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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

The wrought-iron gates of the Wentworth estate swung open with a soft electronic hum, revealing a long driveway lined with perfectly manicured hedges. Fransisca’s heart hammered against her ribs as the Uber pulled up to the grand entrance. She—she had already started thinking of herself that way, even if the name still felt new and frightening—clutched the small overnight bag on her lap. Inside were only the plain clothes she’d worn here: jeans, a hoodie, sneakers. Everything else was about to change.

Elizabeth Wentworth stood at the top of the marble steps, radiant at thirty-seven, auburn hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders. She wore a silk blouse and pencil skirt that hugged her curves with quiet authority. Beside her, Carlton Wentworth, forty-two, tall and broad-shouldered, exuded the calm confidence of a man who owned everything he surveyed. Both were smiling, but their eyes held a knowing sharpness.

“Welcome,” Elizabeth said, her voice smooth as velvet. “You must be our curious guest. From this moment on, you are Fransisca. She/her. Understood?”

Fransisca swallowed hard and nodded. “Y-yes… Mistress.”

Carlton’s smile widened. “Good girl. Come inside.”

The moment the heavy door closed behind her, the transformation began. They led her upstairs to a lavish bathroom larger than her old apartment. Elizabeth and Carlton watched without embarrassment as they stripped her naked. Her male clothes were taken away and locked in a cupboard.

“Arms up,” Elizabeth commanded.

Fransisca obeyed. Warm shaving cream was applied everywhere—legs, arms, chest, groin. Carlton’s strong hands moved the razor with practiced care while Elizabeth supervised, occasionally stroking Fransisca’s smooth skin approvingly. When every inch of body hair was gone, Fransisca’s skin felt hypersensitive, tingling in the cool air.

Next came the corset. Black satin and steel boning cinched her waist dramatically. Fransisca gasped as Elizabeth pulled the laces tight, forcing her posture upright and giving her an unmistakably feminine hourglass shape. A matching black-and-white maid dress followed—short, frilly, with a deep neckline and a fluffy white apron. White lace gloves, a delicate maid headpiece pinned into her growing-out hair, and finally the shoes: shiny black patent leather heels with ankle straps and tiny built-in locks that clicked shut with finality.

Between her legs, Carlton fitted the chastity cage. The cool metal ring slid behind her balls, the pink plastic tube enclosed her shrinking cock, and the lock clicked. He gave the key a theatrical kiss before slipping it into Elizabeth’s cleavage.

“From now on,” he said, voice low, “this belongs to us.”

Fransisca stood in front of the full-length mirror, trembling. The reflection showed a pretty, nervous maid. She felt exposed, owned… and strangely, undeniably excited.

Elizabeth stepped behind her, hands resting lightly on her cinched waist. “Curtsy for us, Fransisca.”

Fransisca gathered the sides of her short skirt, bent her knees, and lowered her eyes. “Yes, Mistress. Yes, Sir.”

“Eyes lowered unless we tell you otherwise,” Carlton added. “Speak only when spoken to, and always with respect. You exist to serve. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.”

Their first task was simple but deliberate. The master bedroom was enormous—king-sized bed with silk sheets, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the gardens, and a thick cream carpet. Fransisca was handed a bucket, soft cloths, and cleaning solution.

“On your hands and knees,” Elizabeth instructed. “The carpet must be spotless. We’ll be watching.”

Fransisca dropped down. The short dress rode up immediately, exposing the curve of her smooth ass and the locked cage dangling between her thighs. She crawled across the room, wiping every inch while the couple sat in elegant armchairs, sipping wine and commenting softly.

“Look at that pretty little ass wiggle,” Carlton murmured.

“She’s already wet in her cage,” Elizabeth replied with a soft laugh. “Aren’t you, Fransisca?”

Fransisca’s cheeks burned. “Yes, Mistress.”

Hours passed in a haze of humiliation and budding arousal. Every time she reached forward, the corset squeezed her ribs and the plug of the chastity cage reminded her of her new status. By the time the sun began to set, the bedroom sparkled.

Elizabeth rose. “Enough cleaning. Come here, Fransisca. It’s time for your inspection.”

Fransisca’s pulse raced as she was led to the massive bed. Elizabeth lay back against a mountain of pillows, slowly sliding her pencil skirt up her thighs. She wore no panties. Her pussy was perfectly groomed, lips already glistening.

“On the bed. Between my legs.”

Fransisca crawled up, the heels making it awkward. She settled on her stomach, face inches from Elizabeth’s sex. The scent was warm, musky, intoxicating.

“Start slow,” Carlton said, standing beside the bed. He had unbuckled his belt and was lazily stroking his thick, heavy cock. “Lick her like you’re savoring the most delicious dessert you’ve ever tasted.”

Fransisca leaned in. Her first tentative lick traced the outer lips. Elizabeth sighed softly. Encouraged, Fransisca licked again, deeper this time, tasting the sweet tang of arousal. Her tongue explored the folds, circling the clit with growing confidence.

“That’s it,” Elizabeth moaned, threading her fingers into Fransisca’s hair. “Good girl… deeper.”

Fransisca pressed her tongue inside, licking and sucking with genuine hunger now. The taste, the softness, the way Elizabeth’s thighs trembled around her ears—it was overwhelming. She was lost in it, moaning softly into the warm flesh.

Carlton’s voice guided her. “Flatten your tongue on her clit… good. Now suck gently… yes. Look at our eager little sissy learning so quickly.”

Elizabeth’s breathing grew ragged. She pulled Fransisca’s face tighter against her. “Don’t stop. Right there—”

Suddenly Elizabeth lifted her hips, swung one leg over, and straddled Fransisca’s face fully. She lowered herself, smothering Fransisca’s mouth and nose with her wet pussy. The world narrowed to heat, wetness, and the taste of Elizabeth’s cunt. Fransisca licked desperately, tongue working frantically as Elizabeth began to ride her face in long, grinding strokes.

“Mmm, yes… use your tongue, Fransisca. Make Mistress come.”

Fransisca’s hands clutched Elizabeth’s thighs, pulling her closer. She could barely breathe, but every restricted gasp only made her more desperate to please. Elizabeth rode harder, hips rolling, clit grinding against Fransisca’s eager mouth. Carlton’s low groans told her he was stroking faster, watching the show.

Elizabeth’s moans grew louder, sharper. Her thighs clamped tight around Fransisca’s head. “I’m going to come—don’t you dare stop—”

A shuddering cry filled the room as Elizabeth came hard, flooding Fransisca’s mouth with her juices. She ground down mercilessly, riding out every pulse, smothering Fransisca completely until the orgasm finally ebbed. Only then did she lift herself, strings of wetness connecting her pussy to Fransisca’s glistening, flushed face.

Fransisca gasped for air, lips swollen, chin dripping. Her cage was painfully tight, a steady drool of precum leaking from the tip. She had never felt so used… or so alive.

Elizabeth smiled down at her, stroking her hair. “You did very well for your first time. You’re going to be an excellent sissy maid.”

Carlton leaned down and kissed Elizabeth deeply, then looked at Fransisca. “Clean her gently with your tongue. Every drop.”

Fransisca obeyed, licking softly until Elizabeth was spotless and purring with satisfaction.

Later that night, after they had showered and changed into silk robes, Fransisca was allowed to curl up at the foot of their massive bed on a soft padded mat. The chastity cage still throbbed. Her face still carried the faint scent and taste of Elizabeth. The corset kept her waist tightly cinched even in sleep.

She whispered into the darkness, voice trembling with genuine joy:

“Thank you… I’m so happy to be Fransisca.”

Elizabeth’s soft laugh drifted down. “Sleep well, little maid. Tomorrow we begin your real training.”

Fransisca closed her eyes, heart full, body aching with denied need, and smiled.


Part 2

Fransisca woke before dawn, curled on the soft mat at the foot of the Wentworths’ bed. The corset still held her waist in its firm embrace, and the chastity cage kept her locked and aching. Her face still carried the faint, sweet scent of Elizabeth’s pussy from the night before. She smiled in the darkness, already wet with anticipation.

The soft chime of the bedside alarm sounded. Elizabeth stretched lazily under the silk sheets. “Good morning, Fransisca. Time to start your day.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Fransisca whispered, rising gracefully despite the heels she hadn’t been allowed to remove. She curtsied perfectly, eyes lowered.

Carlton’s deep voice rumbled from the bed. “Kitchen. Now.”

Fransisca hurried downstairs, the short maid dress swishing around her smooth thighs. In the gleaming modern kitchen, sunlight streamed through tall windows. Elizabeth sat at the marble island in a silk robe, legs crossed, sipping fresh coffee. Carlton stood by the counter, already dressed in tailored trousers and an open dress shirt that showed his muscular chest.

“On your knees, sissy,” Carlton commanded casually.

Fransisca’s heart raced. This was the moment she had both feared and craved. She dropped gracefully to her knees on the cool tile floor in front of him, the maid skirt riding up to expose her caged clit and smooth ass.

Carlton unzipped slowly, pulling out his thick, heavy cock. Even soft, it was impressive—long, veined, and meaty. It twitched as it began to harden in front of Fransisca’s wide eyes.

“Open,” he said.

Fransisca parted her glossy pink lips. The head of his cock slid across her tongue, warm and slightly salty. She closed her mouth around it, sucking gently.

“Good start,” Elizabeth said, watching over the rim of her coffee cup. “But you can do better. Take him deeper, Fransisca. Relax your throat.”

Fransisca pushed forward. Carlton’s cock thickened rapidly in her mouth, stretching her lips. She gagged as it hit the back of her throat, eyes watering instantly. Tears spilled down her cheeks, smudging her mascara slightly, but she didn’t pull back. She wanted this. She wanted to be good for them.

“Easy, girl,” Elizabeth coached calmly. “Breathe through your nose. Swallow around him… yes, like that. Use your tongue on the underside.”

Fransisca obeyed, swallowing convulsively. Carlton groaned with pleasure as more of his thick shaft disappeared between her lips. She bobbed her head, gagging wetly each time she tried to take him deeper, drool running down her chin and dripping onto her fluffy white apron.

“Look at those pretty tears,” Carlton murmured, threading his fingers through her dark hair. “Such a determined little cocksucker already.”

Elizabeth stood and moved behind Fransisca, stroking her back encouragingly. “Deeper, darling. You can take more. Relax your jaw… good girl. Sir’s cock belongs down your throat now.”

Fransisca pushed harder, fighting her gag reflex until her nose finally pressed against Carlton’s trimmed pubic hair. Her throat bulged visibly. She held it for several long seconds, tears streaming, before pulling back with a wet gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock.

“Again,” Elizabeth ordered softly. “And keep your eyes up on Sir while you worship him.”

Fransisca dove back in, sucking and slurping with growing enthusiasm. The humiliating sounds filled the kitchen—wet gagging, her desperate little moans, Carlton’s low grunts of approval. Elizabeth continued coaching: when to swirl her tongue, how to hollow her cheeks, how to massage his balls with one gloved hand.

By the time Carlton’s cock was rock-hard and throbbing, Fransisca’s face was a beautiful mess of tears, drool, and smeared lipstick.

Elizabeth smiled. “Excellent progress. You’ve earned a reward.”

She guided Fransisca to the large leather sofa in the adjoining sunroom. Elizabeth slipped off her robe, revealing her naked body, and lay back. “Come here, pretty maid.”

Fransisca crawled between her legs eagerly. Elizabeth swung one thigh over her shoulder and lowered herself directly onto Fransisca’s upturned face. The warm, already-wet pussy smothered her completely.

Carlton took out his phone and began filming, the lens capturing every detail.

“Ride her face, darling,” he said, voice husky. “Use your sissy maid properly.”

Elizabeth didn’t hesitate. She ground down hard, smothering Fransisca’s mouth and nose with her slick folds. Fransisca’s tongue went to work immediately, licking and probing with desperate hunger. Elizabeth rolled her hips in long, sensual waves, clit rubbing against Fransisca’s nose while her pussy lips sealed over her mouth.

“Mmm… yes, just like that,” Elizabeth moaned, fingers tangled in Fransisca’s hair. She rode faster, using Fransisca’s face like a toy. The wet sounds were obscene. Fransisca could barely breathe, but every restricted gasp only made her lick harder, drunk on the taste of her Mistress.

Carlton filmed from multiple angles, zooming in on Fransisca’s tear-streaked, pussy-drenched face disappearing under Elizabeth’s grinding hips.

Elizabeth’s orgasm built quickly. She pressed down hard, thighs clamping around Fransisca’s head. “Don’t stop—fuck, I’m coming!”

She shuddered violently, flooding Fransisca’s mouth with fresh wetness. Fransisca swallowed greedily, tongue still working until Elizabeth finally lifted off, panting and glowing.

Fransisca lay there gasping, face shiny and flushed, smiling dreamily.

The rest of the morning passed in domestic service—preparing breakfast, cleaning, and learning to move gracefully in heels. By early afternoon, the couple had a small gathering planned.

Two of their close friends arrived: a sophisticated couple in their late thirties, both clearly part of the same discreet kinky circle. Fransisca served drinks and hors d’oeuvres in her full maid uniform, cheeks burning with delicious shame. She curtsied deeply to each guest, eyes lowered, voice soft and respectful.

“More champagne, Miss? Sir?”

The guests watched her with open appreciation, commenting on her posture, her cinched waist, and the way the short dress barely covered her ass when she bent over. Fransisca trembled with humiliated arousal the entire time, but performed flawlessly. Elizabeth and Carlton beamed with pride.

After the guests left, the real evening began.

In the living room, Carlton pulled Elizabeth onto the wide leather sofa. He kissed her deeply, hands roaming over her body. Fransisca knelt obediently beside them on the floor, watching as Carlton freed his thick cock again—still glistening from her earlier efforts.

He entered Elizabeth in one smooth thrust. She moaned loudly, legs wrapping around him as he fucked her with powerful, deep strokes. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Fransisca’s cage strained painfully as she watched her Mistress’s face contort in pleasure.

After several intense minutes, Carlton groaned and buried himself deep, pumping his load into Elizabeth. He stayed inside her for a long moment, kissing her, before slowly pulling out.

Fransisca didn’t need to be told. She crawled forward immediately, heart pounding with lust and humiliation.

“Clean her,” Carlton ordered, still filming.

Fransisca dove between Elizabeth’s spread thighs. The sight of Carlton’s thick white cum already leaking from Elizabeth’s freshly fucked pussy made her whimper with need. She pressed her mouth against the creamy folds and licked.

The taste was intense—salty, musky, warm, mixed with Elizabeth’s sweet nectar. The humiliation of eating another man’s load straight from her Mistress’s cunt hit her like a drug. Fransisca moaned loudly, licking and sucking with shameless hunger. She pushed her tongue deep, scooping out every drop, swallowing greedily while Elizabeth stroked her hair and cooed praises.

“That’s my good little cum-eating sissy… get it all.”

When Elizabeth’s pussy was spotless and shining with Fransisca’s saliva, the couple pulled her up for gentle kisses on her messy face.

“You’re doing so well, Fransisca,” Elizabeth whispered. “We’re so proud.”

That night, after they had all showered, Carlton led Fransisca to a small, elegant cage beside the master bed—padded, comfortable, but undeniably a cage. The door clicked shut. A light blanket was draped over her.

Fransisca curled up inside, still tasting the mixture of their pleasure on her tongue, body buzzing with denied arousal and deep satisfaction. She looked up at the couple through the bars, eyes shining with genuine happiness.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Sir,” she whispered. “I loved every second.”

Elizabeth smiled down at her. “Sleep well, little maid. Tomorrow we push you further.”

Fransisca closed her eyes, smiling softly in the dark, completely at peace in her new life.


Part 3

The final day of Fransisca’s first week dawned bright and golden over the Wentworth estate. She had already changed so much in just seven days—from the nervous, unnamed boy who had arrived at the gates to the graceful, eager sissy maid who now moved through the mansion with quiet pride. Her waist was permanently cinched, her cage a constant reminder of ownership, and her body craved their touch every waking moment.

Elizabeth had been teasing her all morning. Light touches, lingering glances, whispered promises while Fransisca served breakfast and cleaned the sunroom on her hands and knees. By mid-afternoon, the anticipation had become almost unbearable.

“Come upstairs, Fransisca,” Elizabeth called sweetly. “It’s time for your most important lesson.”

Fransisca’s heels clicked up the grand staircase, heart fluttering. In the master bedroom, Carlton waited in a silk robe, his powerful frame relaxed against the headboard. Elizabeth stood beside the bed wearing nothing but a sleek black harness and a modest but realistic flesh-colored dildo—smooth, tapered, and glistening with lube.

“Present,” Elizabeth commanded, her voice warm but firm.

Fransisca knew what to do. She had practiced the position in her mind a hundred times. She climbed onto the bed, turned away from them, and lowered her chest to the silk sheets. Knees wide apart, back deeply arched, she reached back with both gloved hands and spread her smooth, plump cheeks, fully exposing her tight pink hole.

“Good girl,” Elizabeth purred, stepping closer. She drizzled cool lube directly onto Fransisca’s entrance and began massaging it in with two fingers. “This is how you offer yourself to us. Always. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Fransisca breathed, voice already trembling with need. The gentle circling of Elizabeth’s fingers sent sparks of pleasure through her body. When one finger finally pushed inside, she moaned softly, pushing back against it.

Elizabeth took her time, working one finger, then two, scissoring and stretching with patient care. “Relax for me, darling. This pretty little ass is going to take so much more.”

Fransisca whimpered as Elizabeth replaced her fingers with the tip of the strap-on. The dildo pressed forward slowly, inch by inch. The stretch burned sweetly, a deep, full sensation that made Fransisca’s caged clit leak steadily onto the sheets.

“Breathe,” Elizabeth coached, one hand stroking Fransisca’s lower back. “Push back gently… yes, just like that. Such a good sissy.”

The dildo slid deeper until Elizabeth’s hips pressed against Fransisca’s ass. She held still, letting her adjust, then began slow, shallow thrusts. Fransisca moaned into the sheets, eyes fluttering. Every stroke sent waves of pleasure through her prostate, making her tremble and drip.

“You’re doing beautifully,” Elizabeth whispered, fucking her with loving control. “But Sir is going to take you now. Are you ready to become our anal sissy maid?”

Fransisca’s voice cracked with desperate honesty. “Yes, Mistress… please. I want Sir’s cock inside me.”

Carlton moved behind her. Elizabeth withdrew the dildo and helped position Fransisca perfectly—still on all fours, ass high and presented. Carlton’s thick, heavy cock, slick with fresh lube, nudged against her stretched hole. It felt enormous compared to the strap-on.

“Easy, girl,” he murmured, gripping her cinched waist. “Nice and slow.”

The head popped inside. Fransisca gasped sharply at the intense stretch, but the burn quickly melted into deep, throbbing pleasure. Inch after thick inch sank into her, filling her completely. When Carlton bottomed out, his heavy balls resting against her, Fransisca let out a long, broken moan.

“Oh… Sir… it’s so big…”

Elizabeth climbed onto the bed and straddled Fransisca’s face, facing Carlton. She lowered her already-wet pussy onto Fransisca’s eager mouth. “Lick me while he fucks you, pretty maid.”

Fransisca’s tongue dove in immediately, licking and sucking with worshipful hunger as Carlton began to move. His strokes were slow and deep at first—long, luxurious glides that dragged across her prostate with every thrust. The dual sensation was overwhelming: Elizabeth’s sweet, slick pussy grinding on her face and Carlton’s thick cock claiming her ass.

Fransisca moaned loudly into Elizabeth’s cunt, the vibrations making her Mistress shiver. Carlton gradually increased his pace, fucking her with more confidence, each thrust firmer, deeper. The wet slap of his hips against her ass mixed with the obscene sounds of Fransisca’s muffled licking.

“That’s it,” Carlton growled, voice thick with lust. “Take my cock, Fransisca. This ass belongs to me now.”

Elizabeth rode her face harder, smothering her completely, hips rolling as she chased her pleasure. “Don’t stop licking, baby. Make Mistress come while Sir breeds you.”

Fransisca was lost in bliss. Every deep thrust from Carlton made her prostate sing, sending jolts of prostate pleasure through her locked clit. She licked frantically, sucking Elizabeth’s clit between her lips, desperate to please. The corset squeezed her waist, the heels dug into the bed, and her body rocked between them like a perfect toy.

Carlton’s strokes grew harder, faster. “Fuck… you’re so tight. Going to fill this sissy ass.”

Elizabeth’s thighs began to tremble. She ground down hard, smothering Fransisca as her orgasm hit. A flood of wetness covered Fransisca’s face as Elizabeth cried out, riding her mouth through wave after wave of pleasure.

At the same moment, Carlton buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep groan. Hot, thick ropes of cum pulsed deep inside Fransisca’s ass, filling her completely. The feeling of being bred while Elizabeth came on her face pushed Fransisca over the edge—she came hands-free in her cage, a long, shuddering orgasm that left her twitching and whimpering beneath them.

For a long moment, the only sounds were heavy breathing and soft, satisfied moans.

Carlton stayed inside her as he softened, gently stroking her back. Elizabeth lifted off Fransisca’s drenched face and lay down beside her. They pulled Fransisca into their arms for tender aftercare—soft kisses on her tear-streaked cheeks, gentle caresses over her corseted body, and endless praise.

“You were perfect,” Elizabeth whispered, kissing her forehead. “Our beautiful, eager little sissy.”

Carlton held her close, his hand resting possessively on her cum-filled ass. “You took me so well. We’re so proud of how far you’ve come in one week.”

Fransisca cried happy tears, burying her face against Elizabeth’s chest. “I love this,” she sobbed softly. “I love being Fransisca. I love belonging to you both.”

They held her for nearly an hour—cleaning her gently, massaging lotion into her skin, letting her sip water and bask in their warmth. When she had calmed, they helped her stand on slightly shaky legs.

Elizabeth smiled. “One final curtsy to end your first week, darling.”

Fransisca gathered the sides of her frilly maid skirt, lowered into the deepest, most graceful curtsy she had ever performed, and looked up at them with shining, adoring eyes.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Sir… for making me your sissy maid.”

The couple beamed.

Elizabeth leaned in and kissed her softly. “This is only the beginning, Fransisca. Welcome home.”

Fransisca stood there in her perfect uniform, body aching deliciously, heart overflowing with joy, and knew without a single doubt that she had found exactly where she belonged.
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