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Chapter 1

Susan stepped out of the store with the shopping bag resting against her hip, still feeling the artificial warmth of the place clinging to her body. Thirty-five years old, blonde, fair-skinned. Her fitted dress hugged her figure beneath a coat barely fastened against the Chicago cold. Outside, the air struck her face instantly—dry, harsh—forcing her to narrow her eyes slightly before spotting him.

William was where he always was: the car parked by the curb, engine running. Same age as her, white, dark hair slicked back. He didn’t get out.

She crossed the sidewalk without hurrying, adjusting her coat over the dress he himself had bought her a few months earlier. As she opened the door, she leaned in just enough to brush his lips.

“Hi, love… thanks for picking me up.”

He turned his head only as much as necessary to receive the kiss. His expression was neat, restrained; even at the end of the day, he maintained that image of the proper, composed man—the kind of businessman who never seemed truly tired.

“Of course,” he replied, as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

She sat down, closed the door carefully, and rested the bag on her lap. She smoothed the fabric of her dress over her knee. William pulled away.

They hadn’t gone half a block before a car suddenly shot out from a side street. He braked sharply, precisely, without losing control. The other vehicle passed far too close.

William exhaled through his nose.

“Women drivers…” he muttered, barely shaking his head. “They should ban them.”

Susan pressed her lips together slightly. It lasted only a second.

William caught it from the corner of his eye.

“Yeah, that was reckless,” he added, adjusting his grip on the wheel.

She said nothing.

She simply repositioned the bag on her lap, more slowly this time. She stared ahead at people hurrying across the street, shoulders hunched against the cold. It wasn’t the maneuver that had bothered her.

But she didn’t explain.

And he didn’t ask.

The car kept moving. Susan didn’t look at him when she spoke.

“Tomorrow I’m going to the company,” she said, as if the decision had already been made. “I don’t have classes at the institute.”

William didn’t answer right away. His eyes stayed on the road, fingers resting on the steering wheel.

“Love…” he began, his tone calm, almost patient. “We’ve already talked about this. You don’t need to get involved in that again. You’re just going to stress yourself out for no reason.”

Susan slowly turned her head toward him.

“It’s my company too, William. I want to be there.”

He let out a faint breath.

“I know. But you don’t need to. You can stay home, relax… go out, do your own things. You like that.” He glanced at her for a second. “You look good that way.”

She held his gaze without returning the sentiment.

“No,” she said.

The word landed short, dry, almost jarring.

William frowned slightly.

“No what?”

“I don’t like it.” She paused briefly. “And it’s not ‘staying home.’ It’s disappearing.”

Silence tightened between them.

“That’s not what it is,” he replied, his tone firmer now. “It’s just that you don’t need to be there all the time. Someday we’re going to have kids…” He gave a slight shrug. “I grew up with my mother at home. Waiting for me. That’s normal.”

Susan stared at him.

“Are you stupid?”

The question came out sharp, effortless.

William turned his head.

“What?”

“You are never going to see me like that,” she continued, her voice never rising, but never loosening its grip either. “Never.”

William looked back at the road. He tightened his hands on the wheel and accelerated.

Neither of them spoke again.

The city lights gradually gave way to wide houses, manicured lawns, and the evenly spaced streetlamps of their neighborhood.

Susan stared out the window.

She loved him. That wasn’t in question.

But William was a man raised inside a worldview he had never once examined. Women belonged at home, men belonged outside. Gay people were something that shouldn’t exist publicly—not on television, not in conversation, not anywhere visible. When they married, she had believed she could change that. That showing him another way to live, other kinds of people, other possibilities, would be enough. That love could move those things.

It hadn’t.

Their arguments had slowly turned into silence, so gradually that neither of them had ever officially declared it. It was easier to stay quiet than to explain the same thing again, only to be met with that same look from someone listening without truly hearing.

She had stopped trying.

Not out of resignation, she told herself.

Out of efficiency.

Tonight wasn’t worth it either.

***

They arrived home.

He went in first, dropped his keys on the entryway table, and headed straight for the kitchen. Susan heard the refrigerator door open, followed by the unmistakable sound of a bottle knocking against the shelf. By the time she entered the living room, William was already sprawled on the couch, feet on the coffee table, television on, watching something that didn’t matter.

“So, what are we having for dinner tonight?”

He said it without taking his eyes off the screen.

Susan stopped in the doorway. She looked at him for a moment—the bottle in his hand, his shoulders sinking into the cushions.

“I don’t know. I don’t feel like cooking. Order something if you’re hungry.”


Chapter 2

Susan finished tidying up the last of the Chinese food containers, stacked them in the trash bag, and left it by the front door. There wasn’t much to clean. They had eaten without appetite, each on their side of the table, with the television in the background doing the work that conversation failed to do.

William had been in the bathroom for a while. She heard the faucet turn off, the silence that followed, and she went up to the bedroom.

***

William dried himself slowly. The steam still floated near the ceiling. He ran the towel through his hair, wrapped it around his waist, and stepped out into the hallway.

The walk-in closet was dark. He turned on the light.

He went to his drawer, looking for something without any hurry, and then he saw it.

On the chair in the corner, on top of a folded blouse, lay Susan’s bra. Black, fine lace, a small and ordinary thing that had no reason to give him pause.

But it did.

He stood there staring at it. He didn’t think about grabbing it. He didn’t think about anything in particular. He just looked at it with that fixed gaze things sometimes command when the brain hasn’t quite finished processing why it’s looking at them.

He reached out his hand.

He barely touched it with two fingers, feeling the lace against his fingertips. It was soft. Softer than he had imagined. He withdrew his hand. He looked at it again.

He took it.

He held it in front of him, not quite knowing what he was doing. Then, without fully deciding, he brought it to his chest. He looked up at the mirror.

He looked at himself.

“Try it on.” Susan’s voice.

He dropped the bra. He spun around.

Susan was in the doorway. Phone in hand, screen lit. She hadn’t made a sound. She’d had plenty of time.

William looked at the phone, looked at Susan, looked at the bra on the floor.

“I didn’t hear you.” He bent down to pick it up and placed it back on the chair. “I’ll get dressed and get out of your way.”

“Do you want me to lend you a nightgown to sleep in?”

“What are you talking about?”

She held out the phone. On the screen was him, facing the mirror, towel around his waist, the black bra against his chest.

“There’s no coming back from this, darling.”

William didn’t respond. He opened the drawer, took out what he needed, and dressed with his back to her, quickly, without saying anything else. He left the closet without looking at her.

***

Susan went to bed ten minutes later. William didn’t move.

She adjusted the pillow, reached for the book waiting on the nightstand, and opened it.

She couldn’t read.

“Seriously,” she said, without looking up from the page. “It looked very nice on you.”

William turned over, giving her his back, and switched off his lamp.

Susan lowered the book to her lap. She didn’t try to continue. The smile was there, without her having done anything to bring it on, and there wasn’t much she could do to make it go away.

***

The next morning they had breakfast together. The television was on, news in the background.

Susan talked. About him dropping her off at the institute, about her accounting course, about not worrying afterward because she’d take an Uber to the company. William held his mug in his hands and nodded every now and then, just enough of a gesture to make it seem like he was listening.

Then the announcer mentioned tonight’s semifinals.

William set down his mug and looked up at the screen.

Susan was left talking to herself. She realized it mid-sentence. She shut her mouth, took her coffee, and watched him for a moment—his jaw slightly tense, eyes fixed on the screen, completely absent.

She said nothing.

She finished her coffee, left the mug in the sink, and went to get her purse.

***

He dropped her off at the entrance of the institute with the engine running. Susan didn’t get out.

“Look at me, William.”

He looked at her.

“What is it?”

She slowly reached out and adjusted his hair with her fingers. She took her time. William didn’t move, not quite knowing if it was a gesture of affection or the start of something he didn’t yet know how to read.

“You’re missing something. I don’t know what it is.”

She opened her purse, took out a compact mirror, and placed it in his hand.

“Look at yourself.”

William looked. His hair was in place, clean-shaven, everything in order.

“I don’t know what you see, Susan.”

She tilted her head. Then she opened her purse again and took out a lipstick. She held it between them, slowly, as if she were offering him something.

“This. Your lips have no color.”

William handed the mirror back.

“Are you going to keep going with this?”

Susan put the lipstick away, closed her purse, and opened the door.

“Go, you’re going to be late.”

She got out. She walked toward the entrance of the institute without looking back. A thousand things were racing through her mind, and none of them could erase her smile.

In class, the professor kept talking, but Susan wasn’t there. Her mind was still at home, trapped in that same scene from last night.

How was it possible? William, the man who boasted about being a “macho,” the one who criticized anyone who strayed from the norm and who belittled her at the office, treating her like a simple decoration, kept that secret. It was a ridiculous contrast.

She remembered how she had mocked him in the moment. It had been pure reaction, a shield against the absurdity of the situation. But now, sitting in class, laughter felt far away. Her confusion was total. She wondered what was going through his head, what turned him on so much that he would risk being discovered.

It hurt how he nullified her professionally, always marking territory, always telling her what to do. Now, suddenly, she had something he wanted to hide at all costs. He was the facade, and she held the key to the secret.

She wondered what to do. She didn’t have a plan, just a mixture of rage and curiosity. The class ended, she closed her notebook, and walked out.

***

William entered his office, locked the door, and leaned against the wood, breathing heavily. He pressed the button on the intercom.

“Monica, I’m not in for anyone. Absolutely no one.”

He slumped into his chair. He opened the bottom drawer, that corner no one else knew about, and took out a half-finished bottle of whiskey along with a heavy glass. He poured a generous splash and drank it in one gulp. The liquid burned his throat, but it didn’t manage to calm the trembling in his hands.

He looked at the wall clock: 9:00 a.m.

It doesn’t matter, he told himself. I need this.

He put a hand to his forehead, feeling the cold sweat. The image wouldn’t go away: him, in front of the mirror, adjusting the fabric of that bra. What the hell was he thinking? All his life he had made sure to be the firm man, the one who despised any weakness, the one who always pointed out with superiority what others did wrong. And now, he himself had fallen into exactly what he would have always criticized.

The fear churned his stomach. What terrified him most wasn’t the object itself, but the thought of her. He had lost control. He had exposed a crack in his armor, and he knew, with a certainty that left him breathless, that Susan no longer looked at him the same way. She now had something against him. The respect he so strictly demanded had just fractured before his eyes.

He poured himself another drink, trying to drown the question that burned the most: Why did I do it? There was no answer, only a growing sense that his life, as he knew it, was beginning to crumble.

By mid-morning, Susan entered the office. She didn’t step forward; she stayed in the doorway.

“I just wanted to let you know I’m here. I’m going to my office,” she said in a neutral voice.

William tried to regain his posture, though the alcohol still clouded his senses.

“Did your course go well?” he asked, trying to sound natural.

“Yes, very well. I won’t be in for lunch; I have to meet with Stuart about the shipment we need to send.”

William straightened his back, falling back on his old repertoire.

“Susan, please. That is a conversation between men. It’s no place for you.”

Susan pulled out her phone, looked down at the screen, and watched it calmly. William saw her from across the desk. The silence became thick, almost unbearable. He looked at Susan, and he understood. There were no words, but the message was absolute. The fear of being exposed was stronger than his machismo.

“All right, Susan,” he said, his voice cracking. “You go to the meeting.”

“Thank you, darling,” she replied, putting her phone away. “I’ll fill you in on how it goes later.”

She left and closed the door. He let his body fall back, sinking into the leather backrest. His hand reached for the bottle again, but stopped mid-air. He stared at it, the amber liquid glowing under the cold office light. Instinct told him to drink until he forgot, but a piercing clarity sliced through his mind: it will be worse if I get drunk.

If he lost control, if he ended up under the influence of alcohol, he would give her the ultimate advantage.

He pulled his hand away from the bottle as if it were burning. He sat there in silence, his gaze lost on the label, the weight of his own contradiction heavy on his shoulders. What do I do now? he wondered. The answer wasn’t in that drink, and the silence of his office suddenly became deafening.


Chapter 3

That night, dinner ended with an unusual calm. They had laughed and talked about trivial matters. Even as they finished, William got up to help her with the dishes, surprising her; he never did that. He felt relief: if he remained attentive and kind, she wouldn’t bring up the subject again. The bra was just a bad memory that was being left behind.

When they finished, William went to the living room. There were fifteen minutes left until the game. He opened a beer, settled into his favorite armchair, and turned on the television. Everything seemed to be returning to normal.

Susan entered the living room and sat right next to him.

“What are you going to watch, darling?” she asked.

“The game, Susan,” he replied, without looking at her.

“No,” she said firmly. “We aren’t watching the game. We women don’t like sports much, so the two of us are going to watch a romantic comedy now.”

William went rigid, dropping the beer can.

“The two of us? Why are you treating me like this? Why in the feminine?”

Susan didn’t shift her gaze from the screen.

“Because I think that, deep down, there’s something there. You feel something. I thought about it a lot today.”

“What did you think?”

“That your machismo is a mask to hide something.”

He set the can on the table with a sharp thud. He straightened up, trying to regain his authority, though his eyes betrayed panic.

“You’re wrong, Susan. I’m all man.”

“But last night...” she left the sentence hanging in the air.

William remained silent for a moment. His hands began to tremble slightly.

“Last night was something different,” he replied, lowering his voice. “Something strange.”

“Strange?”

“Yes, strange... I saw it and it attracted me. But I’m a man, a real man!”

Susan watched him for a few more seconds, measuring the effect of his confession. Then, with total naturalness, she relaxed on the sofa and looked back at the television.

“Well, darling, the matter is settled then,” she said calmly. “Watch the game.”

During the game, William didn’t seem like himself. He shouted at the television with forced intensity, leaping up at every play and hurling insults at the referee with an aggressiveness that bordered on caricature.

Susan watched him from the sofa. She had known him for years and knew that wasn’t how he watched football. That effusiveness was new, a mask constructed to fill the silence of the room. William was shouting to drown out the shame, trying to reconstruct his “tough guy” identity brick by brick with every insult he threw at the screen.

Every time he let himself fall back into the seat, his breath heavy from the effort of his own performance, Susan would reach out and rest her hand on his knee.

William went motionless at the contact. It wasn’t a supportive caress, but a firm, slow touch, almost condescending. He tensed his leg muscles, trying to ignore the weight of her hand, but the gesture only made his pulse quicken. Susan’s hand was there to remind him that, no matter how much he shouted or how much he feigned, she was in control. And he could do nothing but stay seated, pretending to watch the game.

At halftime, Susan rested her hands on her thighs and got up from the sofa.

“I’ll leave you to it now,” she said. “I’m going to sleep.”

“Fine,” William replied, without looking away from the screen. “I’ll be up later.”

She went upstairs and lay down, switching off the lamp on her side. Shouts continued to drift up from below. The referee, the striker, the coach. It seemed to her that they were louder than usual this time, though she wouldn’t have been able to explain why she found that funny.

She fell asleep before the game ended.

***

The hands woke her.

They weren’t gentle. They ran over her hip, her side, the curve of her shoulder, with an urgency that had nothing to do with desire. She felt his mouth on her neck, the weight, the heat of his body pressing against her back.

Susan opened her eyes in the darkness.

“We won the game,” William said, his voice husky, close to her ear.

She didn’t respond immediately. She let a second pass.

“Oh, and?”

“I want to have you.”

Susan stayed still for a moment. Then, calmly, she removed his hand from her hip.

“Forgive me, William.” She paused briefly, without drama. “Not tonight. I’m not a lesbian.”

Neither of them spoke.

She adjusted her pillow, turned to the other side, and closed her eyes.

William didn’t move. He stayed where he was, on his back, staring at the ceiling. The darkness of the room was complete. No sound came from outside.

Susan’s breathing grew steady and slow until he stopped hearing it.

He kept staring at the ceiling.

***

The next morning he showered early.

As he opened the bathroom door, he found her in the doorway. Susan was wearing her nightgown and had one arm extended, holding something. It took William a second to process what it was.

A pair of white panties. Cotton, simple, an ordinary thing that shouldn’t have stopped his gaze.

But it did.

“I bet you aren’t man enough to wear them.”

William looked at her. Then he looked at the panties. The towel was still wrapped around his waist, his body still holding the heat of the shower.

“How do you think I’m going to put those on?”

Susan didn’t answer. She extended her other hand without saying a word. His boxers, folded, waiting.

“Choose.”

William looked at both garments. The boxers in one hand, the panties in the other. His gaze moved from one to the other, slowly. His jaw tightened. His breathing changed.

One second, two. They felt like an eternity.

He ripped the panties from her hand.

“Wearing them doesn’t affect me.”

He released the towel, let it fall, and facing her, he pulled them on in one tug.

He looked up.

Susan looked at him. Then she smiled, just barely, and stepped away from the doorway to let him pass. William picked up the towel from the floor, went to the closet, and dressed with his back to her.


Chapter 4

As he did every morning at the company, he left his office and pushed open the metal door to the workshop. The noise hit him all at once: the machines, the movement, the smell of oil and hot metal. Men in stained overalls looked up as they saw him pass.

“Good morning, boss.”

“Morning, Gómez. Everything good here?”

“Yes, sir. I’ll let you know if anything comes up.”

“Perfect.”

He kept walking. The greetings repeated throughout the warehouse, one after another, always the same. He responded with his usual tone. He looked at them: the calloused hands, the broad shoulders, the stained overalls.

If they only knew.

He would lose their respect.

He kept walking.

The administrative office door closed behind him, and the noise of the workshop vanished. He noticed the contrast. The clean floor, the different light, a soft music he had never registered before. A plant in the corner, a painting on the wall—things that had always been there and that he had never truly seen.

The two female employees worked at their desks. Their perfume reached him before anything else. He looked at them: the skirts, the blouses with necklines, the delicacy in every gesture. There was no desire in that look.

And then came the thought.

I wear panties just like them.

When William left, the two employees looked at each other.

“Did you notice the boss was more attentive today?”

The other nodded without looking up from the keyboard.

“Yes. It always made me nervous when he came in here.”

***

William finished his rounds and reached his area. He stopped in front of Monica.

“Any messages, anything on the schedule for now?”

“No, sir, the rest of your morning is clear.”

“Perfect.”

William entered his office and locked the door. The full-length mirror hanging on the side wall threw his own image back at him before he even finished turning his head.

He stopped dead, trapped by the reflection.

He turned back toward the entrance, engaged the latch, and turned the key: a metallic click that sealed his solitude.

He returned to the mirror. His hands, almost mechanical, searched for his belt buckle. The leather gave way, his trousers slid to his ankles, and he stood there, motionless. The reflection returned something he struggled to recognize: the usual image of a businessman, broken by the white cotton of the panties.

***

The doorknob moved. William tensed, his eyes fixed on the wood. Two sharp, firm knocks echoed in the office.

“William, it’s Susan.”

Panic rose in his throat. With clumsy, urgent movements, he pulled up his trousers and tugged at his belt before he had even finished buckling it.

“I’m coming,” he replied, forcing a neutral tone.

He walked to the entrance, turned the key, and opened it. Susan entered immediately, without waiting for an invitation.

“Why were you locked in?” she asked, closing the door.

“I didn’t want anyone coming in,” he said, adjusting his shirt with hands that were still trembling.

Susan looked at him, impatient.

“Who is going to come in with Monica out there? It doesn’t matter. I need you to sign these papers.”

William took the folder she held out. As he signed, an idea crossed his mind, sour and heavy: Susan always appeared right there, at the precise moment he was trying to hide.

William signed the papers and handed them back. She took the folder.

“Done, I’m leaving,” she said.

Before heading out, she paused and stroked his cheek. William felt the touch and his back muscles contracted suddenly, rigid, not knowing how to respond.

“Do you feel alright? Are you comfortable?” she asked.

“Of course, beautiful. Why wouldn’t I be comfortable?”

“Just asking. I’ll see you at lunchtime.”

She reached the door.

“Should I close it for you?”

“No,” he said, “leave it open.”

William slumped back into his chair and let out a long sigh. His head was spinning. He didn’t know what he was feeling, but he did feel that his wife was encroaching on his territory, on his body, and today he couldn’t think clearly.

And suddenly, a memory hit him. University. He remembered not having any clean underwear, and his girlfriend at the time lent him a pair of hers so he could go to class. It was a different situation, of course, but the sensation of wearing them was exactly the same as it was now. He remembered sitting in the lecture hall, his mind elsewhere, unable to listen to the professor because of the feel of the garment against his skin.

***

The next morning.

The hot water hit the back of his neck, but William didn’t relax; a tension ran through his entire body. He feared—he was almost certain—that upon opening the door, he would find her standing there, waiting.

When he finally stepped out, the hallway was empty.

Relief hit him like a cool breeze. He heard a metallic sound in the kitchen: a spoon against ceramic, the sound of the coffee maker. Everything normal. With the towel around his waist, he entered the closet.

He opened his usual drawer.

They weren’t there. None of his boxers. In their place, perfectly folded and centered in the empty space, lay two pairs of panties.

He tightened his hand over the edge of the dresser. He breathed deeply, trying to contain the rage rising in his chest, and went downstairs.

Susan was in the kitchen, her back turned. Hearing his footsteps, she turned her head.

“You aren’t dressed yet, breakfast is ready, it’s getting late,” she said calmly, as if it were just any other day.

William stopped at the foot of the stairs.

“Where is my underwear?”

“In your drawer,” she replied, without looking away from her cup.

“There are only panties there.”

Susan looked at him, impassive.

“Yes, darling. Yesterday you chose.”

William grit his teeth, feeling the ground slip out from under his feet.

“How long are you going to keep up this game?”

Susan’s silence lasted barely a second, but it was heavy.

“It’s not a game to me, William.”

Fuming, the man turned around and strode back up the stairs. He entered the closet, stood staring at the two garments looking back at him from the drawer, and let out a curse under his breath, frustrated, not knowing what to do with a rage that served him no purpose.

Ten minutes later, he returned to the kitchen. He was dressed, rigid, with his tie tightened to the last millimeter.

“Let’s go, we’re going to be late.”

“But you aren’t eating breakfast, William,” she noted, pointing to the served plate.

“I’m not hungry.”

***

Days turned into weeks. William’s internal struggle wore down until it became a silent routine. He got used to it. At first, every morning while putting the garments on, he told himself it was just fabric, an unimportant detail, a domestic game she was winning through persistence. But the mind is difficult territory to control: sometimes, in the middle of an important meeting or walking down the street, the sensation of the fabric against his skin betrayed him, reminding him that something had changed irreversibly.

Life as a couple transformed. Sexual relations had disappeared; he didn’t know how to approach her, how to even attempt contact when he felt so exposed, so disarmed under her gaze. The power in the house had changed hands without him even being able to identify the exact moment he had let go of the reins.

The most unsettling thing, however, was the change in his own conduct. Those macho comments, the disparaging remarks he used to throw out by reflex about women driving or in the workplace, had simply ceased to exist. They were gone. It was as if his own voice censored itself before speaking.

The last time he criticized a woman, he was eating lunch. Susan stopped eating, looked up, and stared at him with a calm that he found more violent than any shout.

“Coming from someone who wears panties,” she stated.

William looked down at his plate. He didn’t answer. He couldn’t.


Chapter 5

The television played the romantic comedy she had chosen. William was sitting on the sofa, his body relaxed, letting the story flow in front of them. He was attentive to her, to the warmth of her presence by his side.

Suddenly, Susan moved. She rested her head on his shoulder and let her hand fall onto his leg with a firm pressure that sought nothing more than to simply be there. The contact was like a shot. William felt the heat of her skin, the closeness of a body he hadn’t touched in weeks. The erection was instantaneous—a natural, intense reaction that surged through his body with all its usual force.

William didn’t hesitate. With the confidence of a man who knows his wife, he stretched his arm behind her head. His fingers tangled naturally in her hair, stroking her nape and the contour of her neck. It was a fluid gesture, a language he mastered perfectly.

Susan didn’t need to look down to know. She felt the change in the tension of his body, the erection asserting itself beneath the fabric of his trousers. Her hand, which until then had rested on his thigh, slid upward with absolute certainty, without asking permission, taking ownership of that impulse.

William let out a gasp, a choked sound that came from deep within. His breathing broke, becoming heavy and uncontrollable, shattering the calm of the living room. It was a raw reaction, an urgency he couldn’t disguise.

Susan raised her head and their eyes met. It wasn’t a look of surprise, but of total recognition. In that moment, there was no room for role-playing or the tensions of the past few days. He leaned toward her and kissed her. It was a long, dense kiss, charged with all the desire they had been blocking—a kiss that tasted of urgency and accumulated need.

William pulled away just a few millimeters, his lips still moist and his gaze fixed on her, trying to catch his breath.

“I’m bored with the movie. Let’s go upstairs,” he said, his voice deep, trying to retake command.

Susan held his gaze for a second longer, letting him believe the impulse was his, before smiling ever so slightly.

“Yes, let’s go,” she replied.

They climbed the stairs with a ravenous urgency. The bedroom door remained open, forgotten behind them as garments fell to the floor in chaotic disarray. William held her, claiming the skin of her neck with deep kisses, charged with an intensity that left no doubt about his intentions.

She felt the firmness of his erection pressing against her body. It wasn’t a timid or contained response; it was William imposing his desire.

“Let’s get in bed,” she said, her voice cracking.

As they fell onto the sheets, he took total control. He began to trace her with slow kisses, marking every inch of her skin with possessive precision, claiming her body as his own. There was no hesitation in his movements, only raw determination. When he moved lower, Susan opened her legs, yielding to the invasion of a lover.

But just as they were joined, an image burst into her mind: William, days ago, in front of the mirror with her bra. The dissonance was brutal. Would any other man have accepted wearing panties? Her arousal evaporated instantly. She could only observe him, listen to his gasps, and feel the weight of a reality that, for a second, completely unsettled her.

“Did you ever imagine you were with a man when you make love to me?” she asked, with a coldness that cut through the air.

William’s reaction was like a whiplash. He stopped dead. The tension in his body changed nature: it ceased to be desire and became an offensive hardness. He withdrew from her without a word and lay down beside her, distancing himself physically.

“How can you ask me that?” he said. His voice was dry, sharp, stripped of any trace of intimacy.

“Sorry, William,” she replied, with a hesitation that sounded like defeat. “It just came out.”

He didn’t answer. He turned over, giving her his back, and the silence in the room became absolute.

Susan remained silent, watching her husband’s back in the gloom. Regret began to seep into her bones; deep down, she knew that question had been a weapon she herself had fired, and now William’s silence was the void left by the impact. She loved him, despite everything, and the coldness with which he had closed himself off was terrifying to her.

Slowly, overcoming the fear of a greater rejection, she slid across the sheets. She drew closer until she was pressed against him, leaning her entire body against her husband’s rigid back.

“Forgive me,” she whispered. “I love you. I didn’t know how to react... I got carried away by the moment.”

William didn’t respond. He remained there, turned into a wall of tense muscle. Not even a sigh, nor a slight movement to indicate he had heard her.

“We promised each other we would never lie,” she murmured. “That we would be accomplices.”

Her hand moved down, resolute, and settled over his sex. William held his breath. His body reacted instantly; an erection bloomed against Susan’s palm, a biological betrayal that left him disarmed. She didn’t stop, she didn’t ask for consent; she simply reclaimed what, in her mind, already belonged to her.

“Let me into your mind, William,” she insisted, while her hand slowly traced his hip, drawing precise circles, then moving down toward his buttocks.

William didn’t move. He offered no physical resistance, but his muscles were taut, like piano strings about to snap.

Susan felt it. She perceived his conflict, the place where his pride crashed against his desire. Then, with a softness that was more unsettling than violence, one of her fingers entered him, slowly and deeply.

William let out a sigh, an involuntary moan that escaped his chest, betraying the rigidity he was trying to maintain.

“Trust me, love,” she whispered, intensifying the movement.

“I’m not gay,” he blurted out, his voice breaking—a desperate cry trying to save his identity from what was occurring.

Susan moved closer, pressing her body to his, feeling his vibration, his loss of control. She didn’t stop; on the contrary, she became deeper, more demanding.

“Don’t talk,” she commanded, with absolute authority. “Enjoy this.”

Silence fell over the room again, but this time it was no longer the silence of rejection, but of surrender. William closed his eyes, trapped between his truth and the reality she was imposing on him.

He was lost. The outside world, with its rules, its labels, and its mandates of virility, had dissolved completely. He was no longer thinking; his mind was incapable of processing anything other than that electric current running up his spine, a raw impulse that nullified any capacity for resistance. In that state of trance, he felt a mask slip from his face, an armor he hadn’t even known he was wearing. It was as if, layer by layer, he was being stripped of an identity that felt foreign to him, exposing a vulnerability that, for the first time, caused him not shame, but a kind of liberating vertigo.

Susan, however, inhabited a completely different space. Unlike when he penetrated her, her arousal had now transmuted into something much denser. It wasn’t just desire; it was the intoxication of absolute power.

Every movement of her hand, every moan she managed to wrench from William, fed a possession that went far beyond the sexual. It was total control over the man who, until recently, believed himself to be the master of the house and the relationship. Susan watched him, aware that she was sculpting him to her measure. It wasn’t just his body she was exploring; it was his will, his limits, and his essence that she was subjecting to her dominance.

He let himself go, surrendering the remains of his will, while she, with a predatory calm, finished claiming what she now knew was hers.

The orgasm was fatal. It wasn’t a release, but a physical and mental collapse that dismantled him piece by piece. William arched his back with involuntary violence, a spasm of pure surrender that left him breathless, eyes closed, frightened by the intensity of what had just occurred. The unknown, the weight of the taboo breaking his final defenses, left him devastated, as if his soul had been emptied.

The silence that followed in the room was dense, charged with an electricity that still vibrated in the sheets.

Susan drew close to him, surrounding him, ignoring his state of catatonia. She pressed against his back, stroking his face, invading his personal space with a possessiveness that admitted no retort.

“I want you like this,” she whispered against his ear, her voice sounding like a verdict. “Not the macho man you were before. That guy no longer exists. I want this man, the vulnerable one, the sensitive one... the one who is truly with me.”

William didn’t answer. He was inert, absorbing the magnitude of his own surrender.

“You are mine,” she continued, and this time her tone was cold, absolute, like someone marking property. “I want to know everything in your mind, even the things you don’t even know you’re hiding. We are accomplices.”

She ran a hand over his chest, feeling the erratic beating of his heart, but he remained silent, his gaze lost in the darkness of the room, understanding that the man who had climbed those stairs minutes ago would never go back down.


Chapter 6

Breakfast was quiet. Susan had prepared coffee and toast, and they sat together like any other morning, except it wasn’t any other morning. She rested her hand over his on the table. Their fingers intertwined naturally, without her asking for anything.

William said nothing. He looked at their joined hands for a moment and let them stay there.

“Don’t forget,” Susan said in a low voice. “Let’s be accomplices, the two of us. Like we promised back when we were dating.”

He looked up.

“Yes, my love.”

Susan smiled and took a sip of her coffee.

Finishing breakfast, William picked up his mug.

“Before I go to the company, I have class,” she said.

“If you like, I’ll drop you off at the institute and pick you up later.”

“I’d like that,” she said.

Susan looked him directly in the eye, calm.

“I want to ask you something. Do you want me at home or at the company?”

William didn’t hesitate.

“I want you there with me.”

Susan didn’t respond immediately. She watched him for another second, as if storing that answer somewhere, and then got up to find her coat.

***

The trip along the highway toward the city center was in silence, but not the silence of the night before. William drove with his eyes on the road. Susan couldn’t stay still. She changed the radio station twice, adjusted herself in the seat, rested her elbow on the window. At one point, she reached out and slowly ruffled his hair as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Upon arrival, he parked in front of the institute. Susan opened the door but didn’t get out immediately. She turned her body toward him, leaning in.

“Maybe I am a lesbian with you,” she said, with the faintest smile. “I love you. Pick me up later.”

She closed the door.

William stared at the windshield for a moment. Then he shifted into first gear and drove off.

Susan entered the institute with her bag over her shoulder and a light step. She wasn’t thinking about the class or what lay ahead. She was thinking about how it had been a long time since she felt this way. The constant struggle in her marriage—that dull friction that had been the background of everything for years—had vanished. What had happened the night before was something else, a new territory full of possibilities that didn’t yet have a name.

She felt complete. Empowered. Capable of anything she set her mind to.

***

William drove the fifteen minutes that separated the institute from the company.

Something was strange. He couldn’t name it, but it was there. It was like trying to put on a mask he could no longer find—one he hadn’t even known he’d been wearing until it was gone. He didn’t want to admit it. He wasn’t sure exactly what it was he didn’t want to admit.

What he did feel, and this was harder to avoid, was something toward Susan. A closeness he didn’t remember feeling before, or perhaps that had always been there and he’d never known how to see. He couldn’t quite place it.

He felt different. And that was what unsettled him most: not knowing if what he felt was him—his true self coming to the surface—or if it was Susan molding him slowly, without him realizing it.

He parked. Turned off the engine.

He found no answer. He got out of the car.

***

Three hours later, William was parked in front of the institute with the engine running, just as he had promised. Susan came out with her bag over her shoulder and opened the car door.

“How was it?”

“The class was interesting, but my head was elsewhere. Is there much work at the company?”

“The usual. Nothing different.”

Susan watched him for a moment. Before William could say a word, she already had her phone in her hand. She dialed and waited.

“Monica, it’s Susan. We aren’t coming back today; we’ll see you tomorrow. Can you take charge?” She listened to the response. “Perfect, thank you.”

She hung up and put the phone in her bag.

“I thought about you all day.”

“About what?”

“Everything. Drive; I’ll show you where we’re going.”

William looked at her for a second.

“You scare me, Susan.”

“We’re in this together.” She put her hand on his arm. “Come on, turn at the corner. It’s nearby.”

“You can park here. We’ll walk; it’s close.”

William parked. They got out and walked a short distance along the sidewalk until Susan stopped.

“This is it.”

William looked at the facade. The shop had its name written in gold letters against a cream background. The glass of the entrance was frosted, discreet.

Inside, the air was different. A soft, floral perfume enveloped him from the first step—lavender and something sweeter he couldn’t identify. The walls were a warm, dusty rose with dim light fixtures. Everything was curved, soft, without angles. Low instrumental music, almost imperceptible. Women in white robes moved in and out, speaking in low voices, as if the place had its own rules for temperature and volume.

William was the only man.

“What is this place?”

“We’re going to have a spa session, the two of us.”

“But love...”

“You’re going to feel good. No stress for a few hours.”

They approached the counter. Susan spoke in a low voice to the receptionist, who listened without surprise, nodded, and handed her some forms. William sat in one of the gray velvet-upholstered armchairs, hands on his knees, looking around the room.

Susan came back and sat beside him.

“We’re going to enjoy this all day. First, you have a full body wax session scheduled for you. I’ll have a coffee and wait for you, and then we’ll continue together.”

William looked at her.

“But love, I can’t...”

“Don’t argue with me.” She looked at him firmly—without harshness, but without margin for debate.

“Mr. Carter?”

William looked up. A young woman in a white robe with her hair pulled back was looking at him from the hallway with a professional smile.

“Please, follow me.”

Susan’s hand rested on his leg for a second.

“Go. I’ll wait for you.”

William stood up and followed the girl down a narrow corridor. The scent of lavender intensified. The walls changed—no longer the rose of the waiting room but a soft seafoam green, like the interior of something alive. The light was even lower.

The girl opened a door and stepped aside.

“You may go in.”

The room was small and warm. A white leather-upholstered table in the center, towels folded with precision, a small table with jars and waxes in different shades. It smelled of something sweet and hot.

“Please undress, Mr. Carter. You can leave your clothes on the chair. I’ll leave you a towel.” She pointed without looking. “I’ll be right back.”

She closed the door.

William was left alone in the center of the room. He looked at the table. He looked at the chair. He looked at the closed door.

There was no possible argument in that room. Susan was on the other side of the corridor having a coffee, and he was there, in a room that smelled of hot wax, with a folded towel waiting for him.

He unbuttoned his shirt.

“Please undress completely, Mr. Carter. You can leave everything on the chair.”

William didn’t move immediately. The esthetician already had her back turned, preparing the wax on the side table without looking at him.

He took off his shirt. His trousers. And there he stopped.

The panties. Black, lace, tight across his hips. He looked at them for a second as if they were a problem he didn’t yet know how to solve.

The esthetician didn’t turn around.

William took them off, folded them as best as he could, and left them under his trousers, covered, out of sight. He lay down on the table and waited.

She turned, approached, and without saying a word, spread a small towel over his genital area. A routine, precise gesture, like someone arranging a tool. Then she put on her gloves.

“Relax, please.”

The wax arrived hot and thick, adhering to the skin. Her hands worked with an impersonal efficiency—moving, repositioning, shifting the towel when she needed to access another area, replacing it afterward. All without asking permission because there was nothing to ask. It was her job. He was a body on a table.

What am I doing here?

The first pull wrenched a sound from him that he tried to turn into a cough. She immediately pressed down with her palm, making no comment, and continued.

William stared at the ceiling.

Another pull. This one further in. William grit his teeth.

At some point, the towel was no longer where it had been at the start. The esthetician moved it, repositioned it, and William said nothing because he couldn’t find the exact moment to say it, and that moment always passed.

“Could you bend your right knee?”

William bent his right knee.

I am not the same man who walked into this place this morning.

He thought it and didn’t know whether it scared him or not. That was the worst part—he no longer knew what he should feel. He knew what was expected: indignation, rejection, the certainty of getting up and ending all of this.

But he was lying down. Still. Letting a woman he didn’t know strip away every last trace of hair with an efficiency that left no room for argument.

“We’re almost finished, Mr. Carter.”

William didn’t respond. He kept staring at the ceiling, listening to the sound of the wax, feeling the heat and the pull and the palm pressing down afterward, until nothing was left.

The esthetician folded the last strip and pressed with her palm one last time.

“All set, Mr. Carter. You may get dressed. There is a robe behind the door.”

William sat up slowly. His skin stung slightly, sensitive to the air in a way he didn’t know. He put on the robe without looking at himself, tied the belt, and went out into the corridor.

Susan was waiting for him, leaning against the wall with her own white robe and a half-finished cup of coffee. She looked him up and down and gave a slight smile.

“How are you?”

“Fine,” he said.

It wasn’t true, and they both knew it.

***

They were taken to a larger room. Two parallel tables, warm light, the same perfume as before now mixed with almond oil. Two men waited for them, in the same white robes and gloves, with the same professional expression of those who have seen everything and comment on nothing.

“You can leave your robes on the chairs,” one of them said. “And lie face down.”

William stood still for a second. Susan was already taking off her robe. She lay on the table with a naturalness he found unbearable.

There was no choice. He turned around, took off his robe, and folded it over the chair. The panties were exposed—black, lace, across his hips—before he could cover himself with the towel.

The two masseurs said nothing. One of them adjusted the towel over his lower back and began to work without further preamble.

William closed his eyes and looked at the floor through the face cradle of the table.

The masseur’s hands were strong and methodical. They moved down his back, his sides, his legs. And every time they reached the lower part, William felt the fabric of the panties and thought about what was underneath—the smooth, new skin, without anything—and something in his chest tightened in a way he didn’t know how to classify.

Susan spoke from the table next to him, in a low voice.

“Enjoy this. You’re going to come out of here a new man.”

William didn’t answer. He closed his eyes and let the hands keep working.

New, he thought. Or something.

They spent the rest of the afternoon at the spa.

A facial together in the same room. Then a while in the steam room, sitting, not speaking. Finally, they were served herbal teas in the relaxation lounge while the light outside changed color.

William didn’t ask what time it was.


Chapter 7

Upon leaving the spa, the cool street air brought back a sense of reality. He walked toward the car with somewhat heavy steps, as if struggling to regain his usual rhythm. Susan walked right beside him.

Reaching the vehicle, William moved by inertia toward the driver’s side door. Before he could touch the handle, she stopped him with a firm touch on his forearm.

“Give me the keys,” she said, holding out her hand.

William looked at the car, then at her. His old identity, the one still trying to cling to control, gave him one last push.

“What are people going to think if they see you driving?” he said, pointing to the driver’s seat. “I should be the one in there.”

Susan looked at him, impassive.

“Still with that innate machismo?” she replied, extending her hand. “Give me the keys. If you don’t like being the passenger, take the subway. Go home alone.”

The air between them grew heavy. William searched her for any sign of a joke, but found only firm authority. His fingers loosened. The metal hit Susan’s palm with a dry clink. He walked around the vehicle, defeated, and sat in the place she had assigned to him.

“You’re far too relaxed to drive,” she added with a smile that didn’t reach her eyes, but vibrated with a new, exalted energy. “You might cause an accident. It’s better if I do it.”

Susan began to talk. It was a monologue that flowed without pause, a discharge of electricity that seemed to fill the cabin. William watched her from the corner of his eye, hypnotized by the way her hands dominated the wheel, by the way she seemed to own every turn and every street.

“What do you feel, darling?” she asked suddenly, without taking her eyes off the traffic.

William swallowed hard. His voice sounded lower, less authoritative than he remembered.

“I feel strange. Different.”

“What is ‘strange,‘ William?” she insisted, her tone pure defiance.

He exhaled a long sigh, a sound that contained his defeat.

“I’m... relaxed. I’ve done things today I would never have done in my life. I never even imagined that...”

“See?” she interrupted, turning the wheel. “Life isn’t a bubble, William. You thought it was—that everything was order and control—but reality is much more fluid. You are much more malleable than you thought.”

William looked out the window, watching the buildings and people pass by, oblivious to his transformation.

“I can’t keep doing this,” he whispered, more to himself than to her, a final attempt to hang onto his sanity.

Susan slowed down, stopping at a red light. She turned toward him, leaning in slightly, invading his personal space with that intensity that held him captive.

“The day isn’t over yet,” she said, and there was a promise in her voice that chilled his blood. “I want just one more thing.”

William tried to hold her gaze, but his eyes drifted toward the dashboard, searching for an exit that didn’t exist.

“What is it now? Please... I can’t keep doing this.”

She reached out and stroked his cheek, a caress that was a command.

“Quiet. I just want to try one thing. Everything depends on this; everything changes. We either go back to what we were, or we keep going.”

***

Arriving at the house, they went upstairs in silence, as if following an invisible script Susan had written long ago. In the bedroom, she led him directly in front of the full-length mirror.

“Undress,” she said, with a calm that admitted no retort.

“What do you want to do?” he asked, his voice barely a thread, still trying to cling to logic.

“Like I told you: just try something.”

He obeyed, letting his garments fall one by one until he was in only his underwear. The silence in the room was dense. Susan approached and, without a word, traced his shoulders and torso with her fingertips. The contact was different; his skin was soft, depilated, treated with the creams from the spa.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered, forcing him to hold his gaze in the mirror. “Feel that. It’s your skin—soft, smooth, William.”

William looked. He was hypnotized by the image, by the smoothness she was pointing out. Then, Susan disappeared for a second into the closet and returned with the bra. The same one he had tried on in private.

“I want to try this.”

“No... I only touched it, you don’t have to...”

“You wanted to do it for a reason,” she cut him off. “Come on. Put it on.”

He did. His hands, once steady, trembled as he adjusted the straps. Seeing himself in the garment, an electric shock ran down his spine. His eyes locked onto his own reflection and, without him being able to help it, an unmistakable erection appeared beneath the panties.

Susan looked at it. A triumphant smile, just a trace of satisfaction, drew across her lips.

“This is what I wanted to know,” she said. “You like seeing yourself like this.”

“It’s not that, dear, it’s...” he tried to stammer, but his body was betraying him.

“Shh. Wait.”

She pulled a lipstick from her purse and, with methodical precision, painted his lips. The red color stood out against his pale skin.

“There now,” she whispered, observing him like someone finishing a masterpiece. “You’re beautiful. Imagine yourself with long hair, full makeup... what a stunning woman you would be.”

William stopped breathing. In the mirror, he no longer saw the man he had always been. He saw something different, something he could no longer deny.

He didn’t know what it was he felt. He only knew he couldn’t look away, that something in that image pulled at him with a force that had no name and that he had never recognized before.

Susan watched him in the mirror for a moment. Then she spoke, her voice low.

“Do you want me to keep going, or do I stop and we forget everything?”

The silence lasted several seconds.

“Keep going,” he said.

It came out slowly, almost without a voice.

Susan looked at him with a spark in her eyes that wasn’t mockery, but something else. She went to the closet without a word and returned with nylon stockings and two socks. She stood in front of him, tucked the socks into the bra with a naturalness that left no room for shame, and then handed him the stockings.

“I’ll show you how to put them on so they don’t tear.”

She took his hand, rolled the stocking from the toe, and showed him how to pull it slowly up his smooth leg, stretching without yanking. Then the other one.

William followed her instructions without saying a word.

When he finished, he stood before the mirror.

The black bra tight against his chest, with the sock padding giving him a shape that wasn’t his own. The lace panties. The nylon stockings rising up his hairless legs without a wrinkle. The red lipstick on his mouth.

He couldn’t tear his eyes away from his reflection. Susan was behind him, watching him in the mirror.

“You’re beautiful.”

William turned his head and looked at her. He said nothing. Something about the adjective had stopped him—the gender, the word falling over him with a naturalness that Susan hadn’t forced. He stayed like that for a second, not knowing where to put his gaze.

Susan stepped away from the mirror.

“Let’s go down. You prepare dinner.”

William didn’t answer. He followed her downstairs.

***

In the living room, Susan went straight to the sofa. She picked up the remote from the side table, turned on the television, and leaned back against the cushions with a naturalness that William found difficult to process. The exact gesture he had repeated thousands of nights without thinking.

He watched her for a moment from the kitchen doorway.

She didn’t return his gaze. She was choosing a channel.

William opened the refrigerator. Then the freezer. He searched without knowing exactly what he was looking for until he found a box of macaroni and cheese at the back. He took it out, went into the living room, and stopped in front of her.

“Susan, should I prepare this?”

She looked down at the box for a second.

“Yes, Beautiful. Cook that.”

William stood there.

Beautiful.

He turned around and went back into the kitchen.


Chapter 8

The next morning’s walkthrough of the workshops was the same as always. The noise, the smell of oil, the men in overalls looking up when they saw him pass.

“Good morning, boss.”

“Morning, Gómez. Everything in order?”

“Yes, sir. No news.”

He kept walking. The greetings, the machines, the stained floor. Everything the same.

But it wasn’t the same.

Beneath his trousers, the stockings covered his legs with a softness that had nothing to do with this place. It was cold—the Chicago winter seeped through the corrugated metal without mercy—and the stockings were warm. That also caught him off guard, though he said nothing.

At one point, he crossed his arms and stood watching a machine that Gómez was explaining, and he felt the secret there, quiet, bothering no one.

***

He walked into the administrative office with a coffee in one hand and a box of donuts in the other.

The two clerks looked at him.

“To start the day off right,” he said, leaving everything on the nearest desk.

He sat down without being asked.

At first, they talked about work. A supplier that was running late, an order that had gone wrong the previous week. William listened, asked questions, and gave a few directions without raising his voice. The two women still responded carefully, testing the waters.

But the box of donuts was open and the coffee was hot, and at some point, one of them told a story that had nothing to do with work—an absurd situation with a client from the month before—and the three of them laughed.

After that, the conversation took off on its own. Company anecdotes, trivial things, comments that on any other morning would never have taken place in that office.

William checked his watch.

“Thirty minutes.” He stood up. “I think I should go pick up my wife from the institute. See you later.”

“See you later, Mr. Carter.”

He left. The two women stayed in silence for a moment, looking at the half-finished box of donuts on the desk. They looked at each other and smiled.

***

Twenty minutes later, William was waiting at the door of the institute. Not in the car as usual. Standing on the sidewalk, hands in his pockets, with the Chicago cold hitting him in the face.

Susan came out and saw him before she reached him. She paused mid-step.

“You came to get me. It wasn’t necessary; I would have taken an Uber.”

“I wanted to pick you up. The office is quiet; they could spare me for a moment.”

“Thanks, love,” she said.

William pulled the keys from his pocket and held them out to her.

“Here. You drive.”

Susan looked at the keys, then at him.

“But are we going back to the company?”

“Yes, of course.”

“And what are they going to say if they see me driving and not you?”

William shrugged.

“Let them say what they want.”

Susan took the keys. She gave him a kiss on the cheek and walked toward the car. William followed her.

During the drive, Susan spoke without haste, her eyes on the road.

“The course ends next week. Then I’ll be able to dedicate myself one hundred percent to the company.”

William didn’t respond immediately. He watched her. The confidence with which she drove, her hands steady on the wheel, that smile of hers that had always been there.

He smiled too.

During the trip, William caught her up on the company’s situations.

“The head of Human Resources resigned for personal reasons. We need a new man for that position. What I don’t know is whether to bring someone from outside or promote someone from within.”

“Why does it have to be a man?”

William looked at her.

“We have Lucia,” Susan continued. “She’s been there many years and knows the operations better than anyone.”

An hour ago, he had been drinking coffee with her. Before, he would never have considered her; she didn’t exist to him.

“Yes, Susan. You’re right. She is very efficient.”

At the gate, the barrier opened. The security guard leaned out of the window.

“Good morning, Mrs. Susan.” He looked toward the passenger seat. “Good morning, Mr. Carter.”

“Good morning,” they both replied.

Susan drove forward. Without saying a word, she reached out and rested her hand on William’s leg.

As they got out of the vehicle, Susan headed in a different direction. She wasn’t going toward the administrative building.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m always in the offices. I need to know the production side well. I don’t know the workshop staff either.”

“Well, let’s go together.”

Upon entering, Gómez approached them.

“Gómez, this is my wife, Susan. I don’t know if you’ve met.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Susan.”

She extended her hand.

“Good morning, Gómez. I would like you to bring me up to speed on everything in this sector.”

“Yes, ma’am, follow me.”

Susan turned to William.

“You don’t need to stay. If you want, go back to the office; I’ll stay here until lunch.”

“Yes, Susan.”

William turned around and walked toward the administrative building. Behind him, he heard Gómez’s voice explaining something to Susan, and her response—attentive, questioning.

He didn’t look back.

**

At the end of the day, the two headed to the parking lot. William felt for the keys in his trouser pocket. They weren’t there.

Susan was walking toward the driver’s door. She hadn’t given them back.

William said nothing. He walked around the car and sat on the other side.

***

During the drive, Susan spoke with genuine enthusiasm.

“The operational area is so interesting. The machines, the process. Gómez explained everything to me.”

“Yes. He manages that sector very well.”

They continued talking about work matters. Suppliers, production times, an improvement Gómez had suggested months ago that had never been implemented. Susan asked, William answered. Neither of them noticed when they left the city behind and entered the neighborhood.

Upon arriving, Susan went inside, dropped her bag at the entrance, and sank into the sofa with a long sigh.

“Today was a exhausting day. I’m very tired. What are you going to cook, Beautiful?”

William stood in the kitchen doorway.


Chapter 9

Susan woke up before the alarm went off. She checked the clock; there were fifteen minutes left. She shifted toward William and caressed him. He moved, blinked, and opened his eyes. He realized it immediately. It had been a long time since she had approached him like this in the morning.

“Good morning, Susan,” he said.

“Good morning, beautiful,” she replied.

Susan stretched, satisfied.

“I slept so well. I dreamed about you last night. I dreamed of Leila.”

“Who is Leila?”

“Leila is you.” She said it naturally, without lifting her head from the pillow. “I like this version of you. Less macho, more attentive.”

William didn’t respond. He slowly stroked her back, listening to her.

“I dreamed of you in a floral dress.”

Silence.

The image arrived unbidden and stayed there. William felt the erection before he could do anything about it.

“I can’t wear a dress,” he said.

Susan lowered her hand without haste and rested it over him.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I see that you like it.”

William said nothing. The shame rose to his face without him being able to prevent it.

“I’ve seen you tired these past few days.”

“Yes, to be honest, the problems at work have stressed me out a bit.”

“Take the day off. Stay home.”

“But I have things to do.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it. I don’t have classes today; I can stay at the company all day.” She adjusted his pillow. “Don’t even get up now. Sleep a couple more hours. I’ll take a bath, have breakfast at the office, and that’s it.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, beautiful. You stay calm.”

William felt something he couldn’t quite name. The feminine address fell over him with a naturalness that Susan no longer even noticed. He didn’t correct it either. He didn’t know if he simply didn’t dare or if he was accepting it. Perhaps both. Perhaps neither.

He closed his eyes.

***

Two hours later, he woke up alone. The house was in silence. A Wednesday morning and Susan was working. He got up and went to the bathroom. Passing in front of the mirror, he stopped without having decided to do so.

He observed himself.

White t-shirt, panties, hairless legs. The image the mirror returned was no longer completely new, and that in itself was something he preferred not to dwell on too much.

Be careful what you wish for...

He went down to the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator. There was no milk. He prepared coffee and sat alone at the counter.

While drinking his coffee, he looked out the window. He would have to take the opportunity to go grocery shopping—several things were missing, not just the milk. But the car wasn’t there. Susan had taken it.

He thought of Uber. And then he thought of the times she had asked him for her own car and he had said it wasn’t necessary, that he would take her wherever she wanted—why would they want another car?

Now he couldn’t move from his own house without asking an app for permission.

He finished his coffee, just thinking.

***

At the supermarket, he took a cart and walked through the aisles with the list he had compiled mentally. At that hour on a weekday, the place was quiet.

While waiting in the checkout line, he noticed something he hadn’t seen before—most of the people doing the shopping at that hour were women. Some pregnant, others with small children in the cart.

He was there, with his bags.

“William! Are you alone? Where is Susan?”

He turned around. Mary, the neighbor, had stepped in behind him in the queue.

“Hi, Mary. No, I’m alone. I didn’t go to work today and Susan is... at the institute.”

“Oh, how nice. Send her my regards and tell her I’ll be waiting for her on Saturday at my house, as we agreed.”

“I’ll tell her.”

***

Fifteen minutes later, he was at the entrance waiting for the Uber. A horn honked. Mary pulled her car over to the side.

“William, I’m going home. Do you want a ride?”

“No, thank you, Mary. Before going home, I’m going somewhere else.”

“Okay. Bye, William!”

The car drove off. William looked at his phone. The Uber was four minutes away.

***

Upon arriving home, he left the bags in the kitchen and put everything away. Then he didn’t know what to do.

He had too much time on his hands. Susan wouldn’t be back until the afternoon, and the silence of the house was different from the morning silence—longer, with no clear destination.

He put on some music.

He thought he should do something. He went to the laundry room and stood there looking. To his left, the washing machine. To his right, through the window, the lawnmower in the garden.

He stayed for a moment with the two options before him.

He went upstairs, stripped the sheets from the bed, gathered the dirty clothes scattered around the room, and took it all to the laundry. He looked at the washing machine display. He studied the menu, the programs, the symbols. He chose one that seemed reasonable and started it.

Then he took the cleaning supplies from the cupboard and started with the bathroom. Then the kitchen. Then the living room. He spent a good part of the morning that way, without haste, without a particular order, with the music in the background and the sound of the washing machine for company.

At noon, he made himself another coffee and ate something light standing at the counter.

The afternoon was quieter. He mopped the floors, folded the clean clothes, and put them away. He looked at the garden from the window for a moment and decided to leave it for another day.

When the light outside began to change, he checked the time. Susan was about to return.

He took out the piece of meat he had bought that morning and left it on the counter. While he prepared it, he thought about the day—the supermarket, the washing machine, the clean floors—and he didn’t know if what he felt was satisfaction or something similar that didn’t yet have a name.

He lit the stove.

***

He heard the sound of the engine entering. He went over and opened the door. Susan was getting out of the car with her bag over her shoulder.

“Hi, Susan.”

“Hi, beautiful.”

She gave him a small kiss on the mouth and walked in. She stopped at the threshold of the living room. The smell of meat drifted from the kitchen, soft and constant. She looked around—the clean floors, the cushions in place, the counter cleared.

“I congratulate you. This is very good.” She looked at him with a spark in her eyes. “See? This isn’t just women’s work. Or is it, Leila?”

William smiled.

“Come, sit down. I’ll serve you dinner.”

During dinner, Susan told him the news from the company. One problem in particular had complicated the afternoon.

“You should have called me,” William said.

“It wasn’t necessary. I didn’t want to stress you.”

“But Susan...”

“It was solved. And very well. Lucia and I fixed it.”

William didn’t respond. He kept eating.

“Besides,” she continued, resting her fork on the plate, “if you agree, I don’t have to go to the institute until Monday. So you could take care of the house these days, and I’ll take care of the work.”

There was silence. Susan watched him. She said nothing else. She didn’t need to.

“Yes, Susan. I’m going to rest these days.”

She nodded and resumed her dinner as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Because it already was.


Chapter 10

The weeks passed. The new normal had changed them both, though in different ways.

Susan finished her course and threw herself completely into the company. The morning walkthrough of the workshop had become a routine—she would arrive, greet Gómez, inspect, and ask questions. The employees had stopped asking about the boss. It wasn’t a conscious decision; it simply happened. Susan’s authority was different from William’s—more cordial, more subtle—but it ended up being stricter. No one disputed it.

William went less and less. He told himself he couldn’t assert himself with Susan there, that his presence generated unnecessary tension, that it was better this way for now. It was a reasonable excuse, and he believed it.

The simplest truth was that he had stayed home.

And the house now held a substance it hadn’t before. The shopping, the daily cleaning, the dinner ready when she arrived. He had learned to use the washing machine, had found his own order for things, and had discovered that cooking wasn’t so different from solving a logistics problem—a matter of timing and avoiding improvisation.

At the end of the day, he waited for Susan.

And that, which at another time would have been unthinkable, had become the most natural part of his day.

***

That night, Susan arrived as usual. The kiss, the bag at the entrance, the smell of dinner welcoming her from the kitchen.

“Hello, beautiful. That smells delicious.”

“Dinner is ready.”

Susan left her coat on the chair and pulled out a bag she was carrying.

“It’s a gift for Leila.”

He hadn’t heard that name in a while. He felt something—a sting, a small sensation he couldn’t quite place.

“Remember the dream I had? I saw it today in a window. It’s identical.”

William took the bag and opened it. A white dress with a full skirt, printed with red flowers. He held it up in front of him for a moment.

“It’s pretty,” he said through his teeth.

“You don’t sound enthusiastic—or enthusiastic.” (using the feminine entusiasmada). Susan watched him calmly. “But what I do know is how much it will change you when you look in the mirror with it on.”

“Maybe.” He folded the dress carefully and put it back in the bag. “But first, let’s eat. Dinner is ready.”

Susan smiled and went to sit down. During dinner, she watched him for a moment before speaking.

“I didn’t know I could feel this,” she said in a low voice.

William looked at her.

“I didn’t know I could want this,” she continued. “I don’t desire you like before. I no longer desire the man. I desire Leila.”

William didn’t respond. He held her gaze, not knowing what to do with it.

“What am I?” he finally asked.

Susan rested her fork on her plate.

“That’s for you to tell yourself.”

Silence.

“Something is emerging,” she went on. “I see it. You feel it too, even if you don’t say it. Am I wrong?”

William looked at the table. He didn’t answer.

“I’m not asking you to declare it. I’m asking you to think about it.”

They continued eating in silence for a moment. Then, Susan reached into the purse hanging from her chair and placed something in the middle of the table, between the plates.

William looked at it.

“What is that?”

“A chastity cage.”

He said nothing.

“A woman cannot have the penis as the center of her sexuality,” Susan said, with the same calm she might have used to talk about anything else. “Every time you put on a feminine garment, you have an erection. Every morning. You know it. You agree.”

William stared at the object between the plates without responding.

“And what am I supposed to do?”

“Wear it. It will prevent them—at least until I want you to have them.”

“How do you see this?”

“I only know that I want it.” Susan looked at him intently. “You’re my project, William. I want this person by my side. I want Leila.”

William didn’t take his eyes off the object. He looked at it for a long time without saying a word. Then he continued eating.

When dinner was over, William stood up and began to clear the plates. Susan took his hand.

“Don’t do that now. Leave it for later. I want to see Leila today. Let’s go up.”

***

They went upstairs slowly. It was a moment they both knew would be different from everything that had come before. Susan went up first, her hand extended behind her, and he followed, holding her hand.

They entered the room. She led him to the mirror and let go.

“Look at yourself.”

William looked. A man. White shirt, jeans, sneakers. The shadow of a beard that, at this time of day, was already trying to push through. Everything in order, everything in its place.

Susan approached and touched his face. She felt the roughness under her fingertips. She made a slight gesture with her head—a small negation, almost to herself.

Without saying anything, she unbuttoned his shirt and removed it. Then the belt. The trousers fell. In the mirror, there was now a man with a bare torso and legs covered by nylon stockings that rose above his panties.

Susan looked at him through the mirror.

“Do you think that roughness on your face fits the image you see now?”

William couldn’t find the words. He shook his head.

“Shave.”

William went into the bathroom. He turned on the faucet, let the water run until it was hot, and looked into the small mirror. The foam, the blade, the movements he had made his whole life. But from the bedroom, sounds drifted in—the dresser drawer opening, footsteps, Susan preparing something. He didn’t know exactly what, and that was worse than knowing.

He passed the blade slowly, without rushing, as if he could stretch this moment before what was coming. He rinsed. He dried himself. He looked. The roughness was gone. The skin was smooth, clean, with nothing to interrupt the image.

***

Susan was waiting for him, standing in front of the large mirror. She said nothing. She gestured for him to come closer.

She put the bra on him with a precision that no longer held any hesitation—adjusting the straps, arranging the padding with her hands, checking for symmetry. All with the concentration of someone doing something that matters to them. William looked forward, into the mirror, unable to help himself.

Then she took the dress. She unfolded it slowly. The white of the fabric, the red flowers, the full skirt that flared in the air for a second before she lowered it over his head.

The fabric fell over his body.

Susan adjusted the shoulders, smoothed the skirt, and ran her hands down the sides to settle the shape. Her hands moved over him with a familiarity that asked no permission.

“Look.”

William raised his eyes to the mirror. He wasn’t the man from before. Nor was he completely something else. He was something in the middle, something the white fabric with red flowers defined in a way he hadn’t asked for, yet there it was, looking back from the other side of the glass.

He felt the skirt move slightly against his stockings. He felt the bra tightening against his chest. He felt something that wasn’t exactly shame and wasn’t exactly desire, which made it harder to handle than either.

Susan watched him in the mirror from behind, her hands still on his shoulders. She studied him slowly, without haste, like someone reviewing a work that isn’t yet finished.

She leaned in. Without saying a word, she reached under the skirt. She pulled her hand back a second later.

“I’m not wrong. Your erection is evident.” She looked at him firmly. “You can’t have it. Least of all now.”

She went to the nightstand and returned with the cage. She placed it in his hands.

They both stood looking at it for a moment. Then they began to study the mechanism together. Susan turned the pieces, separated them, and explained without drama. William listened, watched, and followed her instructions with hands that couldn’t quite stay still.

When they began to adjust it, William felt the cold metal. It wasn’t pain—it was presence, a concrete and unmistakable thing that reminded him of what was happening. The skirt fell around his hands while they worked. The mechanism clicked into place.

The sound was small, almost insignificant. A click.

But it pierced him in a way he didn’t expect. It wasn’t panic. It was something quieter and deeper—the physical, concrete realization that something had closed that wouldn’t open on its own.

Susan took the key. She held it for a moment between her fingers, looking at it. Then she brought it to her neckline and let it drop inside, against her skin.

She looked at him.

“Now, yes. But something is missing. I have one final surprise.”

She went to her purse and pulled out a wig. Redhead, long, with a naturalness that suggested she had chosen it with care.

“Look. Without this, Leila wouldn’t be complete.”

She put it on him slowly, arranging the strands over his shoulders, adjusting the line with her fingertips. She stepped back.

William looked at the mirror. He found no words. He didn’t search for them. There was something in that image that left him without the usual mechanism of thinking and then speaking. He just looked. The red hair falling over the white dress with red flowers, the bra underneath, the cage locked beneath all of that, the key in Susan’s cleavage.

Everything together. All at once.

“Now the final touch,” Susan said.

She sat him in front of the vanity mirror and worked quickly, with precision. Her hands moved without doubt. William didn’t move. He watched his own eyes while she transformed them, unable to look away from the process.

When Susan stepped away, William looked up at the large mirror.

Leila looked at him from the other side.

“Who are you?”

William stared at the mirror. The red wig, the dress, the makeup. The locked cage beneath all of it, the key in her cleavage.

It came out slowly, from a place he didn’t know he had.

“I am Leila.”

Susan didn’t respond immediately. She watched him in the mirror from behind, with an intensity he felt before he saw it. Then she approached, slowly, until she was pressed against his back. She brushed a strand of the wig with her fingers, grazing his neck.

“I desire you, Leila,” she whispered, her mouth near his ear. “I’ve been waiting for you for a long time.”

William felt something that wasn’t William. Or it was William and something more that had always been there, nameless, with nowhere to exist, until this night and this mirror and this woman behind him who looked at him as if she were seeing him for the first time and the last time all at once.

Susan turned him around slowly. She looked him in the face.

And she kissed him. Deeply, without hurry, with a hunger that had nothing to do with what they had been before. Leila was not William. And Susan knew it. And that, which should have been impossible, was the only thing that made sense in that moment.

A tear ran down her cheek. Leila looked at her.

“Why are you crying?”

Susan didn’t respond immediately. She looked at her for a moment, with that tear still there, without wiping it away.

“Because we are taking a step from which there is no return,” she said in a low voice.


Chapter 11

They did not turn off the light.

Susan remained behind him, watching him in the mirror. The white dress fell softly to his knees; the red wig rested on his shoulders with an unsettling naturalness. The makeup softened every feature that had previously belonged to William. And beneath all of that, hidden under fabric and lace, the cage remained—locked, inevitable.

Leila did not take her eyes off her reflection. Susan approached slowly and rested her hands on her waist.

“Don’t take it off,” she whispered.

Leila didn’t respond. She breathed.

“Like this?”

“Like this.”

Her hands moved slowly over the fabric of the dress, smoothing it over Leila’s body as if she enjoyed feeling every fold, every new limit the clothing imposed. Then she kissed her neck, just barely.

“I don’t want to see William again tonight.”

The sentence fell softly. Much softer than it should have been. Leila closed her eyes. Susan turned her around slowly and looked her in the face again. Her fingers rose to tuck a strand of the wig behind her ear. The gesture was intimate, domestic, almost tender.

“I want to touch you like this,” Susan said. “I want to feel the dress, the stockings… everything.”

Leila felt a shiver run down her nylon-covered legs. Susan smiled slightly upon noticing it.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered. “You’re not trying to escape anymore.”

Leila stood motionless by the bed. She felt the constant pressure in the cage. It didn’t hurt. It was worse than pain because it never went away. It was there all the time, with every minimal movement of her body. When she walked. When she crossed her legs. When she breathed deeper than intended.

Susan remained sitting on the bed, watching her.

“What’s wrong?” she asked in a low voice.

Leila didn’t know how to respond. All her life, she had understood desire in only one way. The body moving toward something known, automatic. But now the dress was still on. The cage was still locked. Susan desired her like this. And there was no known place for that to fit.

She felt a small involuntary movement and the metal responded—firm, immediate. Her breath escaped slowly through her nose. Susan understood before she even spoke.

“You’re still thinking like William.”

Leila lowered her gaze. Susan stood up and approached until she was standing in front of her. She smoothed an invisible wrinkle in the skirt.

“I don’t want to go to bed with you like before,” she whispered. “I don’t want that tonight.”

Her fingers descended slowly down the dress until they rested on her waist.

“I want to feel you like this. I want you to understand that I don’t need to take anything off you to desire you.”

Leila felt a shiver run down her spine. She watched as Susan undressed slowly in front of her. The skirt fell first. Then the stockings, rolled down slowly from the thighs. Susan was in no rush. The key still rested against her chest. When she also left her bra on the rug, the room fell into silence. She stepped closer and took her hands.

“Come.”

She led her to the bed. The sheets were cold at first. Susan settled in and pulled gently on her until she lay down by her side, still dressed in the white dress with red flowers, the stockings, and the red wig falling over the pillow.

Leila didn’t know what to do with her body. Susan didn’t seem to expect anything. She just looked at her. She touched her slowly. She stroked her hair, her waist, the fabric of the dress pressed against her legs. Susan rested her head against her chest. Leila felt the warmth of Susan’s naked body against the fabric of her dress—a border of cotton and red flowers that seemed to grow thinner with every second.

Susan looked up and sought her lips. It was a slow, deep kiss that didn’t taste of urgency, but of possession. Leila responded with a clumsiness that Susan seemed to enjoy; it was the kiss of someone learning to use their mouth in a new way. Passion grew between them, but it was a strange passion.

Susan pulled her lips back just a few millimeters and placed her hand on Leila’s head, stroking the red strands with a firm gentleness. It was a gesture of command. She didn’t need to say anything. Leila understood.

Her body, now docile under that invisible pressure, began to descend. The dress wrinkled against her thighs as she slid down. Susan sighed when she felt Leila’s lips on her neck, searching for the curve of her shoulder. Then she stopped at her breasts, lingering there, feeling the contrast between the softness of her wife’s skin and the synthetic texture of her own transformation.

Susan threw her head back, closing her eyes. Leila continued down. She kissed the navel, smelling the scent of naked skin, and kept descending until her knees sank into the mattress. Susan, with a fluid and slow movement, opened her legs, surrendering to the gaze of the one below.

Leila paused for an instant. The cage, hidden and faithful, reminded her of her place with a slight metallic pinch as she shifted positions. She leaned in and kissed Susan’s inner thighs—pale, sensitive skin reacting to the contact of her painted lips. Finally, she settled between her legs.

Susan opened her eyes and looked down. The image was perfect, almost unreal. What she saw wasn’t a man trying to please her; she saw a woman with reddish hair, dressed in a floral design that spilled over the sheets, completely surrendered at her feet. The eroticism of the scene lay in that dissonance: the delicacy of the wig moving between her thighs and the certainty that, beneath that feminine appearance that gave her pleasure, Susan’s control remained locked away.

She intertwined her fingers in the hair of the wig, guiding the rhythm, while a smile of absolute satisfaction played across her face. In that room, William no longer existed. Only Leila remained, and the pleasure that she—and only she—could bestow.

Susan kept her eyes fixed on the figure moving between her legs, unable to break the spell. Seeing the contrast of the red hair against her own skin, the devotion in Leila’s movements, and the absolute surrender of this woman she herself had designed, triggered a tension she could no longer contain. She felt the first contractions of her sex, a rhythmic pulse that forced her to arch her body, digging her heels into the mattress and tightening her fingers against Leila’s scalp.

Below, Leila experienced something that defied all previous logic. Physically, the frustration was absolute; the cold metal of the cage was an insurmountable wall that reminded her of her captivity every second. However, in the void left by the lack of carnal pleasure, something darker and more potent flourished. It was the intoxication of transgression, the vertigo of the forbidden. Feeling like Leila, seeing herself dressed and made up while serving her wife, gave her a cerebral pleasure that William’s body would never have understood. It was the joy of the taboo, the pure excitement of knowing she was breaking all the rules of her former existence.

When Susan let out a ragged moan, her body tensed in a final, prolonged spasm. Leila felt the contractions against her face, the heat of another’s orgasm flooding her, and she stayed there, motionless, savoring the end. In that moment, the gratification was total. She didn’t need physical relief; the victory lay in having been the perfect instrument, in having granted devastating pleasure without receiving absolutely anything in return, accepting with an invisible smile that, in that bed, her only function was to be the reflection of Susan’s desire.

Leila remained for a few more seconds between Susan’s legs, breathing slowly, while Susan’s body finished relaxing under the final contractions. Then Susan loosened the hand still buried in the red hair of the wig and stroked it with a different kind of softness, no longer urgent.

“Come here,” she whispered.

Leila climbed slowly up her wife’s body until she lay beside her. The white dress was still wrinkled around her legs; the cage was still present beneath the fabric, silent, inevitable. Susan looked at her for a long time without saying anything. There was something calm in her eyes now, something satisfied and deeply intimate. She tucked a red strand behind her ear and began to stroke her hair slowly.

Leila closed her eyes. For the first time in a long while, she didn’t feel the need to think, or to understand what was happening. Only the warm weight of Susan’s body next to hers, the messy sheets, and the strange, almost hypnotic sensation of still being dressed while being held that way.

Susan continued stroking her hair until her breathing became slow and heavy. And, still dressed as Leila, she fell asleep by her side.

***

The doorbell rang once. Then again.

He opened his eyes slowly. The room still smelled of perfume, makeup, and warm sheets. He turned his head slightly and saw the empty side of the bed. Susan was gone; she had left for work.

He blinked, and then he felt the dress still on his body. The fabric wrinkled around his legs. The wig squashed against the pillow. The makeup tight on his skin. He had fallen asleep like that.

The doorbell rang again. He looked up at the digital clock on the nightstand: 10:00 AM.

“I’ll be down in two minutes!” he shouted, his voice still raspy from sleep.

He got up quickly and went to the mirror. The reflection stopped him for a second. The makeup was smudged around his eyes. The lipstick barely survived on his mouth. The white dress with red flowers was wrinkled after the night. The red wig fell messily over his shoulders.

He looked like a woman who had slept in her makeup. And that idea sparked something strange in his chest.

He took off the wig. Then the makeup, quickly, with clumsy movements. He put on a pair of pants and a t-shirt before heading downstairs. When he opened the door, Mary smiled upon seeing him.

“How lucky you’re here, William! Some unexpected visitors arrived and I wanted to invite them for coffee, but I’m out of sugar. Would you have some to lend me?”

“Yes, of course.”

Mary smiled. “Thanks, neighbor.”

William went to the kitchen. He opened the cupboard, found the sugar, and handed it to her. Then he closed the door. The house fell silent once more. He looked around. The dishes from the night before were still in the sink. He sighed.

Rolling up his sleeves, he turned on the faucet and began to wash them. When he finished, he went to the laundry room and turned on the washing machine. The sound of the drum filled the house. William stood still for a moment, thinking. Then he looked toward the kitchen.

What shall I cook today?

THE END
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