
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Feminized: A Husband's Secret Desires

	Daniel has a job, a wife, a routine—and a secret. In the quiet moments when no one is watching, he becomes someone else. He becomes her.

	What begins as a private ritual hidden in the shadows of his marriage turns into something much harder to control. A forgotten lipstick, a suspicious text, a pair of torn stockings... When the truth begins to unravel, so does Daniel. And what follows is not just exposure, but transformation—physical, emotional, and deeply erotic.

	Torn between shame and desire, Daniel is slowly rewritten into someone new. Each humiliation, each demand, each act of forced softness brings her closer to the surface. But can she survive the collapse of the life he built?


"Secrets In The Closet"

	The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the kitchen as Marta adjusted the last button of her medical uniform. Daniel, already dressed in a baggy sweater and jeans, extended a steaming cup to her with a smile.

	"Drink it, it's cold outside," he said, stroking her shoulder.

	Marta took a sip, not noticing the almost imperceptible tremor in her fingers.[image: Image]

	"Are you sure you don't want a ride? The subway at this hour is chaos," he insisted, avoiding looking her in the eyes.

	"There's no need, honey. I'll finish late today, but I'll leave something ready for dinner," she replied, giving him a fleeting kiss on the cheek before leaving.

	The door closed. And then, the silence became complicit.

	Daniel waited five minutes after hearing the elevator move away. Then, like someone defusing a bomb, he opened the bottom drawer of Marta's closet. Among stockings and bras, his hands found what he was looking for: fishnet stockings, a padded bra, and the pencil skirt she wore on her important dates. But it wasn't enough.

	With quick movements, he went to the hall closet and pulled out a shoebox hidden behind the old suitcases. Inside, a black silk dress, a chestnut wig with perfect waves, and a half-worn makeup case.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]In the bathroom, steam from the hot shower fogged the mirror as Daniel shaved off the last traces of beard. Then, layer by layer, the man blurred: first with foundation to soften his angular face, then with winged eyeliner—as he'd seen in YouTube tutorials—and finally with red lips, applied with surgical precision. When she put on the wig and adjusted the neckline of her dress, Daniel was no longer there. It was her.

	Sitting at the computer, Dani87 logged on to Flowers in the Mirror, a private forum for trans women and crossdressers. She uploaded the photos she had just taken in the bedroom: one where she posed coyly against the window, another showing her legs sheathed in stockings.

	The comments came in within minutes:

	"That waist! How do you do it, beautiful?"

	"That dress is YOURS. Don't let it get away."

	But it was Claudia_T who stopped her in her tracks:

	"Dani, this isn't a game anymore, is it? I see your eyes. That's not the look of someone who's 'just doing it for fun'."

	Daniela—because now she was Daniela—held her breath. It was the first time someone had seen her... really seen her. She wrote a reply, erased it, then wrote another: "I'm afraid."

	The phone vibrated. It was an unknown number.

	"This is Claudia," said a voice on the other end, warm but firm. "If you need to talk, I'm here. But first, take off that mascara before Marta gets here."

	A shiver ran down his spine. How did Claudia know he was married? How did she know his real name?

	"And let me tell you, Dani... life is too short to live it in silence," Claudia added.

	 


"The Weight Of Unspoken Words"

	Martha slept with her back to him, her quiet breathing drawing in a rhythm that Daniel had memorized in seven years of marriage. His fingers hovered over her bare shoulder—a failed attempt to wake her, to tell her there is something I need to tell you—but, like every night before, he withdrew his hand.

	He got up and locked himself in the bathroom. The phone screen glowed in the dark with a notification:

	Claudia_T: Have you thought about it yet? You can't live wondering "what if?" 

	Daniel opened his recent search history like someone reviewing a sentence:

	"Am I trans or just a crossdresser?"

	"How to tell if you’re attracted to men."

	"Trans women's forums in the city."

	Each click resonated in his chest like a nail in the coffin of his old life.

	At work—that gray office where no one looked twice at the 'exemplary executive'—Daniel was surprised to see Javier, the new intern. Not because of his efficiency, but because of the way his shirt clung to his sweaty torso after the gym, or because of those big hands that held the thermos of coffee with an assurance that burned Daniel's gaze.

	"Is something wrong, Daniel? You look strange," Javier leaned toward him in the middle of the meeting, and Daniel felt a warmth in his stomach that wasn't anxiety.

	"No, just... hot," he lied, crossing his legs under the desk.

	That night, Dani87 wrote on the forum with trembling fingers:

	"How do you distinguish between wanting to be a woman and wanting to be with one? Because now I feel both, and my head

	is hell."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Claudia responded before Daniel could regret it:

	"Honey, they are not mutually exclusive. But only you know which weighs more: desire or fear."

	Daniela's profile on the dating app was a fragile mirage:

	[image: Image]Photo: Her reflection in the black dress, the wig falling in perfect waves.

	[image: Image]Name: Dani.

	[image: Image]Description: "Just exploring. Patience, please."

	The messages came like flies to honey—"Hi gorgeous, looking for your first man?" "I'll show you what a real man is"—until one stood out:

	Luis_28: "l saw your profile. I went through that too. If you want to talk without pressure, here I am."

	And Daniela accepted the coffee he offered her.

	Luis was different. He didn't demand photos, he didn't use words like "tranny" or "experiment." He spoke of his own coming out, of nights crying in parking lots, but also of the peace that came later.

	"You don't have to decide today," he said, looking into Daniela's eyes with chest-tightening calm. "But if you need to... try, I can wait."

	Then Daniela did the unexpected: she took his hand. The roughness of those palms, the silver ring glinting in the dim light—all sent an electric shock through her, something she had never felt with Marta.

	"l don't know if I want this," Daniela whispered.

	"You do," Luis said, gently squeezing her fingers. "You're just afraid to admit it."

	Marta was on the couch when Daniel returned, her lips still swollen from biting them nervously.

	"Where were you?" she asked without looking up from the book.

	"Walking. Thinking."

	The lie burned his tongue. Marta finally looked at him, and in her eyes—for the first time in seven years—Daniel saw the same sadness he had been hiding in his sock drawer for weeks.

	"Me too," she replied, closing the book with a dull thud that sounded like a farewell.

	 


"The Key And The Mirror"

	Marta adjusted her watch as she finished her coffee, her eyes still heavy from the night shift at the hospital.

	"Raul, the electrician, is coming today," she said, kissing Daniel on the forehead as if he were a child. "He said he'd be here at noon."

	He nodded, fingers trembling around his cup.

	"Don't worry, I'll be here," he lied.

	The sound of the door closing behind Marta was still echoing as Daniel began to count the minutes.

	In the bedroom, Daniela emerged with urgency: quick waxing on legs and arms (the remains of wax still fresh in the trash can), black lace stockings—the ones Marta hadn't worn since last winter—a tight bra that lifted her cotton-filled breasts, and wine-coloured lips, glossy and moist.

	He looked at himself in the full-length mirror. Raul had not confirmed the time by message. Surely he wouldn't come.

	"One last picture," she whispered, raising the hem of her skirt to reveal her garter belt.

	The phone vibrated with a notification from the forum:

	Claudia_T: That natural light makes you look like a goddess. Are you sure no one discovers you?

	Daniela smiled as she typed, "Marta doesn't come back until tonight. I'm free today."

	The metallic click of the key turning in the lock paralyzed her.

	Raul did not ring the doorbell. He entered as if the house were his—and in a way, it was: Marta had given him permission.[image: Image]

	"Daniel?" he shouted from the doorway, mud-stained boots leaving footprints on the freshly cleaned floor.

	Daniela did not have time to run.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Raul appeared in the bedroom doorframe, the key still dangling from his belt. His eyes roamed her body with obscene slowness.

	"Shit... I thought Marta was playing with me," he snorted, nibbling on the inside of his cheek, "but it turns out the flirt is someone else."

	Daniela's phone fell to the floor, revealing the risqué photo on the forum.

	Raul didn't move, but his smile grew as he closed the door behind him.

	"l didn't know you liked to dress like a little whore, Méndez," he said, slurring his words. "Although with that face, even I would be confused."

	Daniela wanted to vomit. She wanted to scream. But she also felt a warmth in her belly that she could not ignore.[image: Image]

	"Don't tell Marta," she begged, not recognizing the submissive tone in her own voice.

	Raul approached, the smell of tobacco and burnt cable enveloping her.

	"It depends," he murmured, tugging at the tie of her bra. "How much are you willing to pay for my silence?"

	His hands were already on her thighs.

	Daniela didn't stop him when Raul ripped her stockings with a tear that echoed through the room. She didn't protest when the electrician's teeth bit into her neck, leaving a bruise she would later have to explain. And when he whispered, "Say it again—'l'm Raul's bitch,'" she did so without hesitation.

	When he finished, Raul tightened his belt with a throaty laugh.

	"Marta will never know," he assured, running his finger along the edge of her damp neck. "But I'll be back... Dani."[image: Image]

	The front door slammed shut.

	Daniela collapsed in front of the mirror, mascara smeared, lips swollen, stockings destroyed. On the floor, her phone vibrated with a message from Marta:

	"Is Raul there? He says he's not answering his phone." She typed and deleted three responses before sending:

	"Yes. He fixed everything."

	 


"Confessions In The Dark"

	The doorbell did not ring. Raul no longer announced his arrival.

	Daniela was waiting for him in the bedroom, dressed in black lingerie that she had bought—purchased with the money she'd smuggled out of Marta's purse.

	"Get on your knees," was the first thing Raul said as he entered, throwing his tool bag on the floor. The metallic clang made

	Daniela shudder.

	She obeyed. She liked to obey.

	Raul was not gentle. Every insult, every slap, every whispered command with tobacco breath made her feel more real. "That's the way I like it, whore," he growled, tangling his fingers in her wig as he pushed her back against the bed. "I'm going to leave you so open, even your wife will notice."

	Daniela moaned instead of protesting.

	Marta arrived that night with a bouquet of flowers and a bottle of wine.

	"Today is our seventh anniversary, remember?" she said, kissing Daniel on the cheek. Daniela felt the weight of Raul's lips still on her skin.

	During dinner, Daniela barely touched her plate.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Are you all right?" asked Marta, leaning over the table. "Lately you seem... distant."

	The evening passed between awkward silences and charged glances.

	Under the cold light of the bathroom neon, Daniela examined herself: the smeared makeup, the bruises on her thighs, the bitten lips. And then she admitted it:

	She had enjoyed being possessed by a man while dressed as a woman.

	She wanted to repeat it: to know more bodies, more flavours, more rough hands that would mark her.

	She would never wear men's clothing again.

	Raul was right. She was a slut. A whore. A bitch. The phone vibrated with a message from Raul:

	"I'll be back tomorrow. Bring that ass your wife likes so much."

	Daniela came out of the bathroom wearing the black silk dress that Marta hated—the one she said 'doesn't look good on anyone.'

	She dialled a number and activated the speakerphone.

	"Daniel? Everything all right?" Marta's voice sounded worried.

	Daniela took a deep breath. And then, for the first time in her life, she told the truth:

	"Marta... I am a woman. And I need you to let me be one."

	The silence that followed was so thick it could be cut with a knife.

	 


"New Reality"

	The door opened with the metallic sound of keys clanging against the lock. Marta entered with a tired step, shuffling her feet after another long shift at the hospital. The smell of cold coffee hung in the air, but something else—something unsettling—stopped her in the doorway.

	"Daniel?" she called, hanging up her coat without taking her eyes off the hallway. There was no response. Just a distant crunching sound, like heels on the parquet floor.

	When she reached the living room, the scene paralyzed her.

	Daniel—no, she—was sitting on the couch, legs crossed under a tight skirt, fishnet stockings, and black stilettos that Marta recognized instantly. Hers. The neckline of a silk dress exposed a push-up bra, padded to the point of shaping curves that weren't hers, yet now demanded space in Marta's gaze. The makeup was excessive—crimson lips, false lashes, blushed cheeks. But what chilled Marta's blood the most were Daniela's eyes: waiting, challenging, almost alive with anticipation.

	"What... what the hell is this?" Marta clutched her work bag to her chest, as if it could shield her from the vision before her. "l already told you on the phone," Daniel—no, she—replied, her voice softer than usual but unwavering. "About the electrician. What happened."

	Marta closed her eyes. Denial.

	"No. We're not doing this. Take those clothes off. Now."

	"l can't."

	"Of course you can! They're my fucking clothes, Daniel—Mia!" she shouted, lunging forward to tear away the illusion.[image: Image]

	But Daniela stood, taller than Marta even in heels, and caught her wrists with a grip that startled her.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"I'm not just Daniel anymore," she whispered, too close, her breath warm with resolve.

	Marta's stomach twisted. The perfume, the mascara, the gloss—it all reeked of deceit. A secret life, playing out behind her back for months.

	"And what did you expect? For me to come home and say, 'How lovely, darling, I'm thrilled you're getting fucked by strangers'?" she spat, wrenching free.

	"No. But maybe you could try to understand."

	"Understand what? That you get off on being some—some man's fantasy? That you steal my clothes to... to pretend?" Her hand slashed toward the outfit, the transformed body, the proof of a hunger Marta had never been part of.

	Daniela inhaled sharply—and for the first time, Marta saw it: not shame, but defiance.

	"It wasn't rape," Daniela said, with a calm that felt rehearsed. "In the end, I wanted it. And I want it again." Silence pooled between them, sharp as a scalpel. Marta staggered back, her hip hitting the edge of the table.

	"You're sick."

	"Or maybe for the first time, I'm not." Daniela's fingers trailed along the neckline of her dress, the gesture so effortless it sent a tremor through Marta. "And I'm done hiding."

	Marta's throat tightened. The choices unfolded like a triage list: scream, collapse, flee—or stare down the thing their marriage had become.

	"So this... is this goodbye?" Her voice frayed at the edges.

	Daniela—no, she—let a smile curl her red-stained lips.

	"That's your call, sweetheart. But the electrician's coming back tomorrow." A pause, loaded. "This time... you could stay. Watch."

	 

	
"Silk-Embroidered Reality"

	The morning sun streamed through the curtains, painting golden stripes across the bedsheets. A dream... It had all been a dream. Marta opened her eyes with relief, clinging to that fragile hope—until the scent of cloying, floral perfume invaded her senses before she even turned her head.

	And there she was.

	Her husband—no, the stranger at her vanity—sat before the dressing table, hair swept into a coy ponytail, shoulders bare under a sapphire silk blouse Marta didn't recognize. The mirror reflected deft hands dabbing gloss onto lips that, until weeks ago, had only kissed her with the roughness of unshaved afternoons.

	"Daniel?" Marta's voice frayed at the edges. The figure didn't flinch.

	"Daniella," she corrected, calm as a scalpel's slice. "Or Dani, if that's easier."

	The phone rang—brash, unwelcome. Daniella answered with practiced grace, fingertip gliding across the screen.[image: Image]

	"Yes, this is Mrs. Méndez." Marta's knees buckled; the floor might as well have vanished. "No, there's no mistake. I'm resigning."

	The call ended. Silence pooled thick between them.

	"What the hell are you now?" Marta surged upright, her pyjamas suddenly abrasive as sandpaper. "You can't—! Those years [image: Image]of work, of... us—"

	Daniella turned. No trace of the trembling novice remained. Her eyes gleamed with a resolve that turned Marta's veins to ice.

	"We died when you stopped looking at me," she murmured, dragging crimson nails across the dresser's edge. "This? This is what's left."

	With deliberate motion, she yanked open the drawer where Daniel's oxford shirts still lay, starched and obedient. One by one, she lifted them out—each fold undone like a revoked promise—and dropped them into a waiting box.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Stop." Marta lurched forward. Daniella's raised palm was a barricade.

	"No. This should've happened years ago."

	And then, before Marta's disbelieving gaze, she began erasing Daniel—thread by thread.[image: Image]

	The shoebox was the last untouched relic. Marta leaned against the bedroom doorframe, arms locked across her chest—a dam holding back the scream that had been building for hours. The walk-in closet stood barren, its contents—suits, ties, [image: Image]the leather belt they'd bought in Venice—now stuffed into black garbage bags by the door. Graves for a dead man.[image: Image]

	"What about that?" Marta's voice was ground glass, nodding at the box. "Trash too?"

	Daniela glanced up. Her lips—painted a shell pink, "office-appropriate"—twitched. No guilt. No hesitation. Just the quiet certainty that had replaced Daniel's apologetic smiles.

	"Our wedding photos," she said, tracing the dusty lid. "I thought... you might want them." Marta's lungs turned to ash.

	"You think memories fix this?" She kicked the nearest garbage bag. "Ten years, and you—"

	"Daniela," she interjected, soft as a blade through silk.

	"What do I tell your mother?" Marta's palm smacked the wall. "The cousins? 'Guess what, Daniel's a crossdressing quitter now'? They'll crucify us!"

	Daniela's laugh was a dry crack. "They'll reject me? Marta, I've done their rejecting for them my whole life. You just get to... adjust."

	Rage ignited. Marta snatched the phone off the nightstand.

	"Let's ask Susana how she feels," she hissed, stabbing at the screen. "See if you burn bridges when Mami's watching."

	Fear—raw, primal—flashed across Daniela's face.

	"Don't."

	"Hello, Susana?" Marta's voice dripped honeyed venom. "You need to come. Now."[image: Image]

	Susana Méndez arrived in 58 minutes flat, her pearl-buttoned cardigan straining over heaving shoulders. Her gaze snagged on the silk collar peeking from Daniela's blazer—a single, damning thread.

	"EQué... qué es esto?" she whispered.

	Daniela's throat worked. "Mom... I'm a woman. I always was."

	The silence curdled. Then—

	"This is a sickness!" Susana's finger sliced through the air. "They brainwashed you! My son is not—! My son is not—!"She crumpled, weeping into hands that had once cradled a son.

	Daniela closed her eyes. When they reopened, something had settled in them—an exhausted serenity, like a prisoner unshackling their own chains.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"I'm not your son anymore," she said, each word measured, "but I could still be your daughter. If you choose to see me." Susana folded into the sofa, her sobs ripping through the room like torn fabric. Marta gripped the doorframe, the ground [image: Image]tilting beneath her. The past was ash now.

	"l should go." Daniela hoisted the garbage bags—each one heavy with a ghost's belongings. "Don't worry, Mami. I'll spare you the shame."

	Marta stalked after her, pulse thrashing against her ribs.

	"And us?" The question slipped out, thin and desperate. She loathed the sound of it.

	Daniela paused. Didn't turn.

	"There is no 'us'," she said. "But there's me. For the first time."

	The door slammed—a single, terminal shot.


"No Return"

	The morning after Daniela's departure, the house was so quiet that Marta could hear the wallpaper rustling as it moved. Susana was still on the sofa, her fingers digging into the arms of the furniture like claws. The clock in the kitchen ticked to the beat of her new reality.

	Marta stirred the cold coffee mechanically. How many signs had she ignored? How many excuses had she made up to explain Daniela's absences, the locked drawers, that new gleam in her eyes?

	"This can't be happening," Susana broke the silence with a voice that sounded like sandpaper.

	Marta did not respond. She knew there were no words to comfort a mother who had just lost the daughter she thought she knew. The coffee burned her tongue at the first sip, but the pain was welcome.

	"You have to bring her back," Susana clung to the arm of the sofa like a life preserver. "There has to be a way."

	"There isn't," Marta looked out the window where the curtains Daniela hated used to hang. "Daniela no longer exists."[image: Image]

	Meanwhile, Daniela walked down the main avenue, feeling how each step in the new heels reminded her that pain was part of the transformation. The black dress cinched her hips in a way that was still alien to her. The city glowed with neon lights that seemed to mock her loneliness.

	The dive emerged from the urban haze like a refuge. Inside, the bass of electronic music resonated in her chest with an almost therapeutic vibration. She drank. Too much. Until a presence materialized beside her.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Can I buy you a drink?"

	He was tall, with hands that held the glass with a confidence that Daniela envied. He was not the first to approach her, but he was the first whose eyes did not betray morbid curiosity.

	"Yes," she replied, feigning a confidence she did not feel.

	In the hotel room, their bodies collided with the urgency of two strangers. He explored her with hands that pretended to be expert, murmuring between kisses words that Daniela chose to believe. When he finally penetrated her, there was an instant of physical pain that paled in the face of emotional release. Something was breaking inside her, and this time it was not bonds, but chains.[image: Image]

	The phone woke Marta at dawn. Susana was screaming on the other end of the line, her words broken by sobs. Marta ran through the still-dark streets, each step a denial. But as she opened the hotel room door, reality hit her with the force of a sledgehammer.

	Daniela was sitting on the bed, undone, her mascara smudged into inky smudges under her eyes. A man dressed hurriedly beside her, avoiding Marta's gaze. The air smelled of sex and freshly uncovered lies.

	Susana let out a cry that sounded like a funeral. Daniela looked up slowly. Tears had traced trails in her makeup, but when she spoke, her voice was clear and steady for the first time in years:

	"l am no longer your son. Nor your husband. I'm just... me."

	And Marta, between the heartbreaking pain and a strange admiration she dared not name, knew that it was the first absolute truth Daniela had uttered in her entire life.

	 

	
"The Life I Chose"

	Susana remained motionless, her eyes scanning every detail of the figure in front of her - the crumpled dress, the smeared lipstick, the bare legs under the miniskirt. For an eternal instant, she searched in vain for some trace of the son she had raised among those now transformed features. When she finally spoke, her voice sounded like broken glass:

	"l don't know you anymore."

	There was no drama on the way out. Just the crunch of her shoes on the hotel floor and the door slamming like a gunshot in the empty hallway. Daniela stared at the closed door, hands shaking slightly. She did not cry. The pain was already an old acquaintance.

	In the meantime, Marta learned to inhabit the empty spaces of the house that was now too big for her. Every morning, the murmur of the neighbours followed her like a shadow: "Did you see? Her husband is now dressed as a woman..."

	"Poor Marta, with the shame she must be feeling..."

	At first she corrected them in a strained voice: "Her name is Daniela now." But soon the words lost importance. The nights [image: Image]were worse - lying on her side of the bed, inhaling deeply as if she could still catch some vestige of the perfume that was no longer there. Only the echo of her own breathing in the darkness remained.

	[image: Image]Daniela had discovered a new language in her reflection. Evenings found her in front of a club bathroom mirror, touching up her makeup under neon lights that accentuated her rosy cheeks, her voluptuous lips, the sparkle of the earrings that danced with her every movement. The black miniskirt fitted her hips like a second skin, the fishnet stockings drawing patterns on her thighs.

	Men came in waves - some shy, some brazen in their desire. They all ended the same: eager hands on her waist, hot breath on her neck, whispered promises she knew were fleeting. In cheap motel rooms, she perfected her art - the exact curve of her back as she knelt, the calculated flick of her tongue, the eyelashes she batted looking up. But it was when she was turned sharply, when she felt the rough thrust against her hips, that she truly felt alive.[image: Image]

	There were no regrets. Not when she could feel dozens of burning glances following her contours on the dance floor. Not when some stranger's lips ran down her back murmuring admiration.

	Marta started therapy on Tuesdays and Thursdays. The psychologist spoke of "mourning processes" and "identity reconstruction". Daniela didn't need healing - every caress on her newfound skin was a confirmation, every moan stifled in the dark a celebration.

	Sometimes, in the pre-dawn silence, when the body of an occasional companion snored beside her, a question would float through her mind: would anyone love her beyond this reinvented skin? But always came another hand, another mouth, another whisper of "you're perfect" to drown out the doubt. Freedom had a price, and she was willing to pay it again and again.[image: Image]

	 


"Broken Mirrors"

	The morning sun streamed through the kitchen window, illuminating the small bouquet of daisies Dr. Adrian Lopez had sent her "for no reason at all." Marta stroked the petals as she reread the card for the third time: "To brighten your day." It had been seven months and sixteen days since Daniela had left, but the pain was no longer a hurricane that swept over everything, but a persistent but manageable drizzle. That morning, for the first time in years, she had tried on the light blue dress she used to love - the one Daniela always said made her look like a governess.

	As Marta adjusted her cleavage in front of the mirror, wondering if the blush on her cheeks was from excitement or embarrassment, Daniela stared at herself in the foggy mirror of a hotel bathroom, her bloodshot eyes reflecting a night she barely remembered. The silver dress she had worked so hard to buy lay on the floor like a discarded skin, crumpled next to the stiletto heels that had left her with blisters. The smell of cheap alcohol and stale cologne mingled with the scent of her own spilled perfume.

	"Shit!" The scream tore from her throat as the crystal glass smashed against the wall, leaving marks on the cheap wallpaper.

	She flopped down on the bed, hugging the sheets soaked with sweat and casual sex. The five hundred peso bill that

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Carlos" (or had he said "Javier"?) had left on the bedside table seemed to mock her. She remembered then, with a pang of venomous nostalgia, how Marta used to trace circles with her fingers on Daniela's back after making love, murmuring words she could not remember now but whose warm tone she could still evoke.

	The phone vibrated on the nightstand, interrupting her thought spiral. It was Claudia, the only one who hadn't left her after the transition: "Honey, you have to stop. Come to the centre today. We need you."

	Across town, Marta laughed with genuine joy as Adrian told her an anecdote from his residency, his fingers lightly brushing her wrist as he poured her more wine. The elegant restaurant, with its chandeliers and spotless tablecloths, seemed a world apart from the motel where Daniela had just broken the glass.

	"Another dessert?" asked Adrian, his brown eyes sparkling in the dim light.

	Marta was about to shake her head politely when, unexpectedly, she felt herself nod. She did want more. More wine, more conversation, more of this version of herself she was just beginning to know.

	As Adrian's Mercedes drove through the lighted streets, Marta glanced involuntarily toward the neighbourhood where her old house was located. To her surprise, the sight of the familiar facade did not give her the usual knot in her stomach.

	At that very moment, Daniela was pushing open the door of a modest building with a worn sign that read Dawn Light: Trans Support Network. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee and vanilla candles greeted her, along with hugs from women whose scars were visible even under makeup. When a girl named Valeria offered her a cup of tea with hands that trembled slightly, something cracked inside her chest. Tears fell without permission, trailing rivers of mascara that no longer mattered.

	 


"The Weight Of Humility"

	The office building loomed imposingly under the gray morning sky. Daniela adjusted the collar of the second-hand blouse that brushed her skin, bitterly remembering how she used to walk through those same doors as Daniel Mendez, a senior executive with a salary that now seemed like a dream. Today she was back as an administrative assistant, with a salary that barely covered hormones and basic expenses, but it was a start. Or so she repeated to herself as she rode up the elevator, avoiding the stares of her former colleagues.

	The murmurs chased her like flies around ripe fruit:

	"Wasn't that Mr. Mendez on the third floor?" "My God, how degrading!"

	"How are we supposed to treat... her now?"

	She clenched her fists under the desk, nails digging into her palms until they left marks. At the end of the day, with the weight of the stares still burning on the back of her neck and the motel bill pending, she made a decision she never thought to consider.

	Meanwhile, Marta's apartment smelled of fresh basil and golden garlic. Adrian, his apron stained with tomato sauce, offered her a glass of Chianti with that dimpled smile of his.

	"For the assistant chef," he said, placing a light kiss on her temple that sent a shiver down her spine.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Marta laughed, letting the sound mingle with the smooth jazz coming from the speakers. For the first time in years, she was allowing herself to savour these kinds of simple moments - the warmth of a shared kitchen, the anecdotes of the hospital day exchanged between sips of wine, the unspoken promise of what might come next.

	The doorbell rang just as they were taking the lasagna out of the oven. Adrian went to open the door while Marta arranged [image: Image]the silverware, unprepared for the sight that awaited her in the doorframe: Daniela, haggard, wearing the same purple dress Marta remembered giving her on their last anniversary together, now worn and stained.

	"Hello," Daniela murmured, fingers twisting around the straps of her cheap purse. "I needed to... talk to you."

	Adrian, with that surgical intuition that Marta admired so much, slipped discreetly into the kitchen, but not before placing a protective hand on Marta's waist. That minimal gesture made Daniela blink rapidly, as if salt had been thrown into her

	Marta felt all the walls she had carefully built for months shaking.

	"What's wrong? Are you all right?" she asked, recognizing with disgust the motherly tone that came out automatically. Daniela swallowed, her eyes flicking between the kitchen where Adrian was pretending to busy himself and Marta's hands, which she now noticed were wearing the turquoise ring she used to keep in her jewellery box.

	"I'm... without resources," she finally confessed, the words coming out in a rush. "Work is not enough. I thought maybe..." Her voice broke as she watched Marta cross her arms, revealing the bracelet Adrian had given her for her last birthday.

	The silence stretched as it began to rain outside, the drops pattering against the living room window. Marta watched Daniela's worn shoes, the peeling polish on her nails, the way her shoulders hunched as if expecting a blow. Ten months ago, she would have embraced that fragility without a thought. Now she felt only a deep weariness.

	"Come in," she finally said, stepping aside to make room on the threshold that Daniela had crossed so many times, but which now seemed like a chasm between two irreconcilable lives.[image: Image]

	 

	
"The Rules Of The Game"

	The silence in the room was so thick that Daniela could hear the ticking of the wall clock that Marta had bought on her trip to Barcelona. The same one that she, as Daniel, had hung so carefully years ago. Now it marked the time of a life that no longer belonged to her.

	Adrian cleared his throat, breaking the tension.

	"You can stay," Marta said, without looking directly at her. Her fingers fiddled with the hem of her sweater, a gesture

	Daniela recognized from her nervous moments. "But there are conditions."

	Daniela nodded, feeling her nails dig into her palms.

	"First, no visitors. This house is not a motel." Marta lifted her chin, defiant. "Second: you pay your share. Even if it's little, you contribute. And third..." She paused, as if needing to gather courage. "We are not a couple. We share a roof, but not a life."

	The echo of those words resounded in the air. Daniela swallowed, noticing how Adrian watched the scene with a mixture of discomfort and protectiveness.

	"Understood," she replied at last, in a voice she could barely sustain.[image: Image]

	Adrian took his jacket from the coat rack, brushing Marta's shoulder as he passed.

	"I'm leaving," he murmured, leaning down to leave a fleeting kiss on her forehead. "Call me if you need anything."

	Daniela averted her gaze, but she couldn't help but notice how Marta's fingers lightly clutched at Adrian's sleeve before he left. That small gesture burned her more than any insult.

	Marta locked herself in her room with an audible click of the lock. Daniela stood in the centre of the study, now her temporary refuge. The sofa bed was laid out, the sheets clean but impersonal, like those of a hotel.

	The walls whispered:

	[image: Image]Here, against this very shelf, Daniel had kissed her for the first time after a badly cooked dinner.

	There, in that corner, they had sat crying together when the doctor told them they could not have children.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]On that sofa, now covered with a beige blanket, they had planned to buy a house by the sea.

	Daniela plopped down on the mattress, hugging a pillow that smelled like new detergent, nothing like the soft lavender scent Marta always used.

	In the next room, Marta was lying on her back, staring at the ceiling. Tears slid down her temples, soaking the pillow. She hadn't locked the door after all.

	A noise in the kitchen woke her up. Marta sat up, alert. Stealthily, she went out into the hallway and saw Daniela, with her back turned, taking a glass out of the cupboard.

	"Couldn't sleep?" asked Marta, unable to help herself.

	Daniela startled, turning around. In the dim moonlight, Marta saw how emaciated she was: her collarbones marked under her baggy T-shirt, her dark circles under her eyes purple.

	"No," Daniela admitted. "I thought a tea..." Her voice cracked. "You still keep the chamomile on the third shelf?"

	Marta felt a lump in her throat. She remembered.

	"Yes," she replied, crossing her arms over her chest. "But now I prefer mint."

	A silence. Daniela nodded, looking down.

	"Sorry," she muttered, more to the floor than to her. "For everything."

	Marta did not respond. But when Daniela reached out to take the box of tea, she noticed that her hands were no longer trembling.

	Adrian arrived at noon with bags of groceries. He found Daniela on the balcony, smoking a cigarette with a blank stare.

	"l didn't know you smoked," he said, placing the groceries on the table.

	"There are many things you don't know," Daniela replied, without irony, just weariness.

	Adrian studied her profile for a moment before speaking again:

	"You still matter to her, you know?" Daniela let out a bitter laugh.

	"No. She just feels sorry for me."

	Adrian pulled a beer out of the bag and slid it toward her.

	"You're both terrible at lying."

	And with that, he went inside, leaving Daniela with the morning chill and a truth she wasn't ready to accept.


"Learning To Breathe In The Same Space".

	Mornings no longer smelled of coffee shared between stolen kisses, but of spilled milk on the counter and cups that no one washed. Marta moved through the kitchen as if calculating each step, measuring the exact distance so as not to brush against Daniela as she passed. The space that used to be too small for them now seemed like a minefield of forgotten gestures.

	Daniela learned the new rhythms: getting up before dawn, leaving the bathroom spotless (without a hair in the sink, without a trace of her mascara), disappearing on Fridays when Adrian arrived with his easy laughter and his hands that always found excuses to touch Marta. It was like being a ghost in the house she had chosen, in the life she had demolished. Marta found her one night, standing in front of her desk with their wedding photo in her hands. The picture showed Daniela in the navy blue suit she had worked so hard to choose, and Marta in that lace dress she now kept in the back of her closet like a corpse.

	"Why do you keep it?" asked Daniela, her fingers trembling slightly as she ran them over the frame.

	Marta slammed the drawer shut, blowing away the accumulated dust.

	"Because it was my life too," she replied, and the absent plural in that sentence outweighed any slamming of the door. Daniela stared at the wood of the drawer, imagining all the things Marta didn't say: "Why do you ask? Why does it hurt more to see you here than when you left?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Adrian tried not to look too much. Not at Daniela's high heels lined up by the door, not at the shadow of her lying on the sofa where he used to kiss Marta. But one night, as Marta chopped onions too hard, he couldn't help himself:

	"How long will you be staying?"

	The knife stopped in mid-air. Marta did not look up.

	"l don't know."

	Adrian did not insist, but that night he left without a goodbye kiss. And Marta, instead of running after him as she usually did, cleaned the knife with surgical meticulousness and poured herself a glass of wine she didn't want.

	The clinic smelled of cheap disinfectant. Daniela held the files against her chest, as if they could protect her from recognition. Until the voice reached her:

	"Daniela! What a surprise!"

	Ricardo, her former assistant, now wearing a silk tie and the same watch she had worn when she was his boss.

	"I'm glad to see you... like this," he said, and his eyes roamed her body with a slowness that was not curiosity, but calculation.

	That night, Daniela returned with bruised knuckles (she had hit the wall of the clinic's bathroom until she bled) and a bottle of vodka that burned her throat. Marta found her slumped on the couch, her mascara smeared and her blouse stained.[image: Image]

	"This again?" she asked, but instead of shouting, Marta threw a blanket over Daniela like a life preserver.

	Daniela, with the alcohol turning her blood to fire, caught Marta's wrist before she could pull away.

	"I ruined everything, didn't I?"

	Marta did not respond. But when Daniela let go of her hand, it took her three seconds to leave. Three seconds that outweighed any response.

	 

	
" The Details That Begin To Heal".

	Time passed with a strange calm, as if the house itself was holding its breath. Daniela moved between the walls like a careful echo: she folded the clean clothes before Marta came home from the hospital, she left the lavender soap Marta liked by the sink, and every morning, without fail, she placed that blue ceramic mug—the Sunday one—in exactly the same place where Marta used to leave it.

	One afternoon, on her way home from work, Marta found her favourite sweater folded with perfect corners on the bed. She stared at it for a long moment before bringing it to her face and inhaling deeply. It no longer smelled like Daniela's per[image: Image]fume, or even their shared past. It smelled like fabric softener, like a fresh start.

	Clinic work was still an open wound, but now Daniela had a curious ally.

	"Don't give them the pleasure of seeing you affected," Marta told her one night, as she watched Daniela nibble at the polish on her freshly painted nails after a particularly exhausting day.

	Daniela looked up, surprised.

	"You're stronger than all of them put together," added Marta, passing her a cup of mint tea. "And I don't say that out of pity."

	The cup trembled slightly in Daniela's hands, but this time it wasn't from nerves. It was the first time in years that someone had spoken to her like that, as if she was still worth believing in.

	The rainy Thursday started out like any other, until the key turned in the lock too early.[image: Image]

	Daniela was drying the last plate when she recognized the sound of Adrian’s footsteps. Not Marta's.

	"Hello," he said, letting the raindrops fall on the doormat she had just washed. "Is Marta not here?"

	"She was delayed because of the accident on the avenue," answered Daniela, hanging up the rag carefully. "Would you like some coffee while you wait?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The silence that followed was so thick you could almost touch it. Daniela filled two cups—Adrian’s black, unsweetened, exactly the way he preferred it—before speaking again.

	"l know my presence here makes you uncomfortable," she said, looking at the steam from the coffee instead of his eyes. "But I want you to know that I didn't come here to make any demands. Just... to get myself together."

	Adrian studied her face, looking for lies where there was only weariness.

	"Marta deserves to be happy," Daniela continued, and this time she looked at him. "And you make her happy. That's all that matters."[image: Image]

	Before Adrian could respond, she took off her apron and grabbed her jacket.

	"I'm going for a walk," she announced, but on the table she left a note written in her neat handwriting: "The gardenias are blooming in the garden. In case you want to dine outside."

	When Marta arrived, she found Adrian sitting on the sofa with an expression she couldn't decipher.

	"Did something happen?" she asked, dropping the keys into the bowl at the entrance.

	"Daniela went out," Adrian answered. "To give us space."

	Marta read the note. Something inside her chest—something that had remained cold and still for months—shivered. [image: Image]"She's not who I thought she was," Adrian murmured, taking her hand with a newfound softness. "And maybe... that's a good thing."

	Marta did not answer. But that night, for the first time since Daniela had returned, she left her door ajar.

	Small changes began to appear:

	Tuesday: Daniela left a chocolate cake in the fridge with a note: "To celebrate your publication in the medical journal." Marta didn't ask how she had found out.

	Thursday: Adrian arrived with three cups of coffee instead of two.

	Sunday: The three of them ate in silence at the same table, but this time, the silence did not feel heavy. The house, little by little, ceased to be a battlefield and became something more fragile, more valuable: a place where two broken lives learned not to hurt each other with the sharp edges of what they once were.

	 


"Routines And Rebirths"

	The days fell into place like books on a newly ordered shelf. Adrian no longer clenched his fists when he passed Daniela in the hallway. Now, he would even ask her if she needed anything when she went to the supermarket, or if she had seen Marta's reading glasses. It wasn't friendship, but neither was it the cold war of before.

	One night, while Daniela was folding freshly laundered towels (separating Marta's, who preferred lavender-scented fabric softener), Adrian appeared in the doorframe with a steaming plate in his hands.

	"Stay for dinner," he said, gesturing to the table where he had served enough pasta for three. "Marta arrives in ten minutes."

	Daniela smiled, that polished gesture she had perfected over the months of living together.

	"Thank you, but I have to finish this," she replied, picking up a plate to take back to her room.

	From the other side of the wall, she listened as dinner passed in murmurs and muffled laughter. Cutlery clattered against plates with that familiar rhythm of couples who have shared too many meals. And later, when Marta's moans came through the wall, Daniela didn't press the pillow against her face as she usually did. This time, she just turned up the volume on her audiobook until the voices of others became a distant murmur.

	Her room no longer smelled of fresh paint and new furniture. Now it held the discreet scent of her favourite cologne, mixed with the dust from the books she accumulated on the shelf.

	On the second-hand dresser (which she had assembled herself, following a YouTube tutorial), hung garments chosen with care, not desperation. On the mirror, photos stuck with washi tape showed small triumphs: her first outing with Luz Alba's girls, the certificate of the management course she had finished, a selfie with Marta at the market, both holding watermelons as if they were trophies.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The hormone cream was still on her nightstand, but now it shared space with the poetry book that Marta had given her "because I saw you looking at it in the bookstore." Sometimes, when the house was quiet, Daniela would turn the pages at random, looking for verses that resonated with that particular day.

	At the clinic, the looks had changed. Not overnight, but as the sea erodes the rocks: slowly, relentlessly.

	"Mrs. Méndez, could you please review these analyses?" The new receptionist, a girl no more than twenty years old, handed her a folder without that hesitation Daniela had learned to recognize.

	"Of course," she replied, taking the documents with hands that no longer trembled.

	She was no longer the executive who signed checks in blue ink, but neither was she the assistant who hid her bitten fingernails under her desk. She was simply Daniela, the one who arrived on time, the one who knew where each file was filed, the one who now received genuine greetings in the break room.

	The call came on a Saturday afternoon, when Marta and Adrian had gone out to buy furniture for their future apartment.

	Daniela dialled the number with fingers that barely trembled. The tone rang three times before someone answered.

	"Mom... it's me," she said when she recognized the voice on the other side. "Daniela."[image: Image]

	The silence that followed was so thick that she could feel her own heartbeat in her ears. Just as she was about to hang up, she heard the sound she hadn't expected:

	"I've missed you, daughter."

	They were five words. Five words that did not erase the years of silence, nor the tears, nor the slamming of doors. But when Daniela let herself fall on the bed (the same one where she had cried so many nights), she felt that something inside her— something very small and very fragile—began to heal.

	Marta found Daniela's door open when she returned. She asked no questions. She just walked in, sat down next to her on the bed, and slipped an arm around her shoulders as the afternoon sun painted the room gold.

	 


"Scars"

	The click of the switch failing for the third time filled the kitchen with an uncomfortable silence. The lights flickered before turning off completely, leaving only the faint glow of dusk filtering through the window.

	"I've already called an electrician," Marta announced, crumpling the dishcloth in her hands. "He'll come this afternoon." Daniela set the teapot down on the table with a thud. The name went without saying; they knew it too well.

	"You don't have to stay," she murmured, tracing circles on the table with one finger. "I'm not the person who'd fall apart again."

	Marta did not answer. But when the doorbell rang hours later, she was there, standing like a sentinel at the door.

	Raul walked in as he had always done: with too much confidence and a smile that didn't match his cold eyes. When he saw Daniela, he stopped in his tracks.

	"Fuck!" he whistled, adjusting his tool belt. "If it isn't Mr. Méndez. Or excuse me—" His eyes roamed her body with obscene slowness. "—Ms. Méndez now?"[image: Image]

	Marta stepped in before Daniela could react.

	"It's Daniela," she said, in a voice that recalled her surgeon's tone during operations. "And you're here to fix the wiring, not to make comments."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Raul raised his hands in mock regret, but the glint in his eye remained. Daniela felt her nails dig into her palms, remembering all too well the weight of those same hands on her skin years before.

	When Raul went out to the truck for a tool, the kitchen was filled with a distinct silence.

	"I'm sorry," Daniela's voice sounded scratchy, as if the words scraped out of her as they came. "For everything. For him. For ruining... this."

	Marta watched as the sunset light drew golden lines on Daniela's profile. The rage she'd held for months now mixed with something more complex as she saw her like this—vulnerable but whole.

	"l wasn't fair either," she admitted, stepping closer without realizing it. "But you can't keep paying for past mistakes. You deserve peace, Daniela."

	Daniela looked up, surprised by the use of her name without harshness.

	"l don't know how to do it," she confessed, with a laugh that sounded like tears. "But I want to learn."

	Marta reached out her hand without thinking, stopping just before touching her shoulder. She didn't need to. Understanding passed between them like a reconnected wire.

	"Ready, ladies," Raul announced, picking up his tools with calculated slowness. "Though with this kind of old installation... you never know when there might be a short circuit." The wink he gave Daniela was pure poison.

	Marta closed the door behind her with such force that the frame shook. But this time, when she turned to Daniela, there was no trace of tears in her eyes. Just a calm determination.

	"Never again," she promised, although she did not specify to which of the two she was saying it.

	Daniela nodded, running a finger over the newly repaired switch. The light came on at the first try, bright and flicker-free.

	Like a fresh start.

	 

	
Afterword: On Shadow And Light

	Writing Feminized: A Husband's Secret Desires was a journey through broken mirrors. Daniela was born out of uncomfortable questions: What do we sacrifice to fit in? How much pain can love endure before it cracks? Her story is not just about gender transition, but about all the masks we wear—and the sacred terror of removing them.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Raul is not just a villain; he is the distorted reflection of what Daniela thought she deserved. Marta is not just a betrayed wife, but a woman who had to learn to let go of the future she imagined. Claudia, with her scarred wisdom, embodies that brutal truth: Rebirth hurts—but not as much as living a lie.

	To the readers who saw themselves in these pages—in guilt, in desire, or in fear—this story is your refuge. To those who judged Daniela: May you never have to choose between being loved and being real.
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