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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 stood in the grand foyer wearing nothing but a tiny white lace apron that barely covered her caged clit and a pair of shiny black locked high heels. Her smooth, hairless body glowed under the morning light streaming through the tall windows. The thick stainless-steel plug in her ass hummed softly on its lowest setting, keeping her constantly aware of her purpose.

Elizabeth circled her slowly, running a finger along Fransisca’s cinched waist. “Today is special, darling. We’re hosting our first proper orgy tonight. Six very close, very kinky friends. You will be the main entertainment. But first… the entire mansion must sparkle.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Fransisca replied, voice already breathy with excitement. “I’m so happy to prepare everything for you.”

The day became a blur of erotic labor and constant use.

She started in the living room on her hands and knees, polishing the marble floor. The short apron rode up, fully exposing her plugged ass and leaking cage. Carlton found her there within ten minutes. He didn’t speak—he simply knelt behind her, pulled out the plug, and replaced it with his thick, heavy cock in one smooth thrust.

Fransisca moaned loudly, pushing back to take every inch. “Thank you, Sir… please use your sissy maid.”

He fucked her hard and fast, gripping her hips, using her like a toy while she continued polishing. When he came deep inside her, he plugged her again immediately, trapping his load.

“Keep cleaning, cum-dump,” he said with a affectionate slap on her ass.

By mid-morning she had serviced them both twice more. Elizabeth had pulled her into the library, sat on the edge of the grand oak desk, and made Fransisca kneel and lick her to two shuddering orgasms while continuing to dust the bookshelves. Later, while Fransisca was bent over vacuuming the sunroom, Carlton bent her further and fucked her ass again—quick, deep strokes that left her whimpering and dripping.

Every task was interrupted by their hunger. She licked Elizabeth’s pussy under the dining table while her Mistress planned the menu. She dropped to her knees in the kitchen to suck Carlton’s cock while the silver was being polished. By early afternoon her face, thighs, and apron were already streaked with their combined juices and cum, but she only smiled brighter, glowing with shameless joy.

“I love being your free-use toy,” she whispered to herself as she scrubbed the master bathroom floor on all fours, ass high, plug buzzing. “This is what I was made for.”

By late afternoon the mansion gleamed. Every surface sparkled. Fresh flowers and candles were placed. The large playroom adjacent to the living room had been prepared with extra cushions, lube stations, and soft lighting.

Elizabeth finally allowed Fransisca a quick shower, then dressed her for the evening: the sluttiest version of her maid uniform yet. The black satin dress was microscopically short, with a plunging neckline that showed the tops of her breasts, a frilly white apron, thigh-high stockings with garters, and the locked heels. A delicate leather collar with a silver tag reading “Wentworth Property” completed the look. Her makeup was bold—smoky eyes, glossy pink lips, and a permanent blush.

“You look like the perfect whore maid,” Elizabeth purred, kissing her deeply. “Tonight you belong to everyone.”

The guests arrived at eight. Six sophisticated, attractive people—three men and three women, all trusted members of the couple’s private circle. They greeted Elizabeth and Carlton warmly, then turned their hungry eyes on Fransisca.

She circulated gracefully with a silver tray of champagne flutes and hors d’oeuvres, curtsying deeply to each guest. Her short skirt flashed her plugged ass and cage with every step. The guests touched her freely—hands sliding under her skirt, fingers tracing her collar, playful spanks as she passed.

Once drinks were served and the mood had warmed, Elizabeth clapped her hands. “Fransisca is our entertainment tonight. Feel free to use her however you like.”

The night exploded into pure debauchery.

Fransisca dropped to her knees the moment the first guest—a tall, handsome man in his forties—unzipped. She took his cock into her mouth with eager hunger, sucking him deep while another guest, a elegant blonde woman, lifted Fransisca’s skirt and fingered her plugged hole. Within minutes she was passed around the circle. Cock after cock filled her mouth. She sucked them all with devoted, sloppy enthusiasm—gagging, drooling, moaning with pleasure as they used her throat.

Elizabeth was the center of the fucking. One by one, the male guests took turns bending her over the sofa or laying her on the large ottoman, pounding her pussy while Fransisca watched with lust-drunk eyes. After each one finished, Elizabeth would snap her fingers.

“Clean me, sissy.”

Fransisca dove between her Mistress’s thighs every single time, licking and sucking fresh loads of cum from Elizabeth’s freshly-fucked pussy. She swallowed greedily, moaning at the intoxicating mix of multiple men’s seed and Elizabeth’s sweet nectar. The humiliation and taste only made her more desperate and happy.

The women guests used her too. One sat on her face while another made her lick her pussy. Fransisca’s tongue never stopped moving—worshipping every cunt presented to her with the same eager devotion she gave to cocks.

By the third round of fucking, Fransisca was a beautiful mess. Her face was covered in cum and pussy juice. Strands of semen dripped from her chin onto her apron. Her own cage leaked constantly, a steady drool of precum running down her thighs.

Carlton finally stepped forward for the grand finale.

“On the ottoman, Fransisca. Ass up.”

The room quieted as everyone gathered to watch. Fransisca climbed onto the large ottoman on all fours, back deeply arched, presenting her plugged hole to the entire group. Elizabeth removed the plug, letting a trickle of earlier loads leak out, then straddled Fransisca’s face and lowered her cum-filled pussy directly onto her mouth.

“Clean me while Sir fucks you in front of everyone,” Elizabeth commanded.

Carlton’s thick cock pressed against Fransisca’s well-used hole and sank in deep in one thrust. Fransisca moaned loudly into Elizabeth’s cunt as he began pounding her—hard, possessive strokes that shook her whole body. The wet slap of his hips against her ass echoed through the room while she licked Elizabeth frantically, sucking out the mixed loads from multiple men.

The guests watched, stroking themselves or each other, murmuring praise.

“Look at that perfect little sissy taking cock.”

“She’s in heaven.”

Carlton fucked her relentlessly, gripping her waist, driving deep. Elizabeth ground down hard, smothering Fransisca’s face completely, riding her tongue toward another orgasm. The dual sensation—Elizabeth’s wet pussy on her mouth and Carlton’s thick cock wrecking her ass—sent Fransisca into pure submissive ecstasy.

She came hands-free first, her caged clit pulsing uselessly as powerful waves rolled through her. The orgasm only made her lick and push back harder.

Elizabeth came next, flooding Fransisca’s face with fresh wetness. Finally Carlton buried himself to the hilt and unloaded, pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum deep into Fransisca’s ass while the entire room applauded.

When he pulled out, Fransisca collapsed onto the ottoman in a blissful, cum-covered heap. Her face was drenched. Cum leaked from her stretched hole. Her apron and dress were ruined with fluids. Yet she was smiling—wide, radiant, genuinely joyful.

Elizabeth stroked her hair lovingly while the guests offered praise and soft touches.

“You were magnificent tonight, Fransisca,” Elizabeth whispered. “Our perfect free-use sissy maid.”

Fransisca looked up at her Mistress and Sir with shining, adoring eyes, voice hoarse but full of happiness.

“Thank you… I loved every second. I want more… I want to be used like this forever.”

She lay there covered in cum, smiling dreamily, already aching for the next night of total surrender.


Part 2

The weekend became one long, glorious blur of flesh, cum, and total surrender.

By Saturday morning the mansion had transformed into a nonstop playground. The six guests from the previous night had all stayed over, and two more had arrived early—eight kinky, insatiable people plus Elizabeth and Carlton turning the entire estate into Fransisca’s personal heaven of degradation.

She woke curled at the foot of the master bed, body already sticky from the previous night, her plug still firmly in place. Before she could even stretch, a hand grabbed her collar and pulled her under the covers.

“Morning cleanup, sissy,” a male guest murmured, sliding his morning wood between her lips.

Fransisca moaned happily and sucked him with sleepy devotion until he unloaded down her throat. She swallowed every drop, kissed the tip, and whispered, “Thank you, Sir… may I have another?”

The day never slowed down.

Mid-Morning – Living Room

Fransisca was bent over the back of the sofa polishing a side table when Carlton simply walked up, flipped her tiny skirt, and drove his thick cock balls-deep into her ass. She cried out in pleasure, gripping the furniture as he pounded her without mercy in front of three chatting guests.

“Don’t stop polishing, toy,” he growled.

She tried. Her gloved hands trembled while his heavy balls slapped against her. One of the female guests sipped her mimosa and casually reached over to pinch Fransisca’s nipples while Carlton fucked her. When he finally filled her ass with a hot load, Elizabeth appeared immediately.

“On your back. Now.”

Fransisca dropped to the carpet. Elizabeth straddled her face and lowered her freshly-fucked pussy onto her maid’s eager mouth. Thick ropes of Carlton’s cum poured out onto Fransisca’s tongue. She licked and sucked greedily, moaning loudly as she cleaned her Mistress while the guests watched and commented.

“Good little cum-eater,” Elizabeth purred, grinding down harder. She smothered Fransisca completely, riding her face until she came with a shuddering moan, flooding her maid’s mouth with fresh wetness.

Fransisca licked her clean, eyes shining with bliss. “More please, Mistress… I need more.”

Late Morning – Kitchen

While preparing snacks, Fransisca was pulled under the large kitchen island. Two guests took turns face-fucking her while the others ate and chatted above. Her head was held in place as cock after cock used her throat. Drool and precum ran down her chin onto her ruined apron.

When they finished, she crawled out gasping, only for a elegant redhead to sit on the counter, spread her legs, and pull Fransisca’s face into her pussy. Fransisca licked desperately while Elizabeth stood behind her, fucking her ass with a thick strap-on.

The pattern repeated endlessly.

Afternoon – Library & Sunroom

In the library, Fransisca was placed on all fours between two armchairs as a book club-style conversation happened above her. Guests casually used her mouth while discussing kinky literature. One woman sat fully on her face for nearly twenty minutes, reading aloud while smothering Fransisca and grinding to a slow, luxurious orgasm.

In the sunroom, she was bent over the grand piano and fucked anally by three different men in succession. Each time one finished, she dropped to her knees, sucked them clean, then crawled to Elizabeth to eat another fresh creampie. Elizabeth’s pussy was used almost constantly now — fucked by multiple guests and then presented to Fransisca for thorough cleanup. Fransisca’s tongue never rested.

By mid-afternoon she had swallowed at least seven loads and licked Elizabeth to five orgasms. Her face was glazed, her ass leaked constantly, and her cage dripped a steady string of precum.

Yet every time someone asked if she needed a break, Fransisca shook her head and begged in a hoarse, happy voice:

“Please don’t stop… use me more… I love being your house toy…”

Evening – Grand Tour

The real marathon began after dinner.

The group moved from room to room in a decadent procession.

In the formal dining room, Fransisca was laid on her back on the long table like a centerpiece. Guests took turns fucking her ass while others ate dessert and chatted. Elizabeth sat at the head of the table, legs spread, using Fransisca’s face as her personal seat between courses. Every time a man finished inside Fransisca, she was quickly repositioned to suck him clean, then returned to Elizabeth’s dripping, cum-filled pussy.

In the hallway, she was pressed against the wall and railed standing up by two men in quick succession. In the master bathroom, a guest sat on the edge of the tub while Fransisca rode his cock reverse-cowgirl, bouncing eagerly while Elizabeth smothered her face again.

The playroom became the main stage late at night. Fransisca was passed around like a living sex doll — bent over the fuck-bench, strapped to the padded cross, laid on the large circular bed. Cocks filled her ass. Pussies rode her face. She sucked, licked, swallowed, and begged for more between every round.

Elizabeth was insatiable. After every guest fucked her, she dragged Fransisca in to clean her. Sometimes she’d sit on Fransisca’s face for ten or fifteen minutes at a time while others continued using her holes. The smothering sessions were long and intense — Fransisca’s world reduced to nothing but wet heat, Elizabeth’s scent, and the taste of multiple men’s cum.

“You’re such a perfect little cum-dump,” Elizabeth moaned during one particularly long facesitting, grinding hard. “My favorite toy.”

Overnight into Sunday

Fransisca was allowed only the shortest breaks — twenty-minute naps curled at the foot of the master bed, still plugged and leaking, body trembling with exhaustion and overwhelming pleasure. Even then, guests would occasionally wake her by sliding into her mouth or ass while she dozed.

She woke Sunday morning to find herself already being fucked. A guest had rolled her onto her stomach and was using her slowly while she was half-asleep. She moaned dreamily and pushed back, whispering, “Good morning, Sir… thank you for using me…”

The entire Sunday followed the same nonstop rhythm. Free-use in every corner of the mansion. Bent over the balcony railing with the morning sun on her skin. Pulled under the brunch table for an hour of continuous pussy and cock worship. Face-sat on the sofa while guests watched a movie and casually played with her cage. Fucked anally in the garden while Elizabeth sat on a nearby bench, legs spread, waiting for her next cleaning.

By late Sunday afternoon, Fransisca was a wreck of pure, blissful degradation. Her maid uniform was long gone — torn off hours earlier. She wore only her collar, heels, and stockings, her body covered in dried cum, bite marks, and handprints. Her voice was hoarse from moaning and sucking. Her ass was puffy and constantly leaking. Her face was shiny and swollen from hours of smothering.

Yet when Elizabeth pulled her close during a brief lull and asked softly, “Are you okay, darling? We can slow down…”

Fransisca looked up with shining, adoring, exhausted eyes and whispered with complete sincerity:

“Please don’t slow down, Mistress… I’ve never been happier. I love being passed around. I love eating all their cum from you. I love being your free-use sissy toy. Please… keep using me until I can’t move.”

Elizabeth kissed her deeply, tasting herself and countless others on Fransisca’s tongue.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Because we’re nowhere near finished.”

Fransisca smiled, radiant and broken in the most beautiful way, already crawling toward the next guest with her mouth open and her heart full.


Part 3

The final night of Fransisca’s contracted month had arrived, and the Wentworth estate was alive with wicked energy. Ten carefully chosen guests — the most trusted and insatiable members of Elizabeth and Carlton’s private circle — filled the mansion. The air already smelled of sex, perfume, and anticipation.

Fransisca had been prepared with loving cruelty.

A thick black leather collar engraved with “Wentworth Property – Free Use” encircled her throat. A matching leash dangled between her breasts. She wore only the sheerest black thigh-high stockings, locked six-inch heels, and a tiny scrap of white lace apron that did nothing to hide her dripping pink cage or the jeweled plug in her ass. Her long dark hair was styled in loose waves, her makeup deliberately slutty — heavy smoky eyes and glossy pink lips already begging to be ruined.

Elizabeth clipped the leash to the collar and kissed her deeply. “Tonight you are the absolute centerpiece, darling. We’re going to use you until you’re nothing but a happy, leaking, cum-soaked toy. Are you ready?”

Fransisca’s eyes shone with pure joy. “Yes, Mistress. More than ready. Please… break me completely.”

The orgy began in the grand ballroom at nine o’clock.

Fransisca was led into the center on her leash like a prize pet. Ten guests — six men and four women — circled her with hungry eyes. Carlton gave the leash a gentle tug and announced, “Fransisca is yours. Use every hole. She lives for it.”

The first hours were a whirlwind of pure free-use bliss.

She was passed from person to person like a living toy. Strong hands bent her over the velvet chaise and fucked her ass in quick, greedy strokes. Soft thighs wrapped around her head as women sat on her face one after another. Cocks were shoved down her throat while others fingered her plugged hole. She sucked, licked, swallowed, and begged without pause.

Every time a guest finished inside Elizabeth, Fransisca was immediately summoned.

“Clean your Mistress,” Carlton would command, and Fransisca would dive between Elizabeth’s legs, licking and sucking thick loads of stranger cum from her well-fucked pussy with shameless hunger. The taste — salty, warm, mixed with Elizabeth’s sweet nectar — made her moan like a whore in heat.

By midnight she was a beautiful disaster. Cum streaked her face, dripped from her chin, ran down her thighs. Her cage leaked constantly. Her voice had grown hoarse from moaning and gagging, yet every time someone asked if she needed rest, she shook her head and begged for more.

“Please… don’t stop… I love being your cum-dump…”

The grand finale scene was set on the large circular daybed in the center of the room.

Elizabeth lay back, legs spread elegantly. Fransisca was placed on all fours between them, face buried in her Mistress’s pussy. Carlton stepped behind her first, removed the plug, and drove his thick, familiar cock deep into her ass in one possessive thrust.

Fransisca moaned loudly into Elizabeth’s cunt as he began fucking her with long, powerful strokes.

Two male guests moved in beside Carlton, taking turns. While Carlton fucked her deep and slow, one guest would slide in next — harder, faster — then the other. They rotated smoothly, using her stretched, greedy hole without mercy. Fransisca’s body rocked forward with every thrust, pressing her tongue deeper into Elizabeth’s dripping pussy.

“That’s it, baby,” Elizabeth moaned, fingers tangled in Fransisca’s hair. “Lick Mistress while they wreck your pretty ass.”

Fransisca licked frantically, sucking on Elizabeth’s swollen clit, pushing her tongue inside, desperate to please even as her own ass was claimed again and again. The rotation continued for nearly forty minutes — Carlton, Guest One, Guest Two — each man pounding her prostate mercilessly while she worshipped her Mistress.

Elizabeth came first, grinding hard on Fransisca’s face, flooding her mouth with sweet juices as she cried out in ecstasy. Fransisca never stopped licking, even as her own body trembled from the relentless anal fucking.

One by one the guests added their loads. Each man buried himself deep and pumped her full until cum was literally overflowing around their cocks and running down her thighs. Fransisca came hands-free twice during the rotation — shattering, whimpering orgasms that only made her lick Elizabeth harder.

When the last guest pulled out, Fransisca’s ass gaped obscenely, leaking a steady river of cum onto the daybed. She was a trembling, cum-drenched wreck of pure submissive bliss.

The guests applauded and slowly drifted away for aftercare and drinks, leaving the three of them alone.

Elizabeth and Carlton carried their exhausted but glowing sissy upstairs to the master suite for the true, intimate finale.

They laid Fransisca gently on her back in the center of the enormous bed. Elizabeth straddled her face in a slow, loving sixty-nine position, lowering her still-dripping pussy onto Fransisca’s eager mouth.

“Eat me, darling. Nice and slow tonight.”

Fransisca moaned happily and began long, worshipful licks. Carlton knelt behind her, lifted her hips, and slid his thick cock back into her cum-slick ass. This time the fucking was deep, sensual, and possessive — long luxurious strokes that made Fransisca whimper into Elizabeth’s cunt with every thrust.

The three of them moved together in perfect rhythm. Fransisca licked and sucked Elizabeth’s pussy with tender devotion while Carlton made love to her ass. Elizabeth leaned forward and kissed her husband passionately as they shared their perfect toy.

After several beautiful minutes, they shifted. Elizabeth turned around and lowered herself directly onto Fransisca’s face again, this time facing Carlton. She began riding her maid’s tongue with growing urgency.

Carlton gripped Fransisca’s cinched waist and fucked her harder, deeper, his heavy balls slapping against her. The room filled with wet sounds — Fransisca’s muffled moans, Elizabeth’s rising cries, and the rhythmic slap of flesh.

“I’m going to come again,” Elizabeth gasped, grinding down hard. “Don’t stop, Fransisca — fuck!”

She rode Fransisca’s face frantically, smothering her completely as a powerful, screaming orgasm ripped through her. Her thighs clamped around Fransisca’s head as she flooded her maid’s mouth and nose with wetness. At the exact same moment, Carlton buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep, satisfied groan, pumping the final thick ropes of cum deep into Fransisca’s ass.

The three of them stayed locked together for a long, trembling moment.

When they finally disentangled, Fransisca was a blissful, cum-filled, exhausted mess. Elizabeth and Carlton pulled her into their arms, kissing her messy face, stroking her hair, whispering endless praise.

“You were perfect,” Elizabeth murmured. “The most beautiful, eager sissy we could have ever hoped for.”

Fransisca began to cry — soft, joyful tears streaming down her cheeks. They helped her kneel on the bed between them. She looked up at her Mistress and Sir with shining, adoring eyes, voice cracking with emotion.

“Mistress… Sir… the month is over. Please… may I stay longer? I don’t want to leave. I want to be your sissy maid forever.”

Elizabeth and Carlton smiled — warm, loving, possessive smiles.

Carlton stroked her cheek. “The contract was always open-ended, Fransisca.”

Elizabeth leaned in and kissed her forehead tenderly. “You belong to us now. Completely. There is no end date. You’re our live-in sissy maid for as long as you want to be… which we both know is forever.”

Fransisca let out a happy sob and pressed her face against their hands, tears of pure joy flowing freely.

“Thank you… thank you… I’m yours. Forever.”

She stayed on her knees between them, collared, leaking, glowing with happiness, knowing she had finally found her true place in the world — as Fransisca, the ultimate submissive sissy maid to the Wentworths.
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