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Chapter 1

William held the garden hose in his hand, letting the water fall slowly over the petunias in the front flower bed. It was Wednesday. Susan had left quite a while ago. The street was quiet — an occasional car passing by, the distant sound of a lawn mower somewhere down the block.

He heard the gate next door open.

“Good morning, William.”

Mary crossed the sidewalk carrying a grocery bag, her sunglasses still pushed up on top of her head.

“Good morning, Mary.”

“I’m really excited about the trip,” she said, stopping by the edge of the yard. “I’ve already got everything ready.”

“We’re excited too. Susan gets home from work this afternoon and we’ll take care of the final details.”

“Perfect. See you this afternoon, then.” She paused. “Oh, I almost forgot. I talked to Patrick the other day. He says hello.”

William held the hose without moving.

“Thanks,” he said. “Tell him I said hi.”

Mary nodded and took a step to continue on. Then she stopped.

“Bye, William.” A tiny pause. “Or would you rather I call you Leila?”

“William,” he replied. “Please, Mary.”

She smiled with a teasing grin and kept walking.

William hated being exposed in front of Mary. It wasn’t the same as going dancing at a bar where nobody knew him, or being on a trip where he was just another anonymous face among thousands. This was Mary. Patrick’s ex-wife. His friend.

But for several months now, he hadn’t been able to reproach Susan for anything. He had tried to find the limit — the moment when something would finally feel like too much, when he could say enough with some real conviction — and that moment never came. His wife had a power over him he never would have imagined possible, and the strangest part wasn’t the power itself but what had grown beneath it: a new kind of infatuation, different from before, something that over time had evolved into something he no longer knew whether to call love or worship.

Whenever they were together, he anticipated everything. If Susan left an empty cup on the counter, he was already moving toward the kitchen before she said a word. If she came home tired, dinner was ready and the living room was quiet. He didn’t think about it — it simply happened, as if his attention had completely reorganized itself around her. A smile from Susan at the end of the day was enough. More than enough.

***

In the middle of the afternoon, he heard the sound of Susan’s car turning onto the street. He kept doing what he was doing — straightening up the kitchen, wiping down the counter. The door would open any second now.

Minutes passed, and the door never opened. He walked over and opened it himself.

Susan was leaning against the hood of the car talking to Mary, who had come out from the sidewalk to greet her. The two of them spoke with the energy of people who had a thousand things to discuss — animated hand gestures, short bursts of laughter, heads tilted toward something Mary was holding in her hand.

Susan saw him. She casually lifted a hand.

“I’ll be right in,” she said.

William nodded and went back inside.

From the kitchen, he could still hear their voices outside, the lively tone between them, the occasional laugh. He made coffee without being asked and waited.

Half an hour later, Susan came in, left her bag by the entrance, and went straight into the kitchen. She looked at the cup he already had waiting for her on the counter.

“Hello, beautiful.”

“Hello, Susan.”

She looked at him for a moment before speaking.

“Everything’s set at the company. Lucía’s in charge, the machine is running and producing.” She paused and gently stroked his face with her hand. “But what could I possibly tell you about that?”

William said nothing. He simply looked at her.

“I already packed the suitcases,” he said. “Just the last few details left.”

“Perfect.” Susan stretched her arms across the back of the couch. “I’m taking tomorrow off. Final preparations. We leave Friday.”

They had dinner quietly. They made plans — shows, the casino, things Mary had mentioned wanting to see for a long time. The conversation moved naturally back and forth, light and effortless. William listened and contributed now and then, following along with the attentiveness that had already become automatic in him.

An hour later, William was in the shower. The sound of the water filled the bathroom, the door closed.

Then he heard something. A voice, muffled by steam and distance.

He turned off the water. Opened the door and leaned his head out.

“Did you say something, Susan?”

She was in the bedroom with the suitcases spread across the bed. His suitcase was open, and she was going through it with the concentration of someone who already knew what she was going to find.

“What exactly did you pack?”

“My clothes,” he answered.

Susan said nothing. She reached in and pulled out a shirt. Threw it onto the floor. Then a pair of jeans. Onto the floor. T-shirts, one after another, onto the floor. Then she pulled out a tie and held it up between two fingers.

“A tie? What for?”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She kept digging through the suitcase. A moment later, her fingers found something and she stopped.

“Ahh, here it is.”

She pulled out the white dress with the floral print and held it up in front of her.

“Just this?” She laughed.

William stood in the bathroom doorway holding the towel in his hand, saying nothing. Every piece of clothing on the floor was an answer he had failed to give in time.

“I told you I want to be in Las Vegas with Leila,” Susan said without raising her voice. “Not with William.”

“But I… Leila… I just… I don’t have that many clothes for Leila.”

Susan looked at him.

“That’s not an excuse. You should have asked.”

Silence.

William didn’t answer. He kept staring at the clothes scattered across the floor — the shirt, the jeans, the T-shirts, the tie — and found nothing to say.

***

They were lying in bed. Susan was reading. William had his phone in his hand, scrolling through whatever came up — news, pictures, the endless feed moving on its own.

“Baby.”

William turned his head.

“My beautiful Leila.”

He stretched out his arm. Susan set the book down on her chest and rested her head against him. William felt the light weight of her head, the fabric of the teddy bear nightgown beneath his hand.

“I love this nightgown,” Susan said. “Don’t forget it.”

“I won’t forget it.”

“Although,” she said after a pause, “maybe we should go shopping tomorrow. You’re right, you need more clothes.”

“Okay, Susan. We’ll go tomorrow.”

“Perfect.” She picked up her phone from the nightstand and started typing.

“What are you doing?”

“Inviting Mary.”

William hesitated for a second.

“But, baby… can’t we just go by ourselves?”

Susan lifted her eyes from the phone.

“By ourselves,” she corrected. “Us girls.”

William closed his mouth.

“You’re right,” he said. “Us girls can go.”

Susan looked back down at the phone.

“The three of us are in this together. I need Mary. It’s hard teaching you on my own.”

William said nothing. He stared at the ceiling for a moment, then looked back down at his phone, at the feed that kept scrolling on its own, at the news he didn’t care about.

Susan’s bedside lamp went out shortly afterward.


Chapter 2

The doorbell rang in the morning.

Susan opened the door before William could even move.

“Hi, girlfriend!”

Mary walked in. They kissed and hugged in the doorway as if they hadn’t seen each other in days.

“I’m so excited,” Mary said.

“Me too. Very.”

From the kitchen, William watched the scene. What was going to happen today was the prelude to a very strange week.

“Are you ready?” Mary asked.

“Ready.” Susan turned her head toward the inside of the house. “I’m pulling the car out of the garage and we’re leaving.”

William finished what he was doing in the kitchen and slowly went through the house locking everything up — windows, lights, the back door. When he stepped out through the front door and locked it behind him, he heard the horn.

Once. Twice.

“Come on! We’re waiting for you!” The shout came from the car through the open window.

Both women were sitting in the front. Susan at the wheel, Mary in the passenger seat, sunglasses on and the music already playing.

William opened the back door and got in.

The drive was fifteen minutes on the highway. Susan and Mary sang, laughed, talked over the music with the ease of two people who had the whole day ahead of them. William stared out the window. The billboards passed by, traffic flowed, the music kept playing.

The prelude, he thought. Nothing but the prelude.

He looked at the backs of the two women in front of him and said nothing.

They left the car in the parking garage and walked toward the street beneath the warm midmorning sun.

“What a beautiful day for shopping!” Mary spread her arms as if welcoming the day itself. “Where do we start?”

Susan didn’t answer right away. She turned toward William and slowly caressed his cheek with her hand, without hurry.

“Clothes,” she said. “For Leila.”

She looked at him a moment longer before letting her hand fall away.

Mary watched the two of them. Then she nodded with a smile, as if the decision had already been made.

“Yes. Let’s build Leila.”

That man’s face had turned completely red. It was the simplest way to describe it, because in truth there was very little man left in that person anymore.

***

They walked through the shopping arcade looking at storefronts. William followed half a step behind. Susan stopped in front of one store and tilted her head toward the inside.

“What do you think about that skirt?”

Mary narrowed her eyes, evaluating it.

“I don’t know. We need to look at Leila’s body.” She paused. “We have to make sure the shape flatters her. She can’t look like a man wearing women’s clothes.”

The two women exchanged a glance and nodded. They stepped inside the store. They moved through the racks, touched fabrics, compared colors. They spoke softly, pointing things out, discarding options. Every now and then one of them would hold up a piece of clothing so the other could judge it.

William followed them. He watched them discuss and decide his future without even asking whether he liked any of it. What he felt wasn’t anger — it was something harder to name. Standing there, present and absent at the same time, while two women calibrated his silhouette as if it were a problem to solve.

They didn’t buy anything.

They stepped back out into the corridor and Susan looked both ways down the arcade.

“Let’s take a break. Have something to drink.”

At the café they ordered something light and kept talking about their plans. Where they would go, which nights were busiest, whether it was worth reserving anything in advance. The conversation carried itself naturally.

Until Mary stopped.

She looked at William for a moment with that kind of attention that arrived without warning.

“What’s wrong?”

William looked up.

“Nothing.”

Susan looked at him too. The same seriousness, the same silence Mary had noticed.

“We leave tomorrow,” Susan said, her calm edged with something sharp. “I want this to be a beautiful vacation. Don’t ruin it.”

William lowered his head.

“It’s just… I’m really embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed that I’m here?” Mary asked.

He didn’t answer.

Mary rested her elbows on the table and looked directly at him.

“You have to see me as a friend. This stage is hard to go through alone. Susan is my best friend. That’s why the three of us — Leila included — could be three women having fun in Las Vegas.”

“Yes,” he said simply.

Mary looked at him. Then she looked at Susan. Something in her expression shifted — not hesitation exactly, but she took a breath before speaking.

“Look, William. I knew about you before Susan did.”

Susan looked at her in surprise. William stared at her, not understanding what she meant.

“What do you mean?” Susan asked.

“A long time ago. You weren’t home, Susan — I think you had gone to visit your mother and William was home alone.” She paused. “The thing is, your bedroom window can be seen from mine. And William didn’t realize the curtains were open.”

“And? What happened?” Susan asked.

“Your husband had put on one of your skirts. He was trying it on in front of the mirror.”

“No!” William grabbed his head with both hands.

The café kept humming around them. Cups clinking, voices from other tables, quiet music in the background. At their table, nobody spoke for a moment.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Susan looked at Mary with something halfway between accusation and disbelief.

“Honey,” Mary replied, “it wasn’t cheating like what Patrick did to me. I thought it was kind of funny, and I didn’t want to ruin your marriage.”

“You should have told me.” Susan set her cup down on the saucer harder than necessary. “Do you know why? I took that trip because I couldn’t stand William anymore. He didn’t want me working at the company. He wanted me to be a housewife. We fought and I left. I was thinking about divorce.”

Mary said nothing.

“If you had told me,” Susan continued, and the sharpness in her voice wasn’t aimed at Mary but at everything that had been lost, “by now Leila would already have her own breasts.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

William couldn’t take it anymore. He got up from the table, shoved the chair backward, and walked out of the café.

Outside, the air felt different. He stood off to the side of the entrance, not knowing what to do with his hands or where to look.

He didn’t know how to react. He didn’t know how to keep going. Everything that had happened at that table over the last ten minutes had stripped the ground out from under him — exposed in front of Mary, in front of Susan, in front of himself. He felt overwhelmed by something he still didn’t have a clear name for.

He looked through the café window.

The two women were still sitting there. Susan talked while Mary listened. Then Mary talked and Susan lowered her eyes. He couldn’t hear anything — he only saw mouths moving, hands resting on the table, expressions shifting. At one point Susan shook her head. At another, Mary nodded slowly.

Two minutes later they embraced from their seats.

William watched them from outside. The hug lasted as long as it lasted, and afterward they both returned to their cups as if something between them had finally settled. Settled and placed where it belonged.

He saw Mary stand up.

She came out of the café, searched for him with her eyes, and when she found him, walked straight toward him. Her expression held neither pity nor reproach. She extended her hand.

“Come with us.”

William sat down.

Mary looked at him from across the table. Susan held her cup with both hands and waited.

“I’m willing to undo all of this,” Susan said, her voice completely free of irony. “We can go back to what we used to be. But understand this — I will not be a housewife. I’ll run the company the way I do now. But Leila disappears, and then we figure out how to move forward.”

William looked at her.

Susan let the silence sit for a moment. Then she leaned back in her chair and, with a smile that arrived slowly, added:

“Or we keep going. And when we finish our coffee, we’ll buy you that pleated skirt we saw.”

William didn’t answer immediately.

The café kept humming around them. Voices, cups, music nobody was really listening to. At that table, the three of them were looking inward at something that wasn’t in any hurry.

William’s silence lingered. It wasn’t doubt — or not only doubt. It was the weight of understanding that this was real, that the exit existed, that nobody was pushing him in either direction right now. It was him. Only him.

He looked up.

“I want that skirt.”

“Yesssss!” Mary threw her arms into the air like someone who had just scored a goal. “Yesssss!”

Susan smiled. She said nothing. She only looked at him with the calm of someone who had already known the answer before he spoke it aloud.

“I wish I’d caught Patrick putting on lipstick,” Mary said, laughing to herself.

Susan laughed too.

William looked at both of them and didn’t know whether to laugh or not.


Chapter 3

They walked into the store. A saleswoman approached immediately with the practiced smile of someone already assessing before asking.

“Good morning. Can I help you ladies with anything?”

“Yes,” Susan said. “We want that white pleated skirt from the display window.”

The saleswoman looked at Susan. Looked at Mary. Her professional gaze moved over both women, estimating sizes.

“Which one of you would the skirt be for?”

“It’s not for us,” Susan said. Then, with a casual gesture, she pointed at William. “It’s for him.”

The saleswoman looked at him for a second.

“Make sure it fits him well,” Mary added.

“Of course,” the woman replied. “I’ll bring it right over.”

She returned with the skirt and laid it across the counter. The fabric draped perfectly, the pleats crisp and clean.

“Would you like to take it?” she asked.

“First I want him to try it on,” Susan said.

The saleswoman hesitated for a second. Just one second. The price of the skirt erased whatever prejudice remained.

“Please follow me.”

She led them to the fitting rooms in the back. Pulling one curtain aside, she turned with a professional smile.

“Let me know if you need anything.”

Susan took the skirt and handed it to William.

“Go in. Try it on and show us how it looks.”

William took the garment without speaking and stepped into the fitting room. The curtain closed behind him.

Susan and Mary settled onto the small couch across from the dressing rooms. They crossed their legs, rested their purses on their knees, and waited with the calm patience of people who already knew what they were about to see.

He took off his pants.

There they were, reflected in the mirror — the black nylon stockings he had been wearing since morning, like any other day, like he had for several months now. He stared at them for a moment. Nobody had asked him to wear them today. They were simply there, beneath his pants, inside the store, out in the world.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

Then he picked up the skirt and slipped it on. He adjusted the pleats, letting the fabric fall naturally. He looked again.

It looked good on him. He liked the way he looked.

Outside, two women were waiting for him. Inside the fitting room, something moved through his body that wasn’t just shame and wasn’t just pleasure — it was both things tangled together into something that had no clean name. The thrill of being reconstructed. Of standing in front of that mirror, in that skirt, in that store, wearing those black stockings nobody had told him to put on.

Deep down, it was what he had always wanted.

He looked at his hair in the mirror. He hadn’t cut it in more than six months. It fell differently now. Everything fell differently now.

He couldn’t stop looking at himself.

The curtain shifted slightly. Susan’s hand appeared holding a cream-colored silk blouse, sleeveless with a soft V-neck.

“Here, darling. Try this on too.”

William took the blouse. He removed his shirt and slipped it on. The silk felt cold at first, and then it didn’t. He looked at himself in the mirror — the blouse, the pleated skirt, the black stockings. Everything together.

He couldn’t stop looking at himself.

“Leila,” Mary’s voice called from outside. “We’re waiting for you.”

He breathed slowly.

Then he opened the curtain.

The two women looked at Leila.

One second. Two.

“Perfect,” Mary said. “Beautiful.”

“Yes,” Susan said.

Nothing else. Nothing else was necessary.

They stayed in the store for quite a while. The saleswoman moved back and forth with different pieces, checking sizes, suggesting combinations with a professionalism that no longer carried even a trace of her initial hesitation. Susan and Mary chose things for themselves, chose things for Leila. They consulted each other, rejected items, approved others. Leila tried things on and stepped out. The two women looked and decided. She chose nothing — they handed her what belonged to her.

Before leaving, William changed back into the pants and shirt he had arrived in.

He looked at them for a moment before getting dressed.

He had the feeling he wouldn’t be wearing those clothes much longer.

They left the store carrying bags. Susan looked at the purchases with satisfaction.

“There. Leila has clothes now.” She paused. “I’ll be so happy the day Leila starts buying her own clothes.”

Mary smiled. William stayed silent.

“So what now?” Mary asked.

“Girl things,” Susan replied.

William lowered his eyes slightly.

“I need shoes,” he said, his voice barely audible.

“Yes!” Susan looked at him with a smile. “Let’s go buy you some.”

They entered the shoe store.

It took longer than expected. Leila’s feet were slightly bigger than average — not by much, but enough for several styles to be ruled out before they found the right size. The saleswoman moved back and forth carrying boxes. Susan evaluated, Mary offered opinions, Leila tried things on.

Eventually they found what they wanted.

Susan wandered through the store a little longer and came back holding something in her hand. A pair of red stilettos, razor-pointed toes, thin heels.

“Look what I found.” She held them up. “I know they’re very ambitious. But you’ll learn how to walk in them.”

They also bought a pair of pink glitter sneakers for everyday use.

When William finished trying them on and started to take off the pink sneakers to put his old shoes back on, Susan looked at him.

“No. Leave the sneakers on.”

He nodded, embarrassed.

They walked out of the shoe store. They wandered past storefronts, the shopping bags divided between the three of them. At one point Susan extended her hand.

“Give me that bag.”

William handed over the one he was carrying in his right hand. Susan opened it, glanced inside, and without breaking stride dropped it into a trash can on the sidewalk.

“What are you doing?” William asked.

“They’re tracking shoes. Too masculine. You don’t need them anymore.”

Susan and Mary kept walking.

William stopped. He looked at the trash can for two seconds.

The shoes were there, sitting on top, still clean.

Then he turned around and caught up with the women who were changing his life.

The day continued with the easy energy of an outing that had found its rhythm. Plans for the trip, comments about the shows they wanted to see, what to wear on the first night.

They entered a perfume store.

Mary picked up a bottle and sprayed it into the air before passing her wrist through the mist. Susan tested another one, frowned, and put it back. William followed them through the store without offering opinions — until Susan picked up a silver bottle, sprayed it on her own neck, and then held it out toward him.

“Smell.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes.”

“It’s yours.”

In the cosmetics section, Susan and Mary moved with complete confidence. Foundations, concealers, eye shadows. At one point Mary picked up a palette of neutral tones and held it beside William’s face, evaluating his skin tone with the same concentration she had used in front of the skirt display window.

“This shade,” she said to Susan.

Susan nodded.

They tested the makeup on William right there, standing in front of the counter mirror. A little foundation on the back of his hand to see how the color settled. A touch of concealer beneath one eye. Mary holding the brush, Susan watching, the saleswoman observing from a polite distance without saying a word.

They bought everything they chose for the three of them. For themselves and for Leila.

They stepped back outside carrying new bags.

They walked slowly, without hurry, when Mary glanced down at her watch. Then she looked across the street. She stopped walking.

“Susan.” She tilted her head toward the other side. “Do you think we have time? So we’ll look beautiful tomorrow.”

Susan followed her gaze. A beauty salon. Glass front windows, warm light inside, two or three clients visible from the street.

“Of course,” Susan said. “Let’s go in.”

They entered the salon.

The atmosphere was warm, filled with the soft noise of hair dryers and low conversations that occupied the space without overwhelming it. Women everywhere. Large mirrors, salon chairs, the scent of mixed beauty products hanging in the air.

They settled in. Susan and Mary talked with the receptionist, choosing services, arranging everything. William waited in silence, seated and staring at the reflection of the place in the mirror across from him.

Susan sat beside him for a moment. She looked at him.

“You’re serious right now,” she said. “But very soon, you’re going to enjoy this the same way we do.”

William didn’t answer.

Inside the salon, nobody paid him any special attention. He was simply another client.

Or simply another woman.


Chapter 4

The drive home was calmer, leaving behind the intensity of the day at the shopping center. Susan drove with complete confidence, soft music playing quietly in the background, while Mary talked from the passenger seat about the last details of their luggage.

In the back seat, William sat silently, watching the scenery through the window. He felt suspended in an uncomfortable state of weightlessness, acutely aware of the strange lightness of the glittery pink sneakers on his feet, completely withdrawn into his secondary place.

They arrived at the house at sunset. The sun slanted across the street, stretching the shadows in the yard and tinting the pavement with a muted orange glow. They said goodbye to Mary beside the car, sharing the warmth of people already anticipating the trip.

“See you tomorrow, girlfriend,” Susan said.

“Bye, girls,” Mary replied with a mischievous smile and a glance that swept across both of them equally.

William lifted a hand to wave goodbye.

They parked the car in the garage and carried the new shopping bags inside. The silence of the house greeted them instantly, shutting out the outside world and leaving behind the exposure of the shopping arcade. William barely had time to set the keys down on the entry table when he felt the quick movement of his wife.

Without warning, Susan threw herself against him, gently pushing him back against the hallway wall and erasing all distance between their bodies. Her eyes were burning, her breathing slightly faster than usual.

“This whole day turned me on,” she whispered, grabbing him urgently by the neck. “I couldn’t wait to be alone with you… to have us here inside together.”

William’s heart lurched. All the submission of the day, the surrender of his will in the fitting rooms, the weight of his worship for her — it all condensed into that single instant. Without saying a word, responding only to the tension that had been building all day, he slipped his hand beneath her skirt, searching for the warmth of her skin.

She let out a soft sigh at the contact, closing her eyes for a moment as she gave herself over to her husband’s touch.

They undressed quickly in the dim hallway, but even in the urgency, she set the rhythm. It had been a long time since he had taken initiative; his body and mind had grown used to waiting, to reading Susan’s movements and reacting only when she allowed it.

When he was left wearing only the nylon stockings, Susan stopped him with a firm gesture of her hand. She stared directly into his eyes, holding his gaze in a long, heavy silence that filled the space between them.

“I can’t look at them right now,” she said in a low voice that allowed no argument. “I want William.”

Another silence followed before she added:

“I want to say goodbye to William.”

The words hit him deeply. Say goodbye to William. A strange vibration moved through his chest as he absorbed the weight of the sentence. Sexually, William had ceased to exist a long time ago; his traditional masculinity had dissolved months earlier into surrender and worship of his wife. But hearing her speak it aloud like that, as a final farewell before the trip, felt like the closing of an era.

Without giving him time to react, she gently pushed him toward the living room couch. William fell backward, and Susan leaned over him, taking hold of his ankles and sliding the stockings down his legs, removing them with decisive movements.

When she finished, William lay against the upholstery wearing only his panties. Susan straightened slightly, stared at him firmly, and then slowly shook her head.

“Those too,” she ordered quietly.

He obeyed — or simply let her do it — allowing her to remove the panties completely.

William lay totally naked and soft on the couch. His anatomy rested in a state of absolute submission, docile and dormant beneath his wife’s evaluating gaze. He no longer needed the chastity cage; it had been a long time since a physical cage was necessary to restrain him, because his mind had already been tamed enough that his body no longer responded unless commanded by her.

Susan remained standing there, contemplating that disarmed, softened nudity. She crossed her arms, studied the scene for a moment, and then, with a subtle and calculating smile, broke the silence.

“I’m going to have to do something about this,” she said while looking at him.

Susan sat beside him on the edge of the couch and extended her hand, tracing his skin with a slow, gentle caress.

Both of them naked in the stillness of the living room, the contrast between them was absolute: her firmness against his softness. Beneath her fingers, Susan felt only William’s limpness, a yielding response that confirmed the dormant state of his virility.

Without taking her eyes off him, she climbed onto him, settling naturally across his thighs. She kissed him deeply, trying to provoke a reaction that was no longer going to arrive in the usual way.

“Come on, William…” she whispered against his lips, her voice blending desire with challenge. “Bring out the man inside you. The male I married.”

He sighed, his breathing growing more uneven by the second. Seeing and feeling the direct contact of his wife’s naked body aroused him intensely, overwhelmingly, but it was an arousal that existed only in his mind. Inside his head everything trembled, but his body remained detached from the impulse.

“The male.” The word echoed through the silence of his mind. That male no longer existed, and he knew it well; it had faded away over months of obedience, skirts, nylon stockings, and a devotion that had erased every trace of the rough masculinity he once carried.

He felt the rhythmic movement of Susan’s hips against him, the constant friction searching for a spark that had long since gone out. Trying to respond from this new place within himself, trying to worship his owner’s body, William stretched his neck and sought her nipples with his mouth, retreating into the pleasure of pleasing her.

“Well, love?” Susan asked, pausing the movement of her hips for a moment and forcing him to lift his head.

He looked directly into her eyes, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he struggled to contain the humiliation beneath his wife’s demands. Feeling her evaluating gaze on him in that moment of total vulnerability was unbearable, but it was also the final push he needed to let go of the past.

“I’m Leila…” he said, his voice slightly trembling but firm in its meaning. “William is gone now.”

Susan smiled. A satisfied, warm smile — the smile of someone who had received the only answer she truly wanted to hear. She leaned forward and kissed him tenderly on the mouth, sealing the pact before night had fully fallen.

She rose from on top of him and sat beside him on the couch, slowly adjusting her body in a way that stretched the tension hanging in the air. She looked down at him, her eyes fixed on his defenseless face.

“If you’re no longer a man…” she said softly, her voice sounding like a decree in the dimness of the living room, “then come and pleasure me the way Leila would.”

She spread her legs against the couch cushions, surrendering control of the moment while still keeping it entirely on her own terms. Without hesitation, driven by the worship that had already become his only purpose, he slid down from the couch and knelt on the floor at the perfect height, burying his face between his wife’s thighs.

He pleased Susan the way he knew how — with meticulous, patient devotion. While he moved between her legs, tasting her and listening to her intermittent sighs, his mind never stopped working. Every moan Susan released echoed through the quiet living room, and with each one he processed what he had finally admitted aloud.

He was accepting it. Truly feeling it, from the deepest part of himself.

I am Leila.

It was no longer an act to satisfy her, nor a punishment, nor some temporary roleplay. His intimacy with Susan exposed him; in that space without clothes, stripped of every remnant of the rough masculinity of his past, his own submission proved to him that William had dissolved completely.

At one point he felt her hand on his head, fingers tightening firmly in his hair. It was the unmistakable sign that Susan was close. Her final moans filled the room, dictating the last rhythm until her body relaxed completely against the back of the couch.

A few seconds passed in heavy breathing and silence.

Susan slowly regained her breath without breaking contact.

“That was spectacular,” she said, her voice still broken by orgasm and softened by satisfaction.

But the truce didn’t last long. Susan straightened her back and, in a firm tone that left no room for doubt, ordered:

“Go upstairs and get the strap-on. We’re not finished, darling.”


Chapter 5

Early in the morning, the pale Friday light began filtering through the bedroom curtains. Susan moved back and forth through the room, finishing the last details of her suitcase. She still wasn’t dressed; she moved comfortably wearing only her underwear, fully focused on the luggage.

William had gone into the bathroom quite a while ago. Several minutes had already passed, and the absolute silence on the other side of the door began to catch Susan’s attention. She walked over slowly and knocked softly with her knuckles.

“William?”

There was no response.

She opened the door carefully, and the hallway light spilled inside. She found him sitting on the closed toilet seat, his head lowered, both hands gripping it in a gesture of deep introspection.

“What’s wrong, love?” Susan asked, stepping farther inside.

“Nothing’s wrong…” he replied without looking up. “Just my own stupid thoughts.”

Susan crouched down in front of him, closing the distance and searching for his eyes.

“It’s just that last night… it was…” William let the sentence fade away, clenching his teeth. “Nothing. I understand it myself.”

She reached out and gently began stroking his head, remaining silent, willing to listen to whatever he needed to release.

“It’s just that I feel bad about who I was… about who I’m not anymore,” he confessed, his voice uneven. “It’s grief for William.”

“I love the person you became,” she answered, looking at him with firm tenderness. “And let me make something clear: I didn’t make you this way. You’ve always been this way. What Mary saw through the window… that was already inside you. I only helped bring it out. Now you can finally be free, Leila. You can be who you really are.”

He inhaled deeply, filling his lungs while his wife’s words settled inside his chest. Beneath Susan’s hand, the weight of the past seemed lighter somehow.

“Yes, love,” he said, straightening his back slightly.

“Come on, get dressed,” she told him, standing up and extending a hand toward him. “Your travel clothes are already laid out on the bed. I picked out pants and a shirt for you.”

William looked down the hallway toward the bedroom, where the men’s clothes waited like a safe refuge — but also like a lie. He took a second, breathed deeply, and made the final decision.

“No,” he said, with a firmness that felt entirely new. “I’m going to accept who I am. I’m traveling as Leila.”

Susan smiled immediately, broad and complicit.

“Yes! That’s wonderful, sweetheart. I’ll help you get ready.”

Seeing his wife’s reaction, a shy smile appeared on Leila’s lips, a wave of relief moving through her body. Susan stared at her, amused by the sudden change in mood, and with a mischievous gleam in her eyes said:

“You’re already this sensitive, and you’re not even on female hormones yet…”

Leila’s eyes widened in panic, her heart lurching at the mere mention of the possibility.

“Relax,” Susan added with a soft laugh, caressing her cheek. “It’s a joke. Come on, let me help you get dressed.”

Susan sat her down in front of the vanity mirror. With slow and precise movements, she began applying her makeup, using the foundation and concealers they had bought the day before, defining her features with practiced delicacy. Then she placed the wig on her head, carefully styling it so the strands fell perfectly around her face, and helped her get dressed.

Leila stared at her own reflection. She watched almost in fascination as, brushstroke after brushstroke, her masculine features dissolved once again before her eyes… perhaps forever. The decision she had made in the bathroom minutes earlier had been the final break. This time, Leila was emerging to stay.

She adjusted the pleated skirt from the day before, felt the familiar caress of the nylon stockings against her skin, and slipped into comfortable shoes, easy for traveling. While Susan gave the wig its final touches, Leila looked at her through the mirror.

“Soon you won’t need the wig anymore, love,” Susan said softly with a smile, adjusting a strand of hair. “We’ll style your own hair.”

A knot of emotion and vulnerability tightened in Leila’s chest. She searched for her wife’s eyes, needing to cling to the only certainty she still had in the middle of so much transformation.

“You won’t leave me… you’ll stay with me forever,” she whispered, almost like a plea.

Susan set the comb aside, leaned closer, and looked at her with deep affection, resting both hands on the silk-covered shoulders of her blouse.

“I’ll stay with Leila forever,” she replied firmly, “and I’ll walk through all of this with you.”

Leila stood up, gently smoothing the pleats of her skirt. She looked at herself one more time in the full-length mirror, adjusting her posture, and for the first time that entire morning, she smiled at her own reflection. She felt strangely light, as if the weight that had overwhelmed her in the bathroom had completely dissolved the moment she accepted her reality.

“You look beautiful,” Susan said from behind her, watching proudly through the mirror while resting a hand on her shoulder.

At that moment, the sharp sound of the doorbell echoed through the house, breaking the intimacy of the bedroom. Susan started to turn toward the stairs to see who it was, but a delicate hand stopped her.

“No,” Leila said, holding her gaze with a confidence that surprised her wife. “I’ll go.”

She walked downstairs with steady steps, conscious of the subtle sway of her skirt and the brush of the stockings against her legs. Reaching the front door, she took a deep breath, turned the lock, and opened it.

It was Mary. She stood on the porch beside her suitcases, but her entire posture froze instantly. She stared at Leila, her eyes moving over the flawless makeup, the fall of the wig around her face, the elegance of the travel outfit. The silence lasted only a second before the surprise transformed into a smile of genuine admiration.

“You look beautiful, girlfriend,” Mary said warmly, her tone no longer carrying even a trace of mockery.

“Thank you, Mary,” Leila replied, smiling back at her.

Mary stepped inside, setting her bags aside.

“And Susan? Are you girls ready?” she asked, pulling her phone from her pocket. “Should I call the Uber to the airport?”

“Yes, call it. We’re ready,” Leila said, just as Susan’s footsteps began echoing down the staircase.


Chapter 6

The Uber ride went by quickly, wrapped in the constant murmur of traffic heading toward the terminal. Once inside the airport, the flow of passengers was relentless.

Susan, as prepared as ever, headed straight for the airline’s self-service kiosks to check their large suitcases. With quick, efficient movements, she scanned the boarding passes from her phone and printed the adhesive luggage tags.

They walked toward the expedited baggage drop conveyor. Susan handled everything herself: she attached the tags to the handles and lifted each suitcase onto the belt one by one. Leila stayed a couple of steps behind, timidly holding her purse, silently grateful for her wife’s efficiency; Susan had handled the check-in process so naturally and discreetly that none of the airline staff had any reason to look closely at Leila or ask for identification yet. The luggage disappeared onto the conveyor belt toward the aircraft’s cargo hold.

“Bags are taken care of,” Susan said, turning around with a calm smile while adjusting her shoulder bag. “Now let’s head to security.”

They walked directly toward the security checkpoint leading into the boarding area. Leila walked between them, hearing the echo of her shoes against the polished floor and feeling the certainty that every step carried her farther away from her old life. When they reached the checkpoint, TSA personnel asked for their digital boarding passes and valid identification.

Susan went first, showing her screen and license with the confidence that came naturally to her.

Then it was Leila’s turn.

With slightly trembling fingers, Leila opened the airline app on her phone and removed her driver’s license from her purse. The TSA employee took the card and scanned the boarding pass barcode. The system screen blinked. When the agent looked up again, his expression froze somewhere between confusion and uncertainty. The document clearly displayed the name William Carter beside a photograph of a clean-faced man with short hair; standing before him, dressed in a pleated skirt, silk blouse, and a perfectly styled wig, was the image of an elegant woman.

The employee shifted his gaze back and forth between the ID and Leila’s carefully made-up face, uncertain how to proceed in the face of such an obvious contradiction.

The shame that flooded Leila in that instant was absolute. She felt her cheeks burning beneath the makeup foundation, the terminal air suddenly thick and suffocating. Being exposed like that — hearing her legal name silently hanging over the checkpoint beneath the gaze of the passengers waiting behind her — made her wish the floor would open beneath her feet. The humiliation of having her male past exposed in front of the world weighed on her like a crushing burden.

Noticing the hesitation from security, Susan stepped in immediately, taking a calm step closer with a cool smile that dismantled any potential challenge.

“She is William,” Susan said in a clear, corporate voice, resting a firm hand on Leila’s shoulder. “My wife.”

The guard looked at Susan, then at Leila, who kept her head lowered while holding her breath, and finally processed the situation. He slid the document through the scanner and handed it back.

“Go ahead, ladies,” the security officer said, stepping aside and nodding to allow them through.

Leila took the license with cold fingers, slipping it back into her purse like someone hiding a forbidden secret, then walked toward the scanner area with legs still weak from the tension. Right behind them, Mary presented her own documents with complete composure, as if what she had just witnessed were the most ordinary interaction in the world.

Once they cleared security and left the tension of the checkpoint behind them, they walked through the terminal corridors toward their gate. Since there was still almost an hour before boarding, they decided to sit at one of the airport cafés and wait for the boarding announcement. Susan and Mary each ordered coffee, but when the waiter looked at Leila, she simply shook her head, keeping her hands folded over her skirt.

“No, thank you. Nothing for me,” she said quietly.

The waiter nodded and walked away. Susan settled back in her chair and fixed her eyes on Leila, studying her.

“What’s wrong? Why don’t you want anything?” Susan asked, her tone firm but curious.

“For practical reasons… I know what I mean,” Leila replied, avoiding eye contact for a second before finally admitting, “I want to avoid using the bathroom here.”

“How come?” Mary asked.

Leila didn’t answer, but the color rising in her cheeks revealed her discomfort. Susan, however, had no intention of allowing Leila to retreat into her fears. With a decisive gesture, she raised her hand to call back the waiter who had just turned away.

“Excuse me,” Susan called naturally. “One more coffee, please. Make it three.”

Then she turned toward Leila, holding her gaze with that calm dominance that allowed no argument.

“We’re going to the bathroom together,” Susan declared.

Mary nodded immediately, supporting her friend’s decision with purely practical logic.

“It’s better this way,” Mary added, leaning forward over the table. “The airplane bathroom is tiny. It’s a complete inconvenience. Better to handle this now.”

And that was exactly what they did.

A few minutes later, after finishing their coffees, the three of them entered the women’s restroom together before boarding. Leila had already used a women’s restroom once before, but the intense embarrassment of standing in such a crowded place, surrounded by the endless flow of unfamiliar women moving in front of the mirrors, made her pulse race. Even so, walking between Susan and Mary felt like the ultimate protection, the support she needed to sustain her new reality in the outside world.

Sitting down on the airplane felt, for Leila, like pure relief. She had accumulated too much stress from the moment she climbed into the Uber until she finally crossed the aircraft door, and feeling the seat against her back helped release the breath she felt she had been holding the entire time. With relief, she thought that at least she would have almost four hours of complete calm, far from strangers’ stares and the pressure of the airport.

To her right, Mary settled into the window seat, while Susan sat to her left beside the aisle. Sitting between them gave her an unexpected feeling of peace; she felt protected, as if both women were shielding her from the rest of the world.

Staring ahead, one final reflection crossed her mind before she allowed herself to drift into exhaustion. She thought about how the world had prepared her to be a protective, strong, confident man, yet fate had transformed her into a woman who needed to be supported and guided. She no longer wanted to keep turning the thought over in her mind; there was no point looking backward anymore.

I have to learn how to be Leila, she told herself silently.

She tried to close her eyes and sleep for a while during the flight.

But it quickly proved impossible; only a few minutes later, Mary began chatting animatedly with Susan over her shoulder, while she remained trapped between them.


Chapter 7

The automatic glass doors of the terminal slid open, and a wave of dry, suffocating air hit them instantly. The Nevada desert heat at that hour of the afternoon struck like a physical force, a heavy embrace that contrasted sharply with the cold air-conditioning of the plane.

In the distance, outlined against the bright, cloudless sky, the massive silhouettes of the hotels and the first blinking lights announced their arrival in Las Vegas.

Susan walked confidently toward the taxi area, with Leila and Mary following close behind. Mary looked around wide-eyed at everything surrounding them. A driver in a light uniform immediately stepped forward when he saw them approaching, politely opening the trunk of the car.

“Good afternoon, ladies. Allow me to help with your luggage,” the driver said, lifting the heavy suitcases with practiced efficiency.

While Susan gave him the address of the hotel — an elegant, refined place removed from the loud excess of the giant casino resorts downtown — Leila climbed silently into the back seat. She carefully adjusted her clothes, keeping her knees together and resting her hands over her purse in her lap. The reality of being in Las Vegas, exposed to an entirely new environment, kept her quiet as she absorbed every detail with a mixture of shyness and anticipation.

Mary slid into the seat beside her, radiating the exact opposite energy. She fanned herself lightly with one hand, letting out a breathless laugh of pure excitement as the taxi pulled away and merged into traffic.

“I can’t believe we’re finally here!” Mary exclaimed, turning toward Susan, who sat in the front passenger seat. “Thank God Patrick agreed to watch the kids. Otherwise I would’ve gone insane trying to organize everything. This is going to be unforgettable.”

When they arrived at the hotel, a bellhop immediately approached the taxi to help unload the luggage from the trunk. The three women walked toward the main entrance. Just outside the doors, a guest leaving the hotel stopped when he saw them passing and awkwardly tipped the brim of his baseball cap in a clumsy gesture of courtesy.

“Good afternoon, ladies,” he said with a knowing smile.

The greeting deeply unsettled Leila, since she had been the closest one to the man. She felt that familiar twist in her stomach — the shyness, the constant fear that her appearance might not be convincing enough under the eyes of a complete stranger. Susan, however, didn’t react in the slightest. She met his gaze with complete elegance and responded with a cool nod before continuing past him.

“Good afternoon, sir.”

While Susan headed directly toward the reception desk to check them in, Leila and Mary walked into the lobby and sat waiting in a pair of upholstered chairs. Five minutes later, Susan returned holding the magnetic key cards, displaying her usual efficiency. She stopped in front of them, handed one of the keys to her friend, then used the moment to fix her eyes on Leila, noticing the stiffness she still carried from the entrance encounter.

“You can’t get so nervous every time a man greets you,” Susan told her. “It was very obvious how uncomfortable you became.”

“It’s just that I…” Leila tried to explain in a whisper, lowering her eyes.

“Yes, sweetheart, I understand perfectly what’s happening,” Susan interrupted, maintaining the tone of someone teaching an important lesson. “There are real situations of harassment that women deal with every day on the street. What just happened was only a polite greeting from a stranger. You need to learn how to handle it.”

“Yes, Susan…” Leila replied softly.

“Room 505 is yours, Mary. We’re staying in 506,” Susan added with a smile.

They took the elevator together to the fifth floor. When they stepped into the hallway and stopped in front of their respective doors, Susan turned toward Mary before saying goodbye for the moment.

“We’ll meet in an hour and go out walking,” Susan said.

“Sounds good, girlfriend. I’m going to shower and rest for a bit,” Mary replied enthusiastically while sliding her key card into the lock of room 505.

Susan turned on her heels toward the neighboring door, Leila silently following behind her. The hotel room door closed with a dry click, finally leaving them alone after the exhausting journey.

Susan set her bag down on the dresser and turned toward Leila.

“Help me take my clothes off,” Susan asked softly while loosening her shoes. “Let’s take a shower together.”

Leila helped her slowly, removing each piece of clothing one by one. Once Susan was undressed, Leila began removing her own clothes as well, stripping away every layer until she stood completely naked.

During the process, the large mirror in the suite reflected her entire body. Leila watched herself in complete silence. She had already removed the wig, and the image the mirror returned seemed suspended between two versions of herself: her face still carried the makeup Susan had carefully applied that morning, but below her neck, her male anatomy remained fully present, physically unchanged.

Looking at that contradiction in the silence of the room placed a heavy weight in her chest, a quiet contemplation of what her body still was.

Susan approached her slowly from behind and wrapped her arms around Leila’s waist, resting her chin on her shoulder. Together they looked at their reflection in the mirror.

“Relax, my love,” Susan whispered with firm tenderness, as though she could read the conflict in Leila’s eyes with perfect clarity. “A penis doesn’t define you as a man.”

Susan’s words calmed the storm inside Leila almost instantly.

They stepped into the shower together, letting the hot water relax the tension that had built up in their shoulders and legs after so many hours of airports and walking. When they stepped out, they dried each other slowly, sharing that space of quiet intimacy.

Before getting ready to meet Mary, they lay down together for a while on the enormous bed in the suite.


Chapter 8

The Las Vegas night welcomed them with a tide of flashing lights and an energy that seemed like it never slept. They left the hotel without any particular destination, simply willing to explore and let themselves be carried away by the rhythm of the Strip. They walked through the crowds, dazzled by the giant neon signs that transformed the sidewalks into one endless glowing stage.

Their first stop was The Venetian, where Leila was amazed as they wandered beneath the ceiling painted to resemble a perfect daytime sky, strolling alongside the canals where gondolas glided across the artificial water. Mary was euphoric; the scale of the city completely overwhelmed her, and she squealed excitedly at everything, pointing at every bridge and every façade with contagious laughter. From there, they crossed toward Paris Las Vegas, walking beneath the imposing structure of the Eiffel Tower replica, wrapped in an atmosphere that blended European romance with the exaggeration of the Nevada desert.

Susan, walking confidently hand in hand with Leila, enjoyed every corner of the city and constantly encouraged her to loosen up, to lift her head and enjoy the night without fear.

In the middle of their walk, a group of men passing in the opposite direction paused for a second, openly sweeping their eyes over the group of women. Susan noticed immediately. She leaned toward her partner with a knowing smile and whispered in her ear:

“Leila, I think they were looking at you.”

“No, don’t say that...” she replied at once, feeling the familiar heat of embarrassment rise in her cheeks.

Mary, who had overheard the exchange, immediately turned around with wide eyes and a mischievous laugh.

“It’s true!” Mary exclaimed, joining in on the teasing. “Leila, you’re attracting every man out here with that look. Leave at least one for me.”

Leila stayed quiet, feeling the weight of strangers’ eyes and the ease with which her two companions kept pushing her into the center of attention. She didn’t know whether to play along or simply ignore the comment so she wouldn’t feed the nervousness still running through her legs. In the end, unable to find any words, she simply smiled at both of them, tightening her fingers around Susan’s hand as they kept walking.

Relaxing a little more as they continued down the Strip, Leila glanced sideways at Mary, who was still waving at a group of street performers in the distance, and leaned toward her wife.

“Our friend hasn’t even had a drink yet,” Leila told Susan. “Imagine what she’ll be like when she does.”

Susan let out a genuine laugh, amused by her partner’s observation.

“As long as she doesn’t call Patrick,” Susan replied sarcastically.

Mary immediately spun around, raising the stakes with a playful look.

“Patrick keeps begging me to come back...” Mary said with a laugh. “Don’t tempt me or I’ll bring him here.”

“Don’t do that,” Leila said immediately, suddenly serious.

Mary looked at her, enjoying the power she had to make her nervous. She stepped closer, winked, and said:

“Then behave yourself, baby.”

She burst into one last laugh and kept walking ahead, moving with the carefree confidence of someone without a single concern in the world.

They kept walking, letting themselves drift with the flow of people filling the Strip sidewalks. Every so often, they stopped to watch the street performers who took over the corners with music, acrobatics, and magic tricks. But a few yards ahead, an especially large crowd caught Mary’s attention, and she grabbed the other two by the hand, pulling them toward the curb.

The street performance drawing the crowd was a drag show. The images were striking: imposing women towering atop impossible stiletto heels, gesturing gracefully while their deeply masculine voices echoed through a portable speaker in satirical dialogue and vibrant songs. They wore outrageously extravagant outfits: gold sequin bodysuits sparkling beneath the streetlights, impossibly tight corsets shaping theatrical silhouettes, and enormous backpieces made of peacock and ostrich feathers that opened like gigantic fans with every movement.

The audience had formed a perfect circle around the improvised stage. The three women joined the front row. Mary and Susan applauded enthusiastically, clapping along to the catchy rhythm driving the sketch. Leila, swept up by the energy and the protection of the crowd, also began to clap, offering a loose smile, fascinated by the explosion of color and the freedom of those bodies.

In the middle of a choreography, one of the performers—the tallest one, crowned with a red feather headdress that seemed to brush the Las Vegas sky—swept the front row with glitter-painted eyes. Her gaze locked onto Leila. For a fraction of a second, there was an almost imperceptible break in the noise of the street, a moment in which they recognized each other. The performer saw the wig, the shyness in the shoulders beneath the silk blouse, and the stiffness of someone afraid of being discovered.

With a smooth theatrical movement, the drag queen approached the edge of the audience, extended a jeweled arm, and gently took Leila by the hand.

“Come here, sister,” she said in her deep voice, smiling with sincere complicity.

Leila’s heart lurched violently. Panic froze her, and by pure survival instinct, she tried to pull her hand away and retreat behind her wife. But she had no time to escape. She felt firm hands against her back shoving her forcefully toward the center of the circle.

It was Mary, bouncing on her heels as she shouted euphorically:

“Come on, Leila! Woooh! Let’s go!”

Leila stumbled forward, suddenly exposed in the center of the circle beneath the streetlights and the expectant gaze of hundreds of strangers who immediately began cheering.

The performer with the red feathers smiled, making her enormous rhinestone earrings jingle, and brought the wireless microphone directly to Leila’s lips. The pressure of having every eye fixed on her sent her heartbeat racing unbearably fast.

“Tell us, gorgeous...” the drag queen’s deep voice boomed through the speakers, filling the street. “What’s your name, and where are you from?”

Leila swallowed hard. Panic still held her frozen, but she took a breath and forced her voice to sound as soft as possible in front of the crowd.

“I’m Leila... and we arrived from Chicago today.”

“Welcome, Leila from Chicago!” the performer roared toward the audience. “Let’s hear it for her, people!”

The crowd exploded into cheers and applause. Leila felt her face burning beneath her foundation, but before she could even attempt to step off the improvised stage, the drag queen made a dramatic gesture with her arms, spreading her feathered backpiece wide.

“Alright, Leila... Show us how they dance in your city. Hit the music!”

From the speakers blasted an unmistakable disco classic stereotype: “I’m Every Woman” by Chaka Khan. The dance beat pushed the audience into clapping harder, waiting for the guest performer’s moment.

In his former life, William had never been much of a dancer; his body had always been stiff, disconnected from rhythm. So now, under the identity of Leila and balancing atop heels, the task became almost impossible. She tried to follow the music, but her movements were noticeably awkward, swinging her arms and hips with a graceless heaviness that betrayed the weight of her anatomy. The skirt jerked from side to side as she struggled not to lose her balance on the delicate shoes.

Still, when she looked toward the front row, she saw Susan and Mary. Both of them were jumping and clapping with overwhelming energy, shouting encouragement for her not to stop. Seeing the satisfied look in her wife’s eyes and the euphoria of her friend gave her the strength she needed to endure the situation, surrendering completely to the thrill of exposure.

The drag performer, noticing Leila’s effort and bravery, joined her side and humorously mimicked her awkward movements to fully include her in the show. When the song finally ended, she took Leila by the shoulder and turned her toward the crowd.

“Give it up for our sister!” the microphone shouted, sending her off with an ovation.

Leila stepped down from the curb with shaky legs and a racing chest, immediately returning to the refuge of Susan’s arms.

Mary hurried over, still laughing and intoxicated by the adrenaline of the moment, and nudged Susan playfully with her elbow.

“Urgent dance lessons,” she said, looking at Leila with pure amusement.

“Yesssss!” Susan answered immediately, bursting into laughter and wrapping an arm around her wife’s waist.

Leila, her cheeks still flushed from the exposure and the effort of balancing on heels, couldn’t find anything to say. She felt the tension that had built up in the center of the circle dissolve beneath the laughter of her companions and, finally surrendering to the looseness of the night, simply laughed along with them.

They kept walking along the Strip until an enormous legendary sign rising against the night sky forced them to stop: Caesars Palace. Its imposing Roman-style columns, illuminated by white spotlights, welcomed a constant tide of tourists from all over the world.

“I can’t believe it! I’ve always wanted to go in here,” Mary exclaimed, giving an excited little hop. “Come on, girls, let’s go.”

They crossed through the automatic doors and were immediately swallowed by the hotel’s opulence. The initial tour was quick but dazzling: endless hallways carpeted with Renaissance patterns, exact replicas of ancient Roman marble statues, and vaulted ceilings that seemed to stretch forever. Within minutes, the air conditioning and the hotel’s signature scent led them directly into the enormous casino floor, where the constant electronic chiming and the murmur of hundreds of gamblers filled the air.

In his former life, William had always loved casinos. He had been an excellent poker and blackjack player, and during his trips to Atlantic City, he often handled small fortunes at high-stakes tables, moving with the cold confidence of someone who knew how to read cards and control the game.

But things were very different now. As they entered the gaming area, Susan decisively opened her purse, pulled out a bill, and handed it to Leila.

“Here, baby, take fifty dollars and find yourself a slot machine,” Susan said with a calm smile, giving her a gentle pat on the back.

Mary had already separated from the group; she was planted in front of an electronic roulette machine, screaming excitedly at every spin.

Leila walked slowly between the rows of games. Along the way, she paused for a moment when she spotted the blackjack tables. She watched the dealers distribute cards and the players concentrating beneath the dim lights. Then she lowered her eyes and looked at the fifty-dollar bill crumpled between her manicured fingers.

She avoided the card tables, searched for a row of slot machines away from the main aisle, and sat down at one of the isolated terminals, ready to spend the small budget her wife had assigned to her.


Chapter 9

The following morning, Nevada’s bright sunlight flooded the hotel dining room. Sitting at the breakfast table, Mary suddenly grabbed her head, squinting with a pained grimace.

“Are you feeling sick?” Leila asked, setting her coffee cup down on the saucer.

“Well... hangovers don’t come free,” Susan commented with a sideways smile, watching her suffer.

“It’ll pass...” Mary managed to say, massaging her temples. “I’ll have breakfast and lie down for a while.”

“No lying down,” Susan replied immediately, her firm tone cutting off any possible complaint. “Go upstairs, put on something light and comfortable, and meet me downstairs in twenty minutes, okay?”

“What are you going to do?” Leila asked, intrigued.

“You’ll see.”

They finished breakfast, and Susan left first, leaving the two friends to go upstairs and change. When they came back down to the lobby, Mary was already waiting in jeans and a basic T-shirt, a practical, casual outfit for dealing with the morning misery. Leila, on the other hand, wore a soft, fresh dress that fell to mid-calf; she hadn’t put on pants for the simple reason that she didn’t have any in her suitcase.

Before leaving, when she met up with Mary, Leila had glanced sideways at her and confessed in a whisper:

“I don’t have any pants.”

Mary, with a knowing smile that showed just how well she was beginning to understand the dynamic Susan was imposing during the trip, replied:

“I don’t think Susan wants you wearing them yet.”

They stepped outside to the hotel entrance and waited on the sidewalk beneath the morning sun. Five minutes later, an imposing 1968 red convertible Ford Mustang pulled up in front of them.

The driver honked twice. Behind the wheel, wearing dark sunglasses, was Susan.

“What is this?” Leila exclaimed, widening her eyes in surprise.

“I saw it for rent,” Susan replied with a triumphant smile, leaning slightly above the windshield. “Get in, girls! We’re going to the desert.”

Mary, suddenly recovering all her energy despite the hangover, climbed into the passenger seat, while Leila settled into the back, adjusting the skirt of her dress so the wind wouldn’t betray her.

“This isn’t complete unless you wear these,” Susan said, reaching into the backseat to hand them two wide straw hats, perfect for shielding their faces from the sun.

Susan shifted into first gear, the Mustang’s loud engine roared to life, and the car accelerated straight toward the highway, leaving the hotel towers behind. Within minutes, music blasted through the speakers. The women held onto their hats with both hands so the wind wouldn’t rip them away. Mary, completely euphoric in the front seat, occasionally lifted herself off the upholstery, throwing her arms wide to the wind and shouting excitedly at the clear sky, while Leila, from the backseat, watched her wife drive and let herself be carried away by the speed, feeling as though the desert erased the last traces of the past.

The Mustang left the highway behind and continued down the road leading to the imposing Hoover Dam on the Colorado River. Susan shut off the engine, and the silence of the landscape hit them all at once, broken only by the hum of the wind.

The three women got out and walked toward the overlook, where they stood staring at the immensity of the structure. The still waters of Lake Mead shimmered beneath the sun, held back by the colossal concrete wall wedged between the dry canyon cliffs, and the peace of the place felt absolute.

Contemplating the monumental scale of the engineering and the abyss of the Colorado River far below, they felt very small in comparison, as if the desert had stripped them of any importance. Leila held onto the brim of her hat, breathing the clean air, grateful for that moment of truce where the noise of the Strip seemed to belong to another world.

After spending some time taking it all in, they climbed back into the car and started heading toward the city again. However, as they approached the outskirts of Las Vegas, Susan took a different road, turning away from the main avenue that led to the casinos.

“I want to see the non-tourist side,” she said, driving with a curious, determined smile while Mary glanced at her, amused by the idea.

They entered a residential area far from the neon glow. They passed through an upper-middle-class neighborhood, an immaculate development with clean streets, young trees, and beautiful houses, all identical, with perfect front lawns and open garage driveways.

“What a beautiful neighborhood,” Mary said.

A few yards ahead, in front of a two-story property with a carefully maintained flower bed in front, a sign planted in the grass announced that the house was for sale. Susan slammed on the brakes completely and stopped beside the curb. She turned in her seat, resting one arm on the backrest, and looked directly behind her.

“Do you like it, Leila?” she asked, narrowing her eyes beneath her sunglasses.

Surprised by the direct question, Leila looked at the front of the house, the spotless windows, and the quiet street that reminded her so much of her own routine.

“Yes, it’s pretty,” Leila replied. “Why?”

Susan held her gaze for another second before turning back toward the wheel and abruptly shifting gears.

“No reason,” she said with a mysterious smile. “Let’s head back to the hotel.”


Chapter 10

The women walked through the Las Vegas night, silhouetted against the endless flicker of the Strip’s signs. The night air carried echoes of laughter and distant music, but Leila was focused on her own feet: she was wearing the red stiletto heels Susan had bought her, with pointed toes and thin, needle-like heels. The height and instability of the shoes forced her hips into a new sway, compelling her body into a stylized, purely feminine posture just to maintain balance on the shining pavement.

She was dressed in such a way—combining the blouse with a new tight skirt that highlighted her figure beneath the neon lights—that Mary stopped for a moment to look her up and down before pushing her sunglasses up onto her head.

“You look beautiful, Leila,” Mary said with a smile of genuine admiration that no longer carried even a trace of mockery.

“Thank you, friend,” Leila replied, returning the smile with a voice that, for the first time, sounded natural, free from the weight of the shyness of the first day. Leila felt herself loosening up more and more, absorbing the atmosphere as though the city had finally adopted her.

But Susan wasn’t satisfied with comfort. She constantly tested her partner’s resistance, systematically pushing her limits, as though there were something firmly decided inside her during this trip that allowed no pauses. She stopped in front of a façade of dark tinted glass adorned with pink neon letters vibrating in the shadows of an exclusive alleyway.

“Let’s go in here, girls,” Susan said, taking both of them by the arm with corporate confidence. “Welcome to The Velvet Lounge.”

They entered. The interior greeted them with a blast of bass-heavy music that made the floor vibrate, dim violet lighting, and a polished wooden runway extending from the central stage into the heart of the club.

As soon as they settled into one of the semicircular tables positioned directly in front of the runway, a waiter wearing black pants and nothing on his upper body, his muscles gleaming beneath a layer of oil, approached with a silver tray.

“Good evening, ladies. What can I get you?” the man asked with a practiced smile.

“Let’s start with three olive martinis,” Susan ordered, not taking her eyes off him as she pulled bills from her purse.

They chatted animatedly, trying to talk over the rhythm of the music, when the club lights suddenly dimmed completely and a white spotlight swept across the runway. A host in a glittering suit stepped onto the stage with a microphone in hand. The three women sat in the front row, their glasses reflecting the glare of the lights.

“Good evening, Vegas ladies!” the presenter boomed, unleashing screams from the neighboring tables. “To continue the night, I want to introduce a very popular Latino here in the city, direct fire from the beaches... His name is Miguel! Girls, be generous with him...”

The music abruptly shifted into a slow, heavy reggaetón beat. The man appeared at the back of the stage wearing white pants and an open shirt that exposed his bronzed chest. He began walking down the runway with fluid, rhythmic movements charged with direct sensuality, slowly removing pieces of clothing and tossing them aside while the audience exploded into applause and whistles.

Leila felt a violent twist in her stomach. The mental short circuit was immediate; her eyes no longer knew where to look, trapped in the contradiction of her own anatomy confronted with the display of virility dancing only a few feet from her made-up face. She leaned toward her wife, desperately searching for an escape from the sudden suffocation overwhelming her.

“Where did you bring me, Susan?” Leila whispered, her voice broken by nerves.

“Leila, this is for women,” Susan replied, holding her gaze with dominant, icy calm, without a trace of doubt.

“It’s just that I...” Leila tried to stammer.

Susan firmly took her by the chin, forcing her to raise her head and look at the dancer’s body as he moved closer to their table.

“You are a woman,” Susan declared, locking eyes with her with the sharpness of a final decree. “Enjoy this.”

Mary, on the other side of the table, was already clapping along with the music, shouting and waving a dollar bill in the air, completely oblivious to her friend’s silent turmoil. Leila remained frozen in her seat, feeling the nylon against her legs and the weight of the red stilettos, forced to learn a new way of looking at the world beneath the strict gaze of her owner.

The dancer kept moving to the heavy rhythm of the music, until he was wearing nothing but a tight black lace boxer with gold details that accentuated his bronzed figure. Susan, enjoying the stiffness and nervousness of her partner, calmly opened her purse, pulled out a ten-dollar bill, and handed it to Leila.

“Here, Leila,” Susan ordered with a subtle, calculating smile. “Put it in his boxers.”

Leila took the bill with fingers slightly cold from tension. The dancer, a professional trained to read the body language of front-row tables, noticed the gesture. With a fluid movement, he slid to the edge of the runway and knelt directly in front of her, eliminating all distance.

The visual impact was overwhelming. Leila found herself with the man’s crotch only inches from her face. The heat radiating from his skin was direct and enveloped the space around them; she could clearly smell the sharp scent of sweat mixed with body oil and the perfume of the club. With her pulse completely out of control and Susan’s fixed stare locked onto her eyes, Leila stretched out her trembling hand and slid the ten-dollar bill beneath the gold waistband of the dancer’s underwear.

Feeling the contact, Miguel gave her a white, seductive smile. Gently, he took Leila’s hand between his own, raised it gallantly, and pressed a slow, firm kiss against the back of it, holding her gaze as though she were the most distinguished lady in the room.

Beside the table, Susan and Mary burst out simultaneously into euphoric cheers, applauding and celebrating their friend’s definitive initiation into the club’s nightlife.

When Leila finally leaned back against the booth, trying to catch her breath and process the trembling running through her legs atop the needle-thin stilettos, Susan looked at her with complete satisfaction. Without saying a word, she opened her purse again, pulled out several more bills, and placed them on the table directly in front of her, silently indicating that Leila’s night was only beginning.

Amid the violet lights, the empty martini glasses, and the euphoric murmur of the club, the night moved quickly. Several more drinks were consumed, and different dancers crossed the runway of The Velvet Lounge. The last performer to appear was an imposing African American man, extremely tall, with muscles so sharply defined they looked carved from stone.

By that point in the night, the alcohol and the atmosphere had taken effect; Leila had fully entered into the game of her companions. Carried away by the adrenaline, she stretched her fingers across the wooden table searching for another bill, only to realize the stack Susan had left was gone. Leila turned her head, looked directly at her wife, and on her own initiative asked:

“Can you give me another bill?”

Susan let out a soft laugh, filled with deep satisfaction at seeing her plans taking shape.

“Here you go, darling,” she said, handing her the money. “Did you enjoy that man?”

Leila said nothing. She maintained a complicit silence as she rose slightly on her stilettos and moved toward the runway.

While she focused on slipping the bill onto the imposing dancer beneath the spotlight, Susan took advantage of the moment to gesture to the waiter and call him over to the side of the table.

When she returned to her seat, adjusting her skirt with an agitated sigh, she saw that Mary could barely contain her laughter, covering her mouth conspiratorially. Susan, holding her martini glass, looked toward the stage and casually remarked:

"You liked that stripper... He'll dance only for you now."


Chapter 11

The private booth was a small, confined space, barely illuminated by an indirect red light that washed over the dark velvet-covered walls. Leila sat in the center of a horseshoe-shaped couch while Susan and Mary remained standing a few steps away, overseeing the situation.

“Don’t be nervous...” Mary whispered to her, leaning closer with a mischievous smile. “I’m jealous.”

Leila was a bundle of nerves. She could feel the brush of the nylon stockings against her skin, the stiffness of her blouse, and the instability of her stiletto heels as she tried to control the trembling in her hands. Suddenly, the heavy wooden door swung open, cutting through the murmur from the hallway.

“Hi, I’m looking for Leila...” a deep, imposing voice echoed.

Susan and Mary pointed toward the couch in unison. Because of the dense darkness of the place, Leila couldn’t clearly make out the man’s features, but the silhouette framed in the doorway revealed an enormous build. The African American man walked forward confidently, assessing the scene with the smile of someone experienced.

“Bachelorette party?” he asked, noticing the contrast between Leila’s elegance and the complicity shared by the other two women.

“Not a bachelorette party...” Susan answered immediately, holding her drink with a coolness loaded with implication. “But another kind of farewell.”

The man asked no further questions. He turned on a portable speaker he had brought with him, flooding the booth with a slow, heavy, intensely sensual R&B rhythm. Immediately, he removed his top, leaving himself in nothing but tight dark boxer briefs that accentuated his perfectly overdeveloped musculature. He stood there half naked and sweaty, radiating a heat that seemed to consume what little air remained inside the booth.

The erotic dance began at once. The stripper moved toward the couch and started grinding against her in a way that was superficial yet intensely physical. He leaned over her, pinning her back slightly, and placed his cock mere inches from Leila’s face, forcing her to breathe in the scent of sweat and body oil coming off his skin. Before she could react, the dancer grabbed her by the waist and lifted her effortlessly from the couch to make her dance with him.

In that instant, Leila felt the true impact of the size difference: even in her stiletto heels, she felt small, fragile, and completely defenseless before the overwhelming physical presence of the man wrapping his arms around her.

He gripped her firmly by the hips, pressing his cock against her through the fabric of his boxer briefs, moving in rhythm with the music. Then, with a fluid motion, he turned her around so her back was against him. The man took Leila’s hand and gently tried to guide it toward his crotch so she would touch him. Out of pure instinct and modesty, Leila kept pulling her hand away again and again, searching for her wife’s gaze through the darkness.

Susan, thoroughly entertained and completely indulging in the depravity of the situation, intervened from her corner.

“Touch him, Leila. Don’t be such a prude,” Susan ordered with a restrained laugh.

Leila hesitated.

Susan approached the pair dancing in the center of the booth, joining the game beneath the intense red light. With a possessive movement, Susan wrapped herself around Leila from behind, gave her a deep, wet kiss on the lips, and then firmly took her hand, guiding it directly to the dancer’s crotch. The accumulated alcohol and the direct command from her owner shattered the last of Leila’s defenses. She gave in.

She completely let herself go, allowing Susan to guide her fingers over the dancer’s anatomy. Her manicured fingers traced the firm outline beneath the fabric of the dark boxer briefs.

At the exact moment Leila’s hand settled there, Susan leaned forward and kissed the man on the mouth. The three of them danced together in a mass of heat, sweat, and ragged breathing; a triangle of domination in which the stripper played along without breaking the club’s rules.

The friction and adrenaline were suffocating, but Leila’s desire quickly shifted toward its true center of gravity. Her hands stopped touching the dancer’s cock and, with a boldness she had never shown before, she slid one hand beneath her wife’s skirt. The dark-skinned man, realizing the direct and exclusive sexual contact between the two women, professionally stepped back and slowly removed himself from the center of the scene, leaving them alone.

The two women kept dancing by themselves, pressed together in the red darkness. Leila’s fingers beneath the skirt had already found the center of Susan’s pleasure, moving with an urgency that defied their surroundings.

At Susan’s first muffled moan, Mary immediately realized what was happening: her friends were having real sex right there in front of her inside the booth. Overwhelmed by the intensity of the situation, Mary silently turned around and left the room, giving them complete privacy.

Susan was fully consumed by the act, feeling that overwhelming pleasure running through her veins. Watching her wife dressed as a woman interact with a man of that size, only to then receive that same hand inside her, filled her with a depravity more intense than anything she had ever experienced in their marriage.

She moaned uncontrollably. They stopped dancing and simply remained standing in the center of the booth, holding onto each other while Leila’s hand worked deeply inside her. Susan pressed her head hard against Leila, biting her shoulder to silence the sounds just as climax was about to overtake her.

Suddenly, the heavy wooden door burst open. The harsh white light from the hallway sliced through the red darkness.

Two enormous club security guards entered the booth, with the dancer standing right behind them, pointing toward the couch with his index finger.

“They’re the ones,” the man said.

“Ma’am, you can’t do this in this establishment. It’s strictly forbidden,” the head guard stated coldly, crossing his arms.

The guards firmly escorted them through the hallway and across the main lounge, taking them straight out onto the sidewalk of the side street. The doors of The Velvet Lounge slammed shut behind them.

Standing beneath the pink neon glow, disheveled, with Leila’s dress slightly crooked and Susan adjusting her skirt, the two women stared directly into each other’s eyes. The silence lasted barely a second before they both exploded into loud, uncontrollable laughter that echoed through the alleyway. Holding onto each other so they wouldn’t topple over in their stiletto heels, Leila wiped away a smudge of smeared lipstick and looked at her wife conspiratorially.

“Let’s just go back to the hotel,” Leila said with a mischievous smile, fully embracing the new and wild rhythm of their relationship.

They arrived at the hotel laughing hysterically, stumbling along while leaning on each other to keep their balance across the immaculate lobby carpet. Their dresses were slightly disheveled, and their faces still glowed with adrenaline. An elegant, sober-looking woman waiting patiently beside the stainless steel elevator doors took one look at the euphoric state and absolute lack of composure of the couple and immediately gave up on the idea of sharing the elevator with them. She discreetly stepped back and chose to wait downstairs for the next ride instead.

They rode up alone, wrapped around each other while their restrained laughter echoed against the mirrored walls. The moment the keycard flashed green, they pushed open the hotel room door, which slammed shut behind them, returning them to the intimacy of the room.

“They kicked us out, Susan!” Leila exclaimed, throwing herself backward onto the bedspread and bursting into another fit of laughter that instantly filled the room.

“Well, you were behaving badly...” Susan replied, tossing her purse onto the armchair before breaking into another genuine laugh, looking down at her with sparkling eyes.

Susan dropped onto the bed beside her while glancing sideways at her with a smile that mixed amusement and reproach.

“You behaved very badly...” she repeated, holding her gaze. “You touched a man’s crotch...”

Leila didn’t answer with words. Carried away by the complicity of the night and the magnetism surrounding them, she rolled across the mattress and kissed her deeply, stopping any further teasing.

The kiss was long, intense, charged with the urgency they had been carrying since the club. Their hands moved naturally, touching and undressing one another, unfastening clothing and discarding every restriction until they lay exposed beneath the dim glow of the bedside lamps.

“I want you, Susan,” Leila whispered near her ear, her voice slightly broken from excitement. “I want you as a woman...”

“And I want you like this,” Susan replied, caressing her bare back, validating every word with the pressure of her fingers against her skin.

At the height of the tension, Susan slowly rose from the bed. She remained standing for a second, looking down at her with an unreadable expression in her eyes.

“You desire me as a woman?” she asked softly.

“That’s what I am,” Leila answered from the mattress, adjusting her disheveled hair, completely surrendered to the affirmation of her identity.

Susan walked over to her suitcase, which rested open on the wooden luggage rack in the corner of the room. Leila watched her silently, following every movement through the dimness of the room. She saw her wife’s hands search through the bottom of the luggage until she found what she was looking for: she pulled out the black harness.

“I brought it. There was no way I was forgetting it,” Susan said with a subtle smile as she returned to the edge of the bed.

Leila stared at it intently. She silently observed every detail as Susan put on the strap-on, tightening the straps with the familiarity of someone who perfectly understood the weight of authority in their relationship. The metallic clink of the buckles seemed to mark the beginning of a ritual reserved exclusively for them.

What followed was pure pleasure, both mental and physical, for Leila. Feeling the pressure and firmness of the strap-on was, in her mind, feeling her wife directly; it was understanding that this was her way of receiving absolute pleasure. Now she received, embracing the docile passivity Susan demanded. The euphoria and agitation of the night in Las Vegas suddenly faded, replaced by a profound bliss born directly from submission, from total surrender, and from the simple fact of being Leila.

Feeling herself penetrated now meant feeling complete, feeling truly like a woman. The climax came not in a purely physical way, but mentally, like a wave of psychological release that swept away the final traces of resistance from her former life.

When it was over, Leila lay resting on her side, just as she always did whenever Susan took her: submerged in a languid state of pleasure that she felt in every corner of her body, wrapped in a silence that held and protected her from the rest of the world.

Barely two minutes later, Susan slightly turned her head on the pillow and casually said:

“We forgot about Mary...”

Leila took a second to process the comment through her haze, but immediately pictured the scene of her friend fleeing in horror from the red booth. She couldn’t help herself; she let out a soft, genuine laugh.


Chapter 12

The days passed in a whirlwind of fun and nights that kept outdoing one another. The three women were visibly exhausted — it showed in their eyes, in their slower pace each morning — but there was a spark in them that fatigue couldn’t extinguish. For the past two days, they had been waking up around three in the afternoon. They no longer had any sense of time. They would go down to the hotel restaurant without really knowing whether it was breakfast or lunch, order whatever they felt like eating, and keep going.

That afternoon, with the plates still on the table and the coffee freshly served, Susan placed her hands on the tablecloth and her expression changed. The other two noticed immediately.

“I need to talk to both of you,” Susan said.

Mary set down her cup. Leila looked at her.

“You’re my wife,” Susan said, looking at Leila, “and you’re my best friend.” She turned toward Mary. “Without the two of you, I couldn’t continue any of this.”

“What’s wrong, Susan?” Mary asked.

Susan took a breath.

“I want to change my life. And Leila’s.” She paused. “Ever since you started behaving like a woman, you’ve changed completely. You’re the person I truly love. And I want you to live like this all the time. No half measures. No hiding anything.”

Silence settled over the table. Leila stared at her without speaking. Mary stayed quiet too.

“I decided to sell the company,” Susan continued. “Stuart made me a very tempting offer a long time ago, one I never seriously considered until now. If you agree, Leila, we’ll go back to Chicago, close the deal, and start over from scratch.”

“The company?” Leila said, her voice barely audible. “You want to sell the company?”

“And the house too.”

Leila opened her mouth, but no words came out.

“I came to Las Vegas to scout things out,” Susan continued, with the calmness of someone who had spent months thinking something through and was finally saying it aloud. “The house we saw from the car when we were coming back from the Hoover Dam — I already had contacts with the owners. They’re waiting for an offer from us. And here I’m going to build a new company. In my name. A place where Leila can be who she is all the time, without anyone knowing her from before, without the looks, without the history.”

Mary looked at Leila. Leila kept staring at Susan.

Mary suddenly began to cry.

“I can’t lose you,” she said, her voice breaking. “I don’t want to be left alone in all of this.”

Susan looked at her, surprised. It was rare to see Mary like that.

“I thought about you too,” Susan continued, turning toward her friend and making an effort to steady her voice. “I want a partner. Someone I can trust. We could build something really good here, the two of us. Your children can come whenever they want. I don’t want to lose you either, Mary.”

Mary said nothing. She pressed her lips together and nodded slowly, her eyes shining.

Susan turned back toward Leila, who still hadn’t spoken. She took her hand across the table.

“I didn’t want this for you, my love,” Susan whispered. “I didn’t want your life to become this complicated.”

Leila took a moment. She felt the weight of Susan’s hand over hers, the coffee growing cold, the soft noise of the restaurant around them.

“Yes, I do want this,” she said.

A tear rolled down her face. Just one.

Susan looked at her.

“This afternoon we’re going to see the house,” Leila said.

***

They visited the house that afternoon. They didn’t talk much inside — they walked through the rooms, looked at the front yard, at the light pouring through the large windows. Something was decided there without anyone having to say it aloud.

They returned to the hotel in silence.

Leila tried to process everything. Her head hurt — from the hangover, from the accumulated exhaustion, from the weight of what Susan had said at the restaurant. But it was a different kind of pain from the one she’d felt on other days. It was the pain of something changing permanently.

She stayed alone in the room. Slowly, she undressed, placing each piece of clothing over the chair. And when she stood naked before the large mirror in the suite, her reflection stopped her.

There it was again. The face still carrying the last traces of the day’s makeup, the hair that had grown out over several months, and beneath her neck, her entirely male anatomy, unchanged, undeniable, still there. The same duality as always. The same contradiction the mirror reflected back at her without mercy.

She stood there, hypnotized by the glass.

Susan came out of the bathroom and found her that way — standing motionless, eyes fixed on her own reflection. She approached slowly and embraced her from behind, resting her chin on Leila’s shoulder. Together, they looked into the mirror.

“What’s wrong, beautiful?”

Leila took a moment before answering.

“You want me to live as a woman,” she said in a quiet voice. “But look at me. I’m not one.”

Susan didn’t answer immediately. She extended her hand and gently placed it against Leila’s chest. She left it there without rushing.

“Your mind is feminine,” she said. “The way you are is feminine.” She slowly caressed her chest with deliberate softness. “This can be fixed.”

“How?”

“If we’re going to live here,” Susan said, holding her gaze through the mirror, “we can see a doctor here.”

Leila looked at her reflection. Looked at her own body. Looked at Susan.

Then she slowly turned around to face her.

“I’m ready,” she said. “If you stay beside me, I’ll do it.”

Susan looked at her for a long moment. Then she smiled — not her usual calculating smile, but something simpler and more genuine.

“I’ll stay beside you,” she said.


Epilogue

One year later.

The suburb was quiet at that hour of the afternoon. The streets were clean, the front lawns immaculate, the Nevada sun falling at an angle across the facades of the houses. From the kitchen, Leila heard the familiar sound of an engine pulling onto the street.

She looked out the window.

A white utility van came to a stop in front of the house. On the side, in neat blue lettering: S.B. Hotel Logistics.

The S stood for Susan. The B stood for Byrne — her maiden name, the one she had left behind when she married William and had reclaimed to place in the name of something that belonged completely to her.

Susan and Mary stepped out.

Leila removed her apron, folded it over the counter, and went outside to greet them. She walked down the front garden path with a stride that was now completely her own — without thinking about it, without correcting herself, simply walking. The dress fell lightly over her body. Beneath it, almost imperceptible but undeniably present, were the changes brought by the hormone treatment, which the past year had slowly shaped — small breasts emerging beneath the fabric, softer skin, the beginning of a waist that gave her a figure still delicate, yet unmistakably feminine.

“Look, honey,” Susan said, pointing at the vehicle with a smile that blended pride with the exhaustion of a long day. “We bought it. The company’s growing.”

Mary approached first. She kissed Leila on the cheek with her usual natural warmth.

“Hi, sweetheart. Something smells amazing,” Mary said, glancing inside the house. “Did we make it in time?”

“Just barely,” Leila replied.

Susan stood there for a moment looking at her, the van keys still in her hand. She said nothing. She tucked a strand of hair behind Leila’s ear — her own hair now, no longer needing a wig — and gave her a soft kiss on the lips.

Then the three women went inside the house.

The door closed behind them. The white utility van remained parked outside, with the Las Vegas sun reflecting off its side.

S.B. Hotel Logistics.

Mary waited for a pause in the conversation. She set her wine glass down on the table and looked at Leila.

“I have news for you.”

“What is it, Mary?”

“The kids spent the summer in Chicago. Now they have to come back.” She paused briefly. “Patrick’s coming with them.”

Leila looked at her without saying a word.

“Patrick,” Mary repeated with that matter-of-fact tone of hers that never needed drama. “My ex-husband. Your friend. He’s coming with them.”

END OF THE SERIES
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