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The Proposal 

The soft glow of the nightstand lamp enveloped the master bedroom of the hillside villa. Lenny was on top of her, his breath heavy, moving with the same usual rhythm. Carmen, her long black hair spread across the pillow like a waterfall of dark silk, kept her eyes half-closed, staring at the ceiling. Her manicured nails brushed his back, but without any real passion. It was the usual routine: him on top, her on the bottom, a few minutes of intimacy that ended with a sigh from Lenny and a polite smile from her.

"You're beautiful tonight," he murmured, rolling to the side shortly after.

Carmen stroked his chest with light fingers. "Thank you, amor." Her voice still carried that warm, soft accent that had enchanted him years ago during a vacation in Cancún. He was a successful man with a comforting bank account and a rather lonely life. She was the exotic, vibrant girl who had made him feel alive. They had married in a rush. Only later did Lenny realize that Carmen had never loved poverty.

That night, while he slept soundly, Carmen got up without a sound. She slipped into a black silk robe that glided over her generous curves and went down to the study. She turned on Lenny’s computer—it wasn't the first time—and checked the browser history. A slow smile curved her lips when she discovered the hidden folders: images of dominant men, women in sleek latex outfits, and especially, photographs of men transformed into maids, complete with aprons, high heels, and submissive looks.

"Muy interesante," she whispered to herself in Spanish. Her dark eyes gleamed with a new light.

The following day, Carmen prepared a special dinner. She wore a tight red dress that accentuated her soft hips and generous cleavage. Lenny returned from work and found her in the kitchen, barefoot, her hair tied up so that a few stray strands fell against her neck.

"How was your day, mi amor?" she asked, pouring him a glass of wine.

They talked about small things during dinner, but she seemed more attentive than usual. After dessert, she took him by the hand and led him into the living room. She sat on the leather sofa, gracefully crossing her legs.

"Lenny… I found some things on your computer."

He turned pale all at once. "What do you mean?"

Carmen picked up the tablet and opened one of the folders. There were no extreme images, but the titles and captions were enough: “Sissy maid training,” “Wife transforms husband into maid,” “Chastity and service.”

Lenny felt the ground give way beneath his feet. "Carmen, I… it’s just a fantasy. It doesn’t mean anything."

She tilted her head, a slow, dangerous smile on her full lips. "Just a fantasy? And yet, you spend hours on these things. While I am here, with a husband who always offers me the exact same kind of comfort." She pronounced the last word with a hint of disappointment that stung him worse than a slap.

She stood up and approached him. In her heels, she was taller than him by a few inches. He didn't move; he just lowered his head, waiting. She lifted his chin with one finger, forcing him to look her in the eyes.

"I married you for the security you could offer me, it’s true. But I like you, Lenny. I like you enough to want to make our life more stimulating. You dream of serving. I dream of being served the way I deserve. We could help each other."

He swallowed hard. "What exactly are you proposing?"

Carmen brushed his lips with her thumb. "A game. To start with. I want you to learn to take care of me in new ways. I want a wife in the house, but not in the traditional sense. I want a maid. A very special maid. And you are going to be her."

Lenny felt a treacherous heat rise from his lower belly. "Carmen, I’m not…"

"Shh." She placed a finger over his lips. "Starting tomorrow night, after work, you will come to me. I will guide you. No rush. But if you accept, there are rules. First rule: when we are alone in this house, you are no longer Lenny. You are Penny."

The name sent a shiver down his spine.

Carmen let out a soft, amused chuckle, her eyes dancing. "Honestly, darling, with a name like Lenny, it was only a matter of time before you turned into a girl. It was practically your destiny. Rhyming with your own future… a sweet, obedient little Penny."

Carmen continued in a low, velvet voice: "Penny will wear whatever I decide. Penny will serve me at the table, massage my feet after a long day, and draw my bath. And Penny will learn that her mistress’s pleasure comes before everything else."

She paused, letting the words sink in.

"I know you aren't as well-endowed as some men," she added with disarming frankness, without cruelty but without mercy. "That’s why our bed has always been so predictable. But Penny won't need that. Penny will find her pleasure in serving."

Lenny remained silent, his heart pounding hard. A part of him wanted to run. Another part, deeper and more secret, longed to drop to his knees.

Carmen took his face in her hands. "You have until tomorrow night to decide. If you say yes, we’ll start slow. Lingerie under your work clothes, just to get you used to it. Then we’ll go further. But once we begin, there’s no easy way back. Do you understand?"

He nodded slowly.

That night they slept wrapped in each other's arms, but Lenny couldn't close his eyes. He kept imagining Carmen’s hands guiding him, the rustle of feminine fabrics, her amused and superior gaze. And above all, he imagined himself—Penny—on his knees while she received attention from someone more adequate.

The next day, he worked as if in a trance. When he returned home, Carmen was waiting for him in the entryway, holding an elegant box in her hands. She wore a tight black suit, her hair down, a confident smile on her face.

"Well, Penny?" she asked simply.

Lenny swallowed. His voice came out raspy. "Yes."

Carmen smiled radiantly. She stepped closer and gave him a long, possessive kiss.

"Good girl. Let’s go upstairs. It’s time for you to make your first acquaintance with the new you."

She took him by the hand and led him into the master bedroom. Laid out on the bed was black lace lingerie: panties, a padded bra, thigh-high stockings, and a short slip.

Carmen closed the door behind them.

"Strip, Lenny. From this moment on, when we are alone, you are Penny."

As he obeyed with trembling hands, she watched him with eyes full of anticipation. She knew this was only the beginning. She had discreet lovers who had been waiting for a long time to enter her life more openly. And now, she also had a personal maid to train.

"Turn around," she ordered softly as she fastened his bra. Her fingers brushed against his skin. "Look at how pretty you already look..."

Lenny—or rather, Penny—looked at himself in the mirror and felt something inside him break and rebuild itself at the exact same instant.

Carmen whispered in his ear, in Spanish: "Bienvenida, mi pequeña Penny."
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The First Lesson 

The next morning, Lenny woke up with a strange sensation. The black lace of the lingerie Carmen had made him wear the night before caressed his skin in an unfamiliar way. He had fallen asleep like that, with the short slip brushing against his thighs. Carmen, on the other hand, was sleeping peacefully beside him, her body wrapped only in a sheer silk négligée.

When he opened his eyes, she was already watching him with a satisfied smile.

"Good morning, Penny," she murmured in a warm voice. "Remember the rules? When we are alone in this house, you are Penny."

He nodded, still hazy from sleep and a lingering, pent-up excitement. Carmen stood up, stunning in her natural nudity, and reached out her hand to him.

"Today, we begin for real. Come with me."

She led him into the large master bathroom. The morning light streamed through the wide windows, illuminating the pale marble tiles. Carmen opened the cabinet and pulled out several products: hair removal cream, razors, body oil, and a scented lotion.

"First of all, we need to make your skin worthy of a maid," she said in a practical yet gentle tone. "Take everything off."

Penny obeyed, blushing as he stood naked before her. Carmen had him sit on the edge of the tub and began spreading the hair removal cream over his legs, arms, chest, and his most intimate areas. Her hands moved with confidence, carefully brushing against his skin.

"You need to be smooth everywhere," she explained as she massaged the cream in. "A maid must have soft skin, ready for lingerie and for service. Imagine how beautiful it will feel when you wear stockings without a single hair ruining the effect."

The sweet scent of the cream filled the air. Penny felt a rush of heat rising, a mix of shame and deep, profound arousal. Carmen spoke softly, describing what the new routine would be like: every morning and every night, she would check to make sure he was perfectly shaved.

After the required time, she had him step into the shower. The warm water washed away the cream and, with it, all the unwanted hair. When he stepped out, his skin was incredibly smooth and sensitive. Carmen dried him with a soft towel, running her hands over every inch.

"Look at how different you look already," she whispered admiringly, turning him toward the mirror. "Your skin glows just like a girl’s."

Then came the time for daily lingerie. Carmen had prepared a discreet but feminine set: black lace panties, a light padded bra, a shaping girdle, and sheer stockings.

"You will wear these under your work clothes," she ordered as she helped him dress. "Every day. That way, you will always remember who you truly are when you're out of the house."

Penny felt the lace cling to his smooth skin, the bra creating a slight shape on his chest, the stockings sliding over his legs with a delicate rustle. It was an alienating and, at the same time, hypnotic feeling.

"Perfect," Carmen approved. "Now, let’s go to the kitchen. It’s time for you to learn your first service."

In the kitchen, Carmen sat at the counter, wearing only a light robe open at the front. Penny, still in lingerie beneath his pants and shirt, prepared breakfast under her watchful guidance: strong coffee just the way she liked it, sliced fresh fruit, yogurt, and toast.

"Serve with grace," Carmen taught him. "Keep your back straight, your movements fluid. A good maid anticipates her mistress’s desires."

Penny set the tray down before her with slightly trembling hands. Carmen took a taste and nodded with satisfaction.

"Very well. From today on, when you are at home, you will call me 'Ma'am' or 'Mistress Carmen.' And I will call you Penny."

After breakfast, they moved to the living room. Carmen stretched out on the sofa and extended a foot.

"Massage me," she ordered gently. "Your hands are soft now, use them well."

Penny knelt on the rug. He took Carmen’s foot in his hands and began to massage it carefully, pressing on the right spots. Her toes were perfectly manicured, her nails lacquered in a deep dark red. As he worked, Carmen spoke in a low, velvet voice.

"You know, I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have someone take care of me completely. You have the money, but I need to be served, desired, satisfied. The way we made love… it was convenient for you, but for me, it was far too little."

Penny blushed, continuing the massage. Carmen went on:

"There are men who know how to give me what I need. Better-endowed men, more assertive men. But you… you can give me something else that is precious: your complete devotion."

The words hit Penny like a caress that was warm and sharp at the same time. He felt the humiliation mingle with a deep excitement, held in check by the lace he wore.

Carmen withdrew her foot and stroked his cheek.

"Tonight, after work, you will come home and put on the full uniform I ordered. I will show you how to clean, how to serve at the table, how to walk with grace. And perhaps, if you are a good girl, I will let you taste something more intimate."

The rest of the day passed in a blur for Penny. At work, he constantly felt the lace against his skin; every movement reminded him of his new condition. When he returned home, he found Carmen waiting for him in the entryway, with a larger box on the table.

"Welcome back, Penny. Strip and come here."

He opened that strange gift. A proper uniform: a classic black maid dress with a white lace apron, puffed sleeves, and a short skirt that reached mid-thigh. He began to change, and she helped him. Finally, Carmen added a short, sleek brunette wig and a pair of mid-heels.

"Walk," she ordered.

Penny took a few uncertain steps. Carmen corrected him: straight posture, small steps, hips swaying slightly.

"Like that. Good girl."

That evening, Penny served dinner in uniform. Carmen ate calmly, watching him as he moved around the room, pouring the wine, clearing the table. Every time he passed by her, Carmen would brush against his apron or give him a light pat on the backside.

After dinner, Carmen made him sit beside her on the sofa.

"You did an excellent job for your first day," she said, caressing his leg over the stockings. "Tomorrow, we will go further. I will teach you how to use your mouth to give me pleasure, without expecting anything in return. Because your pleasure, Penny, will be serving me."

Penny felt his heart pounding. He knew Carmen had other men in her life, men who could satisfy her physically the way she desired. It wasn't just jealousy, but acceptance—a strange, profound surrender.

Carmen kissed his forehead.

"Go draw my bath, little one. And then massage me some more. Your mistress has had a long day."

As Penny filled the tub, scenting it with essential oils, he looked at himself in the mirror. The reflection of a maid in uniform stared back at him.

It was only the beginning, but already he could feel Lenny fading away, making room for Penny.
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The Uniform 

The next morning, Penny woke up before dawn, her heart already in turmoil. The lace lingerie from the night before was still on her, a constant reminder of her new reality. Carmen slept peacefully beside her, her breathing steady, her body relaxed and beautiful. Penny spent a few minutes just watching her, admiring the curve of her hips, her olive skin, and her black hair spread across the pillow. She knew she would soon have to get up and begin the routine.

When Carmen opened her eyes, she smiled immediately. "Good morning, Penny. Today is an important day. The uniform is going to become your second skin."

After the usual meticulous shaving and a shower, Carmen had her put on the full set of lingerie, then led her into the dressing room. Laid out on the bed was a classic maid outfit: a black dress with a white collar and cuffs, a crisp white lace apron, a pleated skirt that reached mid-thigh, sheer black stockings with a back seam, and a pair of black pumps with three-inch heels.

"This is just the beginning," Carmen said as she helped her put it on. "Soon more will arrive—more elegant, and tighter."

The cool fabric glided over Penny’s smooth skin. Carmen tied the apron behind her back, tightening it just enough to accentuate her waist. Then she adjusted the short brunette wig, applied a sweep of soft pink lipstick, and added a touch of mascara.

"Look at yourself," she ordered, turning her toward the full-length mirror.

Penny caught her breath. The reflection looking back was no longer that of a mediocre husband. It was a maid who looked timid yet well-groomed, her legs accentuated by the stockings and heels, the apron swaying with her every movement.

Carmen placed her hands on her shoulders. "From today on, when you are in the house, you will always wear the uniform. No more men's clothes. This is your work attire."

The day turned into a full-blown training session. Carmen followed her through the rooms, correcting her every gesture.

"When you dust, bend your knees slightly, don't curve your back. I want to see grace in every movement."

Penny vacuumed the living room, polished the furniture, and cleaned the windows. Every time she bent over, she felt the skirt ride up her thighs and felt Carmen's eyes on her. Her mistress commented in a warm voice:

"Much better. See how the apron moves? It’s made exactly for that—to draw attention while you work."

Mid-morning, Carmen sat in an armchair and extended a foot. "Rest for a moment and massage me. You've worked well so far."

Penny knelt immediately, gently removing Carmen’s slipper and beginning to work on the tired muscles. As her fingers pressed, Carmen spoke in a confidential tone.

"You know, last night I had dinner with an old friend… a man very different from you. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a direct way about him. We drank wine, laughed, and… other things." She made a deliberately long pause. "It’s nice to have someone who knows how to take me the way I deserve. But it’s even nicer to come home and find you, Penny, ready to serve me on your knees."

The words were like a sweet blade. Penny felt a sting of jealousy mixed with a deep arousal, made even more intense by the lace and the dress she was wearing.

"You like hearing me say it, don't you?" Carmen continued, stroking her hair. "Knowing that while you clean and serve, I am receiving what your body can't give me."

Penny nodded softly, unable to speak. Carmen smiled with satisfaction.

In the afternoon, they moved to the kitchen. Carmen taught her how to brew tea the right way, how to arrange plates elegantly, and how to serve without making a sound.

"A good maid must anticipate. If I am thirsty, you must already be ready with a glass. If I am tired, you must know when to offer me a massage without me asking."

Penny moved through the house with growing naturalness. The clicking of her heels on the marble floor accompanied every step. The apron rustled pleasantly. At one point, Carmen stopped her in the hallway, pressed her against the wall, and slightly lifted her skirt.

"Look at how cute you are under here," she murmured, brushing against the top of the stockings. "Soon we'll add a discreet plug, too, to always remind you of your place."

In the evening, after serving a refined candlelit dinner, Carmen made her sit on the sofa beside her. Penny kept her knees together, her hands resting on her apron.

"You were good today," Carmen said, caressing her thigh. "Very good. Because of that, I am going to grant you a small reward."

She made her kneel between her legs. She slowly parted her silk robe, revealing her already damp, warm intimacy.

"Use your mouth, Penny. Slowly. With devotion. Learn to give me pleasure without thinking about your own."

Penny approached, trembling. Carmen’s scent enveloped her. She began with light kisses, then with her tongue, following her whispered instructions. Carmen leaned her head back, one hand in the maid's hair, guiding her with gentle firmness.

"Like that… good girl. Right there. See how useful you are this way?"

Carmen’s low moans filled the room as she reached her climax, her fingers gripping Penny’s hair. When she finished, she drew her close and kissed her on the forehead, tasting her own flavor on her lips.

"This is your place, Penny. At my feet, serving me. Tomorrow we will start with the mirror and full makeup. I want to see you looking even more feminine."

As Penny cleared the table and prepared the evening bath, she felt lightheaded and confused. The reflection in the kitchen mirror showed a maid with flushed cheeks and glassy eyes. Lenny was farther and farther away.

Carmen, from the tub, called her in a languid voice: "Come here, little one. Get into the water with me and keep massaging me. Your mistress wants to feel pampered."

Penny obeyed, sliding into the tub while still dressed in her uniform, the black fabric getting soaked and clinging to her body. Carmen pulled her against herself, caressing her under the water.

"You are becoming exactly what I need," she whispered, kissing her neck. "My perfect maid."
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The Mirror 

On the morning of the fourth day, Penny appeared in the kitchen already dressed in her full uniform. The black dress hugged her body, the white apron contrasted with the dark fabric, and her heels made a rhythmic sound on the floor. Carmen, sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in her hands, watched her with evident satisfaction.

"Good morning, Penny. Today, we are going to focus on you. I want to see you looking truly feminine."

After the usual shaving and skincare routine, Carmen brought her into the large master bathroom, where she had laid everything out on the counter: foundation, concealer, eyeshadow, eyeliner, lipstick, and a new wig—longer and softer, in a warm brunette shade with golden highlights.

"Sit down," she ordered in a calm voice.

Penny took her place on the stool in front of the lighted vanity mirror. Carmen began to work with expert movements. First, she applied foundation, evening out her complexion, then defined her cheekbones with a touch of contouring. Her lashes were lengthened with mascara, and her eyes were underlined with a thin stroke of eyeliner. Finally, she applied a glossy pink lipstick to her lips.

"Look at how your features change," Carmen murmured as she adjusted the new wig, pinning it carefully in place. The longer hair framed her face, softening it.

When Carmen took a step back, Penny slowly raised her eyes to the mirror.

She froze. The person staring back at her had almost nothing left of Lenny. It was a young, timid woman with large eyes and soft lips, dressed as a maid. Her shoulders looked narrow, her waist was accentuated by the dress's bodice, and her legs were encased in black stockings.

"Do you recognize yourself?" Carmen asked softly, placing her hands on her shoulders.

Penny shook her head. A lump formed in her throat. "No… not anymore."

Carmen smiled, but without cruelty. "Good. That’s exactly the point. Lenny is disappearing. Penny is taking his place."

They then moved on to the practical training. Carmen had her put on a pair of higher heels—five inches, with an ankle strap.

"Walk," she said, pointing down the long hallway.

Penny took her first uncertain steps, swaying dangerously. Carmen followed her, correcting her patiently.

"Point your toes forward, take small, close steps. Let your hips sway slightly, too. Imagine you're balancing a book on your head."

They repeated the exercise for nearly an hour. Every so often, Carmen would stop her, adjust her posture, make her keep her back straight, her chin high, and her hands relaxed at her sides or clasped in front of her apron.

"Like that. Much better. A maid must move with elegance, even when carrying heavy trays."

In the afternoon, Carmen tested her with more complex tasks: serving tea with a tray, folding the laundry, and dusting the high shelves. Every movement was watched and corrected. When Penny made a mistake, Carmen didn't raise her voice; instead, she used a firm tone that made her blush.

At one point, while Penny was on her knees polishing the living room floor, Carmen sat on the sofa and called her over.

"Come here."

Penny crawled over to her feet. Carmen lifted her chin with two fingers.

"Tell me what you feel when you look at yourself in the mirror."

Penny hesitated, then answered in a low voice: "Shame… and a warm feeling. As if a part of me had always been waiting for this."

Carmen nodded, stroking her cheek. "Exactly. And I like that part of you very much. You know, yesterday afternoon I saw that friend again. It was… intense. He took me forcefully, just the way I like it. When I came home, I was still filled with his energy."

Penny felt a pang in her stomach, but also a treacherous excitement between her legs, held in check by the shapewear she was wearing.

Carmen continued: "You, on the other hand, are here to give me a different kind of pleasure. The pleasure of complete devotion."

She made her stand up and brought her back in front of the large bedroom mirror. She stood behind her, hands on her hips.

"Watch yourself while I touch you."

Carmen’s fingers slid under the skirt, brushing against the lace of her panties. Penny trembled, her eyes fixed on her own made-up reflection.

"See how cute you look when you blush? How made you are to serve?"

Carmen guided her back down to her knees. This time, she was more demanding. She lifted her dress and drew Penny’s face against herself, teaching her with precise whispers how to move, how to breathe, and how to prolong the pleasure.

Carmen’s moans filled the room. When she reached her orgasm, she held Penny’s head pressed against her, trembling slightly.

Afterward, she drew her onto the bed and held her close, Penny still dressed in her maid uniform.

"You’re doing well," she murmured, kissing her forehead. "But tomorrow, I want more. I want you to fully understand that your body is no longer meant to take me like you used to. It is only meant to serve me."

That evening, while preparing Carmen’s bath, Penny stopped in front of the mirror once again. She ran a hand over her made-up face, brushed the synthetic hair, and smoothed down her apron. The identity crisis was deep, almost painful, yet she couldn't imagine going back.

Carmen called out from the tub in a languid voice: "Penny, come here. Get in with me and keep taking care of your mistress."

Penny obeyed. She slid into the warm water with her uniform still on, the wet fabric soaking through and clinging to her body. Carmen pulled her close, caressing her back.

"Soon, the contract will arrive," she whispered. "And then there will be no more doubts about who you are."

As she massaged her shoulders, Penny realized she was slipping deeper and deeper into this new role. And as frightening as it was, a part of her wanted it.
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The Guests' Evening 

On the morning of the fifth day, Carmen entered the kitchen while Penny was preparing breakfast. She wore a champagne-colored silk robe that offered a glimpse of her generous curves. She approached from behind and placed her hands on Penny’s hips, lightly squeezing the apron.

"We have a guest tonight," she announced in a calm but firm voice. "My friend Sofia. She is someone I trust, and she knows how to be discreet. You will serve at the table properly. No mistakes, no hesitations. Understood, Penny?"

Penny felt a shiver run down her spine. Up to this point, the transformation had remained within the walls of their home, a secret between her and Carmen. The idea of being seen by another person filled her with a mixture of terror and deep excitement.

"Yes, Mistress Carmen," she answered in a low voice, keeping her eyes cast down just as she had been taught.

Carmen lifted her chin with two fingers. "Good girl. I want you to be perfect. Today, we are going to spend the afternoon preparing you."

The rest of the day passed with service rehearsals, posture corrections, and minor makeup touch-ups. Carmen chose a slightly different uniform for her: the same black dress, but with a shorter, fluffier apron, stockings with a more prominent back seam, and four-inch heels. She reapplied her makeup with greater care, accentuating her eyes and lips.

When evening arrived, the doorbell rang at eight o'clock sharp. Her heart pounding hard, Penny went to open the door, keeping her gaze lowered.

Sofia was an elegant woman in her early forties, with auburn hair, a slender build, and a confident smile. She wore an emerald green dress that draped gracefully over her. She stepped inside and observed Penny for a few seconds, then looked at Carmen with an arched eyebrow.

"So it’s true," she said in an amused tone. "You really turned your husband into a maid."

Carmen laughed softly, welcoming her friend with two kisses on the cheeks. "Meet Penny. My personal maid. Penny, greet Ms. Sofia properly."

Penny made a small curtsy, keeping her hands clasped in front of her apron. "Good evening, Ms. Sofia. It is a pleasure to serve you."

Sofia studied her with open curiosity. "Incredible. You look truly convincing. Compliments, Carmen. You have good taste."

The two women settled into the living room while Penny served the aperitif: chilled prosecco, refined canapés, and olives. She moved with all the grace she had learned, trying to ignore the glances the two friends were casting her way.

During dinner, Penny cleared the table and brought out the dishes with fluid movements. Carmen and Sofia spoke freely, as if she weren't present—or almost.

"You know," Carmen said, sipping her wine, "at first I thought it was just a game. But Penny is turning out to be far more useful than I imagined. She is attentive, obedient, and… extremely motivated."

Sofia glanced at Penny, who was pouring the water. "And tell me, Penny, do you like your new role? Or is it just to please your mistress?"

Penny blushed furiously beneath her makeup. "I… I like serving Mistress Carmen," she replied in a low but clear voice.

Sofia smiled. "What a polite answer. You really are well-trained."

The conversation shifted to more intimate topics. The two women talked about men, recent encounters, and desires. Carmen hid nothing in front of Penny.

"The day before yesterday, I saw that man I told you about again," Carmen recounted in a languid tone. "The one with the broad shoulders and the enviable stamina. It was… rejuvenating."

Sofia laughed. "I can imagine. While your good little wife in an apron is waiting for you at home."

Penny felt every word like a warm, humiliating caress. While serving dessert, Carmen deliberately brushed against her apron, making her pause for an instant.

"Penny, show Ms. Sofia how cute you look when you blush."

Penny stood frozen, tray in hand, her cheeks on fire. Sofia watched her with growing interest.

After dinner, the two women moved to the sofa. Carmen ordered Penny to bring the liqueur and then to kneel beside them.

"Massage my feet," Carmen said. "And then Sofia’s, if she asks you to."

Penny obeyed. As she worked on Carmen’s feet, she heard the two women chatting above her as if she were a piece of furniture. At one point, Sofia extended her foot.

"Let’s see how good you are."

Penny moved on to massage her as well, using the same careful attention. Sofia let out a sigh of pleasure.

"Carmen, you are a lucky woman. I pay a professional masseuse, and she is never this devoted."

Later, when Sofia stood up to leave, she cast one last look at Penny.

"Thank you for the service, Penny. You were impeccable." Then, turning to Carmen: "Call me whenever you want to do this again. I really enjoyed the show."

Once the door was closed, Carmen drew Penny close and kissed her intensely, pressing her against the hallway wall.

"You were perfect tonight," she murmured against her lips. "Did you see how Sofia looked at you? How I looked at you? Everyone can see what you’ve become."

Penny was trembling. The humiliation of the evening had ignited a fire inside her that was hard to put out.

Carmen lifted her skirt and slipped a hand under the lace.

"You’re wet, little one. You liked being seen, didn't you?"

She didn't wait for an answer. She guided her into the bedroom, made her lie down on the bed still in her uniform, and got on top of her. That night, Carmen took her pleasure using Penny’s body in new ways: making her use only her mouth and hands while she moved on top, controlling everything.

When Carmen reached her orgasm, moaning loudly, she gripped Penny’s hair between her fingers.

"This is your place," she whispered as she caught her breath. "Serving me… and, when I decide, serving whoever I choose to let into this house."

Penny, exhausted and with her makeup slightly smudged, nodded slowly. The evening with Sofia had marked another boundary crossed. It was no longer just a private game. It was becoming her new life.

As she prepared the nightly bath for her mistress, she looked at herself in the mirror. The maid staring back at her had glassy eyes, but also a strange light of acceptance.
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The Contract 

The morning after the evening with Sofia, Penny woke up with her body still marked by the fatigue and excitement of the previous night. The uniform was neatly folded on the chair, ready to be worn. Carmen was already up, sitting at the small desk in the bedroom with a document in front of her and a fountain pen.

"Good morning, Penny. Today is a special day," she said without immediately looking up. "You served well last night. Now it’s time to make everything official."

After the usual routine of shaving, showering, and light makeup, Carmen had her dress in the full uniform, including the longer wig. Then she led her into the study. Placed on the large, dark wood table was an elegant, carefully printed sheet of paper.

"Sit down," Carmen ordered.

Penny obeyed, keeping her knees together and her hands on her apron. Carmen handed her the document.

"Read carefully. It is our contract. From this day forward, everything you do will be governed by these rules."

Penny began to read in silence. The clauses were written in a formal yet clear language:

	Penny relinquishes her masculine name in the house and in the presence of persons authorized by Carmen. 

	She will exclusively wear feminine attire chosen by the Mistress. 

	She will take care of all domestic chores, Carmen's personal care, and her every desire. 

	Her own physical pleasure will be entirely subordinate to the service and consent of the Mistress. 

	She accepts the use of chastity devices to reinforce her devotion. 

	She cannot refuse any reasonable order, including the occasional presence of guests. 

	Any violation will be punished at the discretion of the Mistress. 



Penny felt her breath grow shorter as she reached the clause about chastity. Carmen noticed her hesitation and smiled.

"Exactly. Starting today, you will wear a cage. Not because I want to deprive you of pleasure, but because I want your pleasure to come only from serving me. I no longer need your body for traditional sex. I need it for your complete submission."

Carmen opened a drawer and pulled out a small, transparent cage made of soft silicone, complete with a tiny padlock. She showed it to Penny without any rush.

"This will be your new daily companion. I will put it on you myself."

Penny blushed deeply, but she did not protest. She stood up, lifted her skirt, and lowered her lingerie just as she had been taught. Carmen worked with precise, delicate movements, locking the cage around her intimacy. The click of the padlock resonated in the room like a definitive seal.

"Good girl," Carmen murmured, kissing her forehead. "Now sign."

With a slightly trembling hand, Penny took the pen and wrote the signature: Penny. Underneath, Carmen signed her own name, then added the date.

"This contract is valid until I decide otherwise," she said, placing the document inside a leather folder. "You may read it whenever you want to remind yourself of your place."

The rest of the day was dedicated to her new responsibilities. Carmen showed her a detailed list: precise schedules for cleaning, wardrobe care, meal preparation according to her preferences, and a daily journal in which Penny was to log her thoughts and feelings.

In the afternoon, while Penny was carefully ironing Carmen’s blouses, her mistress approached from behind and caressed her back.

"Do you know why I am doing all this?" she whispered in her ear. "Because you have the money, and I want the life I deserve. A life where I am served, satisfied, and free. You, on the other hand, have always wanted this, even if you wouldn't completely admit it."

Penny nodded, continuing to move the iron with precise strokes. The cage constantly reminded her of her condition with every movement.

In the evening, Carmen made her kneel in the study. She had prepared a small ceremony. She read some clauses of the contract aloud, while Penny repeated after her:

"I, Penny, pledge to serve my Mistress Carmen with total devotion." "My body, my time, and my will belong to her."

When she finished, Carmen drew her between her legs. She lifted her dress and guided Penny’s mouth with her usual sweet firmness. This time, it was more prolonged, more demanding. Carmen thoroughly enjoyed the absolute control, knowing that Penny could not seek pleasure for herself.

Her mistress’s moans filled the study as she reached her climax, holding Penny’s face pressed against her. When she finished, she caressed her with tenderness.

"See? You don't need anything else. Your pleasure is mine."

Later, while preparing Carmen’s bath, Penny stopped in front of the hallway mirror. The cage, hidden beneath the lace and the dress, was a constant but strangely reassuring weight. Lenny already felt like a distant memory.

Carmen, soaked in the scented tub, called out to her in a languid voice.

"Get in, little one. Massage my shoulders and tell me how you feel after signing."

Penny stepped into the water while still in her uniform, the black fabric getting soaked and clinging to her body. She positioned herself behind her and began to massage with expert hands.

"I feel… frightened and free at the same time," she confessed in a low voice. "As if I’ve finally stopped pretending."

Carmen leaned her head back, closing her eyes with a satisfied smile.

"Good. Tomorrow you will truly begin living as my full-time maid. We will reduce your outings, and when you do go out, it will only be for necessary errands, always with feminine lingerie beneath your clothes. And soon, I will introduce you to one of my friends. I want you to serve him at the table while I let myself be spoiled."

Penny felt another wave of sweet humiliation mingle with her pent-up excitement. The cage made everything more intense.

Carmen turned around in the water and kissed her on the lips—a long, possessive kiss.

"You made the right choice by signing, Penny. Now you are truly mine."

That night, while Carmen slept peacefully, Penny lay awake staring at the ceiling. The contract was signed. There was no going back. And as much as it terrified her, a deep part of her no longer wanted to go back.
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The Mistress's Pleasure 

On the morning of the seventh day, Penny appeared in Carmen’s bedroom already perfectly dressed. The black uniform hugged her body with a by-now consolidated familiarity, her white apron was immaculate, and her makeup was light yet well-groomed. The small silicone cage beneath her lingerie reminded her with every step of the contract signed the day before.

Carmen was still in bed, propped up against the pillows, her black hair spread across her shoulders. She looked at her with a slow, satisfied smile.

"Good morning, Penny. Today you won't have many domestic chores. Today your only task will be to dedicate yourself completely to my pleasure."

Penny felt her heart accelerate. She bowed her head slightly.

"As you wish, Mistress Carmen."

After breakfast was served in bed with extreme care, Carmen had her strip out of her uniform, leaving her only in her lingerie, stockings, and wig. She led her into the bedroom and lay down comfortably.

"Kneel," she ordered in a low, warm voice.

Penny obeyed, positioning herself at the foot of the bed. Carmen slowly parted her silk robe, revealing her shapely legs and olive skin.

"Start with the feet. With your mouth and your hands. I want to feel your devotion."

Penny leaned down and began to kiss Carmen’s toes, one by one, with reverent slowness. Her hands massaged her ankles, moving up along her calves with light yet firm strokes. Carmen let out a sigh of pleasure, leaning her head back.

"Good girl. Keep moving up. Remember that your pleasure doesn't count today. Only mine."

Penny’s lips moved up along her smooth thighs, brushing against the skin with delicate kisses and her tongue. Carmen’s natural scent enveloped her, making the cage feel tighter and more uncomfortable by the moment. When she reached the inner thighs, Carmen placed a hand on her head, guiding her with sweet firmness.

"Now focus here," she whispered. "Use your tongue just like I taught you. Slowly, with patience."

Penny obeyed. Her mouth dedicated itself entirely to the center of Carmen’s pleasure, alternating between slow and firmer movements according to the signals from her body. Carmen began to breathe more deeply, her fingers gripping the maid’s hair.

"Like that… exactly. Don't stop. You were made for this."

Carmen’s moans filled the room, low and sensual. Every so often she gave her precise instructions: faster, lighter, deeper. Penny lost herself in that service, forgetting everything else. The cage throbbed uselessly, reminding her of her new condition.

Carmen reached her first orgasm with a long, trembling sigh, squeezing her thighs around Penny’s face. She didn't let her go right away. She held her there, stroking her head as she caught her breath.

"Very well, little one. But we aren't finished."

She made her lie on the bed and got on top of her, straddling her face. From that position, she completely controlled the rhythm. She moved with sensual grace, using Penny’s mouth for her own enjoyment. Her hands gripped the headboard, her hips swaying with increasing intensity.

"See how useful you are this way?" she murmured between breaths. "While you serve me with your mouth, I can think about real men who take me the way I deserve. Men who fill what you can no longer touch."

The words hit Penny deeply, increasing her frustrated excitement. And yet, she did not stop for even a single second. Her tongue and lips continued to work with absolute dedication.

Carmen came a second time, harder, trembling on top of her. Then she slid to the side and drew Penny into her arms, kissing her on the mouth and tasting her own flavor on her lips.

"You were perfect," she whispered, caressing her back. "Can you feel how wet you are in your cage? This is your new pleasure: serving me until you make me shake."

For the rest of the day, Carmen kept her close. Penny prepared a scented bath and massaged her with essential oils, paying particular attention to her most sensitive spots. Every so often, Carmen would make her kneel again for brief sessions of oral pleasure, teaching her new nuances, new ways to prolong the anticipation.

In the late afternoon, while they were on the sofa, Carmen caressed her leg over the stockings.

"You know, one of my friends is coming to visit me in a few days. I want you to serve him at the table, perfectly dressed. And while the two of us relax in the living room, you will wait on your knees outside the door, ready to bring drinks or massage our feet whenever we ask."

Penny blushed, but nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

Carmen smiled and kissed her on the forehead. "Your jealousy turns me on. Knowing that while he gives me what you cannot, you are right there, serving with humility."

In the evening, after serving dinner, Carmen brought her back to the bedroom. This time she lay down completely naked and had Penny lie beside her, still in her lingerie.

"Tonight I want to sleep feeling you close. But first… one last time."

She guided Penny’s head between her legs once more. The service was slower, more intimate. Carmen enjoyed every single moment, day by day, prolonging it until she shook for the third time. When she finished, she held Penny close, stroking her hair.

"Do you understand what your real role is now?" she murmured in a sleepy voice. "You are no longer my husband. You are my personal maid, my devoted toy, my constant source of pleasure."

Penny nodded against her chest. The cage, the makeup, the sweat-drenched uniform, and the taste of Carmen on her lips gave her a strange sense of peace.

As Carmen drifted off to sleep, Penny stayed awake a little longer, listening to her even breathing. The transformation was by now profound. There was no more room for Lenny. Only Penny, Carmen’s sissy maid.

And as humiliating as it was, it was exactly where she wanted to be.
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The Jealousy 

On the morning of the eighth day, Penny woke up with a strange sense of unease. The silicone cage had become a part of her, a constant reminder of her condition. She prepared herself with care, putting on the black uniform, adjusting the wig, and touchup up her makeup in front of the mirror. Carmen watched her from the bathroom doorway, already dressed in an elegant cream-colored dress that accentuated her figure.

"A special guest is coming today," Carmen announced in a casual tone. "His name is Diego. A man I’ve been seeing for a few months. You will serve both of us at dinner. With the utmost discretion and grace. I don't want you to look him in the eye unless I order you to. Clear?"

Penny felt a tightening in her stomach. Up to this point, she had only heard hints about Carmen’s other men. Now, that reality was about to walk through the front door.

"Yes, Mistress Carmen," she replied in a submissive voice.

The afternoon passed in a state of growing tension. Penny polished the silverware, prepared a refined dinner of fish and white wine, and arranged fresh flowers on the table. Carmen followed her with her gaze, correcting minor details.

When the doorbell rang, Penny went to answer it. Diego was a tall man in his mid-forties, with broad shoulders, tanned skin, and a confident smile. He wore a dark shirt that emphasized his athletic build.

"Good evening," Penny said, making a small curtsy, her eyes downcast. "Mistress Carmen is expecting you."

Diego observed her for a moment, intrigued, then smiled. "So you're the famous Penny. Interesting."

Carmen welcomed Diego with a long, passionate kiss in the entryway, right before Penny’s eyes. Then they moved to the dining room. Penny served the appetizers and poured the wine, moving silently like a shadow. Every time she passed near them, she heard their complicit laughter and the low tones of their conversation.

During dinner, Carmen and Diego spoke openly, as if Penny were just a piece of the decor.

"You really have turned your husband into a perfect maid," Diego commented, sipping his wine. "I must admit, it's fascinating."

Carmen placed a hand on his arm. "Penny is very devoted. She knows her place. Don't you, little one?"

Penny, who was serving the main course, nodded without looking up. "Yes, Mistress."

Jealousy burned inside her as she watched Diego’s hands brush against Carmen’s arm, their complicit glances, their intimate laughter. She knew he could give her what she could no longer offer. Size mattered to Carmen, and Diego represented exactly what had been missing in their previous life.

After dinner, Carmen ordered Penny to clear the table and bring the liqueur into the living room. Then, in a calm voice:

"Now you will wait on your knees outside the living room door. If we need you, we will call."

Penny obeyed. She knelt in the hallway, her back straight and her hands on her apron. From there, she could hear everything: the lowering voices, the sighs, the rustle of clothes slipping off, Carmen’s muffled moans. Every sound was a sweet, painful stab. She imagined Diego’s strong hands on her wife’s body, the forceful way he took her, filling her in a way she herself had never been able to do.

Carmen’s moans grew more intense. Penny clenched her hands against her apron, the cage throbbing uselessly. The jealousy mingled with a deep, frustrated excitement.

After a time that felt like an eternity, Carmen called out to her, her voice still raspy with pleasure.

"Penny, bring two glasses of cold water."

Penny walked in, keeping her eyes lowered. Diego was sitting on the sofa, relaxed, his shirt open. Carmen was beside him, her hair disheveled and a look of profound satisfaction on her face. Penny set the glasses on the coffee table without saying a word.

"Good girl," Carmen murmured, caressing her cheek. "You heard everything, didn't you? Diego knows exactly how to take me. It was… intense."

Diego smiled, watching Penny with curiosity. "You are a very obedient maid."

When Diego left, after one last passionate kiss with Carmen at the door, her mistress drew Penny into the bedroom. She made her kneel at the foot of the bed.

"Undress me," she ordered.

Penny obeyed, removing Carmen’s dress with trembling hands. Her body still bore the faint marks of the encounter: flushes on the skin, a light masculine scent mixed with her own.

Carmen lay back and pulled Penny between her legs.

"Now clean me with your mouth. Lick away everything that's left. I want you to taste what it means to be replaced."

Penny trembled, but she obeyed. Her tongue worked with humiliating devotion, gathering the remnants of Diego’s pleasure from Carmen’s body. Her mistress’s moans began anew, more intense precisely because of the humiliation she was inflicting.

"Tell me what you feel," Carmen ordered between breaths.

"Jealousy… and a desire to serve you even more, Mistress," Penny replied in a cracking voice, without stopping.

Carmen came powerfully, squeezing her thighs around Penny’s face. Then she pulled her up onto herself and kissed her deeply, tasting everything on her lips.

"This is your reality now," she whispered. "I will have the men I want. You will have the privilege of serving me afterward. And you will like it more and more."

That night, Carmen held her close, caressing her as she drifted off to sleep. Penny lay awake for a long time, the taste of Carmen and Diego still on her tongue, the cage tight, and her heart full of conflicting emotions.

The jealousy hadn't destroyed her. On the contrary, it had bound her even more deeply to her role. Lenny was now nothing but a distant memory. Penny, the devoted maid, was learning to accept every aspect of her new life.
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The Perfect Maid 

The weeks following the contract slipped into a precise, enveloping routine. Penny barely left the house anymore, except for strictly necessary errands, and always wore feminine lingerie beneath the men's clothes that by now felt completely alien to her. She spent the vast majority of her time in uniform: the black dress had become her second skin, the white apron a constant symbol of service.

The morning always began the exact same way. She woke up before Carmen, shaved with meticulous care, put on her lingerie, stockings, and full uniform, applied her makeup with a by-now expert hand, and prepared breakfast. When Carmen woke up, she found the tray on her bed, the coffee hot exactly the way she liked it, and Penny on her knees beside the mattress, ready to massage her feet.

"Good morning, Mistress," she said every morning, her voice growing increasingly soft, almost feminine.

Carmen smiled, caressing her cheek. "Good morning, my perfect maid."

During the day, Penny took care of every aspect of the house. She cleaned, ironed, organized Carmen's wardrobe, tended to the indoor garden, and prepared refined meals. Her movements had become fluid, her steps in heels natural, her back always straight. The chastity cage, worn now for weeks, had transformed her body: her skin was more sensitive, her hips seemed slightly softer due to the controlled diet imposed by Carmen and the absence of masculine stimuli.

One afternoon, while Penny was polishing the silverware in the dining room, Carmen walked in carrying an elegant package.

"Come here. I have a surprise for you."

Penny approached obediently. Carmen opened the box and pulled out two medium-sized silicone breast forms, realistic to the touch.

"You will wear these inside your bra from now on. I want to see you with a more feminine décolletage. They will also help your posture."

Penny blushed, but offered no resistance. Carmen applied them carefully, adjusting them inside the padded bra. When Penny looked at herself in the mirror, the change was striking: her chest filled out the uniform much better, creating a far more convincing silhouette.

"You look much cuter like this," Carmen approved. "And in a few months, if you continue to be a good girl, we'll look into something a bit more permanent."

The mental transformation was even deeper. Lenny now appeared as a distant, almost surreal memory. Penny thought only in terms of service: anticipating Carmen’s desires, keeping the house immaculate, and accepting every humiliation as a gift. Whenever Carmen received one of her lovers, Penny prepared the bedroom, served the drinks, and then waited on her knees in the hallway or the next room, listening to everything. The jealousy had not disappeared, but it had morphed into a form of devoted arousal.

One evening, Carmen returned from a particularly intense date. Her hair was disheveled, and a faint flush colored her cheeks. Penny welcomed her in the entryway with a curtsy.

"Welcome back, Mistress. I will draw your bath right away."

Carmen stopped her, pulling her close. "Clean me first. With your mouth, as always."

On her knees in the bathroom, Penny slowly removed her clothes and dedicated her tongue to every trace left by the other man. Carmen moaned softly, running her fingers through the maid's hair.

"You've become so good at this," she whispered. "A true sissy maid. Your body has adapted perfectly. Look at how you move your hips now, how you hold your hands, how you speak. Lenny has completely vanished."

Penny continued her task with devotion, feeling the forms on her chest pressing against Carmen’s thighs. After making her come with her mouth, she helped her into the tub and massaged her with scented oils.

As her hands glided over the olive skin, Carmen spoke in a relaxed voice.

"Soon I’m going to sell some of your properties to make this house even more beautiful. You won't be needing them anyway. Your life is here, serving me. And I will have the freedom I deserve."

Penny nodded. "Whatever you desire, Mistress."

The physical changes continued. Carmen had enforced specific exercises for her glutes and posture. Her waist had been narrowed even further with a light corset during the day. Penny’s voice, trained through daily exercises, had lost most of its masculine tone. When she spoke on the phone for deliveries, she used a neutral, polite pitch.

One morning, while she was serving the coffee, Carmen observed her for a long time.

"Turn around."

Penny obeyed, executing a small pirouette. The dress swayed, revealing her legs shapely from the stockings and her backside rounded from the exercises.

"Perfect," Carmen murmured. "Come here."

She had her sit on her lap, something that rarely happened. Penny remained stiff, her hands folded over her apron.

"Tell me what you feel inside right now," Carmen asked, caressing her thigh.

Penny hesitated for only a fraction of a second. "Peace, Mistress. And gratitude. Serving you has become the center of everything. I can no longer imagine another life."

Carmen smiled and kissed her neck. "Good. Because this is your life now. Tomorrow a new dress will arrive, more elegant, for special occasions. And soon we will host a small dinner with Sofia and Diego. You will serve all three of us."

Penny felt a shiver, but she nodded serenely. The prospect no longer frightened her. In fact, it excited her within her chastity cage.

In the afternoon, while ironing Carmen’s lingerie, she stopped in front of the hallway mirror. The figure she saw was that of an attractive maid, with a pronounced décolletage, a narrow waist, slender legs, and a serene expression. She ran a hand over her apron and adjusted a strand of her wig.

"Penny," she whispered to herself. The name now sounded completely natural.

That evening, after serving dinner and massaging Carmen until she drifted off to sleep satisfied, Penny remained on her knees beside the bed for a few minutes, watching her sleep. The woman she had married for money had taken everything: her virility, her freedom, her identity. And in exchange, she had given her a clear, profound purpose.

She stood up softly, smoothed down her uniform, and went to finish the final chores of the day. The house was silent, perfect, ready for another day of service.

The perfect maid had found her place.
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Total Surrender 

The house was immersed in an elegant atmosphere charged with anticipation. Penny had prepared everything with care: the table set for three, scented candles, a refined menu, and the new uniform Carmen had given her. The shiny black dress hugged her body, paired with a more elaborate lace apron and a slightly shorter skirt that highlighted her hips and her backside, which had been rounded from the exercises.

Carmen watched her with satisfaction. "Sofia and Diego will be here tonight. You will serve at the table with perfection. Then, when I tell you to, you will follow us into the bedroom. You will witness everything. On your knees, in silence."

Penny felt a deep shiver, but she nodded. "Yes, Mistress Carmen."

When the guests arrived, Penny opened the door with an impeccable curtsy. Sofia, elegant in a dark red dress, smiled upon seeing her. Diego, tall and confident, cast an amused look her way. Carmen welcomed them both with warm kisses.

At dinner, Penny moved with silent grace, pouring wine, serving dishes, and clearing the table. The conversations were intimate and uninhibited. Sofia and Carmen spoke openly about their lovers, while Diego watched Penny with growing interest.

"You really have done an excellent job," Sofia commented, caressing Carmen’s arm. "Penny has become a delightful maid."

After dinner, Carmen gave the order: "Come to the bedroom. Penny, you come with us."

Inside the bedroom, Carmen pointed to the corner beside the bed. "Kneel right there. Eyes open. Do not speak."

Penny obeyed, settling into position with her hands on her apron. Sofia and Diego undressed along with Carmen. The three bodies intertwined on the large bed. Penny witnessed every detail: Diego’s hands on Carmen’s body, the passionate kisses, the moans filling the room as he took her forcefully and decisively. Sofia joined in the play, kissing Carmen and touching her.

Carmen, her breath coming in pants, looked toward Penny.

"See, little one? This is what I need… something big, something powerful, that truly fills me."

Then, between moans, she turned to Sofia: "Look at her backside. It’s become so feminine, so round. Soon, certain pleasures could become hers, too. Imagine Diego or someone else taking her right there… while we watch."

Sofia laughed softly, aroused, and looked at Penny. "You're right. It would be beautiful to watch her moan like a real girl."

Carmen reached her orgasm with a muffled cry, followed shortly after by Sofia. Diego finished inside Carmen with a deep groan. When the three separated, Carmen gestured to Penny.

"Come here. Clean us."

Penny approached on all fours. First, she dedicated herself to Carmen, devoutly licking away every trace of pleasure. Then she moved on to Sofia, who opened her legs for her with a lazy smile.

"Good girl, Penny. Use that tongue well," Sofia murmured, stroking her hair. "You really are a useful little maid."

Finally, it was Diego’s turn. Penny, humiliated yet obedient, approached his still-glistening intimacy. As she began to clean him with her mouth, a clear, involuntary fluid leaked from Penny's cage, slightly staining the floor—a small, treacherous leak caused by extreme arousal.

Diego laughed first. Then Sofia and Carmen joined in, a warm and amused laughter.

"Oh look," Sofia exclaimed mockingly. "Our maid got a little too excited."

Carmen smiled, stroking Penny’s head. "Poor little thing. You can't help it, can you? Your body only reacts this way now."

Penny continued her task with her cheeks on fire, without saying a word. The laughter of the others humiliated her deeply, yet she couldn't halt the excitement.

When she finished, Carmen drew her onto the bed beside them. Sofia and Diego had relaxed against the pillows, while Carmen held Penny in her arms.

"You saw and heard everything tonight," Carmen whispered to her. "You cleaned up our pleasures. And you understand that there is no turning back. Tell me what you feel."

Penny answered in a low, trembling voice: "Total acceptance, Mistress. I am Penny. Your maid. Your property. And… I desire what you said earlier. I desire to be taken like a woman, if it brings you pleasure."

Sofia smiled and caressed her thigh. "It will be beautiful to watch you while it happens."

Carmen kissed Penny on the forehead, then on the lips. "This is just the beginning of a deeper journey. Tomorrow we will sign a new agreement. Your body will become even more feminine. And one day, I will give you those pleasures you deserve for your absolute devotion."

Diego and Sofia left shortly after, leaving Carmen and Penny alone. Carmen held the maid close to her all night, caressing her hips and backside.

The following morning, Penny prepared breakfast as always. In front of the kitchen mirror, she saw her figure: a pronounced décolletage, a narrow waist, soft hips, and a serene expression. She ran a hand over her apron.

"Penny," she whispered. The name belonged to her completely.

Carmen walked in, hugged her from behind, and kissed her neck.

"Ready for the new chapter, my perfect maid?"

"Yes, Mistress Carmen. Ready."

The transformation was total. And yet, the words of Carmen and Sofia opened the door to new horizons: more femininity, more humiliation, deeper dedication. Penny’s story was only just beginning.
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Advice from a Friend 

The days following the evening with Diego and Sofia passed in an even more intense routine. Penny woke up every morning with the sensation of the small plug Carmen had inserted into her the night before—a constant reminder of the promise she had made. The chastity cage and her increasingly sensitive backside made her move with a new, almost feminine delicateness.

That morning, while serving breakfast in bed, Carmen watched her with a thoughtful expression.

"Penny, sit down here for a moment," she said, pointing to the edge of the bed.

Penny obeyed, carefully smoothing the skirt of her uniform over her knees. Carmen caressed her thigh over her stockings.

"I want to talk to you about what happened the other night… when you were cleaning Diego with your mouth." She paused, locking eyes with her. "Fluid came out of your cage. Without anyone touching you. Explain to me what you felt."

Penny blushed furiously, lowering her gaze to her apron. Her hands trembled slightly.

"I… I don't know exactly, Mistress," she replied in a low voice. "It was humiliating. Feeling so aroused while I was licking… while I was tasting another man's pleasure. My body reacted on its own. I couldn't control it. It deeply disturbed me because I didn't understand why it was happening to me. I should feel nothing but humiliated… yet a part of me got even more excited. As if my body is accepting something that my mind still struggles to comprehend."

Carmen smiled, satisfied with her honesty.

"Good. That’s a good sign. It means you are truly changing." She brushed her hand against her cheek. "Sofia is coming over today. I want her to see you and give me some advice on how to feminize you even better. I want to do things the right way."

In the afternoon Sofia arrived, elegant as always in a black pantsuit that highlighted her curves. The two women settled into the living room while Penny served tea and pastries with her usual silent grace.

After a few minutes of light small talk, Carmen got straight to the point.

"Sofia, I need your advice. Penny is progressing well, but I want to accelerate her feminization. What do you suggest?"

Sofia cast a long, evaluative look at Penny, who was standing beside them with her hands clasped over her apron, her eyes downcast.

"First of all, plugs," she answered without hesitation. "Increasing sizes, every day, for several hours. Then the strap-on. It's the only way to truly make her understand her new role." She paused, studying Penny's backside beneath her skirt. "Look at how she holds her hips when she walks. Even now she moves well. With the right training, she’ll become perfect."

Carmen nodded, pleased. "And do you have experience with this?"

Sofia smiled with a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Quite a bit. I’ve trained a couple of boys in the past. You know what I learned? That the body responds much sooner than the mind. You just have to give it the right amount of time."

Carmen turned toward Penny with a smile that promised nothing easy. "Did you hear that? Go fetch the plug set and the medium black strap-on. Then take off your uniform. Stay only in your lingerie and stockings."

Penny obeyed, her legs slightly trembling. When she returned and placed everything on the low coffee table, the two women watched her with the satisfied air of people about to begin something enjoyable.

Carmen selected a medium-sized plug and lubricated it with slow, deliberate movements, keeping her eyes on Penny as she prepared it.

"Kneel on the sofa," she ordered. "Backside facing us. Lean your hands against the backrest."

Penny positioned herself, her heart pounding hard, as she slightly lifted her lingerie. Carmen inserted the plug calmly, without rushing, observing every reaction.

"Look at how she contracts," Sofia commented, leaning in closer to get a better look, her voice warm and amused. "She's still so tight. Delightful."

"I know," Carmen replied in a satisfied tone, completing the insertion with a small, firm push. "But she learns quickly. Every day she improves."

Penny caught a moan, clenching her hands on the back of the sofa.

Sofia straightened up and looked at Carmen with a smile. "Do you want me to start? That way you can see how it's done from the beginning."

"Exactly. That’s why I called you."

Sofia removed her pants with natural gestures, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. She put on the strap-on with expert practicality, fastening the straps securely. The black dildo swayed realistically in front of her. She stepped up behind Penny, placing a hand on her hips.

"Relax, little one," she said in a calm voice. "Breathe slowly. Your body already knows what to do, even if your head hasn't figured it out yet."

Carmen settled comfortably onto the sofa opposite them, legs crossed, as if she were watching something particularly interesting.

Sofia gently removed the plug and positioned herself. She pushed in slowly, with control, giving Penny time to adjust.

Penny let out a muffled groan, her knuckles turning white against the backrest.

"Look at how she opens up," Sofia murmured to Carmen in an admiring tone, her hands firmly gripping Penny's hips. "She has a natural responsiveness. It doesn't always happen like this."

"I told you," Carmen replied with satisfaction, tilting her head to observe better. "I’ve worked well with the plugs. Every night, for weeks."

Sofia slightly increased the rhythm. "Now let me teach you something, Penny. Listen to me carefully."

Penny lifted her head, her breath short.

"When you feel the push," Sofia continued in a firm, precise voice, "don't resist. Push back. Move your hips backward toward me, slowly, following my rhythm. Like this." She guided her hips with her hands, showing her the movement. "Feel the difference?"

Penny let out a sound that was half-moan, half-surprise.

"There you go," Sofia said, satisfied. "Good girl. Again. Push back when I thrust. Become active, not just passive."

Carmen laughed softly, delighted. "She's learning already. Look at how she moves her hips now. It looks almost natural."

"Because it is," Sofia replied, maintaining her rhythm calmly. "The body of a well-trained sissy responds this way. It seeks out the contact on its own." She addressed Penny again: "Again. Work with me. Hips back, decisively."

Penny obeyed, pushing back to the rhythm of the thrust, and the groan that escaped her was deeper, different from the previous ones.

"Hear that?" Sofia said to Carmen in a pleased tone. "She's found the right angle. From now on, she’ll always seek out that sensation."

Carmen stood up from the sofa and approached. She crouched down right next to Penny’s face, studying her closely: her cheeks on fire, her eyes glassy, her lips parted.

"Tell me what you feel," she ordered in a whisper.

"I feel… full, Mistress," Penny answered in a cracking voice, her hips continuing to move almost on their own. "Humiliated… but also aroused. The cage is leaking again…"

Carmen and Sofia exchanged an amused look.

"Naturally," Carmen said with cruel sweetness. "Your body has already figured out what it is."

"She is one of the most responsive I’ve ever seen," Sofia added, gradually slowing down the pace until she came to a stop. She pulled out carefully, observing with professional satisfaction. "With three sessions a week, she’ll be ready for something much more substantial in a month."

Carmen straightened up and caressed Penny's flushed face. "Did you hear that? Sofia will be coming over often. And every time she comes, you will learn something new."

Sofia got dressed, casting one last look at Penny, who was still bent over the sofa, her breathing struggling to return to normal.

"She’s very promising, Carmen. Really." She smiled. "Keep her trained. Plugs every day, increasing size. And when the time comes, I want to be present for the next step, too."

When Sofia left, Carmen made Penny lie down on the sofa, reinserting the plug with practiced ease. She embraced her from behind, a firm hand resting on her hips.

"Did you hear how Sofia looked at you? With that same admiration you have when looking at something well-made." She brushed her lips against her ear. "Tomorrow, I’ll be the one using you. And I want you to do exactly what she taught you tonight. Hips back, decisively. Do you want to give me that pleasure?"

Penny nodded, her cheek pressed against the cushion, her cage uselessly tight.

"Yes, Mistress," she whispered. "I want to give it to you."

Carmen smiled in the shadow of the room.

"Good girl."
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The Esthetician 

The morning was cool and bright when Carmen walked into the bedroom with a smile Penny had learned to recognize—it meant she had something in mind.

"We’re going out today," she announced, placing a paper shopping bag on the bed. "I made an appointment at Marcos's. My esthetician. He’s going to take care of you."

Penny felt her stomach tighten. Up to this point, her transformation had remained within the walls of their home, sheltered from outside eyes. The idea of going out, of being seen, filled her with genuine terror.

"Mistress… outside the house… I don't know if I'm ready," she said, her voice uncertain.

Carmen caressed her cheek with the back of her hand. "I didn't ask if you were ready. I told you we are going out." Then, in a softer tone: "You will wear feminine clothes. Light makeup. Marcos is discreet. And besides," she added with a smile, "it’s time the world sees how cute you’ve become."

Penny dressed with trembling hands. Carmen had chosen a gray pencil skirt, a soft white blouse, sheer stockings, and black pumps with a mid-heel for her. Her makeup was subtle yet polished, and her hair was gathered as best as possible into a low chignon. When she looked in the mirror before leaving, the figure staring back was convincing. Perhaps too convincing.

Outside, the city air hit her like something unexpected. She walked beside Carmen on the sidewalk, trying to maintain the posture she had learned, taking small, controlled steps. Every person she passed felt like a danger.

Then, in front of a café, a group of men. One looked at her, his eyes following her. Another whispered something to his companion. Then a whistle—short and direct.

Penny lowered her head, her cheeks on fire.

Carmen laughed softly, squeezing her arm. "Did you hear that? They’re catcalling you, little one. You should be proud."

"I'm dying of shame," Penny murmured without looking up.

"I know. And it’s beautiful to see you like this."

Marcos’s salon was elegant, scented with floral products, with mirrors everywhere and low background music playing. Marcos himself came to welcome them: forty years old but well-preserved, with fluid movements, a broad smile, and sharp eyes that evaluated Penny in a second.

"So this is the famous Penny," he said in an amused tone, slowly circling her. "Carmen, you’ve done an excellent job. But there’s still so much to do." He stopped behind her, studying her hair. "Extensions, first of all, applied directly to her natural hair. No more wigs. And then I’ll handle the full body waxing. I want her to be perfect."

Carmen settled into a chair with the air of someone preparing to enjoy a show. "She’s yours, Marcos. Do whatever you think is necessary."

Marcos led Penny into a private cabin and asked her to take off her skirt and blouse. Penny obeyed slowly, remaining in her lingerie, stockings, and cage. Marcos observed her with a professional expression, then opened the door and called down the hallway.

"Valentina! Come here for a second. And bring Riccardo, too."

Penny felt her blood turn to ice.

A young red-haired girl and a man in his thirties entered, both in work uniforms. Their eyes immediately locked onto the silicone cage visible beneath her lingerie, then onto the discreet plug creating a small protrusion beneath the lace.

Valentina brought a hand to her mouth to hide a smile. Riccardo arched an eyebrow with an admiring expression.

"Carmen," Marcos called toward the chair, "do you want Penny to show my colleagues her equipment?"

Carmen appeared in the doorway with the glass of prosecco Marcos had offered her. "Of course. Penny, strut a little. And then bend forward, I want them to get a good look."

Penny closed her eyes for an instant, then obeyed. She took a few steps in the small cabin, her heels clicking on the marble floor, her hips moving with that naturalness acquired week after week. Then she turned, bent forward, and rested her hands on the treatment table, offering a complete view.

Valentina couldn't hold back a giggle. "She’s adorable. Look at the plug. How long has she been wearing it?"

"Weeks," Carmen replied with pride. "Every single day. She’s becoming a very good girl."

Riccardo stepped closer with measured strides, tilting his head. "The cage is soft silicone. Excellent choice for daily wear." Then, raising his eyes to Penny with a smile: "How are you finding it, dear? Does it bother you?"

"No," Penny answered in a whisper, her cheeks a deep red.

"She says no," Riccardo repeated to Marcos in a theatrical tone. "She’s already used to it. A sign of great dedication."

Marcos clapped his hands. "Excellent. Now, to work. Valentina, take care of the nails. I’ll start with the waxing and then the extensions."

What followed was long, meticulous, and profoundly humiliating in the most subtle way. Marcos worked with absolute competence but spared her nothing. He had her lie on the table and proceeded to wax every area, lingering with technical comments whenever he found something to correct.

"This part had already been done," he observed on her legs. "Good. But on the inner thighs we need to be more precise." He parted her legs slightly and proceeded with slow, accurate movements, removing every imperfection. When he reached her intimate area, he worked around the cage with a professional delicacy that was almost worse than roughness, because it made everything feel normal, ordinary—as if Penny were simply just another female customer.

Carmen watched from the chair nearby, commenting from time to time.

"Marcos, underneath too. I want her smooth everywhere."

"Naturally," he replied without looking up, continuing his work with the brush and hot wax.

Penny stared at the ceiling, her breathing controlled, while her cage reacted uselessly to every touch.

"Look," Marcos said to Carmen in a professional tone, "she even reacts to this. Good sign. It means the area is properly sensitive."

Carmen laughed. "I know that very well."

When the waxing was complete, Marcos moved on to the extensions. He worked for nearly an hour, applying them directly onto Penny’s natural hair, lengthening and volumizing it until he achieved a soft brunette cascade that fell to her shoulders with a light, natural wave. Then he styled the cut into a shape that framed her face in an unequivocally feminine way. The wig was officially retired.

When he finished, he had her sit in front of the large mirror.

Penny remained silent for a few seconds. The woman looking back at her was no longer a precarious construction. She was convincing, almost beautiful. Her hair, finally her own, completely changed the proportions of her face. Her eyes seemed larger, her lips more defined.

Marcos positioned himself behind her, his hands resting lightly on her arms. "Are you satisfied?"

Penny nodded slowly, unable to speak.

Carmen stepped closer, looked at her in the mirror, and smiled with an expression Penny had never seen on her before: genuine pride. "There’s Penny," she said softly. "The real one."

Marcos settled onto a stool beside her, crossing his legs. "Tell me something, Carmen. Has our Penny been with a man yet? I mean… completely?"

Carmen shook her head. "Not yet. She’s still in training. But soon, I think. She needs to be prepared the right way."

Marcos opened his arms with a radiant smile. "Then leave it to me. Right now, right away. I have everything I need, and above all, I have the right experience. She would be in excellent hands, I guarantee it."

Carmen burst out laughing—a real, full laugh. She turned toward Penny, who remained frozen in front of the mirror, her eyes wide.

"Did you hear that, Penny? Marcos is volunteering to be your first man. What do you say?"

Penny swallowed. Then, in a low, steady voice: "If it is alright with the Mistress, it is alright with me."

Carmen gave her a light swat on her backside, affectionate and firm. "Insatiable," she said, laughing. "You’re becoming insatiable. But that moment hasn't arrived just yet." Then, to Marcos: "I’m keeping her in reserve. For now."

Marcos raised his hands in surrender, smiling. "Whenever you want. The offer stands."

They returned home in the late afternoon. Penny walked differently compared to the way there: her real hair brushing against her neck, her skin smooth everywhere, something firmer in her posture. No one stared at her with suspicion. An elderly woman smiled at her on the sidewalk. A man held the door open for her with a polite nod.

Penny said nothing. But she felt something shift inside herself, silently and irreversibly.

In the bedroom, Carmen sat on the edge of the bed, her hair loose, her silk robe open at her hips. She looked at Penny with warm, decisive eyes.

"Come here."

Penny approached. Carmen slowly parted her legs and guided her down to her knees on the rug with a light pressure on her shoulder.

"You worked well today. You deserve to make me feel good."

Penny lowered her head and began with slow kisses on the inside of her thighs, moving up with the same patience Carmen had taught her in the preceding weeks. She felt the warmth of her skin, the familiar scent that she now recognized as something of her own—something that belonged to her new life.

When her tongue found the center of Carmen’s pleasure, Carmen let out a long sigh and leaned back on her elbows, her black hair spreading across the bedspread.

"Slowly," she murmured. "Enjoy the moment yourself, too."

Penny obeyed. Her tongue moved with soft precision, alternating light pressure with wider strokes, learning every response of Carmen’s body the way one learns a new language, listening to the signals: the shortening breath, the fingers gripping Penny’s hair—for the first time without a wig—her hips lifting imperceptibly toward her.

"Like that," Carmen said in a raspy voice. "Exactly. Don't stop."

Penny didn't stop. She continued with absolute devotion, feeling Carmen’s pleasure build slowly, like a wave rising without rush. When Carmen reached her climax, she did so with a long, controlled tremor, squeezing her thighs around Penny’s face, her fingers clenched in her real hair for the very first time.

She stayed like that for a few seconds, then slowly relaxed. She pulled Penny up onto the bed beside her, holding her tight against her warm body. She stroked her hair—the real hair, transformed forever—almost with tenderness.

"You know what I like about you now?" she said softly.

"What, Mistress?"

"That I don't have to tell you how to do it anymore. You already know."

Penny closed her eyes. Her hair brushed against her neck. The cage was tight, as always. But there was something different tonight, something lighter.

Perhaps it was the way that elderly woman had smiled at her on the sidewalk.

Perhaps it was the mirror at Marcos’s.

Perhaps it was simply Penny, who was ceasing to be surprised by herself.
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Sofia's Truth 

Sofia arrived in the early afternoon, as she often did now, with the easy familiarity of someone entering a place she knew well. Penny opened the door for her in uniform, offering a slight curtsy with her eyes downcast. Sofia scrutinized her for a moment, then lifted her chin with two fingers.

"New hair," she observed. "Marcos did an excellent job."

"Yes, Miss Sofia."

"It suits you. You look more convincing every time I see you."

Carmen was in the living room, stretched out on the sofa with a magazine. She greeted her friend with a kiss and pointed to the armchair opposite her. Penny served the tea in silence, then stood at attention beside the sideboard, just as she had been taught.

It was Carmen who broke the equilibrium.

"Penny, sit down. I want you to talk to Sofia."

Penny hesitated, then settled onto the edge of the sofa, her hands resting on her apron, her back straight.

Sofia observed her closely. "What’s the matter? You seem off."

Penny lowered her eyes. "I’ve been having thoughts, Miss Sofia. Things I can’t stop questioning."

"Tell me."

A brief silence followed. Then Penny spoke, her voice low but steady. "I wonder if it’s right. What’s happening. If it’s right to transform me this way. If… if anyone has the right to change another person so deeply."

Sofia didn’t answer right away. She crossed her legs and set down her cup. Then she spoke in a calm, almost clinical tone: "Let me ask you a question. As a man, did you satisfy Carmen?"

Penny opened her mouth, then closed it. She shook her head. "No. Definitely not."

"Definitely," Sofia repeated. "Not probably, not perhaps. Definitely." She paused. "And the marriage? How did that come about?"

Penny looked at Carmen, who remained motionless, the magazine resting on her lap.

"For my money," Penny said in a whisper. "She never pretended otherwise. She was always honest about that."

Sofia nodded slowly. Then she turned to Carmen. "And you. Was the issue that you don't care for sex in general, or was there something else?"

Carmen let out a small smile. It wasn't a cruel smile. It was the smile of someone who is finally saying something she has kept inside for far too long. "No, I love sex. The problem was him. Size matters to me. It’s not an aesthetic preference; it’s a physical, real necessity. With Diego, for example…" She stopped for an instant, her eyes softening. "With Diego, I feel free. Full. The way it’s supposed to be."

Sofia raised a hand, cutting her off. "Stop. You’ve already answered Penny’s question yourself." She turned back to the maid. "Did you hear that? It’s not a matter of a whim. It’s not senseless cruelty. Penny deserves exactly what she is receiving. In fact," her voice grew sharper, "in fact, she deserves to be punished. You married a beautiful, sensual woman, knowing full well that you could never satisfy her. That is a wrong. A concrete wrong, committed every single day for years."

The silence that followed was heavy.

Carmen breathed in slowly. "You know," she said softly, "hearing it put that way… it makes me feel relieved. As if someone is finally giving things their proper name." She turned to Penny. "What do you say? Do you share this interpretation?"

Penny nodded slowly. "Yes, Mistress."

Sofia stiffened. "No." Her voice was sharp, almost angry. "That’s not enough for me. Say it properly. Explain. I want to hear you say in your own words that this is entirely right and well-deserved. All of it."

Penny raised her eyes. She held Sofia’s gaze for a moment, then began to speak.

"I married Carmen knowing I wasn't the man she deserved. I knew it even then, even if I didn't admit it clearly to myself. I knew that our bed would always be a disappointment to her. That what I could offer her physically was insufficient. And I married her anyway, because I wanted to keep her close, because she made me feel something I had never felt before. But that was selfishness. I put my own needs ahead of her right to a full life. She woke up every morning next to someone who couldn't give her what she was owed. That is a real wrong. And what is happening now is not an arbitrary punishment. It is a correction. It is the way things are made right. I am finding my true place—the one where I can actually be useful—and she is finally getting the life she deserved from the start. It is right. It is all well-deserved."

When she finished, the room was silent.

Sofia looked at her for a few seconds. Then she nodded, just once, with quiet satisfaction. "Good."

Carmen’s eyes were glassy, not with sadness, but with something far more complex. She stood up, walked over to Penny, and placed a hand on her hair. She said nothing. It wasn't necessary.

It was Sofia who broke the moment, using her usual practical tone. "Now then. Let’s talk about the training. Have you been continuing with the strap-on?"

"Every day," Carmen said, returning to the sofa. "It’s going well. But I want her to progress."

"I have something new in mind." Sofia stood up, removed her pants with her usual casualness, and put on the strap-on that Carmen had already prepared on the low table. Then she lay back on the bed, her arms crossed behind her head, looking relaxed like someone who knew exactly what she was doing. "Penny. Come here."

Penny approached the bed, her heart accelerating.

"Get on top," Sofia said. "This time, you’re the one in control. Lower yourself down on your own, at your own pace. Straddle my hips. Like that."

Penny lifted her skirt, lowered her lingerie, and positioned herself over her, her knees on the mattress. The plug had already been removed by Carmen shortly before; the preparation was exactly right.

"Slowly," Sofia guided. "Don't rush. Find the position yourself. Come down an inch at a time."

Penny obeyed. The descent was slow, controlled, punctuated by moments of pausing as her breath grew short.

"Don't freeze up," Sofia said in a whisper. "When you feel resistance, tilt your hips slightly. Find the right angle. Your body already knows it."

Carmen was sitting in the armchair beside the bed, her legs crossed, her eyes fixed on the scene. "God," she murmured, "look at how she lowers herself. Slowly, just like that. She is obscene in the most beautiful way."

Penny let out a muffled groan when she bottomed out.

"Stay right there," Sofia said. "Feel that? Breathe. Let your body get used to it."

"She’s already all the way in," Carmen commented, her voice low and warm. "All of it. Look at her face."

"Now," Sofia resumed, "lift your hips. Slowly. And come back down. Find the rhythm on your own. Don't wait for me to move. You’re the one commanding now."

Penny began to move. Her initial movements were hesitant, but then they found a cadence, a rolling of her hips that grew increasingly natural.

"There you go," Sofia said with satisfaction. "Feel the difference? When you’re the one moving, you find the exact spot you need. No one can find it for you."

"She’s stunning," Carmen said, and there was no irony in her voice. Only genuine admiration. "Look at how she moves her hips. It looks like she’s always done this."

"I’ve trained a few boys in the past," Sofia said, keeping her hands on Penny’s hips, barely guiding the pace, "but none of them were already this feminine. In their movements, in their expression. It’s natural for her."

Carmen looked at her with a full smile. "Thank you. For everything you’re doing for us."

Sofia laughed softly. "Thank me when we're finished."

When Penny reached a steady, brisk rhythm, Carmen stood up from the armchair. She approached the bed and spoke to Penny in a voice both soft and commanding. "That's enough for now. Get off. And thank Sofia in your own way."

Penny understood. She lifted herself slowly, slid off the bed, and knelt on the rug. With slightly trembling hands, she unbuckled the straps of the strap-on and carefully slid it off. Then she lowered her head and pressed a long, devoted kiss right there, against Sofia’s skin, exactly where the leather had left a mark.

Sofia ran a hand through her hair. "Good girl."

When Penny stood up, she was on all fours on the edge of the bed, and in that instant—perhaps out of exhaustion, or perhaps due to something more instinctive—she slowly arched and swayed her backside, her hips moving with an unconscious, flawless obscenity.

Carmen couldn't resist.

"No," she said softly, and there was something different in her voice than usual, something more urgent. She stepped over to the drawer, took out her own strap-on, and put it on in silence with quick movements. She positioned herself behind Penny, her hands on her hips.

"Stay just like that," she said.

Penny lowered her head, her arms supporting her weight on the mattress. Sofia had shifted to the side, her back against the headboard, watching with a slow smile.

Carmen pushed in with that quiet decisiveness that was her way of taking everything she wanted. Penny let out a long, full sound, making no effort to hold it back.

"Move," Carmen said in a whisper. "The way Sofia taught you. On your own."

And Penny moved. Her hips pushed back against the rhythm of the thrusts, her body seeking out the contact with a naturalness that no longer felt rehearsed. It was something that had truly become hers.

Carmen gradually increased the pace, her hands firm on Penny’s hips, her eyes locked onto her with an intensity that Sofia noticed and silent appreciated.

"Look at her," Sofia said softly, almost to herself.

"I know," Carmen replied without turning around, her breath growing shorter.

Carmen’s pleasure arrived the way it always did, with a facade of control that shattered at the very last moment—a tremor that started in her hips and surged upward. She held herself tight against her, her fingers squeezing Penny’s soft flesh.

Penny remained still, her face buried in her arms, her cage uselessly tight, her breathing struggling to return to a regular pace.

Carmen removed the strap-on, lay down on the bed, and with a gesture both tired and affectionate, pulled Penny down beside her. Sofia stood up, dressed in silence, and picked up her bag.

At the doorway, she turned around.

"Next time," she said to Carmen with a smile, "let’s try it without the cage. Just to see."

Carmen laughed, holding Penny close. "We’ll see."

The door closed. The room remained silent, with the afternoon light filtering obliquely through the curtains. Penny had her eyes closed, her real hair scattered across Carmen’s pillow.

"Are you okay?" Carmen asked softly.

"Yes, Mistress," Penny answered. And it was completely true.
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The Closed Door 

Penny didn’t know about Koné until the moment she opened the door.

She had prepared everything with her customary care: the table set for three, thinking of Carmen and Diego, the candles lit, and the menu Carmen had indicated to her that morning. She had dressed in her best uniform—the one with the most elaborate lace apron—and her hair, her real hair now, was gathered with a black hairpin. She had checked every single detail twice.

When the doorbell rang, she opened it with her usual curtsy, her eyes downcast, and said, "Welcome," before even looking up.

Then she raised her eyes.

Diego was there, just as she expected. But beside him stood a man Penny had never seen before: extremely tall, broad-shouldered, very dark-skinned, with a slow, confident smile. His name was Koné. He said it himself, extending a massive hand that Penny shook almost mechanically.

"Penny," he said, repeating the name as if tasting it. "Carmen told me about you."

Penny couldn’t manage a reply. She took a step back to let them in, and as Koné passed beside her, her eyes dropped for a brief, involuntary instant to the crotch of the light-colored trousers he was wearing.

Carmen was at the end of the hallway and had seen everything.

"Penny." Her voice was calm, almost amused. "What are you looking at?"

Penny felt the blood rush to her cheeks. Diego laughed under his breath. Koné lowered his eyes to himself and then looked back up at Penny with a smile that wasn't mean, just knowing.

"Don't worry," Carmen said, stepping toward the group, "it's normal. The first time I saw him, I had the exact same reaction." Then, leaning in close to Penny until she was speaking almost directly into her ear: "Your time will come too, little one. But tonight is not your night. Tonight is mine. Now go to the kitchen and bring the aperitifs."

Penny obeyed, her legs not entirely steady.

Dinner was long. Penny served in silence, just as she had learned, moving between the kitchen and the dining room with fluid gestures, pouring the wine, bringing the dishes, clearing the table. The three of them spoke freely, laughed, and touched each other with the naturalness of people who knew each other well, or who were getting to know each other very quickly.

At one point, Koné turned toward Penny as she was refilling his glass and asked her a direct question, with the simple curiosity of someone who doesn't use filters.

"Carmen and Diego are together. And are you for me?"

Carmen laughed—a real, full laugh. She leaned back against the chair with the satisfied air of someone who had just heard the exact right thing said. "Koné, you’re a direct man. I like you." Then she looked at Penny, who had remained frozen with the bottle in her hand. "Let’s just say that where two can have fun, three can have fun too. With the appropriate distinctions, of course."

Penny set the bottle down on the table with excessive precision, as if she needed something to hold onto.

"Understood," Koné said, and the way he said it made it clear that he understood much more than what had actually been spoken.

After dessert, Carmen stood up. She took Diego by one hand, then Koné by the other, with the naturalness of someone who knew exactly what she wanted and had never had any doubts about it. She turned toward Penny at the threshold of the hallway.

"Clear the table, wash up, put everything away. Then sit on the chair outside our door and wait. Do not disturb us for any reason."

Penny nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

The bedroom door closed.

Penny washed the dishes slowly, dried the silverware, blew out the candles, and tidied the kitchen. Every gesture possessed the mechanical precision of someone trying not to think. When there was nothing left to do, she took the small chair that stood in the corner of the hallway and carried it over in front of the closed door. She sat down, her hands on her apron, her back straight, just as Carmen had taught her.

From the other side of the door, silence came first. Then voices—low, indistinct. Then a laugh from Carmen, that full laugh Penny knew so well. Then other sounds, harder to ignore.

Penny stared at the door.

The dark wood said nothing. But what filtered through—the sounds, the rhythms, the voices rising and falling—constructed images in her mind with a precision that no direct view could have matched. She imagined Carmen. She imagined Koné’s hands, his broad shoulders, the weight of that body. She imagined her face, that expression Penny had seen a few times before, which meant she was receiving exactly what she wanted.

The chastity cage was squeezing unbearably.

Penny didn’t move. She remained on the chair, her hands still on her apron, her back straight, her eyes on the door. It was her place. Carmen had said it clearly, and Penny had long since stopped looking for different places.

The night passed like that.

At a certain point the sounds grew more intense, then calmed down, then started up again. Penny didn’t know what time it was. She didn't have a watch. She only had the door and what lay behind it.

Toward dawn—she could tell by the light starting to filter through the window at the end of the hallway—the sounds ceased entirely. True silence, this time. Penny remained on the chair a bit longer, then lowered her head and closed her eyes.

She didn't sleep. She waited.

The door opened past eight o'clock. Diego came out first, his shirt unbuttoned, his hair still messy. He saw Penny on the chair and paused for an instant. He gave her a light pat on the shoulder, the way one does with someone who has done a good job, and headed toward the bathroom without saying a word.

Koné came out next, fully dressed, as if sleeping were a waste of time. He stopped in front of Penny, looking down at her with those calm, confident eyes.

"Good night," he said, even though it was morning.

Penny raised her eyes. "Good night," she answered in a whisper.

He smiled, then walked toward the exit. The apartment door closed. Then the bathroom door. Then silence once again.

"Penny."

Carmen’s voice, from inside the room.

Penny stood up, smoothed down her apron, and opened the door.

Carmen was stretched out on the unmade bed, her black hair scattered across the pillow, her silk robe hastily pulled up. She looked like someone who had slept for two hours and didn't care at all. In her eyes was that satisfied, lazy light Penny had learned to recognize.

"Come here," Carmen said, slowly parting her legs.

Penny approached and knelt at the edge of the bed. Carmen placed a hand in her hair with a light pressure, guiding her down toward her.

"Tonight I felt alive," Carmen whispered as Penny lowered her head. "Completely alive. Do you understand what I mean?"

Penny didn't answer with words. She began her work with the devoted slowness Carmen preferred in the morning, when there was no rush, when pleasure could build without urgency.

Carmen closed her eyes. The fingers in Penny’s hair loosened, turning into a caress.

"You heard everything, didn't you?" she murmured. "Sitting outside the door all night."

Penny barely raised her eyes without stopping.

"And the cage?" Carmen asked in a sliver of an amused voice.

Penny didn't answer, but Carmen reached down a hand, brushed against it from the outside, and laughed softly at what she found.

"Just as I thought."

Carmen’s pleasure arrived slowly, built with patience, and when it came, it was quiet and deep—a controlled tremor that Penny felt in the fingers gripping her hair.

Afterward, Carmen remained still for a few minutes. Then she opened her eyes and looked at the ceiling.

"Diego asked me about you," she said. "He wants to know when you'll be ready."

Penny lifted her head. "And what did you answer, Mistress?"

Carmen turned her head toward her, with a smile both tender and inexorable.

"Soon," she said. "I answered soon."

Penny rested her cheek against Carmen’s thigh and closed her eyes.

Outside, the morning light was already full. Inside the unmade room, there was the silence of those who have said everything there was to say, at least for today.


15


Sofia's Evaluation 

Sofia arrived mid-morning, carrying a canvas bag that Penny recognized as the one she always brought whenever she had a session in mind. Carmen welcomed her in her robe, her hair still loose, with the relaxed air of someone who had slept well and was in no rush for anything.

Penny served the coffee and withdrew to a corner of the living room, her hands on her apron, waiting.

The two women settled onto the sofa. Carmen had that specific light in her eyes that appeared whenever she was about to recount something she enjoyed remembering.

"So," Sofia said, "how did it go with Diego and Koné?"

Carmen smiled slowly, like someone savoring the memory before even putting it into words. "I had both of them. Together. At the same time."

Sofia raised her eyebrows. "At the same time."

"At the same time."

Sofia leaned back against the sofa as if she needed a moment to process. "Tell me all about it."

Carmen spoke in that low, precise voice she used when describing something important. She explained how it had started, how the two men had moved, how she had felt between them—the weight of Koné on one side and the familiarity of Diego on the other. She used simple, direct words, without any fluff, because she didn't need it. The substance spoke for itself.

Sofia listened with genuine attention. "And how did it feel physically?"

"Full," Carmen said. "In the most complete sense of the word. As if everything was exactly where it belonged."

Penny, in her corner, kept her eyes downcast on her apron. But her ears gathered every single word.

Carmen turned toward her with a smile. "And then there’s the Koné chapter." She laughed softly. "Do you know that even our Penny stopped to stare at him? With her eyes wide open. I had to call her out right in front of everyone."

Sofia looked at Penny with an arched eyebrow. "Really."

"She has good taste, you have to admit that much." Carmen turned back to Sofia. "But it would still be too much for her. Way too much. Even Diego is an ambitious goal, and it will still take some time before she’s ready for just that."

"I agree," Sofia said in a practical tone. "How is it going with the strap-on?"

"Good. Better than I expected. Her movements have become natural. But something is still missing."

Sofia nodded slowly, looking at Penny with that evaluative expression Penny had come to know well. "The oral part is missing. It’s fundamental. A true female has to know how to do both, and that one is often the hardest to learn because it requires a different kind of surrender. A more conscious one."

Carmen gestured toward Penny with a wave of her hand. "Then let’s start right there."

Sofia opened her bag and pulled out the strap-on. She put it on with her customary practicality, then sat on the edge of the sofa and motioned to Penny.

"Come closer."

Penny approached and knelt on the rug in front of her. Sofia and Carmen exchanged a glance.

"The most important thing," Sofia said in a calm voice, "is not the technique. It’s the attitude. You have to feel present in what you are doing. Not just executing, but participating. Do you understand the difference?"

Penny nodded.

"Nodding isn't enough. Tell me in your own words."

Penny hesitated. "It means I shouldn't think about what I am doing, but about what I want the other person to feel."

Sofia looked at Carmen with approval. "Good. She understood the hardest part in a single sentence." Then, back to Penny: "Now, put it into practice."

Penny began. Her initial movements were hesitant, mechanical, with the awkwardness of someone learning something the body doesn't yet know.

Carmen laughed—an affectionate laugh. "It looks like she’s shaking a hand."

Sofia laughed too, but without any malice. "Slowly. It’s not a race. Relax. Breathe. Let your lips be soft, not tense. Do you feel the difference when you relax?"

Penny tried again, with less tension this time. The rhythm changed, becoming more fluid.

"There you go," Sofia said. "Like that. See how everything changes when you stop resisting?"

Carmen had moved closer, sitting on the armrest of the sofa, her eyes on Penny with a look that was both satisfied and critical. "Better. But look up every now and then. A true female doesn't vanish into what she’s doing. She stays present."

Penny raised her eyes toward Sofia, maintaining the rhythm. Sofia placed a hand in her hair—not to guide her, just to confirm that she was moving in the right direction.

"The final moment is important," Carmen said. "You must not pull back. You must welcome it. It’s a matter of complete surrender. When you understand that, you’ve understood everything."

Penny continued, with a concentration that was becoming something softer—less effort and more presence.

"She’s learning," Sofia said to Carmen, as if Penny weren't even there. "You can tell when someone has a natural predisposition."

"I see it." Carmen tilted her head. "She’s stopped resisting. That’s the turning point."

After a few minutes, Sofia stopped her with a light pressure on her shoulder. "That’s enough for now. You did well for your first time. Better than I expected."

Penny straightened up, her cheeks flushed.

"Now," Sofia said, standing up, "let’s move on to what she knows best. But I want a larger size compared to the last session."

Carmen went to the drawer and returned with a larger plug than the ones used until then, and a slightly different strap-on with a more pronounced shape. She handed it to Sofia without comment. The communication between them had become that of people who had been working together for a long time on a shared project.

Penny positioned herself on the sofa as she had been taught, her arms resting against the backrest. Sofia worked with her usual precision, replacing the daily plug with the new one. Penny caught her breath.

"Breathe," Sofia said. "Always. Never hold your breath."

The session proceeded with a deliberate slowness. Sofia guided her with a low voice, correcting her position, suggesting small variations. Carmen watched and intervened from time to time with brief, precise comments.

"Hips higher."

"Let your shoulders go."

"Don't anticipate—work with it."

Penny obeyed, gradually finding a rhythm that ceased to be a struggle and became something more akin to an equilibrium. The groans escaping her were no longer just a reaction to discomfort. There was something different now, something she was learning to recognize without feeling entirely ashamed of it.

"Do you feel the difference with the new size?" Sofia asked.

"Yes," Penny answered in a cracking voice.

"Describe it."

Penny hesitated. "It’s more present. I can’t ignore it."

Sofia laughed softly. "Exactly. You shouldn't ignore it. You have to make it yours."

Carmen stood up from her chair and approached, looking down at Penny with that quiet satisfaction that Penny had learned to both love and fear.

"You know what I think?" Sofia said, maintaining the rhythm, her voice reflective. "Penny isn't learning something new. She’s reclaiming something that was already hers. I’ve only seen it a few times in my life, but when it happens, it’s unmistakable."

Carmen looked at her with interest. "Explain."

"Some people are born in the wrong body. It’s not a matter of choice or training. It’s a matter of nature. Penny is a female born a male by mistake. What we are doing isn't transforming her—it’s returning her to herself."

Carmen remained silent for a moment, her eyes fixed on Penny. "I’ve been thinking the same thing for a while now. You can see it in the way she moves, in how she reacts. It’s not something you can just teach."

"No," Sofia agreed. "This is her destiny. Simply put, she just needed someone to show it to her."

Penny felt those words settle inside her differently than all the others. They weren't a humiliation. They weren't an order. They were something resembling an explanation—perhaps the first true explanation of everything that had happened since the very beginning.

The session concluded slowly, with Sofia gradually decelerating the pace until she came to a stop. Penny remained still, her breath still short, her forehead resting against her arms.

Sofia removed the strap-on and got dressed. She sat down next to Carmen, who had reclaimed her spot in the armchair.

"She’s ready to accelerate," she said. "I’d say in the coming weeks we can start thinking about something more permanent."

Carmen nodded, looking at Penny as she silently adjusted her uniform, her hands slightly trembling.

"Penny," Carmen said.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Come here."

Penny approached and knelt before her. Carmen lifted her chin with two fingers.

"Did you hear what Sofia said?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And what do you think?"

Penny actually thought about it before answering. "I think she’s right. I don't feel like someone who is becoming something different. I feel like someone who is finally stopping the act."

Carmen looked at her for a long moment. Then she let her go with a slight gesture.

"Go prepare lunch. Sofia is staying."

Penny stood up, smoothed down her apron, and headed toward the kitchen. At the threshold, she paused for an instant without turning around.

From the living room came Sofia’s low voice, directed at Carmen.

"When do you think you’ll have her meet Diego alone?"

And Carmen’s reply, even lower.

"Soon. Very soon."

Penny resumed walking toward the kitchen. Her heels clicking on the floor, her real hair brushing against her neck, the new size reminding her with every single step of who she had become.

She put the water on for the pasta and began to prepare lunch as if she hadn't heard a thing.

But she had heard everything.
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The First Outing 

Carmen handed her the list that morning, with the casual ease of someone assigning an ordinary chore.

"Three stops," she said. "The greengrocer on Newton Street, then the pharmacy, then Elite Lingerie to pick up my order. Do you have everything? Purse, wallet, phone."

Penny nodded, checking her purse with slightly tense hands.

"Are you ready?"

"I think so, Mistress."

Carmen looked her over from head to toe. Penny was wearing a dark blue pencil skirt, a cream-colored blouse, and black mid-heel pumps. Her hair—her real hair now—was gathered up in a simple but tidy style. Her makeup was light, understated.

"You look like a proper lady," Carmen said with a smile. "Behave accordingly."

Penny stepped outside.

The air out there was crisp, the sidewalk crowded with the morning rush. Penny walked with the posture she had learned, her steps controlled, her eyes trying not to linger on anything specific. Every person she passed seemed capable of seeing right through her, of knowing everything in a single glance. But no one turned around. No one looked at her strangely. She was simply a woman with a purse and a shopping list.

The greengrocer’s shop was small and crowded, with crates of fruits and vegetables displayed outside on the sidewalk. Penny took a basket and began to gather what she needed: tomatoes, basil, lemons. She moved between the counters carefully, checking the list.

That was when she saw them.

They were arranged in a crate on the side, individually wrapped in clear cellophane, with a handwritten tag. Cucumbers. Large, long, a uniform dark green. Penny paused an instant too long.

"Beautiful, aren't they?"

The voice came from the right. The greengrocer was a man in his fifties, robustly built, wearing a stained green apron—a face that had seen everything and was no longer surprised by anything. He had approached silently and was looking at Penny with a smile that knew exactly what it was looking at.

Penny felt the heat rise to her cheeks. "I... I was just checking the list."

"Of course," he said, in the tone of someone who didn't believe a single word. He picked up one of the largest cucumbers from the crate and weighed it in his hand with professional ease. "They're in season. Firm. You can spot the quality right away."

Penny stared at an indefinite point over his shoulder. "I'll take two, thank you."

"Two." He nodded, picked out the two largest specimens from the crate, and placed them in Penny’s bag with the care of someone giving a gift. "For you, no charge. The first time someone comes to my shop, that's how we do it."

Penny opened her mouth to protest, then closed it. She paid for the rest of the groceries in silence, took her bag, and walked out quickly.

Only out on the street did she notice that inside the bag, tucked between the basil and the lemons, was a little note with a cell phone number written in pencil, and underneath, in block letters: MAURICE.

Penny stared at it for a moment, then put it back inside and resumed walking.

The pharmacy was two blocks away—cool and quiet, with that bright, orderly white light that all pharmacies in the world share. Penny approached the counter with the list in her hand.

"Good morning. I need a water-based lubricant gel."

The pharmacist, a man in his forties with thin glasses and a precise demeanor, looked at her for a moment before responding. Then he smiled—that professional smile that hides everything and hides nothing.

"Certainly. We carry several lines." He turned toward the shelf behind him and began to arrange the products on the counter with the methodical approach of someone giving a presentation. "This one is our best seller, classic formula, compatible with any material." He pointed to another. "This one, however, has a higher viscosity, lasts longer, and is ideal for extended sessions." Then a third, in the largest packaging. "And this is our premium product. A formula specific for intense use. Recommended, among other things, when the dimensions involved are larger than average."

He pronounced this last sentence with the exact same clinical neutrality as the previous ones.

Penny coughed. "The first one is fine."

"Naturally." The pharmacist didn't budge. "May I ask, just to advise you best, what dimensions we are talking about, approximately?"

Penny felt the room suddenly become very small. "It’s not for me."

"Of course," the pharmacist said, in the exact same tone as the greengrocer.

"Really. It's for a friend."

"I understand." He put the first two products away and left only the one with the large packaging on the counter. "In that case, I recommend this one. Friends are always grateful."

Penny paid without adding anything else and walked out with the most expensive gel on the shelf in her bag.

Elite Lingerie was a long, narrow shop, its walls lined with garments hanging on golden hangers. A saleswoman in her thirties, her hair pinned up and wearing a professional smile, approached as soon as Penny entered.

"Good morning. I’m here to pick up an order for Carmen."

"Of course, one moment." The saleswoman disappeared into the back and returned with a bag. Then she paused, looking at Penny with an evaluative eye. "While you wait, can I show you something? We received some new arrivals this week."

"No, thank you, I just need to pick this up."

"It will only take a minute." The saleswoman had already taken something from one of the shelves. "This just arrived. We've sold it three times in two days."

It was a pair of bright fuchsia lace panties, with a construction in the back that took Penny a moment to fully decipher. The front part was normal. The back part was divided into two separate panels that left the central area completely exposed.

"It’s the most requested model at the moment," the saleswoman said in the voice of someone describing a household appliance. "Practical, elegant, and let’s just say it facilitates certain situations without having to take anything off. The women who buy it never go back."

Penny opened her mouth. She closed it again.

"I can guess the size," the saleswoman added, already folding the garment into a sheet of pink tissue paper. "It will fit you beautifully, trust me."

Penny paid for that too and walked out with two bags instead of one.

Carmen was in the living room when she returned, with a cup of tea and an open book in her lap. She raised her eyes and saw the bags.

"You took longer than expected."

"There was a line," Penny said, placing everything on the table.

Carmen stood up and began to inspect everything calmly. First, the groceries. She took the cucumbers, weighed them one at a time, and looked at Penny with an arched eyebrow.

"You bought the largest ones in the shop."

"They were the only ones left."

"They were the only ones left." Carmen put them back in the bag carefully. Then she found the note. She opened it, read it, and looked at Penny.

"Maurice."

"The greengrocer. He put it in there."

"I see." Carmen placed the note on the table with excessive gentleness. She opened the pharmacy bag. She read the instructions on the gel, front and back, slowly. "'Specific formula for intense use, maximum efficacy with extra-large dimensions.'" She raised her eyes. "Penny, what are you getting into your head? Are you trying to skip steps and get into trouble?"

"The pharmacist insisted. He said it was the most suitable."

"Most suitable for what, exactly?"

Penny didn't answer.

Carmen opened the last bag. She pulled out the fuchsia panties, held them up in front of her, and turned them around. She studied the rear construction with the expression of an engineer looking at an interesting blueprint.

"These," she said, "are panties that hide nothing and protect against nothing. They have one function, and it’s exactly what it looks like." She laid them on the table. "How did you let her sell you these?"

"The saleswoman was convincing."

"Evidently." Carmen sat back down on the sofa, crossing her legs, and looked at Penny with a look that was both amused and sharp. "Alright. Let’s go in order. At the greengrocer, you bought the largest cucumbers in the shop and let a man put his number in your bag. At the pharmacy, you bought the most expensive gel specifically for major sizes. At the lingerie shop, you bought a pair of panties that leaves everything open in the back. And now you're standing here in front of me looking like someone who can't explain any of this."

Penny was staring at a spot on the floor.

"Look at me."

Penny raised her eyes.

"Tell me the truth. Are you planning on using one of those cucumbers?"

Penny opened her mouth. "No, Mistress, I..."

"Because if that’s what you want," Carmen continued in a serious voice, "we can do it. You just have to tell me."

Penny looked at her, uncertain if she was being serious.

Carmen kept the silence for exactly three seconds. Then she burst out laughing—a real, full laugh that shook her shoulders.

"Your face," she said between laughs. "I was just trying to see how far you'd go." She wiped a corner of her eye. "You aren't ready for those dimensions, little one. Not yet. Maybe never, but definitely not now." She laughed again. "Maurice the greengrocer. Good heavens."

Penny felt the heat on her cheeks slowly turn into something lighter. Almost a smile.

"Put the groceries away," Carmen said, picking her book back up. "And you’re wearing those panties tomorrow. I want to see how they look on you."

Penny gathered the bags.

"Penny."

She stopped.

"You did everything on your own today. You went out, you managed, you came back." A pause. "I am satisfied."

Penny nodded and went into the kitchen. Her heels clicking on the floor, her hair brushing against her neck, the bag with the cucumbers in one hand and the extra-large gel in the other.

Outside, the city continued its ordinary noise. Inside, something had shifted one step further.
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The Phone Call 

It was late afternoon when Carmen’s phone rang. Penny was ironing in silence in the hallway, the iron gliding over the blouses with the steady rhythm of someone who had learned to find peace in repetitive tasks. Carmen was in the living room, her legs stretched out on the sofa, and she answered with the relaxed voice of someone who wasn't expecting anything complicated.

"Diego. What a surprise."

Penny slowed her movements without realizing it.

The conversation began lightly, in the tone of two people who knew each other well and needed no introductions. Then Carmen laughed at something Diego said—a short, curious laugh.

"Wait. Repeat that."

Silence. Penny held the iron still on the blouse without pressing down.

"A dinner with colleagues," Carmen said. "How many?"

Another pause.

"And you’d need a maid." Carmen’s voice had shifted into the tone she used when she was evaluating something carefully. "What kind of maid, Diego? One who carries dishes, or one who does other things too?"

Penny set the iron down on its stand.

Carmen listened for a few seconds. "I see. Mainly other things, then." Another pause, shorter this time. "No."

The word was sharp, definitive, leaving no room for negotiation.

"No, Diego. Not yet. Penny isn't ready for that kind of situation. Not with people she doesn't know, not in a setting that I don't control." She listened some more. "I know. I know you’d be there. But the answer is no." A pause. "In the future, perhaps. It’s an option I’m not ruling out. But not right now."

A few more sentences, then goodbyes. Carmen placed the phone on the cushion and remained silent for a moment.

"Penny."

Penny appeared at the threshold of the hallway. "Yes, Mistress."

Carmen looked at her with that evaluative expression Penny knew all too well. "You heard."

It wasn't a question.

"Some of it," Penny said.

"Enough." Carmen gestured to the sofa across from her. "Sit down."

Penny approached and sat on the very edge, her hands on her apron, her back straight.

"Diego wanted to borrow you for an evening. A dinner with colleagues. He was looking for a maid who would act like a maid, but mainly do other things." Carmen watched her intently. "I said no. Do you understand why?"

"Because I am not ready yet."

"Exactly." Carmen tilted her head. "And you? Would you have liked it?"

Penny didn't hesitate. "No, Mistress."

Carmen looked at her for a moment without saying anything. Then she stood up, walked over slowly, and stopped right in front of her.

"Stand up."

Penny obeyed.

Carmen lifted her skirt with a direct movement, pulled down her underwear slightly, and checked. She stayed like that for a few seconds, then let go and took a step back.

"Penny."

"Yes, Mistress."

"You’re lying to me."

Penny opened her mouth.

"What I saw down there," Carmen continued, her smile turning into a chuckle, "says something completely different from what you just said." She laughed—a full, amused laugh. "You’re becoming quite a little slut, aren't you?"

Penny felt her cheeks burning, but she said nothing.

Carmen shook her head, still laughing, and went back to the sofa. "Go finish the ironing."

Penny was walking back to the hallway when the doorbell rang.

Sofia entered carrying her canvas bag, wearing a smile and looking like someone who had the entire afternoon ahead of her. Carmen welcomed her, pointing to the table where she had already arranged Penny’s shopping bags.

"Sit down. I have something to show you."

Sofia sat down, curious. Carmen began pulling out the items one by one, with the ceremony of someone presenting evidence.

First the cucumbers, still in their mesh bag. She laid them gently on the table.

Sofia looked at them. "They're huge."

"I know. She picked them out herself. They were the only ones left, apparently."

Sofia raised her eyes to Penny, who had remained standing next to the sideboard with the expression of someone who wished they were anywhere else. "Of course they were the only ones left."

Carmen pulled out the note. "Maurice. The greengrocer. He slipped his number into her bag."

Sofia took the note, read it, and laughed. "Maurice. He has very bold handwriting, too."

"Then," Carmen continued, opening the pharmacy bag, "she bought this at the pharmacy." She placed the gel on the table. Sofia picked it up, read the instructions, and turned the package over.

"Extra large," she read aloud.

"Specific for intense use with larger-than-average dimensions," Carmen specified. "The pharmacist recommended it to her."

"I imagine." Sofia set the gel down and looked at Penny with an arched eyebrow. "Are you preparing for something you haven't told us about?"

Penny didn't answer.

Carmen opened the last bag and pulled out the fuchsia panties. She held them by the sides, displaying them to Sofia in the most explanatory way possible.

Sofia remained silent for two seconds. Then she burst out laughing, a laugh she didn't even try to hold back. "Where did she find these?"

"Elite Lingerie. The saleswoman was very convincing."

"I imagine that too." Sofia stood up, took the panties, examined them with professional attention, then looked at Penny. "Does she know what they're for?"

"The saleswoman explained it to her," Carmen said.

"And she bought them anyway."

"She bought them anyway."

The two women exchanged a look. Then Sofia laid the panties on the table and said in a practical tone, "Good. She’s putting them on right now."

Penny opened her mouth.

"Go change," Carmen said. "Uniform, stockings, and those panties. Nothing else underneath."

Penny took the panties and went to the bedroom. She changed slowly, conscious of every movement. The fuchsia panties were exactly what they had seemed in the shop: normal in the front, completely open in the back, the two lace panels framing without covering anything. She put them on, pulled her uniform back over them, and returned to the living room.

The two women were waiting for her. Carmen pointed to the center of the room.

"Strut around a bit."

Penny took a few steps, her heels clicking on the floor, her hips moving with a naturalness acquired over time.

"Turn around."

Penny turned.

Carmen stood up and lifted her skirt from behind, exposing her to Sofia without ceremony. Sofia tilted her head, evaluating.

"The structure of the panties works," she said in a professional tone. "It leaves everything accessible without removing a thing. Practical."

"Very," Carmen agreed, letting the skirt drop back down. "Kneel on the sofa, Penny. Like you know how to do."

Penny positioned herself, her arms resting against the backrest. Carmen lifted her skirt again, this time holding it in place. Sofia approached with the daily plug, then paused and looked at Carmen.

"Size?"

"Larger than the last session."

Sofia opened her bag, selected one, and returned. She worked with her usual precision, replacing the plug with the new one. Penny caught her breath.

"Breathe," Sofia said automatically.

Penny breathed.

"The panties have an obvious practical benefit," Carmen commented as she watched, "but they also serve a psychological function. Penny, how do you feel wearing them?"

"Exposed," Penny answered in a low voice.

"Describe it better."

Penny thought about it. "As if my body is already waiting for something. As if there is nothing left to separate who I am from what is going to happen."

Carmen and Sofia exchanged a glance.

"She has a capacity for analysis that continues to surprise me," Sofia said.

"I know." Carmen sat in the armchair. "Continue, Sofia."

The session proceeded with the deliberate slowness of the past few weeks, but something was different. The panties altered the dynamic in a subtle way: there was nothing to take off, nothing to move aside. Penny’s body was simply available, in a way that made everything more direct, less mediated.

Sofia guided her with a low voice, correcting her position, suggesting variations. Carmen watched and commented.

"Hips further back."

"Let your shoulders go."

"Feel how the new size changes your balance?"

Penny felt it. Every session added something that wasn't just technique. It was a deeper knowledge of her own body, of her own limits, and of where those limits were shifting week after week.

"Diego called today," Carmen said to Sofia, in the tone of someone resuming an interrupted conversation.

Sofia didn't stop. "What did he want?"

"A temporary loan. A dinner with colleagues."

"And?"

"I said no."

Sofia nodded, maintaining the rhythm. "Good. It’s not time yet."

"She knows it too," Carmen said, looking at Penny. "Even if her body says otherwise."

Penny felt her cheeks grow warm, but she didn't reply.

"How much longer, do you think?" Sofia asked.

Carmen remained silent for a moment, her eyes on Penny, as if she were evaluating something concrete and measurable.

"Three sessions," she finally said. "Maybe less."

Penny felt those words settle somewhere deep in her chest, in a place she couldn't precisely identify. It wasn't fear. It wasn't excitement. It was something quieter and more definitive, like the awareness that one season is ending and another is about to begin.

The session concluded slowly. Sofia got dressed, sat down, and accepted the tea that Penny brought her in silence.

The three women remained in the room for a moment without speaking. Outside, the light was changing—that slanted late-afternoon light that promises nothing but says everything.

"Next week," Sofia said, setting down her cup, "I want a different kind of session. A longer one. I want her to arrive on her own at a point she hasn't reached yet."

Carmen nodded. "Let's arrange it."

Sofia stood up, took her bag, and said goodbye with two kisses. Penny opened the door and escorted her to the exit with her customary curtsy.

When she returned to the living room, Carmen was already on the sofa with her book. The cucumbers were still on the table, and the extra-large gel was sitting next to the flower vase as if it had always been there.

"Clear the table," Carmen said without looking up. "And tomorrow, Maurice is expecting his money for the cucumbers. You pay for them; you chose them."

Penny took the cucumbers and went into the kitchen.

Her heels clicking on the floor. Her hair brushing against her neck. The fuchsia panties under her uniform, open to nothing.

Three sessions, maybe less.
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The Green Light 

Sofia arrived in the morning, earlier than usual. Penny opened the door for her and noticed immediately that the canvas bag was heavier than normal, with a different shape she didn't recognize.

"Good morning," Sofia said as she entered. "Is Carmen awake?"

"In the kitchen, Ms. Sofia."

Sofia went straight to the kitchen without taking off her coat. Penny followed her at a distance, just as she had been taught.

Carmen was drinking her coffee standing up, leaning against the counter. She saw the bag and raised an eyebrow.

"Today is the day," Sofia said, placing the bag on the table. It wasn't a question.

Carmen nodded. "Are you sure?"

"I spoke with Diego last night. I know what to expect. I brought what we need."

Penny remained at the kitchen threshold, her hands on her apron.

Carmen looked at her. "You heard, Penny. Today Sofia evaluates whether you are ready. If she says so, we set the date with Diego. If she doesn't, we wait longer." A pause. "Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Go to the bedroom. Strip down—underwear and stockings. Wait for us on the edge of the bed."

Penny went. She changed slowly, then sat on the edge of the bed with her hands in her lap. From the kitchen came the voices of the two women, low and practical, as always when they discussed concrete matters.

Then she heard them approaching.

Sofia entered first, bag in hand. Carmen followed her and closed the door. Sofia opened the bag on the bed next to Penny and pulled out the strap-on.

Penny looked at it. It was different from the ones used in previous sessions. Longer, more realistic in shape, with a different weight.

"I chose it carefully," Sofia said, noticing Penny’s gaze. "It’s the one most similar to Diego. Not identical, but close. If you pass this test, you are ready for him."

Carmen sat down in the armchair in the corner of the room, her legs crossed. "I’m watching."

Sofia put on the strap-on with quick, precise movements. Then she turned toward Penny.

"How are you doing?"

"I’m a little scared," Penny replied under her breath.

"I know." Sofia sat down next to her on the edge of the bed. "Fear is fine. It means you understand the importance of what we are doing. But listen to me." She took her hand. "You’ve come a long way. Every session has brought you a step forward. Today is no different from the other times. It’s just a bigger step."

Penny nodded.

"Do you remember what I taught you about breathing?"

"Yes."

"And about yielding instead of resisting?"

"Yes."

"And about finding the right angle on your own?"

"Yes."

Sofia smiled. "Then you already know everything you need. The body does the rest."

She stood up, preparing Penny with her customary care and precision, working with the plug and the gel, taking the necessary time without any rush. Carmen watched in silence, without commenting—which was unusual for her.

When Sofia deemed the preparation sufficient, she had Penny lie down on the bed and positioned herself.

"Look at me," she said.

Penny raised her eyes to her.

"Don't look down. Breathe. And when you feel the resistance, don't freeze up. Remember?"

"I remember."

Sofia began with deliberate slowness, observing every one of Penny’s reactions with clinical attention. Penny breathed, just as she had been taught, letting her body adapt to the rhythm instead of anticipating it or resisting it.

"Good," Sofia said softly. "Like that. Do you feel it?"

Penny felt it. It was different from the previous sessions, both in size and shape, but the principle was the same. Letting go instead of holding back.

"How are you doing?" Sofia asked.

"I’m okay," Penny replied, and there was genuine surprise in her voice.

Carmen and Sofia exchanged a glance.

Sofia gradually increased the pace, observing how Penny’s body responded, how her hips adjusted, how her breathing remained controlled instead of turning frantic. Penny had learned. There was no other way to put it: she had learned in the deepest sense, the one where the body knows something the mind no longer has to explain to itself.

"Yield," Sofia said. "Just like I taught you."

Penny yielded, finding the rhythm, participating instead of just enduring.

"There," Sofia said with satisfaction. "There's the difference."

Carmen was watching with that light in her eyes that appeared whenever something truly impressed her. "She’s changed," she said softly, almost to herself. "She’s completely changed."

That was when Carmen stood up from the armchair and raised a hand. "Wait."

Sofia stopped, looking at her.

Carmen approached the bed with a thoughtful expression. "Diego is particular. At the end, he has a rhythm that can’t be described. I know it well—you know how many times." She paused. "It’s the most beautiful moment, but it’s also the most intense. I don't know if Penny can handle that specific moment."

Sofia looked at her in silence for a few seconds. Then she said, "Do you want to try? Because with Diego, you’ve always received his full impetus; you know how he empties himself. You know his rhythm better than anyone else."

Carmen nodded slowly. "Exactly."

They swapped the strap-on. Sofia sat down in the armchair, curious and attentive. Carmen put it on with familiar movements, then approached the bed and looked down at Penny.

"Are you ready?"

Penny swallowed. "Yes, Mistress."

Carmen started gently, with a slow, controlled pace, watching every reaction. After a few minutes, she paused.

"How are you doing?"

"Good," Penny said. "I’m good."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

Carmen nodded. Then she shifted gears entirely.

The pace became something else—more urgent, harder, with a cadence that left room for nothing but the pure reaction of the body. Penny made sounds she had never made in previous sessions, deep and involuntary. Carmen pushed with an intensity that carried all the knowledge of years spent beside that man—his specific rhythm, his unmistakable cadence.

And then, from Penny’s cage, a clear thread escaped. Then another. Then two more copious, consecutive surges that left Penny trembling and silent.

Carmen stopped. She straightened up. She looked at Sofia.

Sofia’s eyes were wide open. Then she laughed—a full, genuine laugh. "There's the answer we were looking for."

Carmen calmly removed the strap-on and laid it on the bed. "Confirmed?"

"Confirmed," Sofia said in a definitive tone. "She’s ready. For everything."

Carmen sat down next to Penny and stroked her hair. Penny’s eyes were closed, her breath still short, her expression one of peace more than anything else.

"Good girl," Carmen said softly.

After tea and a few minutes of quiet silence, Sofia said her goodbyes and left. Carmen remained in the living room, phone in hand. Penny was tidying up the bedroom when she heard Carmen’s voice from the hallway.

"Diego. It’s me. We have the green light."

Penny froze, her hands still on the bedspread she was straightening.

"Next week. Thursday night." A pause. "Yes, truly ready. Sofia confirmed it personally." Another pause, then Carmen laughed. "You’re asking if she’ll handle your famous finale? Diego, let me tell you: you’re going to be surprised. In fact..." She chuckled. "It’s going to be a very liquid finale."

Silence on the other end. Diego’s voice, perplexed, asking something.

Carmen laughed again. "Don't worry. You’ll understand on Thursday."

She ended the call. Penny heard her footsteps approaching the bedroom door.

Carmen stopped on the threshold, looking at Penny, who was still holding the bedspread with still hands.

"Thursday," she said simply.

Penny lowered her eyes to the bedspread. She adjusted it carefully, smoothing out every wrinkle with precise movements.

"Yes, Mistress."

Carmen lingered for a moment on the threshold, then turned on her heels and went back to the living room.

Penny finished arranging the bed. The pillows in their place, the bedspread taut and even. She straightened up and looked at herself for a moment in the wardrobe mirror.

Her real hair brushing against her neck. The perfect uniform. Eyes that hadn't been Lenny’s for a very long time.

Thursday.
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The Night Before 

Wednesday began differently from every other day.

Penny noticed it from the morning, from the way Carmen moved about the house with a precision that wasn't her usual kind. It wasn't the precision of a mistress checking her maid's work. It was something more intimate, more personal. Carmen was preparing something, and every gesture showed it.

"You've been eating light since yesterday," Carmen said as Penny served her coffee. "Today, liquids only. Broth, water, herbal teas. Nothing solid."

Penny nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

"It’s not a punishment. It’s preparation." Carmen looked at her with that direct expression that left no room for interpretation. "The body must be clean. Completely clean. Inside and out. Tonight, I will take care of everything myself. And again tomorrow morning, before Diego arrives."

Penny lowered her eyes to the cup. "I understand."

"Do you have any questions?"

"No, Mistress."

Carmen brushed her cheek with the back of her hand. "Good girl."

The day passed slowly and silently. Penny performed her usual duties—cleaning, laundry, caring for Carmen's wardrobe—but everything possessed a different quality, as if ordinary gestures were sharper than usual, more present. She drank water, warm broth, and a chamomile tea that Carmen had prepared for her herself in the afternoon.

Toward evening, Carmen called her into the bedroom.

The preparation was understated and precise, conducted by Carmen with the same care she applied to everything, without useless comments, without embarrassment. It was a necessary thing, and Carmen treated it as such: with respect and attention. Penny obeyed in silence, letting Carmen take care of her just as she had since the beginning, as she always had, knowing what was needed better than Penny herself did.

When it was finished, Carmen told her to dress in something comfortable and wait for her in the living room.

Penny put on the silk robe Carmen had gifted her weeks ago—the ivory-colored one that slid over her skin like something soft and definitive. She sat on the sofa and waited.

Carmen arrived shortly after, also in a robe, her hair down, without makeup. She sat next to Penny—not across from her as she usually did when she wanted to talk, but right beside her, with that physical closeness she rarely used.

For a few minutes, she said nothing.

Outside, the city lights filtered through the curtains. The house was quiet, with that specific quality of silence found only on evenings when something important is about to happen.

Carmen spoke first.

"Do you remember the first night?"

Penny didn't need to ask which one. "Yes."

"You were sitting on the sofa. You had that face." Carmen smiled, looking at a point ahead of her. "That face of someone who doesn't know whether to run away or stay."

"I wanted to do both," Penny said.

"I knew it." Carmen turned toward her. "I could see it. But I knew something else, too."

"What?"

"That you would stay. That a part of you had been waiting for this for so long that it wouldn't be able to leave."

Penny remained silent. It was true. It had always been true.

"Lenny," Carmen said, pronouncing the name as if it were a foreign word, something belonging to a language no longer spoken. "When was the last time you thought about him?"

Penny really thought about it. "I don't know. Weeks ago, maybe."

"I hardly think about him anymore." Carmen said it simply, without malice. "Not with nostalgia, not with regret. It’s as if he never really existed. As if what came before was just a flawed rough draft."

"For me too," Penny said softly.

Carmen looked at her. "Are you sure?"

"Yes." Penny met her gaze. "I don't miss Lenny. I don't know how else to explain it. I don't miss anything about what I used to be."

Carmen nodded slowly. Then she said, "Do you know what surprised me most throughout this whole process?"

"What?"

"How beautiful you’ve become." She said it directly, without emphasis, as a statement of fact. "Not in the sense of the wig or the makeup or the uniform. I mean something different. There’s something in the way you move, in the way you stand still, in the way you listen. Something Lenny didn't have and could never have had."

Penny felt something tighten in her chest—not from pain, but from recognition.

"Thank you," she said.

Carmen shook her head. "Don't thank me. It is what it is. I see it, and I say it."

She remained silent a moment, then stood up and walked toward the kitchen. She returned with two mugs of hot herbal tea, handed one to Penny, and held the other between her hands.

"Tomorrow," she said, sitting down again, "Diego arrives. Do you know what I expect from you?"

"That I be ready."

"That you be present," Carmen corrected. "You’re already ready; Sofia confirmed it. I want you to be present. I want you to truly be there, with your body and your head. I don't want a part of you to be somewhere else while it’s happening."

Penny nodded. "I'll try."

"Don't try. Be." Carmen took a sip of her tea. "Diego is a direct man. He isn't cruel, but he isn't delicate. He will do things the way he always does them, with his usual intensity. And you will respond the way you’ve learned to respond. Without freezing up, without resisting."

"Yes."

"And when his finale comes." Carmen smiled—that same smile from when she had made the phone call. "Let yourself go. Completely. Hold nothing back."

Penny blushed slightly, remembering the previous day’s episode with the strap-on and what had escaped from her cage.

"I see your face," Carmen said, amused. "Don't be ashamed. It’s exactly what I want to happen. It’s the ultimate proof that the transition has been complete."

They drank their tea in silence for a few minutes. It was a comfortable silence, devoid of tension—the silence of two people who know each other well enough not to have to fill every space with words.

"Can I ask you something?" Penny said.

"Tell me."

"Will you be there? Tomorrow night?"

Carmen looked at her. "Why do you ask?"

Penny thought about it. "Because it makes me less afraid if you're there."

Carmen remained silent for a moment. Then she said, "Yes. I’ll be there. I’m not going anywhere."

Penny felt something loosen in her chest, something she hadn't realized she’d been holding onto until that moment.

"Thank you."

Carmen placed her mug on the coffee table and stood up. "Come. Let's go to bed. Tomorrow I want you to be well-rested."

They went upstairs together. Carmen turned off the lights one by one, with that care she put into everything. In the bedroom, in the near-total darkness, Penny lay down on the side of the bed that had become hers over the past months.

Carmen lay down beside her. She didn't ask her for anything; she didn't guide her into any ritual. She simply moved closer and pulled her into an embrace from behind, an arm around her waist, her warm breath on her neck.

"Sleep," she said softly.

Penny closed her eyes.

She didn't sleep right away. She lay awake in the dark, listening to Carmen’s breathing grow slower, more regular. She thought of Lenny—for the last time, perhaps—the way one thinks of someone who stayed in a place and then left without leaving too much of a mess behind. She thought of the first night, of the sofa, of that proposal that had changed everything. She thought of Sofia, the sessions, the plugs, the strap-on, and her real hair brushing against her neck on the pillow.

She thought of Diego.

Not with fear. With something closer to curiosity, or the quiet resignation of someone who knows an important moment is arriving and has stopped fighting it.

Around midnight, she fell asleep.

In the morning, Carmen woke her early, before dawn. The morning preparation was once again understated and silent, conducted with the same care as the night before. When it was finished, Carmen told her to take a long shower, to pamper herself, to take all the time she needed.

Penny stood under the hot water for twenty minutes. She washed her hair with the shampoo Carmen had chosen for her—the one that left a light, lingering scent. She dried herself slowly. She looked at herself in the fogged-up mirror, then waited for the steam to clear.

The woman looking back at her was Penny. Completely Penny. There was nothing in the reflection that recalled anything from before.

She went to the bedroom and put on the lingerie Carmen had already laid out on the bed: black lace, seamed stockings, and the fuchsia panties the saleswoman at Elite Lingerie had sold with such conviction. Over it, her best uniform.

She sat in front of the mirror and applied her makeup carefully, without rushing. When she finished, she stood up and looked at herself one more time.

She was ready.

From the kitchen came the aroma of the coffee Carmen had prepared. Penny adjusted her apron, left the bedroom, and went to serve breakfast just like every other morning.

As if it were a normal day.

As if the evening that was about to arrive weren't the night of Diego.
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Diego 

Diego arrived at eight o'clock sharp.

Carmen opened the door. The two greeted each other with the natural ease of people who knew each other well—a kiss, a few low words in the entryway. Penny waited in the living room, standing next to the sideboard, her hands on her apron, her back straight.

When Diego walked in and saw her, he paused for a moment. He looked at her differently than all the other times. Not with the amused curiosity of the dinner parties, not with the distance of a guest. With something more direct.

"Penny," he said simply.

"Good evening," she replied in a low voice.

Carmen served drinks, but there was no real dinner. The atmosphere was different from all the other evenings—more intimate, denser. Diego and Carmen spoke little, using the abbreviated communication of those who don't need many words.

After a few minutes, Carmen stood up. "Come," she said to Penny.

The three figures moved toward the bedroom.

Carmen had Penny lie down on the bed with an almost ceremonial care, arranging her hair, smoothing her uniform before removing it with slow movements. Diego remained standing beside the bed, in silence.

Then Carmen did something unexpected. She sat on the edge of the bed next to Penny, gently helped her get onto her hands and knees, and stayed there, close. She placed a hand on her neck—a slow caress, the way one does with someone they truly love.

She leaned down toward her, her lips close to her ear.

"You are the bravest thing I’ve ever seen," she whispered. "You are beautiful. You are exactly who you were meant to be."

Penny felt the words settle inside her in a deep, quiet place.

Carmen continued to stroke her neck and shoulders with that tenderness she rarely showed, which made it weigh twice as much because of it.

"Are you ready?" she whispered again.

"Yes," Penny said. Her voice was steady.

Carmen gave her a light kiss on the nape of her neck. Then she straightened up and turned to Diego.

"She’s ready," she said. "Come closer."

Diego approached slowly. Penny felt the warmth of his presence behind her even before she felt the contact. His hands, strong and firm, gripped her hips, anchoring her to that moment. A shiver ran down Penny’s spine; she felt fragile, exposed, caught in an emotion that oscillated between utter bewilderment and a sort of definitive surrender.

"Stay still, Penny. Breathe," Carmen’s voice came as a lifeline—an authoritative whisper imbued with a strange, protective sweetness. "Relax. Welcome him. Push back, let it happen."

Penny tried to tame the frantic beating of her heart. She focused on her breathing, letting the muscular tension give way. When she finally felt that the fusion was complete, a deep breath escaped her lips, almost a caught sob.

"You’re doing beautifully," Carmen encouraged her, her hand continuing to slide through Penny’s hair with a hypnotic regularity.

The pace, initially cautious, began to transform, becoming more urgent. Every movement of Diego's was a declaration of possession that Penny felt reverberating through every fiber of her being—a dance that canceled out time and space. The tension mounted, a tight crescendo that seemed intent on rewriting her entire identity.

Penny felt the walls of her body respond to that pressure, an electrical energy accumulating, searching for an escape. From the small cage that contained what remained of her past, something yielded to the reality of the present: a clear, glossy thread began to form, a visible witness to a reaction that could no longer be contained. Then, a wave of involuntary abdominal contractions shook her body. Penny arched her back, a silent groan dying against the blankets, as the pleasure, sharp and unstoppable, released itself in warm, rhythmic impulses—a cascade that emptied her completely of any residual resistance. It was a total liberation, a boundary breaking apart.

Diego stopped, suspended for an instant, before withdrawing with a fluid motion. Penny, exhausted, let herself go against the mattress, her breath still short, her eyes closed. She felt Carmen’s gaze on her, a light and warm weight. Carmen leaned down, placing a kiss on her shoulder, then whispered in her ear with a note of amused pride: "You are beautiful, my little girl. Completely cream-filled, like a freshly baked cream puff."

Penny gave a tired smile, an expression of peace she had never experienced before. She felt emptied, cleansed, finally whole in this new form. She let sleep wrap around her while Carmen’s hand continued to stroke her hair, in a gesture that tasted of possession, fulfillment, and a beginning.

The next morning, Penny woke up before everyone else.

The light entered at an angle through the curtains—that gray, quiet morning light. She lay motionless for a few minutes, listening to Carmen’s breathing beside her. Diego had left during the night, silently, as he knew how to do.

Penny stared at the ceiling.

Her body carried a different weight than usual. Not pain. Something more akin to the presence of something that hadn't been there before—a concrete physical change she hadn't yet found the words to describe.

She got up quietly so as not to wake Carmen. She went to the bathroom and looked into the mirror for a long time.

The same face. The same hair. The same Penny.

And yet, something was different, and she knew it, and she wasn't afraid of knowing it.

She went to the kitchen and prepared the coffee. She heard Carmen moving in the bedroom, then footsteps in the hallway.

Carmen appeared on the threshold, her hair down, her robe open. She looked at her with that evaluative expression Penny knew better than anything else in the world.

"How are you doing?"

Penny considered the question with honesty. "I’m good," she said. "Really."

Carmen walked over and took the mug Penny was already holding out to her. She drank it in silence, leaning against the counter.

"Diego texted me last night," she said after a moment.

"What did he say?"

Carmen smiled, that light in her eyes. "He said he understands now what I meant by a liquid finale."

Penny lowered her eyes to her own mug, her cheeks warm.

Carmen laughed softly. Then she set her cup down, stepped close to Penny, and lifted her chin with two fingers, just as she had that first night, months ago, on another sofa, in another life.

"Lenny left for good last night," she said in a low voice. "Officially."

Penny met her gaze. "I know."

Carmen kissed her on the forehead. Then she straightened up and walked toward the living room, mug in hand.

"Go get ready," she said without turning around. "The uniform. The heels. And then make breakfast. I’m hungry."

Penny remained in the kitchen alone for a moment.

Outside, the city was waking up. Inside, the coffee cast its steam over the marble counter.

Penny rinsed her mug, set it on the counter, and went to the bedroom to dress.

The black uniform. The white apron. The heels. Her real hair brushing against her neck.

Penny. Only Penny.
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