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Gabriel, a young man who has lost everything, finds himself in an orphanage after the tragic death of his parents. Struggling to adapt to his new life, he meets Dany, a kind and passionate caregiver who helps him discover a hidden feminine side within himself. As Gabriel transforms into Gaby, she begins to embrace her new identity, finding a sense of belonging and purpose in the orphanage. However, her life takes an unexpected turn when she falls for William, a mysterious donor with secrets of his own. As Gaby navigates her evolving identity and newfound love, she must confront the challenges of self-acceptance, societal expectations, and the complexities of her relationships.

"The Maid’s Transformation" is a story of self-discovery, love, and transformation. Gaby's journey from a lost young man to a confident woman is filled with emotional highs and lows, as she learns to embrace her true self. With the support of Dany and the unexpected love of William, Gaby finds happiness and fulfillment in her new life. This tale explores themes of identity, gender, and the power of love to transform lives, offering a heartfelt and provocative narrative that will resonate with readers.
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The arrival

Life takes many unexpected turns; nothing in it is certain. One day, you are an 18-year-old with great aspirations and the unconditional support of your parents, and the next, everything is gone. The terrible news shattered me. At that moment, my pain outweighed any concern for my future. With no other family to turn to, my life was left to fate.

Since I had just reached adulthood and had nowhere to stay, the government placed me in a shelter until I could support myself. The house was a large building, not far from the city center. From the outside, it was clear that it had seen better days.

The place was run by Mrs. Harris, a stern woman in her fifties. Despite her age, she had a fit figure, suggesting that she might have been quite beautiful in her youth. She led me to my room and instructed me to arrange my belongings. As I unpacked, she listed the house rules: no leaving without permission, no bringing anyone inside, fulfilling the tasks she assigned, and a few other things.

-Tomorrow morning, you'll start your chores, Gabriel.

The room was small and modest. To be honest, it was clear that the place received little support from the government. Mrs. Harris, though strict, seemed to make an effort to be as kind as possible given my situation. Even so, I could tell she wasn’t entirely pleased with my arrival.

I spent most of the night awake. Shortly after I finally managed to fall asleep, a series of knocks on my door startled me. As I groggily opened my eyes, Mrs. Harris stepped into the room without hesitation.

-Get up. It’s late, and you need to start cleaning.

Still half-asleep, I stumbled out of bed and followed her as if in a trance, obeying her instructions without much thought. She had me dust and tidy up the living room, then move on to the kitchen, and finally sweep and mop the entire house. At first, I struggled—I had never done much cleaning before—but I did my best.

-You’ll have to learn to do it better—she sighed, pointing out some of my mistakes—Now go eat.

In the kitchen, I sat at the table, waiting for a meal to be served. A few minutes passed before I noticed that I had to serve myself, just like the others. A young girl, about my age, ladled some stew onto her plate, so I followed suit. The meal was mostly vegetables in broth, with barely any meat, and there was nothing to go with it. But I wasn’t very hungry anyway.

After finishing my food and washing my dishes, as Mrs. Harris had instructed, I returned to my room and lay down. I had no idea what would become of me. I certainly couldn’t stay in this place forever. With that thought in mind, I grabbed a newspaper and started searching for job listings. A job at a fast-food place seemed like a good start, but I couldn’t find anything at that moment. I eventually drifted off to sleep, still scanning the pages for opportunities.

The next morning, Mrs. Harris scolded me relentlessly for not washing the dishes properly. She insisted that I would have to repeat all my chores until I got them right. That day, I was completely exhausted from all the work I had done.

Time passed, and my routine remained more or less the same. I spent my days doing various chores around the house—cleaning unused rooms, tackling heavier tasks like trimming the bushes, and even painting the house. I was constantly tired, and little by little, my clothes started to wear out. Before long, some of them were in tatters. That was when I realized how much weight I had lost over the weeks. Between all the labor and the scarce food, I had become painfully thin.

Something else that changed over time was Mrs. Harris’ attitude. She grew increasingly impatient with me. Even though she knew I was actively looking for a job, it irritated her that I still hadn’t found one. Eventually, she started punishing me. If I made a mistake, she would spank me, and she declared that until I found work, I wouldn’t be allowed to have dinner.

The situation was unbearable. No matter how hard I searched the newspaper, I couldn’t find anything I could do. Hunger gnawed at me, and each night, I lay awake, overwhelmed by despair.

But then, one night, I found a small piece of pancake in my room. I had no idea who had left it there, but I was deeply grateful. From that moment on, I went to bed a little less hungry.


A new friend

One day, I was taking a shower on Mrs. Harris' orders. But when I finished, I was shocked to find that my clothes were missing. No matter how hard I looked, I couldn’t find them anywhere. Wrapped in a towel, I stepped out of my room to search for them.

-What do you think you’re doing? -Mrs. Harris snapped at me.

-I’m sorry, I just… I can’t find my clothes.

-If you mean those rags, I threw them away. I can’t allow you to dress like a beggar.

-But then… what am I supposed to wear?

-You’ll have to figure that out yourself.

Tears welled up in my eyes as I cursed my situation. I dried off in the bathroom, feeling utterly defeated. I had no idea what I was going to do.

But just as I stepped back into my room, I saw something on my bed—a set of clothes. There were two tank tops, one black and one purple, along with two pairs of black pants. At the bottom of the pile were three black lycra panties. The thought of wearing them made me feel embarrassed, but when I heard that dinner was being served, my hunger won over my shame.

When Mrs. Harris saw me, she merely raised an eyebrow but didn’t comment.

As the food was being served, I noticed one of the girls I had seen before sitting beside me.

-I’m Danielle, but you can call me Dany—she said with a sweet smile.

-Thank you—my voice came out shaky, barely above a whisper.

-I didn’t like seeing how Mrs. Harris mistreated you -Dany said, pouting slightly- That’s why I was also the one who left you the pancake at night.

-You have no idea how much you’ve helped me.

-Don’t worry, we have to look out for each other, don’t we?

We talked about our lives, and time flew by. She was a very pretty girl, a ray of sunshine amid all the misery I endured. The days passed in a similar way, though with Dany’s help, Mrs. Harris’ nagging became less frequent. Over time, I got used to the routine, but I could never adapt to the clothes. The tight lycra pants clung too much to my body, giving me a strange, uncomfortable feeling. The tops made me feel oddly exposed, and now that I had lost so much weight, my figure looked more feminine than masculine. With my hair growing longer, the effect was even more noticeable.

One morning, I woke up in horror as I realized my chest had started to grow. It was also much more sensitive. I tried to hide it, but with such tight clothes, there was no way to disguise it. The constant friction of the fabric against my nipples sent unfamiliar sensations through me—at first strange, then painful. With no other option, I turned to Dany for help.

-I have an idea on how to fix this, but I doubt you’ll like it -she said hesitantly- You’ll have to wear a bra.

-No, that’s too much. There has to be another way.

By the time I finally accepted Dany’s help, I could tell my breasts had grown even more. Though I didn’t want to, from that day on, I had no choice but to wear a bra—a detail that didn’t seem to matter much to anyone but me.

I kept searching for a job, but no matter how hard I tried, I had no success. Even with Dany’s support, my situation wasn’t improving. Each night, I sighed, lost in thought, trying to find a solution to everything while eating the pancake my beautiful angel brought me.

Days went by, and with each passing one, I looked more and more like a woman. It filled me with sadness because I had fallen in love with Dany. I couldn’t shake the feeling that she would never see me the way I wanted her to if I continued changing like this.

Then, one day, without warning, Mrs. Harris threw away my sneakers, claiming they were too worn out. Even though Dany kindly gave me a pair of magenta flats to replace them, the gesture only made me feel worse.

-Hey, Gaby—she said one day—I think I have some really good news for you.

-What is it?

-I found a job at a small store nearby. It’s a simple job, but it might help you make a little money.

-That’s wonderful.

We hugged tightly. At last, I had a chance to find a way out of that place. But then, as I looked around, reality hit me—I had nothing appropriate to wear for an interview.

-Don’t worry—Dany said with a smile—I can lend you something.

Although I wasn’t thrilled about the idea, I didn’t have many options. She went to her room and returned with a pair of dress pants, a white short-sleeved button-down blouse, and another bra—one that wouldn’t be noticeable under those clothes.

When I put everything on and looked at myself in the mirror, I was taken aback by how well it fit me. With how thin I was, the pants accentuated my curves, especially my hips and buttocks. I felt like I was about to explode from sheer discomfort. Then, glancing at my chest, I noticed it looked even fuller. Confused, I touched around in surprise.

-It’s a push-up bra—Dany giggled—Honestly, you look amazing.

I blushed at her comment. Before I could respond, she stepped closer and placed a soft kiss on my lips, then pulled back with a smile.

-I need your help. I have some visitors today—come on, come downstairs right away.


My first skirt

Dany and I helped Mrs. Harris prepare the food and serve appetizers on several trays. We also washed and set out glasses, ready to serve drinks whenever she ordered. When the guests arrived, we led them to the dining room and helped them take their seats.

We spent the entire night serving drinks and passing around appetizers. By midnight, exhaustion weighed heavily on me, and all I wanted was to go to bed. But Mrs. Harris made us stay by her side, tending to the guests until dawn. Most of the time, Dany and I remained in the kitchen, exchanging glances and smiling at each other while the distant sound of laughter filled the house.

By the time the party ended, I was completely drained. The moment I lay down, I fell into the deepest sleep I’d had in a long time.

The next morning, it was Dany who woke me and led me to Mrs. Harris. That day, she seemed unusually cheerful, which immediately struck me as odd.

-Come in, girls—she said with a wave of her hand—Join me for breakfast.

As we ate, she revealed that the previous night’s party had been a huge success. The guests had been influential people who had now approved a generous support budget for the home. The amount was substantial—enough to refurbish all the rooms, secure plenty of food for everyone, and, as if that weren’t enough, allocate a salary for Mrs. Harris and two assistants.

-That’s wonderful!—Dany said with a bright smile.

-And it’s all thanks to you two—Mrs. Harris continued—When the men saw how well this place had helped you both, they felt motivated to support us. I hope you’ll consider filling those positions. That way, you could stay here indefinitely. You’d always have a home, food, and the opportunity to help many others get back on their feet.

It was great news—now I could spend all the time in the world next to Dany. I felt truly happy for the first time in a long while. We ate, laughing together, enjoying the moment.

But as I stood up after finishing my meal, a loud ripping sound filled the room. My pants had torn.

-That’s unfortunate—Mrs. Harris sighed—but don’t worry. This afternoon, I’ll order uniforms for both of you. And soon, you’ll have a steady income, so in the meantime, Dany can lend you something.

So we headed upstairs to Dany’s room.

-Wait here—she said, stopping me at the door—I don’t think it’s time for you to come into my room just yet.

A few moments later, she returned with an armful of clothes and placed them on my bed. The fitted blouses weren’t a problem—they fit me well enough. But all the pants were the same size, and if I tried to wear them, I’d surely tear them apart just like the last pair.

She looked at me thoughtfully, analyzing my body as if searching for a solution. After a few minutes, she picked up everything she had brought and headed back to her room.

-Your hips are too wide—she finally said—There’s only one thing you can wear without ruining it.

Then, she held out a navy blue pleated skirt.

-Please, no— I begged—Wearing a bra and blouse is already too much. This… this is just…

-It’s the only option you have for now.

Tears welled up in my eyes as I hesitantly pulled the skirt up and buttoned it.

-Don’t worry—Dany whispered before pressing a soft kiss to my lips—You look beautiful.

She then placed two more skirts among my things as I took a call from Mrs. Harris.

-What do you think you’re doing?

-I’m sorry—Dany said, thinking I was upset about her wearing a skirt—let me explain.

-There’s no excuse—Mrs. Harris interrupted—If you’re going to wear a skirt, you need to wear slippers. And if it’s as short as this one, a pair of tights too. Now go and change.

When Dany returned, she hugged me as soon as she saw my resigned expression. She helped me put on the tights over my smooth, hairless legs and even taught me how to walk in heels. It was a little tricky at first, but I managed.

That afternoon, we spent hours cleaning up after the party. I was already exhausted, and with great effort, I made my way to my room, where I found Dany waiting for me.

-Accumulated fatigue?—she asked with a smile.

-My legs are killing me—I replied as she gently slipped off my slippers.

-Don’t worry.

She came closer, slowly removing my pantyhose. The sensation of her hands on the fabric was strangely pleasant. Once she took them off, she poured some lotion on her fingers and began massaging my legs. The feeling was incredibly relaxing.

I would have loved to be the one giving tender touches under her skirt, but I was deeply grateful for her gesture all the same.


Gaby

Once again, I slept soundly, so much so that I woke up early without any trouble. For a change, I was happy, though I grimaced as I put on my skirt. I went downstairs and ran into Mrs. Harris.

-Gaby, I’m glad you woke up early. With these changes, you’ll have new tasks. You’ll need to wake up early to help me with breakfast. When you’ve learned enough, it’ll be your responsibility every morning. You’ll be in charge of cleaning the dining room and kitchen, and at lunchtime, you’ll assist Dany with the cooking. You’ll sweep and mop every day, take out the trash every third day, and the clothes will be washed weekly while Dany irons them.

The first few days were tough. I wasn’t used to doing these chores, and I always felt a bit tired. But at least Dany was with me, and I had a home, plus soon, I would have money to buy clothes for myself.

-Gaby, darling, can you help me with breakfast?—Mrs. Harris asked one morning.

-Of course, Mrs. Harris.

-I’m proud of you, you know. You’ve changed so much in the last few days. I had my doubts, but you’ve proven to be a blessing. I’m really happy to have such a beautiful girl like you.

-Yes, about that—I hesitated—I don’t like being called Gaby or being spoken to in a feminine way. I’m a man, and it makes me feel uncomfortable when you do that. Could you please treat me differently?

-How do you want me to treat you?—she asked, raising an eyebrow—You dress like a woman, you act like a woman, you even have a bust. I can’t treat you any other way, my girl. So, I’ll continue to treat you like a lady, with all the respect that implies.

-But... - I began, hesitating.

-But nothing, Gaby. From now on, you’ll be Gabriela, - Mrs. Harris interrupted firmly, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I couldn’t bring myself to say anything else. Silently, I helped her with the food and then moved on to the rest of my chores. By the time I finished, exhaustion had settled deep into my bones. When I finally entered my room, Mrs. Harris’ words echoed in my mind, louder and more insistent than before. How could I ask her to treat me the way I wanted when she saw me so differently? As I began to undress, my eyes fell on my reflection. My breasts had grown noticeably larger, a constant reminder of the changes I was still struggling to accept.

-Good night, beautiful, - Dany’s voice broke the silence as she walked in.

Instinctively, I crossed my arms over my chest, covering myself.

-Hahaha, don’t worry, - she teased, her laughter light and carefree. - There’s nothing there I haven’t seen before.

-I’m sorry, - I mumbled, feeling my cheeks flush. - I’m just... a little embarrassed.

-You don’t have to be embarrassed, - she said, her tone softening. - You look really pretty. How’s the pain?

-It’s fine, honestly. It hasn’t hurt for a while now, - I replied, trying to steady my voice.

-That’s good. So, if I touch you, it won’t hurt? - she asked, her fingers brushing lightly against my chest.

-No, it’s... it’s a different kind of sensation, - I admitted, my breath catching slightly.

-What kind of sensation? - she pressed, her voice playful now. Her fingers lingered, and then she pinched one of my nipples, her touch deliberate but gentle.

I let out a soft moan of pleasure and instinctively covered my chest with my hands again. But Dany didn’t seem to care. Gently, she lowered my hands and continued caressing my breasts, her touch sending waves of pleasure through me.

-It’s good that you like this, - she murmured, her voice warm and reassuring. - Every woman enjoys it.

-But I’m not a woman, - I protested weakly, my voice trembling.

-But you are now, my Gaby, - she said firmly, her eyes locking with mine. - You look beautiful, and it’s time for you to accept what you’ve become. - After a brief pause, she brushed her lips against mine, her breath warm against my skin. - Tell me, my dear Gaby, what are you? A beautiful, pretty little woman, aren’t you?

-I am... Gaby, - I whispered, my voice barely audible. - And I am... a pretty little woman.

-That’s right, honey, - she said with a satisfied smile. - Now, it’s time for you to have a pair of pajamas fit for a lady.

She helped me into a sleek, sexy nightgown that barely reached above my thighs. The soft fabric clung to my body, and when she caressed my chest again, the sensation of her touch combined with the material made me moan with pleasure once more. She led me to the bed, where she began massaging my legs, her hands gradually moving to my buttocks and chest. Her touch left me writhing with pleasure, my body responding in ways I couldn’t control. Before leaving, she kissed my forehead gently, her lips lingering for a moment.

-Good night, my pretty Gaby, - she whispered before closing the door behind her.

The following days passed in a similar fashion. Sometimes, I woke up with damp panties, unable to resist the sensations caused by the nightgown rubbing against my bare skin. The fabric seemed to amplify every touch, every movement, leaving me breathless and yearning for more. Little by little, I began to assimilate my new role. No one in the house treated me as a man anymore. They all referred to me as Gaby, their voices warm and appreciative whenever they thanked me for helping around the house. Somehow, despite the confusion and the lingering doubts, it made me feel... happy.


Sweet maid

After a week, the uniforms Mrs. Harris had ordered finally arrived. She was brimming with excitement, especially since that same day, all the funds to support the home had been deposited. That morning, she had a quick breakfast and left the house under the care of Dany and me. It was a quiet day, and I was slowly getting used to the rhythm of this new life. In the afternoon, Mrs. Harris returned, her arms laden with bags and packages.

-Good news, my girls! Everything is here, - she announced cheerfully, her eyes sparkling with joy. - The uniforms and the clothes I managed to buy for the little ones in the house.

Dany and I quickly unpacked the uniforms. Inside, we found a long-sleeved blue dress that fell just below the knee, accompanied by white aprons and matching caps. There were also pairs of white pantyhose and blue sneakers with a modest heel of about 8 cm. The outfit was simple yet elegant, clearly designed for practicality and modesty.

-By the way, Gaby, - Mrs. Harris added, turning to me with a warm smile, - I bought you some clothes with your salary. I hope you like them. Unless, of course, you had something else in mind?

She handed me a couple of bags filled with feminine clothing. Inside, I found several pairs of elegant lace panties, stockings, blouses, and skirts, as well as a pair of flats and some delicate, very feminine sandals. The clothes were soft and stylish, a far cry from anything I had ever worn before.

-No, not at all. Thank you very much, Mrs. Harris, - I said, my voice tinged with gratitude. Both she and Dany smiled approvingly, their expressions filled with encouragement.

From that day on, any lingering hope of ever wearing men’s clothes again evaporated. The reality of my new life settled in, clear and undeniable. I was no longer who I used to be. I was Gaby now—a maid in the home, tasked with carrying out the chores assigned to me. The uniforms, the clothes, and the way everyone addressed me all reinforced this new identity. It was a turning point, a moment of acceptance that marked the beginning of a life I had never imagined for myself.

In the days that followed, I discovered that my new flats were far more comfortable than the higher heels I used to wear. I wore my uniform during the mornings and part of the afternoons, changing afterward to avoid wrinkling it or to wash it if needed. Thanks to all the experience I had gained, I had become an expert in everything related to housework. The rhythm of my new life felt almost natural now, though it was still punctuated by moments of uncertainty and reflection.

However, as time passed, Dany’s nightly visits began to diminish. The absence left me feeling lonely and constantly on edge, a strange mix of longing and frustration. I soon discovered the reason why. One day, while helping one of the younger girls tidy her room, I overheard Dany near the door. She was talking to one of the men who contributed money to the home. I couldn’t help but notice how she flirted with him, her laughter light and playful. When they said goodbye, she gave him a tender kiss on the lips. The sight shattered something inside me.

I cried in secret that night, my heart heavy with a pain I couldn’t fully understand. After that, I began to distance myself from Dany, avoiding her gaze and keeping our interactions brief. She noticed, of course, and one evening, she came to my room.

-What’s wrong with you? You’ve been so cold lately, - she said, her voice tinged with concern as she sat on the edge of my bed.

-Nothing, - I replied, my eyes glistening with unshed tears.

-Come on, you can tell me anything, - she insisted, her tone softening.

-I don’t want to talk to you, - I muttered, clutching my pillow tightly as tears began to spill down my cheeks.

-I see. So, you’re mad at me, - she said, her voice calm but probing.

-Yes, I am, - I admitted, my voice breaking as I buried my face in the pillow.

-I guess you saw me talking to Charles, - she said after a moment, her words careful, as if testing the waters.

-That’s right, - I said, my voice trembling with hurt and frustration. - How could you do this to me? After I accepted so many things and decided to stay here, despite everything it implied... and you just don’t care about me.

-Of course I care about you, Gaby, - Dany replied, her voice soft but firm. - You’re someone I value very much. I can’t imagine life without you by my side. In fact, many people here are very fond of you.

-Then why were you kissing him? - I asked, my voice breaking as tears streamed down my face.

-Because a girl needs a man with whom she can express and enjoy her femininity, - she explained gently, her eyes filled with a mix of sympathy and resolve.

-But I thought we had something special, - I whispered, my heart aching with the weight of unspoken emotions.

-We do, but not in that way, - she said, her tone kind but final. - You must understand that now that you’re a little woman, we can only be friends.

I sobbed loudly, my body shaking as she pulled me into a tight embrace. Her arms felt warm and familiar, but the comfort they once brought was now tinged with a painful sense of loss.

-Calm down, honey, - she murmured, stroking my hair gently. - I’m sure that soon you’ll meet a man you can fall in love with. Someone who will appreciate you for the beautiful woman you’ve become.

The following days were filled with a deep, unshakable sadness. My life felt empty and directionless without Dany. I had changed because of her, because of the way she made me feel, but now she saw me as nothing more than a friend. I barely spoke to anyone, retreating into myself as I tried to process my emotions. Even Mrs. Harris noticed my melancholy and approached me one afternoon, her expression filled with concern.

-Gaby, I need your help this afternoon, - she said, her voice gentle but firm.

-Of course, - I replied, my tone flat and devoid of enthusiasm.

-This afternoon, I’m going out with Dany to run some errands, - she explained. - We might not be back until early morning, but don’t worry. One of the donors offered to take us there.

-I’m glad to hear it, - I said, though my voice betrayed my lack of interest.

-That’s exactly why I want you to be the one to take care of another of the foundation’s investors, - she continued, her tone growing more serious. - This is very important, my girl. I’m counting on you.

I was still deeply sad, my mind clouded by a lingering sense of emptiness. I didn’t care much about anything, but I forced myself to focus on the tasks Mrs. Harris had asked me to complete. After accompanying her and Dany to their car, I returned to the house to finish my work. I was arranging the cushions in the living room when a knock at the door interrupted my thoughts.

-Hello, excellent evening, - a warm, confident voice greeted me. - My name is William.

I turned to see a young man, about 24 years old, with a striking presence. He was Black, with an athletic build and broad shoulders that filled the doorway. His hair was cropped short, and his smile was radiant, lighting up his entire face.

-Nice to meet you, - I said, managing a small smile despite my somber mood. - I’m Gaby, and I work here.

-The pleasure is mine, - he replied, his voice smooth and polite. He took my hand gently and kissed it, a gesture so unexpected and charming that I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

I invited him inside, noticing how his polite demeanor put me at ease. Even though I was wearing sneakers, he was noticeably taller than me. I wondered if, with a pair of heels, I might come closer to his height. As I showed him around, I explained the dining room and kitchen, describing the meals we prepared and how the economic support from donors like him had benefited the home. In the living room, I pointed out the books for all ages and the various toys we had for the children. Finally, I took him to the remodeled bedrooms, where he nodded silently, his smile never fading.

There was something about William—his constant cheerfulness, his easy smile—that made me feel more comfortable in his company. For the first time in days, the weight on my chest felt a little lighter.


William

-Very well, - William said, his tone thoughtful. - One of my partners came here a few days ago, but he didn’t have the chance to tour the facilities. He only spoke to you and some of the boys and girls.

-You must be confused, - I replied, shaking my head gently. - You’re the first person from the foundation I’ve spoken to.

-Oh, - he said, his eyebrows lifting in surprise. - So my friend was referring to another pretty girl.

We both laughed, and I felt my cheeks warm at his compliment. His easygoing nature made it hard to stay reserved, and for a moment, the heaviness in my chest seemed to lift.

-So, the children are in school? - he asked, changing the subject smoothly.

-Yes, they have full-time classes, - I explained. - They’ll be back in the afternoon.

-I see, - he said, his smile widening. - So we have some time to ourselves.

-Yes... - I hesitated for a moment, then added, - Would you like to see another part of the home?

-To tell you the truth, - he said, his tone shifting to one of genuine curiosity, - I’m interested in seeing the dormitory where the staff rest. We contribute money to provide salaries and improve their standard of living, so I’d like to see how things are coming along.

-Oh, of course, - I said, nodding. - I can show you my room, though it’s a bit messy.

-Hahaha, don’t worry, - he replied, his laughter warm and reassuring. - Let’s take a look.

We made our way up the stairs, and as we climbed, I couldn’t help but notice how his eyes lingered on me. It gave me a strange, fluttery feeling, one I hadn’t experienced in a long time. When we reached my room, I opened the door and invited him inside. Once there, he took in the space, noting the fresh paint on the walls and the new furniture that had been recently acquired.

-Everything looks great, Gaby, - William said, his voice low and smooth as he glanced around the room. - Now that we’re done with the work, we can have some fun, don’t you think?

He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming, and gently cupped my face in his hand, his fingers tilting my chin upward. I didn’t know why I allowed it—it was as if he had cast some kind of spell over me, leaving me docile and unable to resist. His touch was warm, his gaze intense, and before I could process what was happening, his lips met mine. The kiss started softly but quickly grew passionate, his hands moving to my waist as he pulled me closer.

Then, without warning, he guided my hand to his crotch, his voice a low murmur against my ear.

-Come on, princess, - he said, his tone both commanding and coaxing. - I know you want it. Touch it.

Still caught in a daze, I obeyed, my fingers brushing against the hard, throbbing bulge beneath his pants. The heat radiating from him was almost overwhelming, and I could feel the sheer size of him even through the fabric. My heart raced as I hesitated, but his hand covered mine, urging me to continue.

-Now unzip me, - he whispered, his breath hot against my neck. - Take it out.

I fumbled with the zipper, my hands trembling, and when I finally freed him, I was struck by the sheer size of his cock. It was thick and heavy, pulsing with heat as I wrapped my hand around it. He groaned softly, his fingers tightening on my waist as I began to stroke him, my touch tentative but growing bolder.

Meanwhile, his other hand roamed over my body, squeezing my buttocks through my clothes and brushing against one of my nipples. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I couldn’t stifle the soft moan that escaped my lips.

-Now get on your knees, - he said, his voice firm but not unkind.

-I don’t know... - I stammered, my voice trembling. - I don’t think this is the right thing to do.

-But of course it is, - he replied, his tone teasing yet insistent. - Or what? Don’t you want to feel this inside you?

-I don’t know, I... - My voice trailed off, my mind a whirlwind of confusion and desire. I was torn between the overwhelming sensations coursing through me and the voice in the back of my head warning me to stop.

Then, he began to rub himself against me, his hardness pressing into my buttocks as he lifted my skirt. Suddenly, I realized what I was doing—I was arching into him, lifting my dress to feel his skin against my stockings. My body seemed to move on its own, driven by a need I couldn’t fully understand. His hand slipped into my bra, his fingers teasing my nipples, and the sensation sent a wave of heat through me. I remembered how Dany had made me feel when she’d done the same, and I craved that feeling again, desperately.

-Look at you, - he murmured, his voice dripping with amusement. - You turned out to be such a little slut.

-No, I just... I’m just... - I stammered, my voice trembling as I tried to make sense of what was happening.

-Shut up, bitch, - he said, his tone sharp but not unkind. He pushed himself against me, his cock pressing into my body as his fingers pinched my nipples. - You love it. I can tell.

We continued like that for several minutes, his hands roaming over my body, his touch igniting a fire I couldn’t control. I finally took off my bra, letting him touch my skin directly. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I was lost in it, unable to think clearly. Eventually, he led me to the bed, sitting me on his lap as he continued to caress me. But then his hand moved lower, brushing between my legs.

-I love little bitches like you, - he said, his voice low and rough. - Do you want me to make you feel what it’s like to be a real woman? Then get on your knees, like the good girl you are.

I obeyed, my body trembling with need. I was so consumed by desire that all I wanted was to keep feeling more, to lose myself in the sensations he was giving me.

-Come on, - he urged, his voice a mix of command and encouragement. - Start by giving it little kisses. Use your tongue and lips.

I did as he said, following his instructions carefully. His cock felt massive against my lips, and when he told me to take it into my mouth, I hesitated, unsure if I could handle its size. But I tried, my movements tentative at first, then growing more confident as he groaned in approval.

-Well, you learn fast, Gaby, - he said, his voice thick with pleasure. - You’re very talented.

At that moment, I wasn’t fully aware of what was happening. Here I was, dressed as a woman, pleasuring a strong, handsome man, completely lost in the act. I continued to suck him, my movements growing more confident as he groaned in approval. After what felt like an eternity, he pulled away, reaching into his pants for a condom.

-Now you’re going to feel what it’s like to be a woman, - he said, his voice low and commanding as he rolled on the condom. He lifted me effortlessly and threw me onto the bed, his strength both intimidating and thrilling.

He grabbed me by the waist, positioning me beneath him. I felt a mix of fear and anticipation as he tore my stockings, his hands rough but deliberate. Once the condom was on, he began to push himself inside me. The pain was immediate and sharp, unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

-It hurts, - I gasped, my voice trembling.

-Take it easy, - he said, his tone surprisingly gentle despite the intensity of the moment. He continued to move slowly, his hands roaming over my body, playing with my breasts as he tried to ease me into it. - You have to learn to enjoy a strong cock. That’s why you dress and act like this, isn’t it?

The initial pain began to fade, replaced by a strange, overwhelming sensation. He was being surprisingly careful, his movements controlled as he adjusted to my body. Suddenly, I felt his testicles pressing against me, and I realized with a mix of shock and disbelief that he was fully inside me. His size was almost too much to handle, but the pain had dulled, replaced by a growing heat that spread through me.

Then, he began to move harder, faster, his rhythm relentless. I lost myself in the waves of pleasure that crashed over me, my body responding in ways I couldn’t control. The room seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of us, connected in a way that was both terrifying and exhilarating.

-You like it, don’t you? - William asked, his voice rough but teasing as he continued to move inside me.

-I love it, - I gasped, my voice trembling with a mix of disbelief and pleasure. - I can’t believe it.

-Keep moaning if you want me to keep going, - he said, his tone playful yet commanding.

-Please don’t stop, - I begged, my hands gripping the sheets tightly. - Fuck me, hard.

The weight of his body with each thrust, the sound of our skin colliding, the heat building between us—it all overwhelmed me, sending waves of arousal through my body. He continued for a few more moments, his rhythm relentless, until suddenly I felt a surge of warmth inside me. He groaned, his body shuddering as he finished, filling the condom with his release. I was pinned beneath him, still trembling from the intensity of the experience, my body spasming with the aftershocks of pleasure.

-That was fantastic, - he said, his voice breathless as he pulled away and began to dress.

-Yes... it was... very interesting, - I replied, my voice shaky as I tried to regain my composure. I reached for another pair of stockings, my hands trembling slightly as I put them on.

-You know, - he said, stepping closer to me. He cupped my face in his hand, his touch surprisingly gentle, and kissed me softly. - I love that you’re a lady in public but a whore in bed.

I was speechless, my heart racing as I looked into his eyes. Without thinking, I leaned in and kissed him again, my body still craving his touch.

-Now I’ll have to make more frequent visits, - he said with a smirk, giving my buttock a firm squeeze before stepping back.

Once we were both presentable, we made our way downstairs to the living room. William finished filling out a report with all the details about the home, his professionalism a stark contrast to what had just happened between us. As he passed by me, he couldn’t resist groping me discreetly, a reminder of the secret we now shared.

When the children arrived, William made a few more notes, his demeanor calm and collected. Before leaving, he turned to me, his smile lingering as he said goodbye.


End of the visit

-See you soon, Gaby, - William said, his voice warm and lingering as he left.

-I hope the visit was everything you had hoped for, - I replied, trying to sound composed despite the whirlwind of emotions inside me.

-Everything and more, - he said with a smile. - They may be getting more resources soon.

After he left, I helped the children with their homework and prepared dinner for them. Once they had eaten and retired to their rooms, I stayed behind to wash the dishes. It was during this quiet moment that Mrs. Harris and Dany returned. I welcomed them warmly and offered them dinner. The three of us sat together, eating and chatting as Mrs. Harris shared her excitement about the bright future awaiting the home. Her joy was contagious, and I found myself smiling along with her.

-It’s good to see you happy, Gaby, - Mrs. Harris said, her tone cheerful and genuine.

-I’m also very happy to see you feeling better, - Dany added, her smile soft and reassuring.

-As I told you, I had nothing, and I still have nothing, - I said, my voice tinged with gratitude. - But thank you for taking care of me.

-You don’t have to hide anything from us, - Mrs. Harris said gently, her eyes kind and understanding.

-Yes, Gaby, - Dany chimed in. - We’re here for everything you need. We’re a family.

Their words touched me deeply. I had never felt so accepted and cared for before. For the first time, I truly felt like I belonged—like this was my home, a place of kindness and comfort.

That night, as I slipped into my nightgown, my thoughts drifted back to William and the passionate encounter we had shared. My fingers brushed lightly over my chest, a faint echo of the sensations I had experienced earlier. I lay down, my mind replaying the memory until I finally drifted off to sleep, a strange mix of contentment and longing settling over me.

When I woke up, I felt a surge of energy that surprised even myself. The last few days had been clouded by sadness, but today was different. I was almost singing as I cleaned the living room, my movements light and cheerful. When the doorbell rang, I practically skipped to answer it, my heart lifting at the thought of who might be on the other side.

-Good morning, Gaby, - William said, his charming smile lighting up his face.

-What a surprise! - I exclaimed, unable to hide my delight. - What are you doing here? Do you have another report to make?

-Relax, - he said, his tone playful. - I was in the area and decided to stop by to say hello. Besides, I brought you this. - He handed me a box of chocolate-covered strawberries, the kind that looked almost too beautiful to eat.

-You didn’t have to buy me anything, - I said, my cheeks flushing with a mix of gratitude and embarrassment.

-It’s just a small gift, my dear Gaby, - he replied, his voice warm. - I told you I’d see you soon.

-I didn’t think it would be this soon, - I laughed, the sound light and genuine.

-Well, I wanted to surprise you, - he said with a wink. - But I have to go now.

-Of course, - I said, stepping closer to say goodbye. As I did, I felt his lips brush against the corner of mine, a fleeting but electric touch that left me breathless.

-See you, beautiful, - he murmured before turning to leave.

I leaned against the door, my legs trembling as I watched him walk away. When he was out of sight, I let out a soft sigh, my heart racing and my mind swirling with emotions. The box of chocolates felt warm in my hands, a small but meaningful reminder of his unexpected visit.

-Now I see why you’re so happy, - Mrs. Harris said, her eyes twinkling as she and Dany exchanged knowing smiles.

-I don’t know what you mean, - I stammered, my cheeks flushing. - He’s just...

-You don’t have to say anything else, my dear, - Mrs. Harris interrupted gently, her tone warm and teasing. - He’s such a gentleman to have these little gestures for you. He might be a good catch.

-It’s not what it seems, - I protested, my voice faltering. - He’s...

-Your boyfriend? - Dany chimed in, her grin widening.

-Of course he isn’t! - I exclaimed, my face growing even hotter.

-Hahaha, don’t worry, - Dany said, her laughter light and playful. - We’ll talk about it more this evening, my friend.


Girls talk

The rest of the afternoon, every time Mrs. Harris or Dany glanced my way, they smiled from ear to ear. Their knowing looks only deepened my embarrassment. I didn’t know how to react to so many new feelings and experiences. After dinner, Dany wasted no time and walked me straight to my room, her expression a mix of curiosity and mischief.

-Those guys from the foundation are all so handsome, aren’t they? - she said, her tone light but probing.

-If you say so, - I replied, trying to sound casual. - After all, you’re the one dating one of them.

-You don’t have to be jealous of Charles, - she teased, her grin widening. - Especially now that you already have a boyfriend.

-William is not my boyfriend, - I insisted, my cheeks burning.

-William, huh? What a nice name, - she said, her voice dripping with playful sarcasm. - And he’s handsome too.

-I’m not interested in him that way, - I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

-I don’t know who you’re trying to fool, - Dany said, her tone softening. - You don’t gain anything by hiding things from me. You can trust me completely.

-There’s nothing to tell, - I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. - He just made the report for the house, inspected a couple of things, and left. That’s all.

-Ahhh, so he inspected you very well, then? - she said with a sly grin. Before I could react, she grabbed me by the waist and pulled me close, her hands roaming over my body.

-What are you doing? - I protested, my voice shaky as her hands slid over my buttocks and brushed against my nipples. - Stop it.

-The same as your dear William, and you didn’t ask him to stop, - Dany said, her voice dripping with mock accusation.

-Because I didn’t do anything with him, - I protested, though my voice wavered under her scrutiny.

-I think I get it, - she said, her tone turning sly. - You didn’t stop him because he had a big, big cock, didn’t you? That’s why you let him grope you.

-No, he didn’t... - I started, but she cut me off, her laughter bubbling up as she continued to tease me.

-You sucked him off, didn’t you? You loved it, didn’t you, you naughty little slut? - she said, her words playful but sharp. - Did he come on your face?

-Of course not! - I exclaimed, my face burning as she kept groping me and pulling me closer.

Dany was laughing uncontrollably, clearly amused by the situation. I, on the other hand, was flustered and desperate to change the subject. I quickly took off my apron and bonnet, trying to regain some composure.

-You can leave them in the basket, - I said, gesturing toward the laundry hamper.

-Sure, - Dany replied, still chuckling as she moved to put the clothes away.

But as she was placing the items in the hamper, she paused. Her eyes landed on my torn pair of stockings, and her grin widened.

-Oh my God, - Dany said, her jaw dropping as she held up the torn stockings. - I can’t believe you actually did that.

-What are you doing with that? - I exclaimed, my face flushing as I snatched the stockings from her hands.

-I never imagined you’d decide so quickly, - she said, her tone a mix of surprise and amusement. - I’m legitimately shocked, but also very proud of you, Gaby.

-I told you, - I said, my voice trembling as I rolled up the stockings. - I didn’t do anything. I tore them by accident.

-What was the accident? - she teased, her grin widening. - Falling on William’s dick with your buttocks?

-Nothing like that happened, - I insisted, though my voice lacked conviction.

-Sure, - she said, her tone dripping with sarcasm. - Then your good mood is magic, and the gaping hole in your stockings and the semen stains just appeared out of nowhere.

I didn’t know how to respond anymore. I wanted to hide the truth, but it was too late. Tears welled up in my eyes, and I looked away, unable to meet her gaze.

-Hey, relax, - Dany said, her tone softening as she noticed my distress. - I was just playing, Gaby. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you.

-Don’t worry, it’s okay, - I whispered, though my voice was shaky.

-Do you want to talk about it? - she asked gently, sitting down beside me. - You know I support you in everything, and you can tell me anything.

I collapsed onto her lap, my body trembling as she softly stroked my hair. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself.

-You were right, - I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. - William and I... you know.

-It’s okay, - Dany said, her voice gentle and reassuring. - You don’t have to be embarrassed. Tell me how it was.

-It was... interesting, - I admitted, my voice hesitant.

-Just that? - she pressed, her eyes narrowing playfully. - You didn’t feel anything else?

-Well, I did feel several things, - I said, my cheeks warming as I spoke. - Things I’ve never experienced before. Some of them... I liked.

-That’s good, baby, - Dany said, her smile widening. - You’re exploring, and that’s excellent. So, you liked it when he... you know?

-Yes, - I confessed, my voice barely above a whisper. - It made me feel... incredible while he was doing it. And I also liked feeling his heat in my mouth.

-Naughty girl, - Dany teased, bumping me with her elbow as we both laughed. - I’m really happy for you. But tell me more—what did he say to you?

-He said he liked me a lot and that he hoped to see me again soon, - I replied, my heart fluttering at the memory.

-How lucky you are, - Dany said, her tone light but sincere. - I’m sure you’ll be his girlfriend soon, and then we can go on double dates together. And I’ll be your maid of honor when you get married.

-Don’t you think that’s going a bit too far? - I asked, my voice tinged with both amusement and disbelief.

-Not at all, - she said confidently. - I’m very sure about this. Besides, after tasting dark chocolate, I don’t think you’ll be able to give it up.

-You’re so perverse, - I said, shaking my head but unable to suppress a smile.

-I know, - she replied with a wink. - But that’s how you love me.

We spent a few more minutes talking about my experience with William. I told Dany everything, my words flowing more easily as we shared the chocolates he had given me. After I finished, she hugged me tightly and then headed to her room, leaving me to rest. As I lay in bed, my thoughts drifted back to William, and once again, I fell asleep with him on my mind.


Shopping

The next few days, I was in an unusually good mood. Dany kept teasing me about William, but the truth was, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. I spent my nights hoping to see him again, and luckily, it didn’t take long before he paid another visit.

-Hi, Gaby, - William said, his charming smile lighting up his face as he greeted me. - It’s good to see you again.

-I’m happy you’re here too, - I replied, my heart racing at the sight of him.

-Tragically, I don’t have any official visits scheduled today, - he said, his tone playful. - But that doesn’t have to stop us from seeing each other. So, I wanted to ask you out. If you’re interested, I could come by this Friday to pick you up.

-I would love to, - I said, my voice filled with excitement. - I just need to talk it over with Mrs. Harris. Please give me a second.

I practically ran to find her, my steps quick and eager.

-Gaby, what’s up? Are you okay, girl? - Mrs. Harris asked, her expression a mix of curiosity and concern.

-I’m fine, Mrs. Harris, - I said, trying to catch my breath. - I just wanted to ask you something...

-Oh, of course, - she said, her tone warm and encouraging. - You’ve been exemplary lately. Tell me, how can I help you?

-Well, you see, William is downstairs, - I began, my cheeks flushing. - He asked me out this Friday, and I... I wanted to know if it would be okay for me to go.

-You don’t have to be ashamed, - Mrs. Harris said, her smile kind and understanding. - Of course, you can go with him. Go on, don’t keep him waiting. Tell him yes.

-Thank you so much, Mrs. Harris, - I said, my gratitude shining through as I hurried back to William.

When I returned to William, my smile said it all.

-See you this Friday, - I said, my voice bubbling with excitement.

That night, I spent hours talking with Dany, my nerves and anticipation spilling over into our conversation.

-We have to prepare everything for your date, - Dany said, her tone enthusiastic. - You’ve saved the money from your salary, haven’t you?

-Yes, almost all of it, - I replied. - I don’t have many expenses here.

-Then it’s decided, - she said, clapping her hands together. - Tomorrow, we’ll go shopping.

-What are you talking about? - I asked, my voice tinged with both curiosity and hesitation.

-After we finish work, we’ll go to the mall to buy you something nice, - she explained, her eyes sparkling with excitement. - God, we have so much to do!

-I don’t know if that’s a good idea, - I said, my voice uncertain.

-Of course it is, - Dany insisted. - I wanted to buy some things too, like clothes and makeup.

-Makeup? - I asked, my eyebrows lifting in surprise. - I don’t know if Mrs. Harris would like that.

-Of course she won’t mind, - Dany said, waving off my concern. - She wears her own makeup. I don’t think she’ll have a problem if we use something discreet during working hours.

-But I don’t want to wear makeup, - I protested, though my voice lacked conviction.

-Anyway, it’s already decided, - Dany said, her tone firm but playful. - Tomorrow, we’re going shopping. - She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek before leaving my room, her determination leaving no room for argument.

I wasn’t entirely sure about her plan, but Dany’s enthusiasm was infectious. The next day, she approached Mrs. Harris with her usual confidence.

-Mrs. Harris, - she said, her voice bright and cheerful, - we wanted to ask your permission to go shopping.

-Of course, my girls, - Mrs. Harris replied, her smile warm and approving. - Just be careful, and don’t waste your money.

-Thank you so much, - Dany said, her grin widening.

After getting the green light, Dany rummaged through my closet, pulling out clothes with the precision of someone who knew exactly what she was looking for. I sat on the edge of the bed, slipping off my slippers as I watched her work.

-I must admit, Mrs. Harris doesn’t have bad taste, - Dany said, holding up a few items. - You have some nice clothes, but I think you need something special for going out.

She handed me a long-sleeved white blouse, a high-waisted denim skirt, and a pair of sandals. For herself, she chose a pretty pink flowered dress with delicate ruffles on the sleeves and paired it with pale pink sneakers. Once we were both dressed, she linked her arm with mine, and we set off.

I was incredibly nervous—it was my first time dressing up and leaving the house like this. Dany noticed my unease and gave my arm a reassuring squeeze.

-Relax, Gaby, - she said, her voice soothing. - You look amazing, and we’re going to have fun. Just trust me.

When we entered the shopping plaza, I was struck by how different everything felt. It had been a while since I’d visited a place like this, but now, the experience was entirely new. The way we were treated, the way we moved through the space—it felt like a completely different world. For the first time, I wasn’t just someone running errands; I was a young woman out shopping with a friend, and it was exhilarating.

Once I overcame the initial fear and surprise, the experience began to feel genuinely enjoyable. We wandered into several stores, with Dany guiding me and offering recommendations on what to buy.

-This goes really well with the clothes you already have, - she said, holding up a blouse that matched perfectly with the skirt I’d worn earlier.

I hadn’t shown much interest in shopping until I spotted a beautiful wine-colored dress. I couldn’t take my eyes off it, my fingers brushing against the fabric almost unconsciously. Just then, a sales clerk approached me.

-Can I help you with anything? - she asked, her tone friendly and professional.

I tried to say no, but before I knew it, I was being ushered into the fitting room to try on the dress. When I stepped out, the clerk smiled warmly.

-It fits you perfectly, miss, - she commented, her approval evident.

-Yes, it’s very pretty, - I said, my voice soft but filled with admiration. - I think I’ll take it.

Dany was thrilled to see me getting into the spirit of things. From there, we started trying on all sorts of clothes. While one of us waited, the other would go into the fitting room and model the outfit. We even turned it into a game, laughing and joking as we strutted around like runway models. By the end, we had picked out a couple of dresses and a few other pieces.

Next, we headed to the makeup section. By this point, I felt much more uninhibited and agreed to experiment. The sales clerks showed us a variety of options, and we ended up buying several cosmetics. Although I found the whole process a bit overwhelming, Dany was there to help me every step of the way. After that, we picked out a bag for each of us, as well as a small purse for me.

-Well, I think we’re done, - I said, feeling both satisfied and a little exhausted.

-You’re crazy, - Dany replied, her eyes sparkling with mischief. - We’re still missing some very important things.

We spent a considerable amount of time in the shoe store, trying on countless pairs. I was grateful that the uniform shoes had gotten me used to walking in heels, but some of the styles Dany picked out were still a challenge. She made me stand up and take a few steps in each pair, her critical eye assessing how they looked and how I moved in them. I struggled a bit with a pair of platform heels, but after a few wobbly steps, I got the hang of it.

-These are perfect, - Dany said, her tone decisive as she gestured to the platform heels. - They match the dress you bought earlier, and they make your legs look amazing. You have to get them.

In the end, we walked out with several pairs of shoes, including sneakers and the platforms Dany insisted on. She was convinced we’d soon have a closet full of options, and her enthusiasm was hard to resist.

As we strolled through the plaza, I couldn’t help but notice how some men turned their heads to look at us, their eyes lingering on our legs and the way our skirts swayed as we walked.

-Dany, - I whispered, leaning closer to her. - I think they’re staring at us a lot.

-But of course they are, - she replied, her voice brimming with confidence. - We’re two very beautiful girls. Why wouldn’t they stare?

-I understand why they’d stare at you, - I said, my voice tinged with self-doubt. - But why would they stare at me?

-Why wouldn’t they? - Dany said, her tone incredulous. - You’re a very beautiful girl. Just look at those shapely legs and your round buttocks. Trust me, half the men staring at you are probably imagining you giving them a blowjob.

-Dany! - I exclaimed, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

-It’s the truth, - she said, her laughter light and unapologetic. - That’s all they can think about when they look at you like that—how much they’d love to have their cock in your mouth.


First Date

Our next stop was a lingerie store. At first, I felt embarrassed to be there, but I soon realized that no one seemed uncomfortable with my presence. To them, I was just another shopper. Dany took her time browsing through the racks, her confidence inspiring me to relax a little. I followed her, marveling at the variety of delicate fabrics and intricate designs. Every now and then, she handed me a few pieces to hold, her determination clear even if I wasn’t entirely sure about her choices.

She picked out a couple of sets of underwear for herself, as well as several stockings—some for work and others for more special occasions. Then she turned to me, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

-You should buy something special for your date on Friday, - she said, her tone teasing but encouraging.

-Maybe I should, - I replied, my cheeks flushing as I glanced at the array of sexy lingerie on display.

-You need a sexy outfit and a babydoll, - she insisted, holding up a few options. - You’ll decide which one to wear later.

By the time we left the store, I realized I had spent almost all my money on women’s clothes. It was a strange feeling, but it didn’t bother me. Instead, I felt a growing excitement for my date with William. This outing with Dany had not only helped me feel more confident but also prepared me for the big day.

That night, I struggled to fall asleep, my mind racing with nerves and anticipation. The next day, I rushed through my chores, eager to finish early so I could focus on getting ready.

-Stop sweeping, - Dany said, snatching the broom from my hands. - We have to make you pretty. I’ll take care of the rest of the chores.

We hurried upstairs to my room, laughing as we went. Mrs. Harris smiled at us as we passed, her expression warm and approving.

-First of all, - Dany said, pulling out a few items from her bag, - you need to take a good bath. Here, I brought my soap and depilatory cream. You have to look and smell like a woman tonight. As soon as you’re done, put on this cream and some perfume.

I followed all of Dany’s instructions carefully. After my bath, I slipped into the babydoll I had bought—a red piece with delicate black lace at the waist, both sensual and elegant. I paired it with the matching pantyhose and added stockings that had a silicone band to keep them snug at the top of my thighs. Next, I put on the beautiful wine-colored dress and stepped into my platform heels. Finally, Dany helped me with my makeup.

-I’ll help you this time, - she said, her tone both playful and instructive, - but you need to learn how to do this on your own as soon as possible. So, pay attention.

I watched closely as she applied each product to my face. She lined my eyes, curled my lashes, and coated them with mascara. She brushed soft eyeshadow across my lids and finished with a pink lipstick that complemented my complexion perfectly. When she stepped back, I turned to the mirror and gasped. I looked... beautiful. Like a young woman ready for a romantic evening, confident and radiant.

We finished just in time. William arrived, looking incredibly handsome in a crisp shirt and tailored jacket. His eyes widened as he saw me.

-Wow, - he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. - You look absolutely stunning.

-Thank you, William, - I replied, my cheeks warming under his gaze.

William stepped closer and kissed me gently, just like he had before. Behind me, I could feel Mrs. Harris and Dany watching, their smiles radiating happiness.

-I’ll take good care of her, - William said, his voice warm and reassuring.

-Take care of my little girl, - Mrs. Harris replied, her tone affectionate.

-Have a lot of fun, - Dany added, winking at me with a playful grin.

As we left, William took my hand and led me to his car. He opened the door for me, helping me inside with a gentle touch. I felt a flutter of warmth in my chest at his thoughtful gestures. He drove for a few minutes until we arrived at the same plaza I had visited with Dany just the day before. This time, though, it felt different—more magical, more romantic. We walked hand in hand, the evening air soft and inviting, until we reached the movie theater.

-What movie would you like to see? - William asked, his eyes scanning the listings.

-Any movie is fine, - I replied, my voice light and carefree.

-How about this one? - he suggested, pointing to a poster. - It has really good reviews.

-Sure, let’s see it, - I said, smiling up at him.

When we reached the ticket counter, I instinctively reached into my purse for money, but William gently stopped me.

-I was the one who asked you out, - he said, his tone firm but kind. - I’ll pay for the tickets and popcorn.

-Thank you so much, - I said, my cheeks warming with gratitude.

-You’re welcome, - he replied, his smile making my heart skip a beat.

We had a wonderful time at the movie. It was a great film, and we both enjoyed it immensely. Throughout the show, William kept his arm draped over my shoulders, pulling me close in a tender embrace. At one point, he gently rested his hand on my crossed legs, his touch warm and reassuring. He didn’t push further, and I appreciated his thoughtfulness.

When the movie ended, we continued talking about it as we left the theater, both of us enthusiastic about the story and the performances. We decided to grab some ice cream, and as we sat together, I found myself chatting animatedly with him, our conversation flowing effortlessly. It felt so natural, so right.

In the middle of our dessert, we shared a soft, lingering kiss. Afterward, we walked hand in hand through the plaza, the evening air cool and the lights around us casting a romantic glow. It felt like a dream, one I never wanted to end.

-We can go to a bar or somewhere else if you want, - William said, his voice gentle as he caressed my cheek.

-Wherever you want, - I replied, my heart swelling with affection. - I just want to be with you.

We got into his car, and as he drove, he told me about nearby places we could visit. I listened, still unsure of where to go, until he mentioned a hotel with a cozy, upscale bar. Without hesitation, I agreed. It was something we both wanted, and he had been so kind, so charming—he had more than earned it.


First boyfriend

It was my first time in a hotel, and I could never have imagined it would be like this. As we walked up the stairs, my heart raced with anticipation, the sound of my heels clicking against the floor mixing with our soft voices. The air felt charged with excitement, and I could barely contain my emotions.

When we entered the room, William hung his jacket on a chair before turning to me. He took me in his arms, and the moment our lips met, it was electric. His kiss was passionate yet tender, and I melted into him. After a few moments, I began to kiss his neck, my fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. As I pulled it off, I felt the strength of his chest beneath my hands—he must have been working out regularly. Overcome with passion, I ripped off his shirt completely, my hands massaging his firm pecs as we kissed.

William sat on the edge of the bed, lifting me effortlessly by my waist. My legs straddled his, and my dress began to ride up, exposing the lingerie I had chosen for the evening. I felt sensual, desired, and completely captivated by this beautiful man. His hands roamed over my body, settling on my buttocks as he pulled me closer. I could feel his growing arousal pressing against me, sending waves of heat through my body.

William’s touch was intoxicating. He teased my nipples, his fingers sending shivers down my spine and drawing moans from me that I didn’t even know I was capable of. I kissed him deeply, my lips trailing down his neck and chest, exploring every inch of his toned abs. When I reached his waist, I unzipped his pants, freeing his hard cock. I kissed it gently at first, then took the tip into my mouth, savoring the taste of him. Slowly, with great effort, I managed to take half of him into my mouth, my heart swelling with pride at the thought of pleasing him.

I followed my instincts, my desire driving me to take him deeper, faster. The sensation of him in my mouth was overwhelming, and I was completely lost in the moment. Suddenly, I felt him tense, his body shuddering as he reached his climax. Warm streams of his release filled my mouth, and though I tried to swallow it all, some spilled over, splashing onto my face.

We both laughed as William gently cleaned my face, his touch tender and affectionate. I kissed him softly before heading to the bathroom to touch up my makeup and wash away the remnants of our earlier passion. When I returned, I found William lying on the bed, his torso bare and his eyes filled with desire. The sight of him sent a shiver through me, a strange yet exhilarating feeling that confirmed what I already knew—I had fallen deeply in love with this man.

-You know what I love about you? - he asked, his voice low and husky. - You’re sweet, attentive, and beautiful, but in bed, you’re a total whore. And that drives me crazy.

-I love being your little whore, - I whispered into his neck, my breath warm against his skin. - I love it when you take control and make me yours.

-Is that really what you want? - he asked, his hands gripping my buttocks firmly before giving me a playful slap. - To please your daddy?

-Of course it is, - I replied, my voice trembling with desire as I stroked his cock. - That’s all I want.

-Then put it on me, - he said, handing me a condom with a smirk.

I took it from him, my hands shaking slightly as I rolled it onto his hard length. He laid me down on the bed, his movements deliberate and confident. After applying some lube, he positioned himself between my legs, lifting them onto his shoulders. Slowly, he began to push inside me, his size stretching me in the most delicious way. I moaned loudly, my body melting under his touch as he filled me completely.

With each thrust, I felt myself unraveling, my cries of pleasure filling the room. William’s hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me closer as he drove into me with increasing intensity. The sensation was overwhelming, and I surrendered completely to the waves of ecstasy crashing over me. After a few minutes, he gasped, his body shuddering as he reached his climax. I moaned softly, feeling him release inside me, the warmth of his pleasure mingling with my own.

We lay on the bed for hours, wrapped in each other’s arms, our eyes locked as we shared sweet, lingering kisses. William’s hands traced delicate patterns on my face and legs, his touch sending shivers through me. Every now and then, he’d playfully spank me, and I’d respond with a flirtatious glance, our connection deepening with each passing moment. As I rested my head on his chest, I felt a sense of peace and contentment I had never known before. In that moment, I didn’t think about anything else—I didn’t want anything else. All I wanted was for that feeling to last forever. William’s eyes held a warmth and sincerity that made me feel seen, cherished, and complete. I had never smiled so genuinely, so freely.

On the way back home, we talked about everything—our dreams, our fears, our shared interests. It was easy, natural, and I realized just how well we complemented each other. William was right: we were a sweet, loving couple in public, but when it came to intimacy, we transformed into something entirely different—something raw, passionate, and exhilarating. That duality fascinated me, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

When we reached the house, we lingered at the door, reluctant to say goodbye. Our final kiss was soft and tender, a promise of more to come. As I climbed into bed that night, I was still smiling, my heart full and my mind replaying every moment of the evening.

The next morning, Mrs. Harris scolded me for coming home so late, though her stern expression eventually gave way to a knowing smile. Dany, too, couldn’t hide her amusement, and we spent hours talking about everything that had happened. She listened with wide eyes and a grin, her excitement matching my own.

From that day on, William became a constant presence in my life. He visited the house often, and our dates always ended the same way—with him claiming me as his, making me his little whore in the most passionate, unforgettable ways. Each time, I fell deeper under his spell.

Meanwhile, Dany continued her relationship with Charles. We often talked about our boyfriends, sharing stories and advice. At one point, I even had the chance to meet Charles, and Dany got to know William better. Life felt perfect—I couldn’t have asked for more.

One day, during one of his routine visits, William surprised me with a small gift.

-Here you go, love, - he said, handing me a box of chocolates with a warm smile. - A little present. This week marks our three-month anniversary.

I felt like I might faint. My cheeks flushed as red as a tomato, and I threw myself into his arms, showering him with kisses. I couldn’t stop smiling.

-You’re perfect, - I said, my voice soft as I caressed his face tenderly.

As I carried my gift to my room, I ran into Dany and Mrs. Harris. They both looked as happy as I felt.

-Mrs. Harris, - I said, my voice bubbling with excitement, - do you think I can go out with William this week? It’s just that... we’ve been dating for three months now.

-How beautiful! - Dany exclaimed, her eyes lighting up.

-I’m so happy for you, Gaby, - Mrs. Harris said, her smile warm but tinged with regret. - But I’m sorry, I can’t let you go this time. I need your help with an important meal.

-Oh, - I said, my heart sinking a little. - I understand.

-I’m sorry, - Mrs. Harris added gently. - But I’m sure William will understand. He seems like a thoughtful young man.


Surprise

I couldn’t help but feel a little sad. I had been looking forward to celebrating my three-month anniversary with William, but work had to come first. I had a beautiful blue dress that I’d bought a few weeks ago during an outing with Dany, and I’d been imagining wearing it for our special date. Now, it seemed like that wouldn’t happen.

The next day, I ran into Charles while he was talking to Dany. I approached them to say hello, and Charles greeted me with his usual friendly smile.

-Could I ask you a favor? - I said, my voice hesitant. - Would you tell William that I won’t be able to see him this week?

-Sure, - Charles replied warmly. - I’ll let him know.

The days passed quickly, and as Mrs. Harris’ event approached, everyone in the house pitched in to help. The atmosphere was bustling with activity, and it became clear that this was something very important. When there were just a few minutes left before the event, Dany pulled me aside and took me to my room.

-Mrs. Harris asked me to make you look divine, - she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. - So, let’s get you pretty.

We spent the next hour perfecting my look. Dany applied eyeliner and eyeshadow, choosing shades of blue to match my dress. She finished with a coat of mascara and a pink lipstick that I absolutely loved. Then, she helped me into a set of black and blue lingerie that was both elegant and sexy.

-This dress is perfect for the occasion, - Dany said, holding up the blue dress I’d been saving.

-I was hoping to wear it with William, - I admitted, my voice tinged with regret. - But I don’t think that’s going to happen now.

Dany and I looked stunning, as if we were attending a gala. We exchanged smiles, and she hugged me tightly before heading downstairs, as she had been called to help with something. I stayed behind to put on a pair of rhinestone earrings, the final touch to my outfit. When I finally made my way downstairs, I found the lights turned off, and the room was eerily quiet. I hesitated, unsure of what was happening.

-Surprise! - everyone shouted in unison.

The lights flicked on, revealing Mrs. Harris, all the children from the home, Dany, Charles, and William—all dressed in their finest clothes. My eyes filled with tears of joy as I noticed a banner that read, “Happy Birthday, Gaby!” Amid laughter and applause, I rushed into William’s arms, overwhelmed with emotion. I had completely forgotten my own birthday, but my loved ones hadn’t. The celebration was beautiful, filled with cake, music, and laughter.

As the night went on and the children went to bed, only Mrs. Harris, Dany, Charles, William, and I remained. We sat together, drinks in hand, sharing stories and reflecting on the evening.

-I can’t believe you did this, - I said, my voice trembling with gratitude. - You’ve made me so happy.

-All of this is thanks to you, - Mrs. Harris said, taking my hand in hers. Her eyes glistened with tears. - You’ve made this place what it is now. I’ll never be able to thank you enough.

We both shed a few tears, the weight of the moment settling over us. It was a night I would never forget, surrounded by the people who had become my family.

-In fact, we wanted to talk about something, - William said, his tone serious but warm. - Mrs. Harris, Charles, and I have been discussing this place with the foundation. You might not know this, but we all grew up in homes like this. Eventually, we were able to join the company, and now we’re in a position to help others like us. This home has touched our hearts—and the hearts of other entrepreneurs. That’s why we want to fully support this place.

-That’s the best news I could have hoped for, - Mrs. Harris replied, her voice filled with emotion. - I can’t believe so many wonderful things are happening to us.

-With your permission, Mrs. Harris, - William added, his tone respectful, - we’d like to take the girls out for a little while tonight.

-If my girls agree, I have no problem with that, - Mrs. Harris said, her smile warm and approving.

Dany and I hugged her tightly, our gratitude overflowing.

-Thank you, - we both said, our voices trembling with emotion.

-You don’t have to thank me for anything, - Mrs. Harris replied, her eyes glistening. - Just have a great time.

When we left the house, we climbed into William’s car, already knowing our destination. We drove toward the hotel we had visited regularly, and during the ride, I learned that Dany and Charles also frequented the same place. When we arrived, we spent a few minutes at the bar, toasting to my birthday with a couple of drinks. Afterward, we each headed to our rooms.

-Come on, - William said, his voice low and teasing as he pulled me close. - I want my little slut to ride my cock.

As soon as William spoke, I eagerly took off my dress and threw myself into his arms, landing on the bed with him. After helping him out of his clothes, I kissed every inch of his body, my hands caressing him as I encouraged him to lie back. Then, I positioned myself on top of him, slowly lowering myself onto his hard length. A loud moan escaped my lips as he filled me completely, and I began to move, riding him with increasing intensity. Each motion sent waves of pleasure through me, and I felt like I was melting under the weight of our passion.

William’s hands gripped my hips, guiding me as he began to spank me, his pace growing faster and more urgent. My legs trembled, but I matched his rhythm, desperate to keep up. Soon, I felt him tense beneath me, his release spilling inside me as I cried out in ecstasy.

Afterward, I lay on William’s chest for what felt like hours, my fingers tracing the lines of his muscles as we talked about everything and nothing. I was utterly, madly in love with this man—my macho, my protector. I felt small and delicate next to him, my feminine hands lost in the expanse of his strong body. Eventually, we got dressed and went to meet Charles and Dany, who looked just as happy and content as we were.

The ride back home was quiet, the kind of comfortable silence that comes from shared happiness. We said goodbye to our men with passionate kisses, their warmth lingering long after they were gone.

-I would never have imagined celebrating my birthday this way, - I said to Dany as we walked back inside. - But the truth is, I couldn’t be happier.

-I’m so glad to hear that, Gaby, - Dany replied, her smile soft but tinged with something else. - But I have a confession to make. - She paused, her expression turning serious. - Do you remember the pancakes I used to give you for dinner? Well, they had a secret ingredient—one that helped you develop your bust.

-So that’s why, - I said, my hands instinctively moving to my chest. - You were the one who gave me these. I can’t believe it.

-Don’t be angry, Gaby, - Dany said quickly, her voice pleading. - I thought it would be the best thing for you. That way, Mrs. Harris would let you stay, just like she gave me a home. And we could be the best of friends.

-I’m not angry, Dany, - I said, taking her hands in mine. - On the contrary, I’m infinitely grateful for everything you’ve done. You’ve made me the happiest person in the world. Because of you, I have the most wonderful man as my boyfriend.

-You have nothing to thank me for, - Dany said, her eyes glistening with tears. - It fills me with joy to hear you say that. You’ve become a real woman, perfect for your man.

-I really love being his little whore in bed, - I admitted with a laugh, though my voice dropped to a whisper. - But that’s just between us.

That was how I spent my first birthday at the home—the first of many. The truth was, I was a very happy person now. Transformed into a sweet, devoted maid at the service of the home and my boyfriend, I felt like the luckiest person in the world.


Afterword.

"The Maid’s Transformation" is a story that delves deep into the complexities of identity, love, and self-acceptance. Through Gaby's journey, we explore the transformative power of embracing one's true self, even when it defies societal norms. This narrative is a celebration of individuality and the courage it takes to live authentically. I hope Gaby's story inspires readers to reflect on their own journeys and the beauty of finding love and acceptance in unexpected places. Thank you for joining me on this emotional and transformative adventure.
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