pounded her ass without mercy. The wet slap of his hips against her smooth cheeks filled the room. Her cage swung wildly, leaking steadily onto the table. The dual sensation—Elizabeth’s warm, wet cunt grinding on her face and Carlton’s thick cock wrecking her ass—was overwhelming.

“Such a perfect free-use toy,” Carlton grunted, fucking her harder. “Taking my cock in front of our friends and now getting destroyed on the same table. You love it, don’t you?”

Fransisca moaned loudly into Elizabeth’s pussy. “Yesh, Shir… love it… more please…”

Elizabeth rode her face with increasing urgency, smothering her completely. “You’re going to come for us tonight, Fransisca. Hands-free. Show us how much you need this.”

The praise, the hard pounding, and the smothering pushed Fransisca over the edge. Her whole body tensed. With a muffled, desperate cry into Elizabeth’s cunt, she came hands-free—her caged clit pulsing and spurting weakly onto the table as powerful contractions ripped through her. The orgasm seemed to last forever, intensified by Carlton’s relentless thrusts.

“Good girl!” Elizabeth praised, grinding through her own smaller orgasm. “Such a pretty sissy coming from a hard ass-fucking.”

Carlton buried himself deep and unloaded, pumping thick ropes of hot cum into Fransisca’s clenching hole. He stayed inside her as he softened, gently stroking her back.

When they finally disentangled, Fransisca was a trembling, cum-filled, blissed-out mess. She slid off the table and dropped to her knees in front of both of them, glowing with pride and satisfaction.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Sir,” she whispered, voice hoarse and reverent. “Thank you for letting me serve your friends… and for letting me come like that. I’m so happy to be your sissy maid.”

Elizabeth stroked her hair lovingly. Carlton tilted her chin up and kissed her forehead.

“You’ve earned every bit of it,” he said. “And we’re only getting started.”

Fransisca beamed up at them, eyes shining with pure joy, already aching for the next level of her deepening submission.


Part 3

The weekend stretched before Fransisca like a delicious, endless promise of denial and use. By Friday evening, the couple had decided to keep her in a state of constant, trembling arousal. A thick, vibrating plug was locked deep in her ass, set to random low pulses throughout the day. Her pink chastity cage remained securely locked, the key nestled between Elizabeth’s breasts. Every chore would be performed while edged and desperate.

“You will not come unless we explicitly allow it,” Elizabeth told her as she fitted the plug Friday night, twisting it slowly until Fransisca whimpered. “We want our sissy maid dripping and aching every single minute. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Fransisca breathed, voice already husky with need. “Thank you for keeping me denied.”

Saturday Morning

Fransisca woke to Carlton’s thick cock resting on her lips inside the cage. She opened eagerly, sucking him with slow, worshipful devotion while the plug buzzed gently in her ass. He face-fucked her lazily until he came down her throat, which she swallowed with grateful moans.

Breakfast service followed. While the couple ate, Fransisca was under the table again, tongue buried deep in Elizabeth’s pussy. She licked slowly and lovingly, bringing her Mistress to two quiet orgasms before the meal ended. Her own caged clit leaked steadily onto the floor.

Mid-morning chores—polishing the silver, dusting the library—were interrupted every twenty minutes. Elizabeth would call her over, bend her across a piece of furniture, and edge her mercilessly. Gloved fingers stroked the exposed, swollen head of her caged clit while the plug vibrated harder. Fransisca would whimper and beg, hips twitching desperately, only for the stimulation to stop right before the edge.

“Please, Mistress… I’m so close…”

“Not yet, darling. Back to work.”

Mid-Day

Afternoon brought the first full anal session of the weekend. Carlton found her vacuuming the living room, bent her over the sofa, and removed the plug. His thick cock replaced it in one long, smooth thrust.

Fransisca moaned loudly, pushing back to take every inch. He fucked her with deep, measured strokes while Elizabeth sat in front of her, legs spread.

“Lick me while Sir uses your ass,” Elizabeth commanded.

Fransisca buried her face in her Mistress’s pussy, licking frantically as Carlton pounded her. Elizabeth rode her face hard, grinding her clit against Fransisca’s nose and mouth until she came with a shuddering cry, flooding her maid’s eager tongue. She came twice more before Carlton finally pulled out, leaving Fransisca gaping, leaking lube, and trembling with unspent need.

The edging continued. Every time Fransisca tried to focus on chores, one of them would tease her—stroking her cage, twisting the plug, or making her hump a pillow for exactly thirty seconds before stopping.

Afternoon into Evening

The pattern repeated with delicious cruelty. Mid-afternoon pussy worship turned into another long facesitting session in the sunroom. Elizabeth sat fully on Fransisca’s face for nearly forty minutes, riding her tongue to three orgasms while casually reading on her tablet. Fransisca’s world was nothing but wet heat, slick folds, and the taste of her Mistress. Her own denied clit throbbed painfully the entire time.

Late afternoon brought another hard anal fucking in the kitchen. Carlton bent her over the marble island and railed her while Elizabeth stood beside them, occasionally reaching down to flick the head of Fransisca’s leaking cage. The plug was reinserted immediately afterward, buzzing at a higher setting.

By evening, Fransisca was a flushed, trembling mess—uniform disheveled, face shiny with Elizabeth’s juices, ass plugged and full, cage dripping.

Dinner service included her crawling under the table once more, alternating between licking Elizabeth’s pussy and sucking Carlton’s cock. She brought both of them to orgasm before the main course was cleared.

Saturday Night – The Peak

The real intensity came after dinner.

The couple moved to the master bedroom. Elizabeth lay on her back on the silk sheets, legs spread invitingly. Carlton climbed between them and fucked her with long, powerful strokes. The wet sounds of his thick cock sliding in and out of her dripping pussy filled the room. Fransisca knelt beside the bed, watching hungrily, the plug in her ass vibrating steadily.

Elizabeth moaned beautifully, pulling Carlton down for deep kisses as he drove into her. “Fuck me harder, darling… fill me up.”

Carlton’s pace increased, slamming into her until Elizabeth came hard, crying out and clenching around him. He kept fucking her through it, then suddenly pulled out, his massive cock glistening with her juices and his own precum.

“Clean him, Fransisca,” Elizabeth ordered breathlessly. “Straight from my pussy.”

Fransisca dove in immediately. She took Carlton’s slick, throbbing cock deep into her mouth, tasting Elizabeth’s sweet arousal mixed with his masculine flavor. She sucked him clean with shameless hunger, bobbing and slurping while Elizabeth watched with a wicked smile.

After several minutes of devoted cleaning, Carlton pulled out of her mouth.

“Now clean my cum from Mistress.”

Fransisca moved between Elizabeth’s thighs and buried her face in the freshly fucked pussy. Thick ropes of Carlton’s hot load were already leaking out. She licked and sucked greedily, scooping every drop with her tongue and swallowing with audible moans of pleasure. The humiliating, intoxicating taste made her head spin with submissive joy.

When Elizabeth’s pussy was sparkling clean, Carlton grabbed Fransisca by the hips and pulled her onto the bed.

“Ass up, sissy.”

She presented perfectly, back arched, plugged hole twitching. Carlton removed the plug and thrust his still-rock-hard cock deep into her in one stroke. Fransisca cried out in pure bliss as he began fucking her hard—deep, possessive strokes that hammered her prostate.

Elizabeth straddled Fransisca’s face once more, lowering her cum-cleaned but still sensitive pussy onto her mouth. “Lick me again while Sir breeds you.”

Fransisca licked desperately, tongue working frantically as Carlton railed her ass without mercy. The dual sensation was overwhelming. Elizabeth rode her face with abandon, grinding down hard and smothering her completely while Carlton’s heavy balls slapped against her.

“You’re going to stay denied tonight,” Elizabeth moaned, voice trembling toward another orgasm. “But you’re going to feel us use you completely.”

Fransisca moaned loudly into her Mistress’s cunt, the vibrations pushing Elizabeth over the edge again. She came hard, flooding Fransisca’s face while Carlton fucked her even harder.

Finally, Carlton buried himself to the hilt with a deep groan and unloaded. Thick, hot jets of cum pulsed deep into Fransisca’s ass, filling her completely. He stayed inside her, grinding slowly as he emptied every drop.

When he finally pulled out, the plug was immediately reinserted, trapping his load inside her.

Fransisca collapsed onto the bed between them, body trembling, face drenched, ass plugged and leaking slightly around the base. She was a picture of thoroughly used, perfectly denied bliss.

Elizabeth stroked her hair tenderly. Carlton kissed her flushed cheek.

“You were incredible this weekend, Fransisca,” Elizabeth whispered. “Our perfect, eager little sissy toy.”

Fransisca looked up at them with shining, adoring eyes, voice soft and hoarse with exhaustion and happiness.

“I love this… I love being kept denied and used… I love being your perfect sissy toy. Thank you, Mistress… Thank you, Sir…”

She curled up at their feet on her padded mat, the plug still buzzing gently, Carlton’s cum trapped deep inside her. Plugged, caged, leaking, and completely content, she drifted off to sleep whispering softly into the darkness:

“I love being yours… forever…”
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