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1
The Proposal

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The name sent a shiver down his spine.

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

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

She paused, letting the words sink in.

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

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

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

He nodded slowly.

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

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

"Well, Penny?" she asked simply.

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

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

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

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

Carmen closed the door behind them.

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

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

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

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

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


2
The First Lesson

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny blushed, continuing the massage. Carmen went on:

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

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

Carmen withdrew her foot and stroked his cheek.

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

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

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

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

"Walk," she ordered.

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

"Like that. Good girl."

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

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

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

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

Carmen kissed his forehead.

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

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

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


3
The Uniform

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


4
The Mirror

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come here."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Watch yourself while I touch you."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


5
The Guests' Evening

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Let’s see how good you are."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


6
The Contract

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

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

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

"Sit down," Carmen ordered.

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

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

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

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

	She will exclusively wear feminine attire chosen by the Mistress. 

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


7
The Mistress's Pleasure

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

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

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

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

"As you wish, Mistress Carmen."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


8
The Jealousy

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Penny, bring two glasses of cold water."

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

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

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

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

"Undress me," she ordered.

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

Carmen lay back and pulled Penny between her legs.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


9
The Perfect Maid

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny nodded. "Whatever you desire, Mistress."

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

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

"Turn around."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The perfect maid had found her place.


10
Total Surrender

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come here. Clean us."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, Mistress Carmen. Ready."

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


11
Advice from a Friend

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carmen smiled, satisfied with her honesty.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Exactly. That’s why I called you."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny lifted her head, her breath short.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carmen and Sofia exchanged an amused look.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carmen smiled in the shadow of the room.

"Good girl."


12
The Esthetician

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny lowered her head, her cheeks on fire.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny felt her blood turn to ice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carmen laughed. "I know that very well."

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

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

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

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

Penny nodded slowly, unable to speak.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come here."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What, Mistress?"

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

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

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

Perhaps it was the mirror at Marcos’s.

Perhaps it was simply Penny, who was ceasing to be surprised by herself.


13
Sofia's Truth

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

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

"Yes, Miss Sofia."

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

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

It was Carmen who broke the equilibrium.

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

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

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

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

"Tell me."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The silence that followed was heavy.

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

Penny nodded slowly. "Yes, Mistress."

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

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

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

When she finished, the room was silent.

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

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

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

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

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

Penny approached the bed, her heart accelerating.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny let out a muffled groan when she bottomed out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carmen couldn't resist.

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

"Stay just like that," she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At the doorway, she turned around.

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

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

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

"Are you okay?" Carmen asked softly.

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


14
The Closed Door

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

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

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

Then she raised her eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny obeyed, her legs not entirely steady.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

The bedroom door closed.

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

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

Penny stared at the door.

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

The chastity cage was squeezing unbearably.

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

The night passed like that.

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

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

She didn't sleep. She waited.

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

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

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

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

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

"Penny."

Carmen’s voice, from inside the room.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny barely raised her eyes without stopping.

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

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

"Just as I thought."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"At the same time."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Come closer."

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

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

Penny nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny straightened up, her cheeks flushed.

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

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

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

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

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

"Hips higher."

"Let your shoulders go."

"Don't anticipate—work with it."

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

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

"Yes," Penny answered in a cracking voice.

"Describe it."

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

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

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

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

Carmen looked at her with interest. "Explain."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Penny," Carmen said.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Come here."

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

"Did you hear what Sofia said?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And what do you think?"

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

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

"Go prepare lunch. Sofia is staying."

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

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

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

And Carmen’s reply, even lower.

"Soon. Very soon."

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

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

But she had heard everything.
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The First Outing

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

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

Penny nodded, checking her purse with slightly tense hands.

"Are you ready?"

"I think so, Mistress."

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

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

Penny stepped outside.

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

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

That was when she saw them.

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

"Beautiful, aren't they?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny coughed. "The first one is fine."

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

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

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

"Really. It's for a friend."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny opened her mouth. She closed it again.

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

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

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

"You took longer than expected."

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

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

"You bought the largest ones in the shop."

"They were the only ones left."

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

"Maurice."

"The greengrocer. He put it in there."

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

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

"Most suitable for what, exactly?"

Penny didn't answer.

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

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

"The saleswoman was convincing."

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

Penny was staring at a spot on the floor.

"Look at me."

Penny raised her eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Penny gathered the bags.

"Penny."

She stopped.

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

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

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

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

"Diego. What a surprise."

Penny slowed her movements without realizing it.

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

"Wait. Repeat that."

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

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

Another pause.

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

Penny set the iron down on its stand.

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

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

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

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

"Penny."

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

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

It wasn't a question.

"Some of it," Penny said.

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

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

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

"Because I am not ready yet."

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

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

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

"Stand up."

Penny obeyed.

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

"Penny."

"Yes, Mistress."

"You’re lying to me."

Penny opened her mouth.

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

Penny felt her cheeks burning, but she said nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Extra large," she read aloud.

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

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

Penny didn't answer.

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

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

"Elite Lingerie. The saleswoman was very convincing."

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

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

"And she bought them anyway."

"She bought them anyway."

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

Penny opened her mouth.

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

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

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

"Strut around a bit."

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

"Turn around."

Penny turned.

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

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

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

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

"Size?"

"Larger than the last session."

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

"Breathe," Sofia said automatically.

Penny breathed.

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

"Exposed," Penny answered in a low voice.

"Describe it better."

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

Carmen and Sofia exchanged a glance.

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

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

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

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

"Hips further back."

"Let your shoulders go."

"Feel how the new size changes your balance?"

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

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

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

"A temporary loan. A dinner with colleagues."

"And?"

"I said no."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Carmen nodded. "Let's arrange it."

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

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

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

Penny took the cucumbers and went into the kitchen.

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

Three sessions, maybe less.
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The Green Light

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

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

"In the kitchen, Ms. Sofia."

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

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

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

Carmen nodded. "Are you sure?"

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

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

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

"Yes, Mistress."

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

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

Then she heard them approaching.

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

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

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

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

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

"How are you doing?"

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

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

Penny nodded.

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

"Yes."

"And about yielding instead of resisting?"

"Yes."

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

"Yes."

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

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

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

"Look at me," she said.

Penny raised her eyes to her.

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

"I remember."

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

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

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

"How are you doing?" Sofia asked.

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

Carmen and Sofia exchanged a glance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sofia stopped, looking at her.

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

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

Carmen nodded slowly. "Exactly."

They swapped the strap-on. Sofia sat down in the armchair, curious and attentive. Carmen put it on with familiar movements, then approached the bed and looked down at Penny.

"Are you ready?"

Penny swallowed. "Yes, Mistress."

Carmen started gently, with a slow, controlled pace, watching every reaction. After a few minutes, she paused.

"How are you doing?"

"Good," Penny said. "I’m good."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

Carmen nodded. Then she shifted gears entirely.

The pace became something else—more urgent, harder, with a cadence that left room for nothing but the pure reaction of the body. Penny made sounds she had never made in previous sessions, deep and involuntary. Carmen pushed with an intensity that carried all the knowledge of years spent beside that man—his specific rhythm, his unmistakable cadence.

And then, from Penny’s cage, a clear thread escaped. Then another. Then two more copious, consecutive surges that left Penny trembling and silent.

Carmen stopped. She straightened up. She looked at Sofia.

Sofia’s eyes were wide open. Then she laughed—a full, genuine laugh. "There's the answer we were looking for."

Carmen calmly removed the strap-on and laid it on the bed. "Confirmed?"

"Confirmed," Sofia said in a definitive tone. "She’s ready. For everything."

Carmen sat down next to Penny and stroked her hair. Penny’s eyes were closed, her breath still short, her expression one of peace more than anything else.

"Good girl," Carmen said softly.

After tea and a few minutes of quiet silence, Sofia said her goodbyes and left. Carmen remained in the living room, phone in hand. Penny was tidying up the bedroom when she heard Carmen’s voice from the hallway.

"Diego. It’s me. We have the green light."

Penny froze, her hands still on the bedspread she was straightening.

"Next week. Thursday night." A pause. "Yes, truly ready. Sofia confirmed it personally." Another pause, then Carmen laughed. "You’re asking if she’ll handle your famous finale? Diego, let me tell you: you’re going to be surprised. In fact..." She chuckled. "It’s going to be a very liquid finale."

Silence on the other end. Diego’s voice, perplexed, asking something.

Carmen laughed again. "Don't worry. You’ll understand on Thursday."

She ended the call. Penny heard her footsteps approaching the bedroom door.

Carmen stopped on the threshold, looking at Penny, who was still holding the bedspread with still hands.

"Thursday," she said simply.

Penny lowered her eyes to the bedspread. She adjusted it carefully, smoothing out every wrinkle with precise movements.

"Yes, Mistress."

Carmen lingered for a moment on the threshold, then turned on her heels and went back to the living room.

Penny finished arranging the bed. The pillows in their place, the bedspread taut and even. She straightened up and looked at herself for a moment in the wardrobe mirror.

Her real hair brushing against her neck. The perfect uniform. Eyes that hadn't been Lenny’s for a very long time.

Thursday.
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The Night Before

Wednesday began differently from every other day.

Penny noticed it from the morning, from the way Carmen moved about the house with a precision that wasn't her usual kind. It wasn't the precision of a mistress checking her maid's work. It was something more intimate, more personal. Carmen was preparing something, and every gesture showed it.

"You've been eating light since yesterday," Carmen said as Penny served her coffee. "Today, liquids only. Broth, water, herbal teas. Nothing solid."

Penny nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

"It’s not a punishment. It’s preparation." Carmen looked at her with that direct expression that left no room for interpretation. "The body must be clean. Completely clean. Inside and out. Tonight, I will take care of everything myself. And again tomorrow morning, before Diego arrives."

Penny lowered her eyes to the cup. "I understand."

"Do you have any questions?"

"No, Mistress."

Carmen brushed her cheek with the back of her hand. "Good girl."

The day passed slowly and silently. Penny performed her usual duties—cleaning, laundry, caring for Carmen's wardrobe—but everything possessed a different quality, as if ordinary gestures were sharper than usual, more present. She drank water, warm broth, and a chamomile tea that Carmen had prepared for her herself in the afternoon.

Toward evening, Carmen called her into the bedroom.

The preparation was understated and precise, conducted by Carmen with the same care she applied to everything, without useless comments, without embarrassment. It was a necessary thing, and Carmen treated it as such: with respect and attention. Penny obeyed in silence, letting Carmen take care of her just as she had since the beginning, as she always had, knowing what was needed better than Penny herself did.

When it was finished, Carmen told her to dress in something comfortable and wait for her in the living room.

Penny put on the silk robe Carmen had gifted her weeks ago—the ivory-colored one that slid over her skin like something soft and definitive. She sat on the sofa and waited.

Carmen arrived shortly after, also in a robe, her hair down, without makeup. She sat next to Penny—not across from her as she usually did when she wanted to talk, but right beside her, with that physical closeness she rarely used.

For a few minutes, she said nothing.

Outside, the city lights filtered through the curtains. The house was quiet, with that specific quality of silence found only on evenings when something important is about to happen.

Carmen spoke first.

"Do you remember the first night?"

Penny didn't need to ask which one. "Yes."

"You were sitting on the sofa. You had that face." Carmen smiled, looking at a point ahead of her. "That face of someone who doesn't know whether to run away or stay."

"I wanted to do both," Penny said.

"I knew it." Carmen turned toward her. "I could see it. But I knew something else, too."

"What?"

"That you would stay. That a part of you had been waiting for this for so long that it wouldn't be able to leave."

Penny remained silent. It was true. It had always been true.

"Lenny," Carmen said, pronouncing the name as if it were a foreign word, something belonging to a language no longer spoken. "When was the last time you thought about him?"

Penny really thought about it. "I don't know. Weeks ago, maybe."

"I hardly think about him anymore." Carmen said it simply, without malice. "Not with nostalgia, not with regret. It’s as if he never really existed. As if what came before was just a flawed rough draft."

"For me too," Penny said softly.

Carmen looked at her. "Are you sure?"

"Yes." Penny met her gaze. "I don't miss Lenny. I don't know how else to explain it. I don't miss anything about what I used to be."

Carmen nodded slowly. Then she said, "Do you know what surprised me most throughout this whole process?"

"What?"

"How beautiful you’ve become." She said it directly, without emphasis, as a statement of fact. "Not in the sense of the wig or the makeup or the uniform. I mean something different. There’s something in the way you move, in the way you stand still, in the way you listen. Something Lenny didn't have and could never have had."

Penny felt something tighten in her chest—not from pain, but from recognition.

"Thank you," she said.

Carmen shook her head. "Don't thank me. It is what it is. I see it, and I say it."

She remained silent a moment, then stood up and walked toward the kitchen. She returned with two mugs of hot herbal tea, handed one to Penny, and held the other between her hands.

"Tomorrow," she said, sitting down again, "Diego arrives. Do you know what I expect from you?"

"That I be ready."

"That you be present," Carmen corrected. "You’re already ready; Sofia confirmed it. I want you to be present. I want you to truly be there, with your body and your head. I don't want a part of you to be somewhere else while it’s happening."

Penny nodded. "I'll try."

"Don't try. Be." Carmen took a sip of her tea. "Diego is a direct man. He isn't cruel, but he isn't delicate. He will do things the way he always does them, with his usual intensity. And you will respond the way you’ve learned to respond. Without freezing up, without resisting."

"Yes."

"And when his finale comes." Carmen smiled—that same smile from when she had made the phone call. "Let yourself go. Completely. Hold nothing back."

Penny blushed slightly, remembering the previous day’s episode with the strap-on and what had escaped from her cage.

"I see your face," Carmen said, amused. "Don't be ashamed. It’s exactly what I want to happen. It’s the ultimate proof that the transition has been complete."

They drank their tea in silence for a few minutes. It was a comfortable silence, devoid of tension—the silence of two people who know each other well enough not to have to fill every space with words.

"Can I ask you something?" Penny said.

"Tell me."

"Will you be there? Tomorrow night?"

Carmen looked at her. "Why do you ask?"

Penny thought about it. "Because it makes me less afraid if you're there."

Carmen remained silent for a moment. Then she said, "Yes. I’ll be there. I’m not going anywhere."

Penny felt something loosen in her chest, something she hadn't realized she’d been holding onto until that moment.

"Thank you."

Carmen placed her mug on the coffee table and stood up. "Come. Let's go to bed. Tomorrow I want you to be well-rested."

They went upstairs together. Carmen turned off the lights one by one, with that care she put into everything. In the bedroom, in the near-total darkness, Penny lay down on the side of the bed that had become hers over the past months.

Carmen lay down beside her. She didn't ask her for anything; she didn't guide her into any ritual. She simply moved closer and pulled her into an embrace from behind, an arm around her waist, her warm breath on her neck.

"Sleep," she said softly.

Penny closed her eyes.

She didn't sleep right away. She lay awake in the dark, listening to Carmen’s breathing grow slower, more regular. She thought of Lenny—for the last time, perhaps—the way one thinks of someone who stayed in a place and then left without leaving too much of a mess behind. She thought of the first night, of the sofa, of that proposal that had changed everything. She thought of Sofia, the sessions, the plugs, the strap-on, and her real hair brushing against her neck on the pillow.

She thought of Diego.

Not with fear. With something closer to curiosity, or the quiet resignation of someone who knows an important moment is arriving and has stopped fighting it.

Around midnight, she fell asleep.

In the morning, Carmen woke her early, before dawn. The morning preparation was once again understated and silent, conducted with the same care as the night before. When it was finished, Carmen told her to take a long shower, to pamper herself, to take all the time she needed.

Penny stood under the hot water for twenty minutes. She washed her hair with the shampoo Carmen had chosen for her—the one that left a light, lingering scent. She dried herself slowly. She looked at herself in the fogged-up mirror, then waited for the steam to clear.

The woman looking back at her was Penny. Completely Penny. There was nothing in the reflection that recalled anything from before.

She went to the bedroom and put on the lingerie Carmen had already laid out on the bed: black lace, seamed stockings, and the fuchsia panties the saleswoman at Elite Lingerie had sold with such conviction. Over it, her best uniform.

She sat in front of the mirror and applied her makeup carefully, without rushing. When she finished, she stood up and looked at herself one more time.

She was ready.

From the kitchen came the aroma of the coffee Carmen had prepared. Penny adjusted her apron, left the bedroom, and went to serve breakfast just like every other morning.

As if it were a normal day.

As if the evening that was about to arrive weren't the night of Diego.
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Diego

Diego arrived at eight o'clock sharp.

Carmen opened the door. The two greeted each other with the natural ease of people who knew each other well—a kiss, a few low words in the entryway. Penny waited in the living room, standing next to the sideboard, her hands on her apron, her back straight.

When Diego walked in and saw her, he paused for a moment. He looked at her differently than all the other times. Not with the amused curiosity of the dinner parties, not with the distance of a guest. With something more direct.

"Penny," he said simply.

"Good evening," she replied in a low voice.

Carmen served drinks, but there was no real dinner. The atmosphere was different from all the other evenings—more intimate, denser. Diego and Carmen spoke little, using the abbreviated communication of those who don't need many words.

After a few minutes, Carmen stood up. "Come," she said to Penny.

The three figures moved toward the bedroom.

Carmen had Penny lie down on the bed with an almost ceremonial care, arranging her hair, smoothing her uniform before removing it with slow movements. Diego remained standing beside the bed, in silence.

Then Carmen did something unexpected. She sat on the edge of the bed next to Penny, gently helped her get onto her hands and knees, and stayed there, close. She placed a hand on her neck—a slow caress, the way one does with someone they truly love.

She leaned down toward her, her lips close to her ear.

"You are the bravest thing I’ve ever seen," she whispered. "You are beautiful. You are exactly who you were meant to be."

Penny felt the words settle inside her in a deep, quiet place.

Carmen continued to stroke her neck and shoulders with that tenderness she rarely showed, which made it weigh twice as much because of it.

"Are you ready?" she whispered again.

"Yes," Penny said. Her voice was steady.

Carmen gave her a light kiss on the nape of her neck. Then she straightened up and turned to Diego.

"She’s ready," she said. "Come closer."

Diego approached slowly. Penny felt the warmth of his presence behind her even before she felt the contact. His hands, strong and firm, gripped her hips, anchoring her to that moment. A shiver ran down Penny’s spine; she felt fragile, exposed, caught in an emotion that oscillated between utter bewilderment and a sort of definitive surrender.

"Stay still, Penny. Breathe," Carmen’s voice came as a lifeline—an authoritative whisper imbued with a strange, protective sweetness. "Relax. Welcome him. Push back, let it happen."

Penny tried to tame the frantic beating of her heart. She focused on her breathing, letting the muscular tension give way. When she finally felt that the fusion was complete, a deep breath escaped her lips, almost a caught sob.

"You’re doing beautifully," Carmen encouraged her, her hand continuing to slide through Penny’s hair with a hypnotic regularity.

The pace, initially cautious, began to transform, becoming more urgent. Every movement of Diego's was a declaration of possession that Penny felt reverberating through every fiber of her being—a dance that canceled out time and space. The tension mounted, a tight crescendo that seemed intent on rewriting her entire identity.

Penny felt the walls of her body respond to that pressure, an electrical energy accumulating, searching for an escape. From the small cage that contained what remained of her past, something yielded to the reality of the present: a clear, glossy thread began to form, a visible witness to a reaction that could no longer be contained. Then, a wave of involuntary abdominal contractions shook her body. Penny arched her back, a silent groan dying against the blankets, as the pleasure, sharp and unstoppable, released itself in warm, rhythmic impulses—a cascade that emptied her completely of any residual resistance. It was a total liberation, a boundary breaking apart.

Diego stopped, suspended for an instant, before withdrawing with a fluid motion. Penny, exhausted, let herself go against the mattress, her breath still short, her eyes closed. She felt Carmen’s gaze on her, a light and warm weight. Carmen leaned down, placing a kiss on her shoulder, then whispered in her ear with a note of amused pride: "You are beautiful, my little girl. Completely cream-filled, like a freshly baked cream puff."

Penny gave a tired smile, an expression of peace she had never experienced before. She felt emptied, cleansed, finally whole in this new form. She let sleep wrap around her while Carmen’s hand continued to stroke her hair, in a gesture that tasted of possession, fulfillment, and a beginning.

The next morning, Penny woke up before everyone else.

The light entered at an angle through the curtains—that gray, quiet morning light. She lay motionless for a few minutes, listening to Carmen’s breathing beside her. Diego had left during the night, silently, as he knew how to do.

Penny stared at the ceiling.

Her body carried a different weight than usual. Not pain. Something more akin to the presence of something that hadn't been there before—a concrete physical change she hadn't yet found the words to describe.

She got up quietly so as not to wake Carmen. She went to the bathroom and looked into the mirror for a long time.

The same face. The same hair. The same Penny.

And yet, something was different, and she knew it, and she wasn't afraid of knowing it.

She went to the kitchen and prepared the coffee. She heard Carmen moving in the bedroom, then footsteps in the hallway.

Carmen appeared on the threshold, her hair down, her robe open. She looked at her with that evaluative expression Penny knew better than anything else in the world.

"How are you doing?"

Penny considered the question with honesty. "I’m good," she said. "Really."

Carmen walked over and took the mug Penny was already holding out to her. She drank it in silence, leaning against the counter.

"Diego texted me last night," she said after a moment.

"What did he say?"

Carmen smiled, that light in her eyes. "He said he understands now what I meant by a liquid finale."

Penny lowered her eyes to her own mug, her cheeks warm.

Carmen laughed softly. Then she set her cup down, stepped close to Penny, and lifted her chin with two fingers, just as she had that first night, months ago, on another sofa, in another life.

"Lenny left for good last night," she said in a low voice. "Officially."

Penny met her gaze. "I know."

Carmen kissed her on the forehead. Then she straightened up and walked toward the living room, mug in hand.

"Go get ready," she said without turning around. "The uniform. The heels. And then make breakfast. I’m hungry."

Penny remained in the kitchen alone for a moment.

Outside, the city was waking up. Inside, the coffee cast its steam over the marble counter.

Penny rinsed her mug, set it on the counter, and went to the bedroom to dress.

The black uniform. The white apron. The heels. Her real hair brushing against her neck.

Penny. Only Penny.
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1
The Return

Jane parked the Subaru in the gravel driveway at eleven two p.m. The rain beat against the windshield with the same insistence it had all evening. She turned off the engine and sat there for a moment, her hands still on the steering wheel, looking at the wooden house she had bought with Paul five years ago.

The living room lights were off, but upstairs, from the bedroom, a sliver of warm light leaked through.

Jane sighed. Dinner with the clients from Seattle had been a torture. Too much wine, too much small talk, too many hands that had brushed against her shoulders without permission. She had texted Paul at seven p.m.: “Home by midnight. Don’t wait up.” And, ever faithful, he wouldn’t have waited up for her. He would have fallen asleep with the television on, as always.

Jane grabbed her purse, her wet coat, and got out of the car. The rain soaked her hair in seconds. She ran to the door, slid the key in, and entered.

The inside was warm. It smelled of damp wood and something else, a sweet, floral scent that Jane didn't immediately recognize. A candle, she thought. Or a diffuser.

She took off her shoes, hung up her coat, and headed toward the stairs.

That was when she heard the moan.

She froze. One foot on the stairs, the other still on the hardwood floor. The moan came from upstairs, from the bedroom. It was a male moan—deep, broken, like someone holding their breath and then letting it go all at once.

Another moan, louder. Then a whisper, a voice that was not Paul’s.

Jane climbed the stairs barefoot, making no sound. Her heart beat fast, but her mind—an architect's mind, accustomed to calculating angles and perspectives—was cold, precise. It registered every creak of the wood, every beat of the rain against the glass, every breath coming from the room.

She reached the top. The door was ajar. Light leaked through the crack, along with an odor that Jane now recognized: sex, sweat, lube.

She placed a hand on the doorknob and pushed.

The door opened soundlessly. Jane looked inside.

And the world stopped.

The king-size bed was a tangle of white sheets and naked bodies. Paul was on all fours, his face pressed against the pillow, his hips raised. He was wearing a black lace bra—her black lace bra—that squeezed his chest, and fishnets that reached up to his thighs. The red heels, the ones she had bought him for a New Year's Eve as a joke and that he had never worn, were on his feet, buckled around his ankles.

But that was not what caught Jane's breath.

Behind Paul was a tall, dark, muscular person. The skin black and glistening with sweat. The chest was broad, the hips narrow, the breasts small and firm—real breasts, Jane could tell by the shape. The face was masculine, clean-shaven but with the shadow of a beard, the cheekbones high, but the eyes were rimmed with black eyeshadow and the lips were painted red.

And between the legs, huge, erect, glossy with lube, was a penis.

Huge. Jane had never seen anything like it, at least not in person. It had to be nearly twelve inches long, thick as a man's wrist. Veins pulsed across the dark surface, and the tip, purplish and swollen, went in and out of Paul with a slow, deep, almost hypnotic motion.

The person behind Paul looked at her.

Jane saw the dark eyes flash, saw the smile that widened on the red lips. But the person did not stop.

They grabbed Paul firmly by the hips with large, strong hands. The dark fingers pressed into Paul's pale skin, leaving white prints. They accelerated.

The rhythm changed. It was no longer slow, deep, almost ceremonial. It became fast, furious, animalistic. The huge dick entered and exited Paul with a speed Jane would have never believed possible. Every thrust made Paul's body bounce on the mattress; every stroke was accompanied by a moan that tore from Paul's throat like a choked scream.

The person let out a deep, throaty groan that seemed to come from the chest. It was a sound of pure, primordial pleasure that bounced repeatedly off the walls of the room and mixed with the sound of the rain.

Vex was the name, a stage name, and the way Vex buried completely inside Paul only to pull completely out was truly the performance of an artist. Vex accelerated even more. The strokes became deeper, more violent. Every thrust shook the bed, every hit lifted Paul, who by now could no longer speak, could no longer think—he could only moan and clutch the sheets with his fingers.

Jane stared at the point of penetration. She watched the immense dick disappear inside her husband. She watched Paul's skin stretch tight around that dark mass. She watched Paul's body tremble, open up, welcome it all.

Jane felt a knot in her stomach. It wasn't anger; it was something else. It was the surprise of discovering that her husband—the timid Paul who blushed when she touched his penis, the Paul who always made love with the lights off, the Paul who had never allowed her to try certain positions—that Paul was capable of taking all that dick without blinking an eye.

I didn't know a man could open up like that, Jane thought. I didn't know he could have so much space inside.

Vex let out another groan, longer, deeper. Hips moved in a final, convulsing, spasmodic motion. Vex leaned forward, pressing chest against Paul's back, and thrust again—once, twice, three times, all the way in.

Vex's body went taut. The muscles in the arms contracted. The head threw back, the mouth opened, and a long, deep groan, nearly a scream, tore from the throat.

Vex came.

Jane saw Vex's body shake, saw the hands tighten even harder around Paul's hips, saw the eyes close and the face contort in an ecstasy that looked painful. She saw the dick pulse inside Paul, one, two, three times, while the thick, white fluid poured out and filled her husband's insides.

Then Vex pulled out.

The penis left Paul with a wet, slick sound—long, dark, still semi-erect. And Jane saw.

She saw the white fluid leaking from Paul's hole. A thick, abundant trickle that slid down Paul's thigh and fell onto the white sheets.

No condom. Nothing. Vex had come inside Paul. Without protection. Without precaution. A stranger’s seed was inside her husband, mixed with sweat and lube, dripping out like evidence, like a brand.

Paul collapsed onto the bed, trembling. The black bra had twisted around his throat, the fishnets were torn at one knee, the red heels dangled from his feet like prisoner's irons. His body was wracked with sobs, but Jane couldn't tell if it was weeping or the residual tremors of pleasure.

Vex got up from the bed. The body was tall, muscular, lean. The breasts small and perfect. The penis, beginning to soften, swayed between the legs like a discarded weapon.

Vex slipped into black boxers, then a silk shirt. Shook out short, curly hair—crinkly, black hair that framed the face like a crown.

“You’re home early. I’m Vex,” Vex said, extending a hand toward Jane. “Nice to meet you.”

Jane looked at the extended hand. She didn’t shake it. Her eyes were still fixed on Paul’s thigh, where the white fluid continued to drip.

“Are you a friend of Paul’s?” she asked. Her voice was flat, neutral, but inside her, something was burning.

“A friend, yeah,” Vex said, smiling. The teeth were white and perfect. “A very intimate friend. Paul and I have been seeing each other for six months. Twice a month. Sometimes three.”

Jane nodded, as if taking note of a technical detail. “And do you always use a condom?”

Vex tilted their head, amused. “No, honey. I like to feel it. He likes to feel it too. We’ve been tested. We’re clean.”

“Tested,” Jane repeated. “Tested. And he told you he’d been tested?”

Paul, on the bed, let out a sob. “Jane, please...”

Jane didn’t look at him. She looked at Vex. “You can go. Lock the door behind you.”

Vex tilted their head, studying her. “You’re interesting,” Vex said. “Most wives would scream. They’d cry. They’d throw something. You just stand there like you’re looking at a blueprint.”

“I’m an architect,” Jane said. “I look at everything like a project.”

Vex nodded. Slipped on shoes, grabbed a black leather coat draped over a chair, and headed for the door. Before leaving, Vex turned back toward Paul.

“See you around, Paulette,” Vex said. “Call me whenever you want.”

The door closed. Vex’s footsteps descended the stairs. The front door opened and shut. A car engine roared into the night, then faded away.

Silence.

Jane and Paul were left alone in the room. The rain continued to lash against the windows. The wind howled through the trees. The smell of sex, sweat, and lube was still in the air—dense, inescapable. And on the white sheets, the stain of fluid slowly spread.

Jane looked at the stain. She looked at Paul's body, still trembling, still open, still dripping.

“You didn’t use a condom,” she said. Her voice was a whisper.

Paul opened his mouth, but no sound came out.

“They filled you. Inside. Left their seed inside you. And you said yes. You didn’t ask for a condom. You didn’t worry. You just... took it.”

Tears began to stream down Paul’s makeup-smeared face.

Jane closed the bedroom door with a slow, calm motion. The click of the lock rang out like a gunshot.

She turned to Paul. “Get up,” she said. “On your knees. Now.”

Paul obeyed. He dragged himself out of bed with effort and got down on his knees on the hardwood floor. The white fluid still leaked down his thigh, dripping onto the floor.

Jane leaned over him. She looked him in the eyes. “Paulette?” she asked. “They call you Paulette?”

Paul nodded.

“Paulette,” Jane repeated. “When you’re with him, with her, when they take you from behind, when they shove all that dick inside you and fill you with their cum, do you feel like a woman?”

“Yes,” Paul whispered. “Yes. I feel... I feel free.”

Jane stared at him for a long time. Then she smiled. It was a slow, calculating smile that lifted the corners of her mouth as if she were drawing a perfect curve.

“Then Paulette you shall be,” she said. “But not for Vex. For me. Starting tomorrow, in this house, you are Paulette. Not Paul. Paulette. And Paulette will do everything Jane tells her to do. Paulette will be her personal slave, her maid, her toy. Paulette will dress like a woman, wear makeup like a woman, walk and talk like a woman. Paulette will serve Jane. And if Paulette refuses, Paul will walk out that door and never come back.”

Paul looked at her with wide eyes. Fear and arousal mingled in his gaze.

“Do you understand?” Jane asked.

Paul nodded. “I understand.”

Jane leaned in even closer, until her lips brushed his ear. “And the first thing Paulette is going to do,” she whispered, “is clean the stain you left on the bed. With your tongue. Because if Vex filled you up, you’re going to clean every single drop. Every trace. I want you to taste what you took. I want you to remember it.”

Paul sucked in a sharp breath but said nothing.

Jane straightened up. “Begin,” she ordered. “And don't stop until it's all clean.”

Then she sat down in the chair by the window, crossed her legs, and watched.

The rain kept falling over Portland, and Jane listened in the dark.


2
The Cleanup

Paul moved slowly toward the bed. His legs were shaking, the red heels clicking against the hardwood floor with a sharp, rhythmic sound that Jane listened to the way one listens to a metronome. Every step was a mini-collapse. Every step brought him closer to the white stain spreading across the sheets.

Jane remained seated in the chair by the window, legs crossed, hands resting on her knees. The rain beat against the glass behind her. The reflection of the room's light mingled with her own image, and for a moment Jane saw two of herself: the one sitting down and the one out in the rain, one more real than the other, though she didn't know which.

Paul reached the bed. He stopped. He looked at the stain. Then he looked at Jane.

“Don’t stop,” Jane said. “I didn’t tell you to stop.”

Paul lowered his gaze. He bent down slowly, his body still trembling from the exertion and the orgasm that had just passed. The white fluid was still warm; Jane could tell by the way it moved—thick and viscous, sliding down the sheet like a small snail.

Paul touched the stain with the tip of his tongue. His body flinched. Jane saw his shoulders contract, saw his fingers claw at the sheet, saw his chest rise in a deep breath. Then Paul began to lick.

He did it slowly, with small, precise movements, as if he were trying to erase evidence. The pink tongue moved over the white stain, gathering Vex's cum, taking it into his mouth. Paul swallowed every time, and Jane watched his Adam's apple bob up and down.

The room was silent except for the sound of the rain and the wet noise of Paul's tongue cleaning the sheet. Jane watched. She didn’t speak. She didn’t move. She just watched.

After a few minutes, the stain was almost gone. Only a damp, transparent ring remained on the white fabric. Paul looked up at Jane, his mouth still wet, his smeared lipstick mixed with Vex's seed, smudging his chin like a bloodstain.

“Finished,” he whispered.

Jane shook her head. “I didn't say you were finished. I said to clean it. You haven't cleaned it.”

Paul looked at the sheet. The ring was still there.

“With saliva,” Jane said. “Use your spit. It needs to look brand new. As if nothing ever happened.”

Paul bent down again. This time he licked longer, harder. His tongue pressed against the fabric, wetting it, rubbing it. His breathing turned into heavy pants. His arms shook from the effort of keeping his balance.

Jane watched him. Her mind—the architect's mind—registered every detail: the angle of Paul's back, the position of his hands, the way the red heels pushed against the floor to give him stability. She also registered the sound of his tongue, his ragged breathing, the small whimper that escaped him when his tongue hit an even wetter patch.

“Do you like it?” Jane asked.

Paul looked up. His eyes were red, filled with tears. But there was something else in his eyes—something Jane recognized because she had only seen it in Paul's eyes a few times, during the first months of their relationship, when he looked at her and seemed to want to devour her.

It was arousal.

Paul nodded, almost imperceptibly.

Jane smiled. “You are disgusting,” she said. But her voice wasn't angry. It was calm, almost affectionate. “You are so disgusting that I wonder how I didn't notice it sooner.”

Paul lowered his eyes. He went back to licking.

Another ten minutes passed. When Paul looked up again, the sheet was clean. The ring was gone. The fabric was damp but clear, as if it had never been stained.

“Finished,” Paul said. His voice was hoarse.

Jane stood up. She walked over to the bed. She bent down and ran a finger over the spot where the stain had been. The fabric was damp but clean. No trace.

“Good,” she said. “You’re not completely useless.”

Paul let out a sob. It wasn't a cry of pain, Jane could tell. It was a sob of relief.

Jane straightened up. She looked down at him. He was still on his knees, the black bra dangling, his makeup ruined, his chin still wet with saliva and cum. The red heels were still on his feet, and the fishnets were torn at both knees.

“Now take it all off,” she said. “The bra, the stockings, the heels, the wig. I want to see you naked. I want to see what you let them do to your body.”

Paul obeyed. With trembling hands, he unhooked the bra. The fishnets came off with a rustle. The heels dropped with two sharp thuds. The blonde wig landed on the floor.

He remained naked, on his knees before Jane. His body was thin, a bit soft, with the hair on his chest starting to gray. His penis was flaccid, small, hidden between his thighs. But his anus was still slightly open, red, slick with lube and the remnants of Vex's cum that he hadn't managed to clean out.

Jane stared at him for a long time. Then she reached down and placed a hand on the back of his neck.

“You sleep here tonight,” she said. “On the floor. Naked. Tomorrow, we begin.”

Paul looked up. “Where are you sleeping?”

Jane smiled. “In the bed. Alone. Because you don’t deserve to be with me. Not yet.”

She turned and walked out of the room. In the hallway, she closed the door and pressed her forehead against the wall. She closed her eyes. She felt the beat of her heart—slow, deep, steady as a metronome.

She wasn't sad. She wasn't angry.

She was determined.

The next morning, Jane came down to the kitchen at seven. Paul was already there. He had found a pink bathrobe in the closet—a robe Jane didn't remember owning—and was wearing it. His eyes were red from crying and lack of sleep. His short, brown hair was disheveled.

Jane sat at the table. Paul brought her coffee. His hands were shaking.

“Sit,” Jane said.

Paul sat across from her.

“Let’s talk about Vex,” Jane said. “I don’t want your life story. I want the details. How many encounters. Where. When. What you did. And I want to know everything.”

Paul talked for two hours. He talked, and Jane listened.

He wasn't gay, he repeated several times. He had never desired a man. But since he was a teenager, ever since he had first seen an anal sex scene in a movie, he had started dreaming about being taken. About being the passive partner. About feeling vulnerable, exposed, possessed.

He had tried with Jane at the beginning of their relationship. He had asked her to use a finger, a vibrator. She had agreed, but with embarrassment, clumsiness, and Paul realized it wasn't her thing. He had buried the desire, locked it away in a drawer of his mind. Then, after five years of marriage, it had resurfaced.

He had met Vex on an online forum. Vex was a trans woman. She was tall, dark, muscular. She had a huge dick—twelve, maybe twelve and a half inches—and she knew how to use it slowly, patiently, lovingly.

“The first time,” Paul said, “I couldn't take it all. Vex is very big. It took me two months to get used to it. Two months of meetings, of lube, of deep breaths. And then one night...” He smiled—a sad, almost nostalgic smile. “One night I did it. It went all the way in. And I cried. I cried from the pain and the joy. Because there was all that space inside me, and I didn't know it.”

Jane listened. She didn’t interrupt. She didn’t get up. She remained seated in her chair, arms crossed, watching him.

Paul lowered his eyes. “Six months. Twice a month. Sometimes three. We’d meet at her place, an apartment on Southeast Division. She... she would dress me up. Put makeup on me. She called me Paulette. And then...”

“And then?”

Paul took a deep breath. “Then she’d put me on all fours. Or on my back. She’d take me. She’d fill me up. And I... I finally felt like myself.”

“Without a condom?”

“Yes. She got tested. She showed me the results. She was clean. And I...”

“And you didn’t think about me?”

Paul looked up, his eyes swimming with tears. “I thought about you. Every time. But it wasn't enough to stop me. It wasn't enough. I just wanted to feel it. I wanted to feel it inside. All of it. With nothing between us.”

Jane nodded slowly. “And she filled you up. Left her seed inside you. And you loved it.”

“Yes,” Paul whispered. “I loved it. I’m sorry, Jane. I’m so sorry.”

Jane nodded. She took a sip of her coffee. “So you traded my trust for a dick. For a huge dick that filled you up like a doll.”

Paul didn’t answer.

“You know what hurts me the most?” she asked. “It’s not that you cheated on me. It’s not that you hid this desire. It’s not even that you let a stranger fill you up without a condom. It’s that you didn’t give me the chance to be there. To try. To learn. You didn’t ask me if I could be the one to take you. The one to possess you.”

Paul looked up. “Would you have said yes?”

Jane looked away. “We’ll never know, will we?”

Neither of them spoke for a few minutes. Paul waited for her to break the heavy silence; he waited for his punishment. Whatever his wife decided, he would accept it. Deep down, he knew he would get caught eventually, and now he felt somewhat relieved.

Paul’s gaze remained low. Tears continued to roll down his cheeks.

Jane walked back over to him. She bent down and took his chin between two fingers. “You cheated on me,” she said. “You lied to me for six months. You made a fool out of me. You let a stranger fill you up and let their seed drip onto our bed. And now you’re here, on your knees, telling me you’ll do anything to make it up to me.”

Paul nodded. “Anything, Jane. Any punishment. Any humiliation.”

Jane stared at him. Her gaze was cold, calculating. Inside her, something was shifting. It wasn't anger. It wasn't pain. It was an idea taking shape—slow, precise, inexorable, like a blueprint being drawn onto tracing paper.

“Paulette,” she said. “She calls you Paulette.”

Paul nodded.

Jane wanted to know, wanted to understand. “But why her exactly? What caught your eye? Her face? Her body? What she wrote to you?”

Paul looked embarrassed, terrified to reveal the truth. “I saw a picture of her. She only had one photo up. That’s what caught my eye.”

Jane was on the verge of snapping. “What do you mean, a picture? What kind of picture? I asked you what caught your eye about her! Answer me. What was the picture of?”

Paul wished he could be anywhere else at that moment, but Jane had been understanding up to this point. She hadn't screamed, she hadn't run away, she hadn't kicked him out of the house. That was a lot for a situation like this. He didn't want to lie to her. He took a breath and spoke. “She only posted one photo... a photo of her... just that. That's all that was in the photo.”

Jane raised her voice. “You don't even have the courage to call it by its name? You saw a picture of her dick! You cheated on me for a picture of a dick!” She looked ready to strike him, and he wouldn't have fought back—he knew it. “And what was so special about this picture? What is there to see in a photo that only shows a dick? The shape? What caught your eye about that dick? Speak!”

A shudder ran through Paul. Tears streaked his cheeks. “It was normal, it was straight. It was black. Then right next to it was a tape measure—one of those metal ones that roll up—and you could clearly read a number: 12,5. That number caught my eye.”

Jane was struck dumb by the explanation. She calmed down instantly. The rising anger gave way to resignation. “You cheated on me for a number. Not for a person, a face, a feeling. You cheated on me for a dimension, a twisted fantasy, a curiosity that had been rattling around in your head since you were a boy watching a trashy movie.”

She said nothing else, just kept watching him cry like a total sissy. He really is a sissy of the worst kind, Jane thought. He wanted passive anal sex but claimed he wasn't gay. He craved extreme sizes but didn't even have the guts to call a male member by its name. And he wept, like a wimp ashamed of his own erotic passions.

Jane convinced herself. She became entirely convinced that Paul was a sissy, acted like a sissy, and thought like a sissy. It was time for him to truly become one.

“Fine,” Jane said. “Then now you understand what is going to happen. As of today, Paul no longer exists. Paulette exists. And Paulette will do everything Jane tells her to do. Paulette will be her slave. Paulette will serve, clean, obey. Paulette won't own a dick anymore; it will belong to me. And if Paulette refuses, Paul will walk out of this house and never come back. Am I clear?”

Paul nodded. “Yes, Jane.”

“Mistress,” Jane corrected. “From today on, you call me Mistress.”

Paul swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane smiled. It was a slow, calculating smile that lifted the corners of her mouth as if she were drawing a perfect curve.

“Good,” she said. “Now get up. Take off the robe. And get on your knees. We need to make the contract.”

Paul obeyed. He stood up, took off the robe, and got down on his knees on the kitchen floor. He was naked, vulnerable, trembling.

Jane grabbed a sheet of drawing paper and a pen. She began to write.

“Rule number one,” she said as she wrote. “Paulette will wear women’s clothing at all times when Jane is home. The clothes will be chosen by Jane. The makeup will be chosen by Jane. The wig will be chosen by Jane.”

Paul nodded.

“Rule number two,” Jane continued. “Paulette will call Jane 'Mistress.' Under all circumstances. If Paulette forgets, she will be punished.”

“What kind of punishment?”

Jane looked up. “I'll decide that on the spot. But I assure you, you won't like it.”

Paul swallowed.

“Rule number three,” Jane went on. “Paulette will no longer have control over her body. Her penis belongs to Jane. It will not be touched, it will not be stimulated, it will not be used without Jane’s permission. And if Paulette tries to use it without permission...”

She paused. She set the pen down. She leaned in close to Paul and whispered in his ear, “...I will take it away. Not physically. But psychologically. I will make it useless. I will make Paulette forget it even exists. And Paulette will learn that the only pleasure she will ever feel will come from me.”

Paul shivered. His penis, despite everything, began to harden.

Jane looked at it and shook her head. “See? You’re already hard. I just told you that you won't have control anymore, and you get aroused. You are pathetic, Paul. Pathetic and perfect.”

She straightened up. She picked up the pen and kept writing.

“Rule number four: Paulette will perform all household chores. Cooking, cleaning, washing, ironing. She will be Jane's maid. Her servant. Her slave.”

“Rule number five: Paulette will accept any punishment Jane decides on. Physical. Psychological. Sexual. Anything. Without complaining. Without crying. Without asking why.”

Jane put the pen down. She read the contract aloud. Each word fell in the room like a hammer blow.

“If Paulette violates any of these rules, the contract will be void and Paul will be kicked out of the house. No appeals. No chance of coming back. Is that clear?”

Paul nodded. “It’s clear, Mistress.”

Jane handed him the pen. “Sign.”

Paul took the pen with a shaking hand. He signed at the bottom of the page in a shaky, almost childish handwriting.

Jane took the paper, folded it, and slid it into her jeans pocket. Then she leaned down toward Paul and kissed his forehead. It was a light, almost maternal kiss.

“Good girl, Paulette,” she said. “Now get up. Go to the bedroom and put on the bra and stockings you wore last night. Then come back down and make me breakfast. And I want you in makeup. Flawlessly made up. I want to see the woman Vex saw.”

Paul stood up. His eyes were full of tears and something else. Fear. Excitement. Hope.

“And Paulette,” Jane added as he headed toward the stairs. “When you’re ready, I want you to thank me.”

Paul turned around. “Thank you?”

Jane smiled. “For giving you the chance to be who you really are. For not kicking you out. For giving you the gift of submission.”

Paul looked at her for a long time. Then he got down on his knees at the top of the stairs and lowered his head.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered. “Thank you for taking me.”

Jane nodded. “You’re welcome, Paulette. Now go. I’m hungry.”


3
The Outfitting

Jane drove the Subaru through the wet streets of Portland. The rain had stopped an hour ago, but the asphalt was still dark and slick, and the reflections of the streetlights stretched across the water like tongues of fire. Paul sat beside her, hands on his knees, his fingers tapping nervously against his pants.

He was wearing men’s clothes for the last time. Jane had decided it that way: today, Paul would enter the store as Paul, and he would walk out as Paulette. The transformation had to be public. It had to be humiliating. It had to be irreversible.

“Where are we going?” Paul asked. His voice was small, almost childish.

“To buy your new wardrobe,” Jane said. “I want you to have women’s clothes. Real clothes. Clothes that make you feel like the slut you are.”

Paul lowered his gaze. His cheeks flushed.

Jane parked in front of a store called "Glitter & Heels" in the Southeast Hawthorne area. The storefront window was packed with mannequins dressed in ultra-short dresses, sequined tops, sky-high heels, feathers, and lace. Pink and purple neon lights illuminated the interior, and dance music pumped from the speakers like a heartbeat.

“Here?” Paul asked. His voice was a whisper.

“Here,” Jane said. “Get out.”

Paul obeyed. The shop door chimed with a jarring ring as they walked in. The inside was an explosion of color: fuchsia, shocking pink, neon orange, lime green. Shelves were piled high with towering heels, clear plastic handbags, and wigs in every color of the rainbow.

A saleswoman approached them. She was a woman in her fifties with platinum blonde hair pulled up into a bun, heavy makeup framing her eyes like a mask, and a smile that showed way too many teeth.

“Welcome to Glitter & Heels!” she squeaked in a shrill voice. “What can I do for you folks today?”

Jane smiled. “My husband needs a new wardrobe. Women’s clothes. Short. Tight. Flashy.”

The saleswoman looked at Paul. Her eyes scanned his thin frame, his broad shoulders, his hairy legs peeking out from his pants.

“Ah,” she said. Her smile widened. “Another one. You’re not the first. Come with me.”

She led them to the back of the store, where clothes of all sizes and colors hung. The saleswoman grabbed a shocking pink dress—extremely short, with a plunging neckline and a hemline that barely reached the crotch.

“This one,” she said. “Perfect for a night out clubbing.”

Paul stared at the dress. His face went white.

“Try it on,” Jane said.

Paul took the dress with trembling hands. He headed toward the changing room, but the saleswoman stopped him.

“No, no, no,” she said. “In here, we try things on out front, by the mirror. Everyone watches. It’s more fun.”

Paul looked at Jane. She nodded.

Paul took off his shirt. The saleswoman whistled. “Nice little body,” she said. “A bit hairy, but nothing a good razor can’t fix.”

Paul took off his pants. He was left in his underwear. The saleswoman chuckled. “Here, slip this on.”

Paul squeezed into the pink dress. Tight. Extremely short. His broad shoulders strained the fabric, the hem came down to his mid-thigh, and the neckline exposed his hairy chest. He looked like a man in drag. He looked ridiculous.

The saleswoman burst out laughing. A loud, shrill laugh that echoed through the store.

“Oh my God,” she said. “You look like a plucked chicken. But in pink. It’s fantastic.”

Paul blushed. His cheeks turned fiery red. His hands shook as he tried to cover his chest.

“Turn around,” Jane ordered.

Paul turned. The dress was so short it exposed half of his buttocks. The saleswoman laughed even harder.

“Another one,” Jane said. “Tighter.”

The saleswoman grabbed a fuchsia lycra dress, so tight it looked like a second skin. The hem sat an inch below his crotch. The top was a strip of fabric that barely covered his nipples.

“Try this one,” she said.

Paul put it on. It was even more ridiculous. The lycra clung to every inch of his body, showing every curve, every protrusion. His penis, squished against the fabric, created an embarrassing bulge.

The saleswoman doubled over laughing. “He looks like a hot dog wrapped in plastic!”

Just then, a man walked out from the back of the store. He was young, in his thirties, with short blonde hair, blue eyes, and a lean, well-groomed body. He wore a purple silk shirt open at the chest and black leather pants. He moved with a swaying, provocative stride.

“What’s going on back here, Brenda?” he asked. His voice was high-pitched and melodic, with a slight accent.

“Another husband playing dress-up,” the saleswoman said. “Look. He’s beautiful.”

The salesman walked over to Paul. He looked him up and down. His eyes locked onto the fuchsia dress, the hairy legs, the embarrassing bulge.

“Oh, honey,” he said. “You are precious. You look like a drunk flamingo. But in a good way.”

Paul lowered his gaze. His cheeks were so red they looked sunburned.

“Turn around,” the salesman said.

Paul turned. The fuchsia dress rode up between his cheeks like a thong. The salesman whistled.

“Wow,” he said. “What an ass. Too bad you’re so shy. With an ass like that, you could conquer half of Portland.”

Paul choked out a sound. His body was trembling. And Jane saw it.

The bulge at the front of the dress began to grow.

The saleswoman saw it. The salesman saw it. They burst out laughing together, their laughter blending with the dance music thumping from the speakers.

“Oh my God,” the salesman said. “He got hard. Look, Brenda. He got hard.”

Paul tried to cover himself with his hands, but the dress was so tight it couldn't hide a thing. His penis, stiff and tense, pressed against the fuchsia lycra like a caged animal.

“Don’t worry, honey,” the salesman said. “It happens to all the sissies. It’s the thrill of the humiliation. You like being humiliated, huh? You like them laughing at you?”

Paul shook his head, but his body told a different story. The penis grew harder, more distinct.

Jane stepped closer. She looked at him. Then she looked at the salesman.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Derek,” the salesman said. “Pleasure.”

“Jane,” she said. “And this is Paulette.”

“Paulette,” Derek repeated. “That’s a total slut name. Perfect.”

The salesman stepped closer to Jane and whispered something in her ear. Jane smiled. Then she turned to Paul. Her face turned serious.

“Paulette,” she said. Her voice was low but firm. “Look me in the eyes.”

Paul looked up. His eyes were red, filled with tears and arousal.

“Derek just offered to give you a handjob. Right here. In front of everyone. I want you to understand what that means. It will be humiliating. Everyone will laugh. Everyone will watch. And when you’re done, I will order you to clean up whatever you mess the floor with using your tongue.”

Paul swallowed hard. His body shook.

“But before we go any further,” Jane continued, “I want you to tell me something. And I want it to be clear. Do you still agree to the contract you signed? Do you still want to go through with this? Or would you prefer to stop right here, go home, and end it all?”

Paul looked at her. His lips trembled. Fear and desire mingled in his eyes.

Then he nodded. Slowly, but with certainty.

“Yes,” he whispered. “I want to go through with it, Mistress. I signed the contract. I still want it. I want all of it, every rule in it.”

Jane stared at him for a long time. Then she smiled. It was a cold, calculating smile, but there was something else in her eyes—a spark of approval.

“Good,” she said. “Then we proceed. Your dick is mine, and I make the decisions for it.”

She turned to Derek. “You can begin. But I want to be clear: Paulette is consenting. She chose this. And if she regrets it, that’s her problem.”

Derek grinned. “Oh, she won’t regret it, honey. Look at her. She’s already as hard as a schoolboy.”

He knelt in front of Paul. With one hand, he hitched up the hem of the fuchsia dress, exposing Paul’s penis, hard, twitching, squished against his underwear.

“Little guy,” Derek said. “Not very big, huh?”

The saleswoman laughed. “Looks like a cocktail frank.”

“A sad little cocktail frank,” Derek added. He shook his head, feigning pity. Then he pulled Paul’s underwear down. Paul’s penis popped out—small, barely about four inches, pale, trembling, and thin.

Derek whistled. “Oh, honey. You’re not going far with this. Lucky for you, you’ve got that nice ass.”

Everyone laughed. Jane laughed. The saleswoman laughed. Two female customers who had walked in meanwhile laughed. Paul was surrounded by laughter, and his penis, despite the humiliation, was harder than ever.

Derek took it in his hand. His grip was light, almost gentle.

“You see, Paulette,” Derek said. “This is a penis. But it’s not yours. Yours belongs to Jane. That’s what the contract says, right?”

Paul nodded, breathless. “Yes,” he whispered. “It belongs to the Mistress.”

“So,” Derek continued, “if it belongs to Jane, can I use it however I want?”

Jane nodded. “Go ahead and use it. Paulette agrees.”

Derek began to pump his hand. Slowly at first. Then faster. Paul’s breathing grew ragged. His eyes closed. His body started to violently shake.

“No, no, no,” Derek said. “Keep your eyes open. I want you to look. I want you to see who’s making you cum.”

Paul opened his eyes. He saw Derek kneeling, looking up at him with a mocking smirk. He saw the saleswoman, holding her stomach from laughing. He saw the two customers, laughing and whispering to each other. He saw Jane, standing with her arms crossed, a cold smile on her lips.

And he came.

His body went rigid. His mouth opened in a choked moan. His penis pulsed in Derek’s hand, and the white fluid shot out, hot and thick, hitting the hardwood floor with a wet smack.

Derek held him through the very last pulse. Then he let go. Paul’s penis went limp, soft, small, almost invisible.

“There we go,” Derek said. “That wasn't hard. He came in thirty seconds flat. A regular speed demon.”

Laughter erupted again. Paul was red as a tomato. His body trembled. Tears and sweat poured down his face.

Jane stepped closer. She looked at the white puddle on the hardwood floor. Then she looked at Paul.

“Clean it up,” she said.

Paul stared at her.

“Clean it up,” Jane repeated. “With your tongue. Just like you did with Vex. I want you to taste what you just spilled on the floor.”

Paul hesitated. The laughter kept going. Derek had stood up and stood watching, arms crossed, amused. The saleswoman wiped tears from her eyes. The two customers had stepped closer to get a better view.

“Now,” Jane said. Her voice was harsh, leaving no room for argument.

Paul knelt. He leaned down over the floor. His face was inches from the white puddle. The scent of his own semen filled his nostrils.

Then he stuck out his tongue.

He touched it. The taste was salty, bitter, viscous. Paul licked it away, slowly, with small, precise movements. The floor was cold under his tongue. The dance music kept thumping. The laughter kept echoing.

When the spot was clean, Paul looked up at Jane. His mouth was wet, his eyes were red. His body was wracked with silent sobs.

Jane leaned down, took his chin, and kissed his forehead.

“Good girl, Paulette,” she said. “You did well. You proved to me that you’re still on board. That you still want to go through with this. And I appreciate your submission.”

She straightened up and looked at Derek. “Now,” she said, “I want you to dress her. Choose the shortest, tightest, most humiliating clothes you have. And when she’s done, I want you to put makeup on her. I want her walking out of here looking like the slut she is.”

Derek smiled. “My pleasure, Jane.”

He turned to Paul, who was still kneeling, trembling, his mouth still wet.

“Get up, Paulette,” he said. “Your new wardrobe is waiting.”

Paul stood up. His legs were shaking. His eyes were blank, but there was something else in his eyes—a spark of acceptance. He had chosen this. And he knew it.

Jane watched him. She felt no pity. She felt no anger. She felt something far deeper.

She felt power. But also respect. Because Paulette, despite everything, had chosen to continue.


4
The Cage

Jane walked out of the store with Paulette in tow. The rain had started again, light and thin, like a mist settling over the skin. Paulette wore the fuchsia dress Derek had picked out for her—ultra-short, ultra-tight, with a neckline that exposed her smooth chest. Derek had shaved it with a disposable razor, laughing the whole time, and she was in a pair of towering black heels that made her walk like a newborn fawn. The heels clicked unsteadily against the wet pavement, and Paulette clutched Jane’s arm to keep from falling.

The blonde wig had been replaced with a black one, short and wavy, framing a face that had been done up with a heavy hand: blue eyeshadow, thick mascara, and dark red lipstick. She looked like a woman, if not for the broad jawline, the overly square shoulders, and the unsteady gait.

Jane stopped in front of the car. She turned to Paulette. Her face was serious.

“Paulette,” she said. “Come here.”

Paulette stepped closer, wobbling on her heels. Her eyes were still red from crying.

“Do you know what you did inside?” Jane asked. Her voice was low, cold.

Paulette lowered her gaze. “I got aroused, Mistress.”

“Exactly,” Jane said. “You got hard like a schoolboy. You got stiff right in front of everyone. In front of the saleswoman, in front of Derek, in front of the customers. And you made a total fool of yourself. A total fool, Paulette. I brought you there to buy you clothes, to make you look nice, and you behaved like a bitch in heat.”

Paulette trembled. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“I don’t care if you’re sorry,” Jane said. “I care about making sure it never happens again. Do you understand? It cannot happen again. The next time you get hard without my permission, I will punish you. And the punishment will not be pleasant.”

Paulette nodded. “I understand, Mistress.”

“In the car,” Jane ordered. “And keep your mouth shut until I tell you to speak.”

Paulette squeezed into the Subaru with difficulty. The fuchsia dress was so tight she had to lift her backside just to get inside, and her heels caught on the floor mat. Jane watched her squirm, then climbed into the driver’s seat and started the engine.

They drove for ten minutes in silence. The light rain settled on the windshield, and the wipers swept it away in a slow, lazy motion. Paulette kept her hands on her knees, her red-lacquered nails clicking against the lycra of the dress.

Jane parked in front of a shop with a blacked-out window. Above the door, a purple neon sign read: Velvet Touch. A sexy shop. The logo was a pair of red lips opening over a stylized tongue.

“Get out,” Jane said.

Paulette obeyed. Her heels sank into the wet asphalt. Jane took her by the arm and led her inside.

The store was a maze of corridors illuminated by red and purple lights. Shelves were packed with vibrators, dildos of all sizes, lubricants, bondage gear, crops, ankle cuffs, and blindfolds. The music was a slow trip-hop beat pulsing like a heartbeat.

A saleswoman approached them. She was a voluptuous woman in her forties with a huge chest that threatened to burst out of her black blouse. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and her hands were plump, with stubby fingers and short nails. Her face was wide and welcoming, with a smile that showed slightly crooked teeth.

“Welcome to Velvet Touch,” she said in a warm, husky voice. “What can I do for you today?”

Jane smiled. “We’re looking for a chastity cage. For him.”

She pointed at Paulette, who shrank back into the fuchsia dress, trying to disappear.

The saleswoman looked Paulette up and down. Her eyes lingered on the overly short dress, the overly high heels, and the overly heavy makeup. She smiled.

“Ah,” she said. “Another one. I see a lot of them. Girls like her who need to be kept in check.” She turned to Jane. “What size do you need?”

Jane hesitated. “Medium, I think. He’s not very... gifted.”

The saleswoman chuckled. “Medium, you say? Let’s take a look.”

She turned to Paulette. “Lift your skirt, honey. And pull down your panties. I need to see what we’re dealing with.”

Paulette looked at Jane. Jane nodded. “Do it. The lady asked to see.”

Paulette lifted the fuchsia dress with trembling hands. She exposed the black lace panties Derek had put on her. With an unsteady movement, she lowered them to her knees.

Her penis was flaccid, small, almost lost among the folds of skin. It hung like a timid little worm.

The saleswoman looked. Then she burst out laughing. A fat, warm laugh that echoed through the shop.

“Medium?” she said. “Honey, you don’t need a medium for that. The smallest size will do just fine. The smallest, I promise you. Maybe even an extra-small.”

Jane laughed with her. A genuine, amused laugh. She turned to Paulette.

“Did you hear what the lady said?” she asked. “She said it’s small. That you need the smallest size. Maybe even an extra-small.”

Paulette blushed. Her penis, despite everything, began to stiffen.

Jane saw it. Her expression went hard. “No, Paulette. Not here. Not now. What did we say? It cannot happen again.”

Paulette tried to control herself, to think of something else, but it was too late. The penis stood up, growing hard, tense, humiliating in its smallness.

Jane shook her head. “We’ll talk about this later,” she said. “Now listen to the lady.”

She turned to the saleswoman. “So, extra-small. Do you have it?”

“Of course,” the saleswoman said. “Surgical steel, with a padlock. Perfect for guys like him.”

She walked away and returned a moment later with a box. She opened it and showed them the cage: small, shiny, with a metal ring and a combination lock.

“This one,” she said. “He won't be escaping.”

Jane took it in her hand. It was light, cold. She turned it over, examining it. Then she looked at Paulette.

“This will be your new home,” she said. “Your dick is going to live inside this. It won't touch anything, it won't feel anything, it won't experience anything without my permission. It will be mine. All mine.”

Paulette nodded. Her penis was still hard, but it was starting to tremble.

“Do you understand?” Jane asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered. “I understand.”

Jane turned to the saleswoman. “I like it, but I’d prefer a keyed padlock—more secure than the combination one. How much for the whole thing?”

“Eighty dollars,” the saleswoman said. “With the padlock and two keys.”

Jane paid. Then her eyes drifted to an object hanging on the wall: a black leather riding crop with a short handle and a flexible slapper.

“How much for that?” she asked, pointing at the crop.

“Fifteen dollars,” the saleswoman said. “It’s a good one. Stings like hell but doesn't leave marks.”

Jane smiled. “I’ll take it.”

The saleswoman grabbed the crop and slipped it into a bag. Jane looked at it, then looked at Paulette.

“For when you misbehave,” she said. “And I know you will misbehave. I’m certain of it.”

Paulette swallowed. Her eyes were wide.

“Need anything else?” Jane asked, turning to Paulette. “Did you see anything you like? Speak. You can speak now.”

Paulette hesitated. Her eyes drifted upward toward a shelf near the ceiling. Jane followed her gaze.

And she saw it.

It was a massive strapon. Massive. It had to be at least sixteen inches long, maybe more. It was black, glossy, with a base that looked like a harness. It looked like a weapon, a museum piece, a sculpture. It wasn't made for a human body. It wasn't made for any human body, not even Paulette's.

The saleswoman followed their gaze and burst out laughing.

“Ah, that one,” she said. “That’s not for sale. It’s just for display. It’s modeled after an equine member. A horse, to be precise. We got it as a promotional item from a supplier. Nobody would ever buy it; it’s way too big.”

Jane looked at Paulette. Her gaze was stern, almost threatening.

“Paulette,” she said. “What are you looking at?”

Paulette lowered her eyes. “Nothing, Mistress.”

“It’s not nothing,” Jane said. “You pointed at that one. The huge one. The horse one. Why?”

Paulette blushed. “I don’t know, Mistress. It was... it was just...”

“It was just what?” Jane’s voice was sharp.

“I was just curious,” Paulette whispered. “I didn’t mean I wanted it. I was just... curious.”

Jane stepped closer. She took her chin between two fingers and forced her to look up.

“Listen to me carefully, Paulette,” she said. “That is not for you. It never will be. I didn’t take you for that. I didn’t choose you for that. You are my slave, not my mare. Don’t get any wild ideas. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette mumbled. “I understand.”

Jane let go of her and turned to the saleswoman. “Do you have something more... normal? Let's say around twelve inches?”

The saleswoman nodded. “Sure do. We have a realistic model, in black or pink. Exactly twelve inches. Good density, suction-cup base. Harness straps included. Very popular.”

“Twelve inches,” Jane repeated. “Not sixteen. Twelve.”

She turned to Paulette. “Did you hear that? Pink or black. Your choice.”

Paulette looked up. Her voice was barely a thread: “Black, Mistress.”

Jane smiled. “I had no doubt.”

She turned to the saleswoman. “Black, please.”

The saleswoman pulled a box from a shelf. Inside was a realistic black strapon with raised veins, a defined glans, and a wide, solid base. It was twelve inches long, thick as a wrist.

“This one,” the saleswoman said. “Twelve inches of pure fun. It’s for experts.”

Jane took it in her hand. She weighed it. It was solid, heavy, with a texture that felt almost real.

“Perfect,” she said. “I’ll take it.”

She paid. She slipped the box into the same bag with the cage and the crop. Then she turned to Paulette, who was still standing there trembling, her panties pulled down and her penis limp.

“Fix yourself up,” she ordered. “It’s indecent.”

Paulette pulled up her panties and smoothed down her skirt. Her eyes were blank.

Jane stepped in close and whispered in her ear: “I bought you a strapon. Twelve inches. Black. Just like you wanted. But not for you. For me. Because when I take you, Paulette, I will do it with that. And you will feel every single inch. Every inch of what you’ve never had and never will have.”

Paulette sucked in a deep breath. Her body shuddered.

“Goodbye,” Jane said to the saleswoman. “And thank you. You’ve been very helpful.”

The saleswoman smiled. “You’re welcome, ma’am. Come back anytime. And bring your girl. She’s fun.”

They walked out of the shop. The rain had stopped, but the sky was still gray, low, and menacing. Jane opened the Subaru door and pushed Paulette inside.

“Home,” she said. “We have a lot to do.”

As she drove, Jane looked in the rearview mirror at the bag on the back seat. The cage. The crop. The strapon.

His body already belonged entirely to her. Now she had the tools to take it.

Paulette, beside her, was trembling. But her eyes, in the window's reflection, gleamed with something that wasn't just fear.

It was anticipation.


5
A Sleepless Night

Jane parked the Subaru in the gravel driveway. The crunch of the stones beneath the tires echoed in the damp evening air, and the engine died with a mechanical sigh. The wooden house was dark, silent, waiting.

“Get out,” Jane said.

Paulette obeyed. Her high heels sank into the gravel, and for a moment she wobbled, clutching the car door. Jane took her by the arm and led her to the front door. She inserted the key, unlocked it, and pushed her inside.

The interior was warm. It smelled of wood and rain, old books and cold coffee. It was their house, but to Paulette, it felt like a new, foreign place, as if she had stepped into a world she no longer belonged to.

“In the bedroom,” Jane ordered. “Strip. Everything. I want to see you naked.”

Paulette climbed the stairs with difficulty, her heels clacking against the wood like hammer strikes. She entered the bedroom and took off the fuchsia dress, the wig, the bra, the stockings, and the panties. She stood there naked, trembling.

Jane walked into the room. She looked at her. Her eyes scanned Paulette’s body—thin, hairy, imperfect. The flaccid penis dangling between her legs, small and useless.

“On your knees,” she said.

Paulette knelt on the hardwood floor. Jane opened the bag from the sexy shop and pulled out the chastity cage. Small, shiny, made of surgical steel. She held it tight in her hands.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered.

“It’s your new home,” Jane said. “Your dick is going to live inside this. It won't touch anything, it won't feel anything, it won't experience anything without my permission. It will be mine. All mine.”

Paulette nodded. Tears began to stream down her cheeks.

Jane knelt in front of her. With steady hands, she lifted the flaccid penis and slipped the metal ring over the base. Then she closed the cage around the penis and testicles, and snapped the padlock shut. The metallic click echoed in the room like a prison sentence.

Paulette felt the cold steel against her skin. She felt the tight squeeze, the pressure, the prison. Her penis shrank back, trying to hide, but the cage held it fast, implacable.

“Now you are mine,” Jane said. “Completely mine. There is nothing left of you that doesn’t belong to me.”

Paulette wept. Silent sobs wracked her body.

Jane wiped the tears away with her thumb. “Quiet,” she said. “Tears are for those who have the courage to show their own weakness. And you, Paulette, have handed your weakness over to me.”

Then she straightened up. “Now stand up. Put the fuchsia dress and heels back on. And go down to the kitchen. You need to make me dinner.”

Paulette obeyed. With trembling hands, she slipped into the fuchsia dress, the heels, and the wig. She looked at herself in the mirror; she looked like a woman, but her eyes were red from crying.

She went downstairs. In the kitchen, she opened the refrigerator and began to cook. Her hands shook, and more than once she dropped a knife or a pot, but Jane didn’t intervene. She remained seated at the table, arms crossed, watching.

After half an hour, Paulette brought a plate of pasta with tomato sauce, a salad, and a glass of red wine to the table. Jane looked at her.

“On your knees,” she said.

Paulette knelt beside the table.

“Stay right there,” Jane said. “Watch me eat. Don’t speak. Don’t move. Watch.”

Jane began to eat. Slowly, calmly, savoring every bite. Paulette watched her. Her stomach rumbled, but she didn’t dare move.

“You know, Paulette,” Jane said between bites, “I’ve noticed something. I still refer to you as a male sometimes. I call you 'him.' I think of you as 'him.' But that’s not right, is it? You’re not a 'him' anymore. You’re a 'her.' You’re Paulette. And I need to think of you as Paulette, and talk to you as Paulette.”

Paulette nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane set her fork down. “So, I’m establishing a new rule. From now on, I will only use female pronouns when I talk about you. Always. And you will only use female pronouns when you talk about yourself. Do you agree?”

Paulette nodded again. “Yes, Mistress. I agree. I am Paulette. I am a woman.”

Jane smiled. “Good girl. I see you’re learning.”

She went back to eating. She finished her plate, drank the wine, and wiped her mouth with the napkin. Then she took the scraps from her plate—a couple of spoonfuls of pasta, a few salad leaves. She mixed it all together and dumped it into a plastic bowl.

She placed the bowl on the floor, next to Paulette.

“Eat,” she said. “On all fours. Like a bitch.”

Paulette hesitated. She looked at the bowl, then looked at Jane. Her eyes were full of tears, but not rebellion.

“Now,” Jane said.

Paulette lowered herself onto all fours. The fuchsia dress rode up, exposing the chastity cage, shiny and cold. She leaned over the bowl and began to eat. The pasta was cold, the sauce was sticky, and the salad dressed with vinegar made the whole thing even more disgusting. Her hands shook as she brought the food to her mouth with her fingers, but she didn’t dare use silverware. She was an animal. A bitch.

Jane watched her eat. Her body moved like an animal, her head bowed over the bowl. She was pathetic, humiliated, beautiful.

When Paulette finished, Jane stood up. “Clean up,” she said. “Put everything away. Then meet me in the living room. I want to watch TV.”

Paulette stood up and began to clear the table. Her hands shook, but she moved with an almost mechanical precision, as if her body knew what to do even though her mind was elsewhere. She washed the dishes, dried the pots, and wiped down the table.

When she was finished, she headed to the living room. Jane was sitting on the couch, legs crossed, remote control in hand. The TV was tuned to a cooking show, but Jane wasn’t watching it. She was watching Paulette.

“Come here,” she said.

Paulette approached. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor.

“On your knees,” Jane said. “At my feet.”

Paulette knelt in front of the couch. Jane slipped off her shoes and rested her bare feet on the floor in front of her.

“Lick my feet,” she said. “I want to feel your tongue on my skin.”

Paulette hesitated. Jane’s feet were small, well-groomed, with red-lacquered nails. They looked like a work of art.

Paulette leaned down and began to lick. Her tongue touched the warm skin, the taste of sweat and lotion. She licked the toes, the spaces between the toes, the heel. She felt Jane’s body relax under her caresses, felt her breathing grow slower.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Good girl. Keep going.”

Paulette licked for ten minutes. Her tongue moved slowly, precisely, devoutly. When Jane drew back, Paulette looked up, her mouth still wet.

“Good,” Jane said. “Now stand up. Show me your ass.”

Paulette stood up. She turned around and bent over, showing her buttocks covered by the fuchsia dress.

Jane pulled the crop from her bag. She slid it across Paulette’s skin, lightly, almost a caress.

“This is for when you misbehave,” she said. “But tonight, I just want to test it. I want to hear how it sounds. I want to see your reaction.”

She raised the crop and snapped it against Paulette’s buttocks. The strike was sharp, precise. The skin turned red, and Paulette let out a choked moan.

“Another one,” Jane said. “Harder.”

The crop struck again. And again. And again. Paulette’s buttocks grew red and hot, and her eyes filled with tears. But she didn’t scream. She didn’t complain. She stood perfectly still, accepting the punishment.

When Jane stopped, Paulette’s buttocks were marked with red welts. Jane caressed them with one hand.

“Good,” she said. “You took that well. Maybe you aren’t completely useless.”

Paulette let out a sob. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Jane sat back down on the couch. “And now,” she said, “the strapon.”

Paulette turned toward the bag. She pulled out the box containing the black, twelve-inch strapon, glossy and implacable. She handed it to Jane with trembling hands.

Jane took it. She looked at it. Then she burst out laughing.

“Look at this,” Jane said. “Paulette brings me the strapon. She thinks she deserves it. She thinks that tonight I’m going to take her with this. She thinks she’s already ready.”

She shook her head, still laughing. “No, Paulette. You haven’t earned it yet. You’re not obedient enough. You’re not humble enough. You’re not woman enough.”

Paulette lowered her gaze. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Jane said. “One day, maybe. When you’ve learned. When you understand what it means to be mine. Then I will give it to you. But not tonight. Tonight you sleep on the floor. On the rug. At the foot of my bed.”

She stood up and headed for the stairs. Paulette followed her, head bowed.

In the bedroom, Jane undressed and put on a silk robe. She slipped under the covers.

“The rug,” she said. “At my feet. And don’t make a sound.”

Paulette lay down on the rug. The rug was thick and soft, but she felt the chill of the floor through the fabric. She felt the weight of the chastity cage between her legs. She felt the sting of the lashes on her buttocks.

Jane turned off the light. The room went dark and silent, except for Jane’s light breathing and the pounding of Paulette’s heart echoing in her ears.

Paulette closed her eyes. She tried to sleep. But her body was tense, her heart was racing, and her thoughts kept turning back to the store, the clothes, the laughing saleswoman, Derek touching her, and the massive strapon she had pointed out.

And then, Jane’s phone rang.

Jane rolled over in bed. She grabbed the cell phone from the nightstand. She looked at the display. A blue light illuminated her face.

Paulette, on the rug, opened her eyes.

“Hello?” Jane said. Her voice was warm, surprised, almost happy. “Mike?”

Paulette felt her heart stop.

Jane laughed. A light, youthful laugh that Paulette hadn’t heard from her in years. “My God, Mike. I haven’t heard from you in... seven years? Maybe eight?”

Silence. Jane listened.

“I’m good,” she said. “Yeah, I’m doing well. And you?”

Silence. Jane laughed again.

“Oh, don’t remind me,” Jane said. “That night at the lake. You were dead drunk and wanted to jump into the water fully clothed.”

Silence.

“Of course I remember,” Jane said. Her voice was soft, nostalgic. “How could I forget. I almost didn't make it. You didn't use it, we'd had too much to drink.”

Paulette felt a knot in her stomach. Who was Mike? An ex-boyfriend? She had never spoken of him. She had never even mentioned his name.

“Ah,” Jane said. “Dinner? Tomorrow night?”

Paulette’s heart began to pound violently.

“I don’t know, Mike, I’m married,” Jane said. “Give me a second, let me think.” There was a silence, then Jane looked down at Paulette, smiled, and added: “Yeah, okay. Why not? I’ll come. Where are we meeting?”

Paulette felt the words like daggers. Going out to dinner. With an ex-boyfriend. Without her.

“Yeah, the usual spot? Divino, in Northwest? I love that place. At eight?”

Silence. Jane laughed.

“All right, Mike. Eight o'clock. See you then. Yeah. Goodnight.”

The call ended. Jane set the phone back on the nightstand. The room went silent again, but it was no longer the same silence. It was a heavy, tense, vibrating silence.

Paulette felt a shift inside the cage. Her penis, despite everything, was stiffening. The cage was tight, and the movement was almost painful.

Jane, in the dark, laughed. A low, malicious laugh.

“I heard that, Paulette,” she said. “I heard the movement. You got aroused, didn’t you? Hearing that I’m going out to dinner with another man.”

Paulette didn’t answer.

“Answer me,” Jane said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered. “I got aroused.”

“Why?”

“Because... because I’m jealous, Mistress.”

Jane laughed again. “Jealous. You’re jealous. After everything you did, you’re jealous of me.”

There was a pause.

“Goodnight, Paulette,” Jane said. “Sleep well. Tomorrow I have a dinner date. And you will stay right here. Thinking. Imagining. Longing.”

She turned over to the other side. Her breathing became even, deep, peaceful.

But Paulette did not sleep.

She lay awake on the rug, staring at the dark ceiling, feeling the pounding of her heart, the weight of the cage, the sting of the lashes.

And thinking about Mike. Who he was. How he spoke to Jane. How Jane laughed with him. What they used to do together, seven years ago. What they were going to do tomorrow night.

The jealousy burned inside her—warm, bitter, unbearable.

And her penis, imprisoned in the cage, kept throbbing, aching for something it could not have.


6
The Dinner

Paulette didn’t sleep a wink all night. She lay on the rug at the foot of the bed, her eyes wide open in the dark, her body still but her mind in turmoil. She felt the weight of the chastity cage between her legs, the chill of the steel warming against her skin, and the beating of her heart counting down the minutes like a broken clock.

She drifted off in fits and starts, brief, restless naps agitated by tangled dreams. She saw Mike, even though she had no idea what he looked like: a tall shadow, a warm voice, hands touching Jane. Every time she woke up with a start, her heart in her throat, her body on fire.

At six in the morning, the sun began to filter through the curtains. Paulette heard Jane stir in bed, heard the rustle of the sheets, the sound of her footsteps on the hardwood floor.

“Get up,” Jane said. Her voice was still thick with sleep, but firm. “I have a lot to do today.”

Paulette stood up. Her body was sore. Her back ached from sleeping on the rug, and her buttocks still stung from the lashes the night before. The heels were still on her feet—Jane hadn't allowed her to take them off—and her feet were swollen and throbbing.

“I’m going out to dinner with Mike tonight, as you heard,” Jane said. “And I want to look beautiful. I want Mike to remember me. I want to make sure he can't forget me.”

Paulette nodded. Her stomach tightened.

“But first,” Jane continued, “we need to run some errands. I’m hungry and the fridge is empty. Come on. Let's go to the grocery store. I want to see how you behave as a woman out in public.”

Paulette followed her. They went downstairs, walked out of the house, and Jane got into the Subaru. Paulette squeezed in beside her, the fuchsia dress still tight, the heels still high.

They drove for ten minutes to the supermarket, a large glass and steel building in downtown Portland. Jane parked, grabbed a cart, and began walking through the aisles, with Paulette trailing behind her like a shadow. Paulette’s heels clicked sharply against the linoleum floor, and more than one person turned to stare. A tall man in a suit and tie glanced at her and smirked. An elderly woman glared with deep disapproval. A little boy pointed at her and asked his mother why that man was dressed like a woman.

Paulette lowered her gaze. Her cheeks burned with shame.

Jane didn’t pay attention to anyone. She walked with confidence, picking out fruits and vegetables with care. She stopped at the meat counter, buying chicken and fish. She stopped at the cheese display, selecting a wedge of Parmesan and fresh mozzarella.

Then she reached the cucumber display.

It was a huge display, piled high with cucumbers of all shapes and sizes. The smallest ones were only as long as a finger; the largest ones were massive, thick as a wrist, green and glossy.

Jane stopped. She looked at the cucumbers. Then she looked at Paulette.

“Look at these,” she said. Her voice was low, meant only for Paulette. “They're beautiful, aren't they? So green. So glossy. So... firm.”

Paulette stared at the cucumbers. Her heart began to pound.

Jane picked up a massive cucumber. It was at least ten inches long, thick and covered in ridges. She pressed it into Paulette’s hand.

“Feel it,” she said. “Feel how solid it is. Feel how thick it is. Imagine what that would feel like inside you.”

Paulette felt the cucumber in her hand. It was cold, smooth, heavy. Her fingers shook.

“Imagine,” Jane continued. “Imagine this cucumber inside you. Filling you up. Opening you up. Making you feel like a woman.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her penis throbbed inside the cage. The desire was unbearable.

“But we aren’t buying this one,” Jane said, snatching the cucumber from her hand. “This is too big for you. You aren’t ready yet.”

She put the cucumber back in its place. She picked up a smaller one, about six inches long and much thinner.

“This one,” she said. “This is better suited for you. To start out. To learn.”

She tossed it into the cart. “We're buying this. For your training, when you're ready.”

A shiver ran down Paulette’s spine. “Mistress...”

“Quiet,” Jane said. “Don’t speak. I know Vex was significantly bigger. But I want to start from scratch. I want to be the one to guide you. You need to forget him. Follow me now.”

They continued down the aisles. Jane bought milk, bread, and eggs. Then she stopped by the freezer section.

“Ah,” she said. “Ice cream. We need to get some ice cream. For later.”

She picked up a pint of chocolate ice cream and threw it into the cart. “To celebrate,” she said. “When you finish your training. If you’ve been a good girl.”

Paulette didn’t answer. Her body was a knot of desire and fear.

At the register, the cashier eyed Paulette with curious eyes but didn't say a word. Jane paid, grabbed the bags, and walked out of the store. Paulette followed, her heels clicking against the asphalt parking lot.

“In the car,” Jane said.

They drove back home. Jane put the groceries away. The cucumber ended up in a crisper drawer in the fridge, waiting.

Lunch and the afternoon passed quietly. Jane gave orders and Paulette executed them, always carrying the heavy anxiety of the evening that was drawing closer and closer.

Late in the afternoon, Jane checked the clock and turned to Paulette. “Now,” she said, “dress me. I want to look beautiful for Mike. Pick something out from the closet, and don’t screw it up.”

Paulette followed her into the bedroom. She opened the closet and looked at Jane’s clothes. Her hands shook as she brushed against the fabrics, the textures, the colors. Finally, she chose a plunging black top that left her breasts on display. A black leather miniskirt with a side slit that went almost up to the hip. And a pair of glossy red over-the-knee boots with sky-high heels.

“These,” Paulette whispered.

Jane smiled. “Excellent choice. They’re provocative. They’re sexy. They’re everything Mike will want to see.”

She stripped down. She stood naked in front of Paulette. Her body was slender, perfect, flawless. Her skin was smooth and fair, her breasts small and firm, her hips narrow.

“Good girl, I see you didn't pick out any panties. I won't need them. Now dress me,” she ordered.

Paulette stepped closer. With trembling hands, she slid the black top over her. The fabric hugged Jane’s breasts, showcasing every curve. The leather miniskirt slid over Jane’s hips—ultra-short, the slit flashing her thigh. The red boots pulled up to mid-thigh, the high heels making her legs look impossibly long.

Jane looked at herself in the mirror. She turned, spun, admired herself. Then she looked at Paulette.

“Now, the makeup,” she said. “I want to be perfect.”

Paulette had her sit on the edge of the bed. With her hands still shaking, she grabbed the foundation, concealer, and blush. She applied each product with meticulous care, like she was painting a masterpiece. Then the eyes: a heavy, intense, smoky black eyeshadow. Thick mascara. Eyeliner that elongated her gaze. Finally, the lips: a dark red, almost purplish lipstick that gave Jane a dangerous, captivating look, outlined by a sharp black lip liner.

Jane looked in the mirror. She smiled.

“I look beautiful,” she said. “Mike won’t be able to resist me.”

She stood up and turned to Paulette. “How do I look?”

Paulette stared at her. Jane’s body was perfect. Her skin was smooth. The low-cut top displayed her breasts. The leather miniskirt exposed her thighs. The red boots made her look like a goddess.

And Paulette felt her penis strain against the cage.

Jane saw it. Her eyes shifted to Paulette’s fuchsia dress, to the cage bulging slightly beneath the hemline. She laughed. A low, malicious laugh.

“Foolish girl,” she said. “It’s not for you. None of this is for you. It’s for Mike. It’s for a real man. Not for a slave like you.”

Paulette lowered her eyes. Her penis throbbed inside the cage—painful, useless.

Jane stepped in close. She took her chin between two fingers and forced her to look up.

“Don’t get aroused, Paulette,” she said. “You aren't allowed to. Your body is mine. And I decide when and if you get to experience pleasure. Tonight, while I’m out with Mike, you will stay right here. Thinking. Imagining. Suffering.”

Then she leaned in and planted a kiss on her cheek. A light, almost affectionate kiss, but it burned like a branding iron.

“See you later,” she said. “Be a good girl.”

She grabbed a purse, her keys, and left the room. Paulette heard her footsteps going down the stairs, heard the front door open and shut, heard the Subaru's engine roar to life and drive away.

Silence.

Paulette was left entirely alone in the empty house. Jane’s scent was still heavy in the air: her makeup, her lipstick, her body. It was everywhere, like a ghost.

She walked downstairs slowly. Her heels clacked against the hardwood floor, every step a tiny ache. She reached the living room. She sat on the couch. Her body was exhausted, but her mind was wide awake, restless.

She looked at the clock hanging on the wall. Eight-fifteen. Jane had only been gone a few minutes.

Time stood entirely still.

Paulette watched the clock. Eight-seventeen. Then eight-twenty-two. Then eight-thirty-one. The minutes dragged by as if they were made of lead. Every second was an eternity.

Her penis, imprisoned in the cage, began to throb again. She thought about Jane. She thought about the low-cut top, the leather miniskirt, the red boots. She thought about Mike—his hands, his eyes, his lips. She thought about what they were doing at that very moment. How Jane was laughing with him, how she was touching him, how she was letting herself be touched.

She went rigid. The penis pressed hard against the steel of the cage, trying to stretch, trying to break free. But the cage was implacable. There was no room. There was no movement. Only a painful, frustrating, unbearable pressure.

Paulette lowered her hands. She grazed the cage through the fuchsia dress. Her fingers touched the cold metal. She tried to stroke herself, to find a sliver of pleasure, a way to relieve the tension. But it was useless. The cage covered everything. There was absolutely no way out.

Her hands fell to her sides. She sighed. Her body was burning, but she could do nothing.

Then she thought about the strapon. The black, twelve-inch strapon, glossy and implacable. Jane had bought it for her, but she had hidden it. Where could it be? In the bedroom? The living room? The bathroom?

Paulette stood up. She began to search. She opened the dresser drawers, looked under the bed, checked the closet. Nothing. She went to the living room, lifted the couch cushions, looked behind the furniture. Nothing. In the bathroom, she opened the medicine cabinets, looked under the sink. Nothing.

Jane had hidden it too well. She would never find it.

Paulette returned to the living room. She sat back down on the couch. She looked at the clock.

Nine-fifteen.

Time refused to pass. The loneliness was a crushing weight. The jealousy was a dagger. The desire was a flame she could not extinguish.

She closed her eyes. She tried to sleep, to escape, to forget. But the images kept dancing behind her eyelids. Jane laughing with Mike. Jane leaning in toward him. Jane kissing him. Jane letting herself be touched.

The penis throbbed again—painful, useless, captive.

Paulette opened her eyes. She checked the clock.

Ten-thirty.

Time dragged.

Eleven-ten.

Quarter to twelve.

Midnight.

Paulette was still sitting on the couch. Her body was numb. Her eyes were red from exhaustion and tears. Her penis still throbbed, but by now it was a dull, continuous, excruciating ache.

Then she heard the crunch of tires in the gravel driveway.

Her heart leaped. She stood up, her heels clicking against the floor. The front door swung open, and Jane walked in.

She was still dressed exactly as she had been when she left: the low-cut black top, the leather miniskirt, the red boots. Her makeup was slightly smudged, the lipstick was entirely gone from her lips, and her hair was a little disheveled.

Jane smiled when she saw Paulette standing in front of her.

“You’re still awake,” she said. “You waited up for me. You’re a good slave.”

Paulette nodded. Her heart was beating fast. “How was it, Mistress?”

Jane stepped closer. She took her chin between two fingers. “Very well,” she said. “Mike was fantastic. We had dinner at Divino. We drank wine. We talked about old times. And then...”

She paused. She smiled. A slow, malicious smile.

“And then we went back to his place.”

Paulette felt her heart drop into a bottomless void.

“We made love,” Jane continued. “It was beautiful. Mike is an experienced man. He knows how to touch a woman. He knows how to make her feel desired. He knows how to make her cum.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her penis pulsed in the cage—painful, useless.

“Unlike you,” Jane added. “You don’t know anything. You’re just a pathetic slave who doesn’t know how to give pleasure to anyone.”

Paulette opened her eyes. The tears were starting to flow.

Jane watched her. Her eyes were amused, playful, cruel. Then her face lit up, as if she suddenly remembered something.

“Ah,” she said. “I have a present for you. Mike left something behind. For you.”

Paulette looked up. Her heart began to beat even faster. The strapon. The black strapon. The twelve-inch one. Her mind began to imagine, to desire, to hope.

Jane took her hand. “Come,” she said. “Lie down on the bed.”

She led her into the bedroom. Paulette lay down on the bed, her heart bursting in her chest. Jane took off the leather miniskirt and the red boots. She was left in just the black top and her dark patch below.

Then she pulled up the top, exposing her breasts. And she sat astride Paulette’s face.

“Mike left something for you,” she said. “His taste. His scent. His essence.”

Paulette smelled it. She tasted it. She understood.

Mike had come inside Jane. And Jane had brought his seed home. For her.

“Are you happy?” Jane asked, her voice soft, almost motherly.

Paulette nodded. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but her mouth opened, and her tongue began to move. She licked. The taste was salty, bitter, human. It was the taste of Mike. The taste of the man who had possessed Jane. The taste of her victory and her own defeat.

Jane groaned. Her fingers tangled in Paulette’s hair. Her body moved slowly, riding the rhythm of the tongue.

“Like that,” she whispered. “Good girl. Just like that.”

Paulette kept licking. Her tongue moved slowly, precisely, devoutly. Every movement was a prayer and a punishment. Every taste was a fresh wound tearing open in her chest.

After a few minutes, Jane lifted herself up. She looked down at Paulette, her face wet with tears and Mike’s semen.

“You did well,” she said. “You did what I told you. You’re a good slave.”

She lay down beside her. She closed her eyes.

“Now sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow a new day begins. And who knows what it will bring you.”

Paulette lay still on the bed, her body wracked with silent sobs, the taste of Mike still lingering on her tongue, her penis throbbing in the cage—useless, imprisoned, forgotten.

She didn’t close her eyes for the rest of the night.


7
The Training

The morning after her dinner date with Mike, Jane woke up late. The sun filtered through the curtains, filling the room with a gray, rainy light. Paulette was still lying on the bed where Jane had left her the night before. Her body was stiff, her eyes were red, and the taste of Mike still lingered on her tongue.

Jane stretched, sat on the edge of the bed, and looked down at Paulette. Her eyes were cold, calculating, but there was a spark of something else too: excitement, perhaps, or anticipation.

“Get up,” she said. “Today your real training begins.”

Paulette stood up with effort. Her body was aching, the cage was pressing hard against her, and her head was spinning from lack of sleep.

“Follow me,” Jane said.

She led her into the kitchen. She opened the refrigerator and took out the cucumber they had bought at the grocery store. It was green, glossy, about six inches long, its skin dotted with tiny ridges.

“Do you know what this is?” Jane asked.

Paulette nodded. “A cucumber, Mistress.”

“No,” Jane said. “This is your first teacher. This will teach you what it means to be open. What it means to welcome. What it means to be a woman.”

Paulette trembled, a sudden shiver wracking her body.

“Go to the bedroom,” Jane said.

Paulette followed her into the bedroom. Jane pointed directly at the bed.

“Strip,” she ordered. “Take everything off except the cage. Lie on the bed, face down, with the pillow under your pelvis. And wait for me.”

Paulette obeyed. The dress fell to the floor, the heels dropped with two sharp thuds, and the wig ended up on the chair. She was left entirely naked except for the chastity cage, the cold metal gripping her penis.

She lay face down on the bed, placing the pillow beneath her hips. Her hands shook. Her heart hammered in her chest.

Jane walked back into the room. In her hand, she held the cucumber and a tube of lubricant.

“Listen to me carefully, Paulette,” she said. “This is your training. It won't be pleasant at first. But you will learn. You will learn to open up. You will learn to welcome. You will learn to be a woman.”

Paulette nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane sat on the edge of the bed. She placed a hand on Paulette’s back, stroking it slowly.

“Relax,” she said. “Don’t fight it. Your body has to learn not to resist. It must learn to welcome.”

Paulette tried to relax. Her body was rigid, her muscles tightly coiled.

“Breathe,” Jane said. “Inhale deeply. Exhale slowly. Feel your body melting.”

Paulette inhaled. Exhaled. Her body began to loosen up.

“Good,” Jane said. “Now you’re going to feel the cucumber. It’s cold. It’s hard. But you mustn't be afraid of it. It’s here to teach you.”

Jane took the cucumber and lubricated it thoroughly. Then she pressed it against Paulette’s skin, just above her buttocks.

Paulette felt the chill. Her body tensed up instantly.

“Relax,” Jane repeated. “Welcome it. Don’t fight it.”

The cucumber began to slide inside. Slowly, inch by inch. Paulette felt the pressure, the stretching, the sharp ridges, the coldness slowly turning into heat.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Just like that. Now stay still. Feel how it fills you.”

The cucumber went all the way in. Six inches deep inside Paulette. It filled her completely. Her opening closed up tightly behind it.

Paulette moaned. The sensation was entirely new, strange, full. The cucumber was cold, but her body was warming it.

“Feel it,” Jane said. “Feel how your body adapts. Feel how it welcomes it. This is your new purpose: to receive.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her body was trembling, but not from pain. It was a tremor of arousal, of discovery.

“Now push it out, slowly.” The cucumber made its way outward until the green tip magically reappeared. Jane grabbed it and began to move it. Slowly, in and out, in and out. The rhythm was steady, almost hypnotic.

“Breathe,” she kept saying. “Welcome it. Don’t fight it. This is your new life. Learning to receive.”

Paulette followed the rhythm. Her body moved along with the cucumber, welcoming it, squeezing it. The pleasure began to build, slow but inexorable.

After ten minutes, Jane stopped. She pulled the cucumber out and set it on the nightstand.

“Good,” she said. “You did your assignment well. You’ve learned the first lesson. But now, let's move on to the second.”

She pulled the black strapon from the closet. Twelve inches, glossy, implacable.

“Now this,” she said. “This is the real training. This is what will make you a woman.”

Paulette stared at the strapon. Her heart was racing. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane strapped on the harness. The strapon hung between her legs—black, glossy, massive.

“Get ready,” she said. “This time it’s going to be harder. But you’re strong, aren't you? You’re my slave. My Paulette.”

Paulette nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I am strong.”

Jane stepped closer. The strapon pressed against Paulette’s skin. It was cold, but Paulette’s body quickly warmed it.

“I’m going in,” Jane said. “Slowly. And you welcome it.”

The strapon pushed inside. Paulette groaned. It was significantly larger than the cucumber. It was thicker, longer, far more implacable. Her body tensed up, but Jane calmed her down. Paulette’s mind flashed back to Vex, to how everything had started, to that day Jane had come home early and changed her life forever.

“Relax,” she whispered. “Welcome it. You are a woman. This is what women do. They welcome. They receive. They open up.”

Paulette tried to relax. Her body was shaking, but slowly it began to yield, opening up for it.

The strapon pushed deeper. Four inches. Six. Eight.

Paulette felt every single inch. She felt the silicone filling her, stretching her, possessing her.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Keep welcoming it. Don’t fight it.”

The strapon sank all the way in. Twelve inches deep inside Paulette. It filled her entirely.

“Feel it,” Jane said. “Feel how I fill you. Feel how I possess you. This is my body. This is my dick. And you’re taking all of it.”

Paulette wept. Tears of pain and intense pleasure. Her body was shivering. Her penis throbbed uselessly inside the cage.

Jane began to move. Slowly at first. Then faster. The rhythm became steady, relentless.

“Like that,” she kept saying. “Just like that. Now you are truly mine. Every single inch of your body belongs to me. There is nothing left of you that I haven't touched. There is nothing left of you that I haven't possessed.”

Paulette moaned. Her body moved in perfect sync with Jane, riding her rhythm. It was a dance. It was total possession. It was an education.

Jane kept moving for half an hour. Sometimes slow, sometimes fast. Sometimes deep, sometimes shallow. Paulette learned to follow every movement, to adapt, to welcome it all.

When Jane finally stopped, the strapon slid out of Paulette with a wet sound.

“Good,” she said. “You were a good girl. You’ve learned the first lesson.”

Paulette lay flat on the bed, trembling, her body covered in sweat, her eyes pooling with tears.

“Now,” Jane said, “the second lesson. Learning to long for it. Learning to beg.”

She lay down beside Paulette. She took her into her arms.

“Tell me,” she whispered. “Tell me what you want. Tell me what you desire.”

Paulette opened her mouth. Her voice was barely a thread. “I want you, Mistress. I want you to take me. I want you to fill me up. I want to be yours. Forever.”

Jane smiled. “Good girl, Paulette. You’ve learned.”

She kissed her on the forehead. “Now sleep. Tomorrow we will continue.”

She turned off the light. The room went dark.

And in the dark, Paulette could still feel the phantom weight of the strapon inside her, could still feel Jane’s body pressed against hers, could still taste her own total humiliation.

And she smiled.

The next few weeks became a ritual. Every night after dinner, Jane would take Paulette to the bedroom. She would make her lie face down, with the pillow beneath her hips, and the training would begin.

First the cucumber, to warm her up. Then the black, twelve-inch strapon—glossy and implacable.

Paulette learned to welcome it. She learned to relax. She learned to long for it.

The first time Jane penetrated her without the preparation of the cucumber, Paulette moaned with pure pleasure. Her body opened right up, welcomed it, squeezed it tight. The strapon sank all the way in, deep to the hilt, and Paulette felt every single inch.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Just like that. Now you are truly mine. Every inch of your body belongs to me.”

Paulette nodded. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but they weren't tears of pain. They were tears of absolute joy.

After the training, Jane would lie down beside her. She would stroke her hair, whispering soft words into her ear.

“You did well,” she would say. “You were a good slave. Tomorrow we will continue.”

Paulette would nod, her body still vibrating from the pleasure she had just received.

Then Jane would order her to lick the strapon clean. Paulette would obey. Her tongue moved slowly, precisely, devoutly, lapping up the lubricant and her own fluids.

“Good girl,” Jane would say. “Learn to long for it. Learn to beg for it. Learn to be a woman.”

And Paulette learned.

Every night was the same, yet every night was different. Jane varied the positions, the speed, the intensity. Sometimes she was slow, almost motherly. Sometimes she was fast, bordering on brutal. Paulette learned to adapt, to follow the pace, to beg for more.

“Mistress,” she would implore. “Please. More. I want to feel you again.”

Jane would smile. “Good girl. You’ve learned.”

After a month, Jane began leaving the strapon inside Paulette while they slept. Paulette would wake up with the heavy weight of the silicone deep inside her, and her body would automatically stretch open around it, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“You see,” Jane would say. “Now your body knows what to do. It knows its purpose is to receive. It knows its purpose is to serve.”

Paulette would nod, blissful, entirely filled.

As for her penis inside the chastity cage, it was now nothing more than a memory. It no longer throbbed. It no longer grew stiff. It was just a useless piece of flesh—forgotten, imprisoned, completely neglected.

Paulette didn’t desire it anymore. She only desired Jane. She only desired the strapon. She only desired to be filled.

She had truly become a woman.


8
Jane’s Friends

Two months had passed since the training began. Paulette had become an expert in the art of receiving. Her body opened with ease; her anus was always ready, always welcoming. The cucumber was no longer necessary. Now Jane used only the strapon, and Paulette desired it with every fiber of her being.

Every night was a ritual. Jane would penetrate her slowly, deeply, and Paulette would moan with pleasure. She had learned to move her hips, to follow the pace, to beg for more. Her penis inside the cage was now a distant memory, a useless piece of flesh that no longer throbbed, no longer grew stiff. Paulette didn't want it. She only wanted Jane. She only wanted the strapon. She only wanted to be filled.

But Jane wasn't satisfied yet. She wanted more. She wanted to share her creation. She wanted to show everyone what she had turned Paulette into.

So, one evening, Jane invited two of her close friends over for dinner: Maren and Beth.

Maren was a tall woman in her early forties, with short blonde hair, an athletic build, and a direct, piercing gaze. She was married to a man named Tom and worked as a high-powered corporate attorney. Beth was smaller, with dark curly hair, wide eyes, and a timid smile. She was married to a man named Rick and taught literature at the university.

Jane welcomed them with a kiss on the cheek and led them into the dining room. The table was set with meticulous care: a crisp white tablecloth, candles, fine ceramic plates. The rich aroma of food filled the house.

“What a beautiful home, Jane,” Maren said, looking around. “It’s changed so much since the last time I was here.”

“I’ve done some remodeling,” Jane said, smiling. “And I also have a new maid. She’ll be serving us tonight.”

Maren raised an eyebrow. “A maid? I didn't know you hired anyone.”

“I didn't hire her,” Jane replied. “I created her.”

Right at that moment, Paulette entered the dining room. She was wearing a black dress, incredibly short, tight as a second skin. Her heels were sky-high, and the blonde wig perfectly framed a face that had been carefully made up. She looked exactly like a woman, save for her broad jaw and slightly too-square shoulders.

Maren and Beth stared at her, caught completely off guard.

“This is Paulette,” Jane announced. “My personal slave. She will be serving us tonight.”

Paulette bowed low. “Good evening, ladies,” she said. Her voice was soft, intentionally pitched to sound feminine. “It is my absolute pleasure to serve you.”

Maren burst out laughing. “Jane, you’re insane. What is this? A theater act?”

“It’s no act,” Jane said flatly. “She’s the real deal. Paulette is my husband. Paul. She’s become my slave now. And tonight, I’m going to show you exactly what I’ve turned him into.”

Beth opened her mouth, but no sound came out. Her eyes were wide as saucers.

Jane smiled smoothly. “Have a seat. Let’s eat. Afterward, I’ll show you something truly special.”

Paulette served dinner. She brought a wild mushroom risotto to the table, followed by an arugula and pear salad, and poured a crisp white wine. She moved with grace and elegance, though her hands trembled slightly as she poured.

Maren watched her with deeply amused eyes.

“So, Paulette,” she said. “Are you really Paul? The Paul we used to know? The one who worked in advertising?”

“Yes, ma'am,” Paulette murmured, keeping her head bowed low. “It's me.”

“And you dress like this? You serve the table?”

“Yes, ma'am. Mistress Jane has decided this is my place. And I obey.”

Maren laughed again. “Unbelievable. Jane, how on earth did you pull this off?”

Jane took a slow sip of her wine. “I caught him in bed with a transsexual. It was a turning point. I decided that if he wanted to be a woman so badly, he was going to be one. But for me. To serve me.”

Beth looked at Paulette with curious, softening eyes. “And are you... happy like this?”

Paulette looked up. Her eyes were shining with tears, but beneath the moisture lay something else entirely. A profound, unshakeable peace.

“Yes, ma'am,” she said. “I am happy. Mistress Jane taught me what it truly means to be a woman. She taught me how to serve. And I love her for it.”

Maren and Beth exchanged a long, heavy look.

After dinner, Jane stood up. “Now,” she said, “I want to show you something. Come to the bedroom.”

She led her friends into the bedroom. Paulette followed them with her head down, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Jane opened the closet door and pulled out the black strapon. Twelve inches, glossy, implacable.

“This,” she said, “is the primary tool for Paulette’s training. I take her with this every single night. And she has learned to absolutely crave it.”

Maren stared at the strapon, then looked Paulette up and down. “She takes the whole thing? It’s incredibly long, and especially wide. How does she manage?”

“Every bit of it,” Jane said proudly. “And she begs for it. Don’t you, Paulette?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered. “I beg for it.”

Jane smiled. “Then let’s demonstrate. Lie down, Paulette. Face down. Pillow under your pelvis.”

Paulette immediately obeyed. She lay down on the mattress, pulled up the hem of her dress, and exposed her buttocks. The chastity cage was still securely in place, shining and cold.

“The cage,” Jane explained to her guests. “Her penis belongs to me. She doesn't use it anymore. She doesn't need it.”

Maren and Beth stepped closer, driven by pure curiosity. Jane stepped into the harness. The massive black strapon hung heavy between her thighs.

“Watch,” Jane said. “I’ll show you how it's done.”

She stepped up to the edge of the bed. The tip of the silicone pressed against Paulette’s skin. Paulette flinched slightly at the contact but didn't pull away.

“I’m going in,” Jane said. “Slowly. Because she has to welcome it. She has to desire it. She has to love it.”

The strapon pushed inside. Paulette groaned. Her body opened right up, welcomed the intrusion, and clamped tightly around it.

“See that?” Jane noted, looking back over her shoulder. “She’s perfect. She opens up just like a woman. She receives like a woman. She is a woman.”

Maren’s eyes were completely wide. Beth had both hands clamped over her mouth.

“Can I try?” Maren asked, her tone suddenly turning serious, stripped of its previous mockery.

Jane smiled warmly. “Of course. Come over here.”

Maren stepped up to the bed. Jane carefully showed her how to grip the harness, how to move her hips, and how to slide in smoothly.

“Like this,” Jane instructed. “Slowly. Don’t force it. She’ll open up for you on her own. Her body knows exactly what to do.”

Maren pushed into Paulette. Paulette groaned again, but it was a deep, undeniable moan of pleasure.

“This is incredible,” Maren breathed. “She’s so... warm. So incredibly tight.”

“I know,” Jane said. “I trained her well.”

Maren began to move. Slow at first, then picking up speed. The rhythm became steady, driving deep.

“Just like that,” Jane encouraged. “Like that. Now you’re the one taking her. Now you possess her.”

Paulette moaned continuously. Her body shifted in perfect harmony with Maren, tracking her rhythm. The pleasure inside her built inexorably.

Beth watched the scene, utterly spellbound. “Can I... can I try too?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“Of course,” Jane said. “Right after Maren.”

Maren kept going for ten minutes. When she finally pulled back, she handed the reins over to Beth.

Beth was noticeably shyer, more hesitant. But Jane stayed right beside her, guiding her hands, teaching her, showing her the proper technique.

“Like this,” she whispered. “Slowly. Feel how she yields to you. Feel how she welcomes you. She’s a woman, Beth. A real woman.”

Beth slid inside Paulette. Paulette groaned out loud. Her entire body felt like it was on fire.

Beth began to move. Hesitant at first, then gaining confidence as she found her footing. The rhythm smoothed out.

“Good girl,” Jane murmured. “Good. Now you’re taking her. Now you possess her.”

Paulette came. Her entire body went rigid, her muscles clamped down in hard spasms, and a massive wave of internal pleasure crashed over her. She began to weep, just as she always did—heavy, rolling tears of pure joy.

Beth froze, completely startled. “Did she just... come?”

“Yes,” Jane smiled. “It’s her anal orgasm. I spent months training her for it. Now she climaxes every single time.”

Maren and Beth stared at each other, utterly stunned.

“Jane,” Maren said softly, “this is mind-blowing. I have never seen anything like this in my life.”

“She’s my masterpiece,” Jane replied. “My own personal work of art.”

Beth walked around the bed and approached Paulette, who was still lying face down, trembling and spent. She gently stroked the top of her blonde wig.

“You were a good girl, Paulette,” she murmured. “You did so well.”

Paulette looked up, her eyes swimming with tears. “Thank you, ma'am,” she whispered back.

The three women sat down on the edge of the mattress. Jane poured another round of wine.

Maren looked at Paulette, then turned her gaze to Jane. “Listen, Jane,” she said thoughtfully. “A quick question. We’re both married, as you know. And our husbands are... open-minded. They view life as a bit of an adventure. Do you think, maybe one day, we could bring our husbands over here? Let them have a turn with Paulette too?”

Jane’s lips curled into a slow smile. “Perhaps,” she said. “Perhaps we can arrange that. But Paulette has to earn it first. She needs to prove she can be even more obedient, even more devoted. She has to learn to serve not just me, but the two of you as well. If she behaves herself, if she’s a very good girl, then yes. One day you can bring your husbands over. And Paulette will serve them exactly the way she serves me.”

A sharp shiver raced down Paulette’s spine, her shoulders twitching involuntarily. Her penis pulsed painfully inside the steel cage, but she blocked it out entirely.

“I’ll be good, Mistress,” she whispered into the sheets. “I’ll do whatever you ask of me. I promise.”

Jane looked down at her, smiled, and gave her head an affectionate pat.

“I know you will, Paulette,” she said. “I know.”

Maren and Beth stood up to leave. “We should get going,” Maren said. “It’s getting late. But this has been... a truly unforgettable evening.”

Jane walked them to the front door. They traded parting kisses on the cheek.

“We’ll be back,” Beth said with a lingering smile. “And next time, hopefully with our husbands.”

“You’re always welcome,” Jane replied.

The front door clicked shut. Jane walked back into the bedroom.

Paulette was still lying across the bed, her limbs still trembling slightly. Jane sat down right next to her.

“Did you hear that, Paulette?” she asked softly. “Your services might soon be requested by others. By my friends' husbands. You’ll be their slave, just like you’re mine.”

Paulette nodded submissively. “Yes, Mistress. I will do whatever you command.”

Jane’s smile widened. “I know you will, Paulette. I know. Because you belong to me. And I decide everything for you.”

She lay down on the mattress beside her and pulled her into a firm embrace.

“Go to sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow we keep going. And who knows what the future will bring you.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her body was exhausted, but her heart felt entirely full.

She didn't know what lay ahead of her. But she knew that Jane would be the one making every choice for her. And to her, that was the only thing that mattered.
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An Evening with Guests

Another two weeks passed. Paulette’s training was now complete. Her body opened with total naturalness; her anus was always ready, always welcoming, always longing. Every night Jane took her with the strapon, and every night Paulette came, her body wracked by orgasms that left her breathless, in tears, and deeply happy.

She had learned well. She had learned to welcome, to receive, to long for it. Her penis inside the cage was now a forgotten object, a useless piece of flesh that no longer throbbed, no longer grew stiff, no longer desired anything at all. Paulette didn't want it. She only wanted Jane. She only wanted the strapon. She only wanted to be filled.

And Jane was incredibly proud of her.

“You did well, Paulette,” she would say every night, stroking her hair after their training session. “You’ve been a good slave. You’ve learned everything you needed to learn.”

Paulette would nod, her body still vibrating from the pleasure she had just received. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for teaching me.”

“But now,” Jane said one evening with a mysterious smile, “it’s time to put you to the test. To see if you are truly ready.”

Paulette looked up at her, confused. “Ready for what, Mistress?”

“For a surprise,” Jane replied. “Tomorrow night. Deep-clean the house. Cook something special. And dress in your best outfit. The pink one—the shortest one. I want you to look absolutely perfect.”

Paulette nodded, her heart hammering against her ribs. “Yes, Mistress. I will be perfect.”

The next day, Paulette woke up early. Her body was still sore from the previous night's training, but she didn't care. She got up, got dressed, and began preparing the house.

She cleaned every room, polished every surface, and straightened every cushion. Then she went into the kitchen and prepared a special dinner: a beef roast with potatoes, a chocolate cake for dessert, and a fine red wine that Jane had selected specifically for the occasion.

She dressed with meticulous care. The pink dress was incredibly short, tight as a second skin, accentuating every curve and every contour of her body. Her heels were sky-high, and the blonde wig perfectly framed a face that had been precisely made up. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She was ready.

Jane came downstairs at seven in the evening. She was wearing an elegant black dress, and her eyes sparkled with anticipation.

“Are you ready, Paulette?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette said. “I am ready.”

Jane smiled. “Then go open the door. Our guests have arrived.”

Paulette walked toward the front door, her heart racing. She pulled it open.

And gasped.

Standing on the threshold were Maren and Beth, accompanied by their husbands. Maren was tall and athletic, wearing an amused smile. Beside her stood a tall, heavily built man with dark hair and a neatly trimmed beard; it was Tom, her husband. Beth was smaller, shyer, with curly hair and wide eyes. Beside her was a leaner man wearing glasses and a gentle smile; it was Rick, her husband.

All four of them looked at her with curious, highly amused, and suggestive eyes.

“Hi, Paulette,” Maren said. “We missed you.”

Paulette opened her mouth, but no sound came out.

“Let them in, Paulette,” Jane said from behind her. “Don’t be rude.”

Paulette stepped aside, and the four guests walked into the house. Tom and Rick looked around the place with genuine interest, while Maren and Beth walked up to Jane and kissed her on the cheek.

“Jane,” Maren said, “thanks for inviting us. We’re very curious.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Jane said. “I figured it was time for Paulette to meet your husbands. After all, if she’s going to serve them one day, it’s best they get to know each other first.”

Paulette felt a tight knot form in her stomach. Serve them. The husbands of Jane’s friends. Real men.

Jane called out to her. “Paulette, come over here. Introduce yourself.”

Paulette stepped closer, keeping her head low.

“Good evening,” she said, her voice barely a thread. “My name is Paulette. I am Mistress Jane’s slave.”

Tom looked her up and down, smiling. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Paulette. Jane has told us a lot about you.”

“All good things, I hope,” Paulette murmured.

“All very good things,” Rick added with a polite smile. “We’re quite eager to see you in action.”

Jane took Paulette by the arm. “Now,” she said, “serve dinner. And afterward...”

She smiled. A slow, deeply wicked smile.

“...afterward, we’ll have some fun.”

Dinner was pure torment for Paulette. She served the plates, refilled the wine glasses, and cleared the silverware. Every single time she leaned over to serve someone, she felt the burning gaze of the guests locked onto her. Tom watched her with an amused grin, Rick with an almost scientific curiosity, and Maren and Beth with an air of intense anticipation.

“Paulette,” Tom said at one point, “Jane told us you’re very good at... receiving.”

Paulette blushed a deep crimson. Her penis pulsed helplessly inside the cage. “Yes, sir,” she whispered. “Mistress Jane has trained me well.”

“And do you enjoy it?” Rick asked. “Do you like being taken?”

Paulette looked up. Her eyes were swimming with tears, but behind them lay something else. Raw desire.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “I enjoy it. I enjoy it very much.”

Maren laughed. “It’s unbelievable, Jane. You’ve completely transformed him.”

Jane smiled proudly. “She’s my creation. My personal work of art.”

After dinner, Jane stood up. “Now,” she announced, “it is time for the demonstration.”

She led the guests into the bedroom. Paulette followed them with her head down, her heart thumping violently against her chest.

“Lie down, Paulette,” Jane ordered. “Face down. Pillow under your pelvis. Just like always.”

Paulette immediately obeyed. She lay flat on the bed, pulled up the hem of her pink dress, and exposed her buttocks. The chastity cage was right where it belonged.

Tom and Rick stepped closer, completely fascinated.

“The cage,” Jane explained to them. “Her penis belongs to me. She doesn't use it anymore. She has no need for it.”

Then she pulled the black strapon from the closet. Twelve inches, glossy, implacable.

“This,” she said, “is the instrument of her training. I take her with this every night. And she comes. Always. Every single time.”

She stepped into the harness. The massive black strapon hung heavy between her legs.

“Watch,” she told them. “And learn.”

She approached Paulette. The tip of the silicone touched her skin. Paulette flinched but didn't move an inch.

“I’m going in,” Jane said. “Slowly. Because she has to welcome it. She has to desire it. She has to love it.”

The strapon slid inside. Paulette groaned loudly. Her body gave way, welcomed the shaft, and clamped down tight.

“See that?” Jane noted. “She’s perfect. She opens up just like a woman. She receives like a woman. She is a woman.”

Tom and Rick watched, utterly speechless. Their eyes were wide, their breathing turning heavy and shallow. Jane noticed their hands slowly drifting down toward their belts, their fingers shifting with sheer impatience.

Jane smiled and kept moving. Slowly at first, then picking up the pace. The rhythm became steady, deep, and relentless.

Paulette moaned heavily, her body moving in perfect sync with Jane, riding her pace.

“Come,” Jane commanded. “Come for me. Come for our guests.”

Paulette came. Her entire body locked up, her muscles squeezing in tight spasms, and a massive wave of internal pleasure completely overwhelmed her. She cried out, wept, and shook violently.

Jane kept driving into her, pushing her into a second orgasm, and then a third. Paulette was entirely in tears, her body wracked by heavy sobs of intense pleasure.

When Jane finally stopped, the strapon slid out of Paulette with a slick, wet sound. Paulette remained slumped on the mattress, trembling and completely spent.

Tom clapped his hands together. “Incredible,” he muttered. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”

Rick nodded in agreement. “It’s deeply impressive. Your slave is truly... talented.”

Jane smiled. She turned to face Tom and Rick. The front of their pants was visibly strained, their desires glaringly obvious.

“I see the view has excited you,” Jane remarked with a mischievous smirk. “And I completely understand why. Paulette is good. Very good.”

Tom ran a hand through his hair, looking slightly embarrassed but highly aroused. “Yeah, well... it was pretty hard not to get turned on.”

Rick nodded. “It was a very... intense scene to watch.”

Jane looked at them, then turned her gaze down to Paulette, who was still shivering on the bed.

“Listen to me,” Jane said. “I know exactly what you’re thinking. You’d love to try it yourselves. You’d love to take Paulette the way I do. But...”

She paused. Her expression grew solemn.

“But I don't feel comfortable letting you take her from behind just yet. I can't. Not yet.”

Paulette looked up, her expression a mix of confusion and relief.

“The awful memory of Vex,” Jane continued, her voice tightening. “That transsexual who took her without a condom. Who filled her with his seed. Who used her like a piece of meat. That image still haunts me. I can’t allow another man to take her from behind. Not yet. Maybe never.”

Tom and Rick nodded understandingly.

“I get it,” Tom said. “That’s a wound that needs time to heal.”

“However,” Jane went on, a new light entering her eyes, “there is something else Paulette can do for you.”

She turned back to Paulette, locking eyes with her.

“Paulette,” she said. “You heard me. I can’t let them take you from behind yet. But I can ask you to do something else. Something I know you will enjoy. Something that will make you very happy.”

Paulette stared up at her, her heart racing. “Anything, Mistress. Whatever you ask of me, I will do it.”

Jane smiled warmly. “I know you will, Paulette. I know.”

She turned back to Tom and Rick. “Paulette has a mouth. And a tongue. And she’s learned to use them exceptionally well. If you’d like, she can serve you with her mouth. She can give you pleasure with her lips. With her tongue. With her throat.”

Tom and Rick looked at each other, their eyes instantly flashing with excitement.

“That would be... highly appreciated,” Tom said.

“Extremely appreciated,” Rick echoed.

Jane looked down at Paulette. “Will you do it, Paulette? Will you do it for them? For me?”

Paulette nodded vigorously, a bright smile lighting up her tear-stained face. “Yes, Mistress. I will do it. With all my heart.”

“Then get down on your knees,” Jane commanded. “And serve our guests.”

Paulette scrambled off the bed. She sank to her knees on the hardwood floor right in front of Tom and Rick, her eyes brimming with pure desire and total devotion.

“May I begin, Mistress?” she asked softly.

“Yes,” Jane said. “Begin.”

Paulette leaned closer to Tom. Her hands shook with excitement as she unbuttoned his trousers. His penis slid free—hard, thick, and large. Paulette stared at it with genuine admiration.

“You are beautiful, sir,” she whispered. Then she leaned in and took him into her mouth.

Tom let out a heavy groan, his fingers instantly locking into the hair of Paulette’s wig.

“God,” he muttered. “She knows what she’s doing. She really knows what she’s doing.”

Paulette kept her head moving, her tongue swirling expertly around Tom’s length, her throat swallowing him down deep. She felt entirely happy. She was flooded with absolute joy. She was serving. She was providing pleasure. She was doing exactly what she had been trained to do.

After a few minutes, Jane stepped in. “Now Rick,” she ordered smoothly. “Don’t be greedy.”

Paulette reluctantly pulled away from Tom and turned her attention to Rick. She unbuttoned his pants with the exact same reverence. His penis was slightly smaller, but just as rock-hard. Paulette took him into her mouth and began to work.

Rick groaned aloud. “This is incredible,” he breathed. “I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

Paulette continued to serve both men, alternating between them, giving each the exact same amount of intense focus and absolute devotion. Her mouth was hot, her tongue was skilled, and her throat was deep.

After half an hour, both Tom and Rick reached their limit. Paulette eagerly welcomed their seed into her mouth, swallowed every drop, and smiled up at them.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” she whispered sweetly. “Thank you for letting me serve you.”

Tom and Rick adjusted their clothing, still completely breathless.

“Jane,” Tom said, looking up, “this is the most perfect slave I have ever seen in my life.”

Jane smiled. “I know. She’s my masterpiece.”

She walked over to Paulette, who was still kneeling submissively on the floor, and gently patted her head.

“You did well tonight, Paulette,” she said softly. “Very well. You served our guests beautifully. And you’ve proven yourself to be a loyal slave.”

Paulette looked up, her eyes overflowing with tears of pure joy.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered. “Thank you for letting me serve.”

After the guests had finally gone home, Jane sat down on the edge of the mattress next to Paulette.

“You were wonderful tonight,” she said. “Truly wonderful. But this is only the beginning. From now on, our guests will be coming over every single week. And you will serve them. All of them. Just like you serve me.”

Paulette nodded happily. “Yes, Mistress. I will serve them all. Whatever you wish.”

“And maybe one day,” Jane continued, her voice softening, “when the awful memory of Vex has fully faded, I might even allow them to take you. From behind. The way I take you. But only when I am ready. Only when I can trust you completely. And only if you’ve truly earned it.”

A warm shiver cascaded down Paulette’s spine. “I will do whatever you ask of me, Mistress. I will wait. I will long for it. I will hope.”

Jane smiled down at her. “I know you will, Paulette. I know.”

She lay down on the bed beside her and pulled her close into her arms.

“Go to sleep now,” she said gently. “Now we know what you love to do. You’re a woman now; you have the feelings of a woman. And... I’m starting to forgive you for betraying me with Vex. But we still have a long way to go.”

Paulette was deeply moved by those words. Her Mistress was finally beginning to forgive her.

Her entire life had changed. Jane knew exactly what was best for her. Paulette deeply loved her Mistress; the roles within their relationship had completely shifted, but their marriage was saved. And to her, that was the only thing that truly mattered.
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A New Equilibrium

A year later.

The house in Portland had changed. It was no longer just Jane and Paulette’s home. Now, Mike lived there too.

Mike was a tall man in his early forties, with short, graying hair, piercing blue eyes, and a warm smile. He was kind, affectionate, and had accepted the household dynamics with a natural ease that had deeply surprised Jane. When Jane had initially disclosed everything to him—Paul’s betrayal, the transformation into Paulette, the chastity cage, the rigorous training, and the private evenings with Maren, Beth, and their husbands—Mike had simply listened, nodded, and said, “Paulette belongs to you, and I respect your rules. But if you ever decide you want to share, I would be happy to participate.”

Jane loved him deeply. And Paulette, in her own submissive way, loved him too. Because Mike was the man who brought happiness and pleasure to Jane. And Jane was her absolute mistress.

Paulette had fully transitioned into the role of maid and house slave for both of them. She constantly wore feminine attire: micro-skirts, tight-fitting tops, and high heels. She no longer needed the blonde wig, having grown out her natural hair quite long, and her makeup was always flawlessly applied. The chastity cage remained securely in place, and the key hung permanently around Jane’s neck.

Her entire existence revolved around service. She cooked, cleaned, and served at the table. Every single evening after dinner, she would drop to her knees at Jane’s feet and quietly await her instructions.

The passing weeks had solidified into a strict, comforting ritual. Monday evenings brought Maren and Tom. Wednesday evenings brought Beth and Rick. Friday evenings belonged entirely to Mike. And Paulette served every one of them with the exact same level of unwavering devotion and submissive love.

Sometimes, Jane would take her with the strapon right in front of everyone. Other times, Paulette would use her mouth to give pleasure to their guests. And on some nights, Jane would simply have her kneel silently in a corner to watch while the others made love. Paulette would watch, learn, and ache with desire.

Her penis inside the cage was nothing more than a distant, forgotten memory. It no longer throbbed. It no longer grew stiff. It was merely a useless, imprisoned piece of flesh. Paulette no longer wanted it. She only wanted to serve. She only wanted to be useful. She only wanted to be loved.

And Jane did love her. In her own unique way.

That evening, Jane and Mike were having dinner. Paulette was serving the table, dressed in an incredibly short pink dress and high heels. Her body moved with fluid grace and elegance, like a professionally trained maid. Her blonde hair perfectly framed a meticulously made-up face: bold blue eyeshadow, thick mascara, and dark red lipstick.

Jane finished her plate of pasta, sipped her wine, and smiled warmly at Mike.

“It’s good, isn’t it?” she asked.

Mike nodded appreciatively. “Paulette is an excellent cook. And a wonderful servant.”

Jane set her fork down and elegantly wiped her mouth with a napkin. Then she reached across the table, took Mike’s hand, and squeezed it gently.

“I’m in the mood,” she said, her voice dropping into a low, warm, intimate tone.

Mike smiled back at her. “Me too.”

Jane stood up. She turned her gaze toward Paulette, who was standing quietly by the door, waiting for instructions.

Jane walked over to her. She gently stroked Paulette's forehead with one hand, the way one might pet a loyal, well-behaved dog.

“Paulette,” Jane said softly. “When you’ve finished clearing the table, come up to the bedroom. I want you to watch. I want you to learn. I want you to see exactly how a real man loves a real woman.”

Paulette nodded obediently, her heart thumping.

“And if you behave yourself perfectly,” Jane continued, “if you watch without moving, without speaking, and without touching yourself, one day I will let Mike mount you. That will be your ultimate prize. Your reward for being a thoroughly loyal slave.”

A sharp shiver cascaded down Paulette’s spine. Her penis pulsed weakly inside the cage, but she instantly ignored it. It didn't matter. None of that mattered anymore.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered submissively. “I will be good, I promise.”

Jane smiled. “I know you will, Paulette. I know.”

She turned back to Mike, took his hand, and guided him out of the dining room.

“Come,” she murmured. “I want you right now.”

Paulette was left alone in the quiet dining room. She looked down at the dirty plates, the half-empty glasses, and the used silverware. Her body trembled with a mixture of desire, anticipation, and profound hope.

But she didn't lose her focus. She began clearing the table slowly, handling every item with meticulous care. Every plate moved was a gesture of love. Every glass carried was a silent prayer.

When she was completely finished, she dried her hands and walked toward the master bedroom. The door was left slightly ajar, a warm sliver of light spilling out into the hallway.

She paused on the threshold and looked inside.

Jane was lying naked on the bed with Mike over her. Their bodies moved together in a slow, deep, highly passionate rhythm. Jane’s breathless moans filled the space entirely.

Paulette watched. She did not move. She did not speak. She did not touch herself.

She simply watched.

Mike was an incredibly skilled lover. His hands caressed Jane’s body with a perfect blend of gentleness and raw passion. His mouth moved hungrily over her neck, her breasts, and her lips. Their bodies moved in absolute unison, as if they had melted into a single entity.

Jane groaned loudly. “Right there, Mike. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Mike accelerated the pace, his thrusts turning deeper, faster, and more intense. Jane cried out in pure ecstasy.

Paulette kept her eyes locked on the scene. Her eyes filled with tears, but they weren't tears of sadness or pain. They were tears of pure admiration, deep desire, and overwhelming hope.

She wanted to be just like Jane. She wanted to be taken exactly the way Jane was being taken. She desperately wanted to experience that level of pleasure, that total fullness, that absolute completion.

But she knew she wasn't ready yet. And she accepted that perhaps she never fully would be.

And that was perfectly fine. Because her rightful place was right there, kneeling on the threshold, watching. Her entire purpose was to serve. Her ultimate happiness was simply seeing Jane happy.

After half an hour, Mike and Jane finished. They lay tangled together, exhausted and deeply content. Jane stroked Mike’s bare chest, whispering something softly into his ear.

Mike laughed quietly. Then he turned his head toward the doorway.

“Paulette,” he called out. “Come here.”

Paulette stepped into the bedroom, keeping her head low, the sharp click of her heels echoing softly against the hardwood floor.

“On your knees,” Jane commanded.

Paulette immediately dropped to her knees right beside the bed. Jane looked down at her, her eyes unusually soft, almost affectionate.

“You did wonderfully tonight, Paulette,” Jane said. “You watched without moving. Without speaking. Without touching yourself. You did exactly what I commanded you to do.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Paulette whispered.

“And now,” Jane continued, “I want to give you a reward. Not what you truly long for just yet—not Mike. But something special nonetheless.”

She slid out of bed, walked over to the closet, and pulled out the familiar black strapon. Twelve inches, glossy, and entirely implacable.

“Lie down,” she ordered. “Face down. Pillow under your pelvis.”

Paulette obeyed without a second thought. She lay flat on the bed, pulled up the hem of her pink dress, and exposed her buttocks. The chastity cage sat locked between her thighs.

Jane stepped into the harness, the massive black silicone shaft hanging heavy between her legs. Mike sat back against the headboard, watching the scene unfold with intense interest.

“Now,” Jane said, stepping over her, “I’m going to take you the way I always do. But this time, Mike is going to watch. And he is going to learn. Because one day, perhaps, he will be the one taking you.”

Paulette felt every single cell in her body vibrate with pure excitement.

Jane moved closer, the tip of the silicone pressing against Paulette's skin.

“I’m going in,” Jane murmured. “Slowly. Just like always.”

The shaft slid smoothly inside. Paulette groaned, her body opening up completely, welcoming the depth and clamping down tight around it.

“Good girl,” Jane whispered. “Just like that. You are mine. Always.”

She began to move. Slowly at first, then rapidly building the pace. The rhythm became steady, deep, and relentless. Paulette moaned heavily, her body shifting in perfect harmony with Jane’s movements, riding her pace.

Mike watched, his eyes wide and his breathing turning heavily aroused.

“It’s incredible,” he muttered under his breath. “She’s so... perfect.”

“I know,” Jane replied proudly, never breaking her stride. “I trained her myself.”

She kept driving into her, systematically pushing Paulette over the edge. One orgasm, then a second, then a third. Paulette was completely lost in tears, her entire body wracked by heavy, trembling sobs of pure, overwhelming pleasure.

When Jane finally stopped, the strapon slid out of Paulette with a slick, wet sound. Paulette remained collapsed on the mattress, shivering and utterly spent.

Jane sat down on the edge of the bed next to her and gently stroked her hair.

“You were a very good girl tonight, Paulette,” she said softly. “Very good.”

Paulette looked up, her face entirely streaked with tears.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered out of breath. “Thank you for taking me.”

Jane smiled down at her. “Go to sleep now,” she said. “Tomorrow, we continue.”

Mike leaned over, reached down, and gently kissed Paulette on the forehead.

“You’re a wonderful slave, Paulette,” he said softly. “Jane is very lucky to have you.”

Paulette felt her heart practically burst with pure joy.

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered gratefully. “Thank you so much for saying that.”

The months rolled by. The weeks followed one after the other, each one identical in its routine, yet each one profoundly fulfilling. Paulette served, obeyed, and longed for more. Jane took her, possessed her, and loved her. Mike watched her, respected her boundaries, and desired her.

And then, one evening, Jane made a definitive decision.

It was a quiet Sunday. There were no outside guests. Just Jane, Mike, and Paulette. They had finished dinner and were now unwinding in the living room. Jane sat with a glass of wine in her hand, Mike was relaxed right beside her, and Paulette was kneeling submissively at their feet.

“Paulette,” Jane spoke up. “A full year has passed. A year since the day I caught you with Vex. A year since the day you signed the contract. A year since the day you became my property.”

Paulette nodded respectfully. “Yes, Mistress. A full year has passed.”

“And throughout this entire year,” Jane continued, her voice steady, “you have been an absolutely perfect slave. You have obeyed every command. You have served flawlessly. You have yearned. You have loved. You have done everything I ever asked of you, and so much more.”

Paulette felt a sudden rush of emotional tears welling up in her eyes.

“And now,” Jane announced, “I am going to give you your ultimate reward. The reward I promised you. The reward you have completely earned.”

She turned her head to look at Mike. “Mike,” she said smoothly. “Take her. Take her exactly the way I do. The way you’ve wanted to all this time.”

Mike smiled warmly. He stood up from the sofa and stepped closer to Paulette.

“Are you ready, Paulette?” he asked gently.

Paulette looked up at him, her eyes overflowing with tears, but behind them burned an intense mixture of desire, hope, and absolute joy.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered. “I am ready. I’ve been ready for a whole year.”

Mike took her gently by the hand and led her into the bedroom. Jane followed them inside and took a seat on a nearby chair, quietly watching.

Mike had Paulette lie down on the bed. Face down, with the pillow adjusted beneath her pelvis. Exactly the way Jane had always positioned her.

“Just relax,” he told her softly. “Don't resist it. Welcome it.”

Paulette nodded quickly. Her body was shivering with nerves, but she was entirely ready to receive him.

Mike discarded his trousers. His penis was fully erect—large, thick, and ready. He pressed himself against Paulette's skin.

“I’m going in,” he whispered. “Slowly. Just like Jane taught you.”

He pushed inside. Paulette let out a sharp, breathless gasp. It felt entirely different from the silicone strapon. This was warm, pulsing, and completely alive. She could feel every single inch, every throb, every single movement inside her.

“Just like that,” Mike murmured, holding her hips. “You're mine now. Just as much as you are Jane’s.”

Paulette wept openly. Tears of pure, unadulterated joy.

Mike began to move. Slowly at first to let her adjust, then gradually increasing the speed. The rhythm quickly became steady, deep, and intensely passionate. Paulette moaned loudly, her body shifting perfectly with Mike’s movements, completely yielding to his pace.

Jane watched from her chair, a proud smile spreading across her face.

“Good girl, Paulette,” Jane called out softly. “Wonderful. Now you are truly complete.”

Mike continued to drive into her for half an hour. When he finally reached his limit and came, Paulette felt the intense rush of his warm seed flooding deep inside her. And she wept tears of joy all over again.

Mike collapsed gently beside her, pulling her warm, trembling body tight into his arms.

“You did beautifully, Paulette,” he whispered against her hair. “You’ve been a truly wonderful slave.”

Paulette nodded silently, her body completely exhausted, but her heart overflowing with absolute fulfillment.

Jane stood up, walked over to the side of the bed, and leaned down. She gently kissed Paulette on the forehead.

“Now you belong to me completely,” Jane said softly. “There is no part of you left that hasn't been touched. There is no part of you left that hasn't been thoroughly possessed. You are mine. Forever.”

Paulette smiled through her tears. “Yes, Mistress. I am yours. Forever.”

The following morning, Paulette woke up early. Her body was deeply sore, but it was a sweet, validating ache—a physical reminder of the absolute pleasure she had received.

She got out of bed and dressed with her usual care. The short pink dress, the high heels, the flawless makeup. Just like always.

She walked down into the kitchen. Jane and Mike were already seated at the breakfast table, drinking coffee, talking, and laughing together.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Paulette said submissively. “Good morning, sir.”

“Good morning, Paulette,” Jane replied with a warm smile. “How are you feeling today?”

“Wonderful, Mistress,” Paulette said. “Absolutely wonderful.”

Jane’s smile widened. “Excellent. Then go ahead and make us some breakfast. We’re starving.”

Paulette nodded and immediately walked over to the stove. As she began brewing the fresh coffee and cracking the eggs into the pan, she could still feel the residual warmth of Mike’s body inside her. She felt the heavy, comforting weight of the chastity cage. She smelled the sweet scent of the cosmetics on her skin.

She was profoundly happy.

Mike stood up from the table, walked over to the counter, and gently placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

“Thank you, Paulette,” he said softly. “For everything.”

Paulette looked up into his eyes, her own instantly filling with emotional tears.

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered in a tiny voice. “Thank you for taking me. Thank you for making me feel like a woman.”

Mike smiled warmly. “You are a woman, Paulette. A real woman.”

He kissed her gently on the forehead and walked back to join Jane at the table.

Paulette turned back to the stove to finish preparing breakfast. Her hands were trembling slightly, but it was a tremor born of absolute joy.

Jane watched her from across the room, wearing a deeply satisfied smile.

“Paulette,” Jane called out. “Come over here for a second.”

Paulette immediately left the stove and stepped up to the table. Jane reached out and took her hand.

“You know,” Jane said softly, looking up at her, “a year ago, when I first caught you with Vex, I honestly thought my life was completely over. I thought my marriage was permanently destroyed. I thought I would never, ever be able to trust you again.”

Paulette lowered her eyes, a heavy wave of old guilt washing over her.

“But instead,” Jane continued, her voice softening with genuine affection, “I discovered something beautiful. I discovered that I could love you in an entirely different way. Not as a husband. Not as a traditional lover. But as my slave. As my personal creation. As my ultimate work of art.”

Paulette felt the hot tears finally spilling over her cheeks.

“You belong to me, Paulette,” Jane said firmly. “You are mine forever. And I will love you forever. In my own way.”

Paulette nodded vigorously, her heart bursting. “Yes, Mistress. I am yours. Forever.”

Jane pulled her down into a warm embrace, holding her tight, and kissed the top of her head.

“Now,” Jane said with a smile, letting her go, “finish making us breakfast. And then, we have the entire day ahead of us.”

Paulette nodded happily and hurried back to the stove.

Outside, the heavy rain began to fall over Portland. Just like it always did. Exactly like it had on that fateful day, one year ago.

But Paulette was no longer the same person. She was no longer Paul, the unfaithful, cheating husband. She was Paulette—the fiercely loyal slave. The deeply devoted maid. The perfect creation.

She was entirely happy.

Because she had finally found her rightful place. Her ultimate purpose. Her absolute peace.

She belonged completely to Jane. And Jane was finally happy.

Only Jane’s happiness mattered, and Paulette had finally, completely understood it.
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1
Rebecca's Game

After dinner, Daniel had found his usual spot on the couch.

It was a habit so deeply set that he barely had to think about it anymore. They cleared the table together, in a silent exchange of gestures that years of living together had turned almost choreographic: he collected the plates, she wiped down the table. Then Rebecca would linger a bit longer in the kitchen, tidying up the last few things, while Daniel dropped onto the couch in front of the television and picked up the remote the way you pick up an object that belongs, by right, to that hour of the day. The house would fall quiet again, lit only by the bluish glow of the screen and a lamp in the corner of the living room, the one with the honey-colored fabric shade that Rebecca had chosen the year before and that he, deep down, found beautiful even though he'd never have admitted it out loud.

That evening Daniel had picked an old movie he'd already seen at least once. He didn't much care about the plot. That was exactly the point: after a day of work he didn't want surprises, or decisions, or demanding conversations. He just wanted to sit, legs stretched out on the coffee table, mind finally empty, lulled by images he already knew.

Rebecca, on the other hand, couldn't focus.

She'd been sitting beside him for almost twenty minutes, shifting position now and then, crossing and uncrossing her legs, glancing at the screen for a few seconds before turning back to study Daniel with that light, insistent attention he generally never noticed at all.

He didn't notice it this time either.

"Are you enjoying it?" she asked, at one point, in a tone that tried to sound casual.

"It's fine," he answered, without looking away from the screen.

"You've already seen this movie."

"I think so."

Rebecca looked at him with an expression halfway between amused and exasperated.

"You think?"

Daniel smiled, still facing the television. "Maybe I've seen it. I don't really remember. But I like it just the same."

"Right," she said, as if that single word contained an entire argument.

"Right, what?"

"Nothing."

Another two minutes passed, during which Rebecca studied Daniel's profile more than the screen. Then, with a decisive movement, she picked up the remote from the coffee table and turned off the television.

Daniel turned toward her slowly, more surprised than annoyed.

"Hey."

"What?"

"I was watching that."

"No. You were watching the screen. It's not the same thing."

"It's basically the same thing," he insisted, with a half smile.

Rebecca held back a laugh. "For you, maybe."

Daniel stared at the now-dark television for a few seconds, as if he half expected it to switch itself back on. Then he turned to her again, this time paying closer attention.

"You're bored," he said.

"Very."

"And the solution is to bother me."

"The solution is to do something. Together."

"Like what?"

Rebecca stood and gathered the two glasses left on the coffee table, but she didn't carry them into the kitchen right away. She stayed there, standing in front of him, with an air that vaguely reminded Daniel of a child about to confess to some mischief.

"I had an idea," she said.

Daniel sighed, theatrically. "I never like that sentence."

"Why not?"

"Because it usually means I'm about to do something I have absolutely no intention of doing."

"This time you're right."

Rebecca finally carried the glasses into the kitchen, set them down on the counter with a sharp clink, and came back into the living room with a light step. There was the faintest smile on her lips, but something different showed in her eyes: a determination Daniel recognized immediately, because he'd seen it before, ahead of sudden moves or weekends planned in twenty-four hours flat.

"I want to suggest a game," she said, sitting back down beside him, closer than before.

"What kind of game?"

"I want to dress you as a woman."

Daniel stared at her for what felt like an impossibly long time. The living room, the warm light of the lamp, the dark television screen — everything seemed to hang suspended for an instant, waiting for his reaction.

"Excuse me?"

"You heard me perfectly well."

"No, I think I misheard."

"Daniel."

"Rebecca, I don't dress up as a woman."

"Why not?"

"Because... because it's absurd."

She tilted her head slightly, with the air of someone who has already anticipated every objection. "That's exactly what makes it good."

"I don't see what's good about it."

"You don't have to see it right away."

Daniel ran a hand over his face, trying to buy time. "Where did this idea even come from?"

"I've been thinking about it for a while."

"A while?"

"Yes."

"And it never occurred to you to mention it sooner?"

"I wanted to be sure."

"Of what?"

Rebecca studied him for a moment, with an expression that was neither provocative nor hesitant, but strangely sincere.

"That you'd say no."

Daniel looked at her, almost in disbelief. "And I did."

"See?"

"See what?"

"You're always the same."

"The same, how?"

She smiled, but this time there was no irony in her voice. "Sad. Predictable. No initiative."

Daniel straightened up on the couch, stung more than he wanted to admit. "Me, no initiative?"

"Yes."

"I don't think so."

"Tell me one thing you've suggested, in the last few weeks."

He opened his mouth to answer, but nothing came to mind. He stayed quiet, sifting through the memory of recent evenings, all identical, all marked by the same ritual of couch and remote.

Rebecca said nothing. She didn't need to: his silence already spoke clearly enough.

"That's not fair," Daniel finally protested.

"Why?"

"Because you're cheating."

"I'm just telling the truth."

Daniel stood and paced a few steps around the living room, as if moving might help clear his head. "So now I'm supposed to prove I have initiative by putting on a skirt?"

"You don't have to prove anything."

"That's exactly what it feels like you're doing."

"I'm asking you to step outside your usual role. Just for one evening."

Daniel stopped and looked at her. That sentence hung between them longer than the others, as if it carried a different weight.

Rebecca moved closer, closing the distance he'd just created.

"Just one evening," she repeated, more softly. "You can try it, and then decide it's not for you. No one will judge you. Not even me."

"And you promise you won't laugh?"

"No," she said, with complete honesty.

Daniel laughed despite himself. "At least you're honest."

"But I won't laugh at you. I'll laugh with you, if it happens."

He studied her a moment longer, searching that look for something that would give him a reason to refuse. He didn't find one.

"You already bought everything, didn't you."

Rebecca smiled, a smile that left no doubt. "Maybe."

"I knew it."

"So?"

Daniel breathed in slowly, like someone about to dive into cold water.

"Once."

"Once."

"And you don't get to take pictures."

"Fine."

"And no jokes."

"We'll see."

"Rebecca."

"Fine, fine. No jokes."

He shook his head, still not quite believing himself. "I don't know why I'm doing this."

She took his hand, lacing her fingers through his. "Because you trust me."

That answer, simple as it was, changed something in his eyes. A moment later Daniel nodded, almost without realizing it.

Rebecca stood, pulling him up with her. "Come on, then."

She led him into the bathroom and closed the door behind them.

She'd already laid out everything she needed on the counter, in an order that betrayed anything but a last-minute plan. Daniel noticed right away: hair-removal products, clean towels folded with care, little bottles of creams he'd never seen before, brushes and small objects whose purpose he couldn't guess.

"You really did prepare everything," he said, with a mix of astonishment and unease.

"I told you I did."

Daniel undressed with an almost comic caution, as if every piece of clothing removed brought him a step closer to a point of no return. Rebecca pointed to the edge of the tub.

"Sit."

The preparation took longer than he'd imagined. Rebecca worked with patience, explaining each step whenever he asked an uncertain question, teasing him gently when he tensed under her hands, reassuring him with a few words when the embarrassment became obvious on his face.

Little by little, though, Daniel stopped resisting. The initial discomfort gave way to a kind of curious surrender, as if his body had decided to trust her before his mind did.

When Rebecca finished, she ran a hand over his skin with satisfaction.

"See?"

Daniel lowered his eyes. "It's strange."

"Strange how?"

"I don't know. It feels like being... different. Like I'm not quite myself anymore."

Rebecca looked at him in the mirror, her expression affectionate. "This is just the beginning."

She turned on the shower. The hot spray quickly filled the bathroom with steam, fogging the mirror, softening the edges of everything. Daniel stepped in first, still uncertain, and Rebecca followed a moment later, sliding the glass door shut behind her.

For a few minutes nothing much happened. They simply stood under the water, close together, while the steady rush of the spray covered every other sound and the heat dissolved some of the tension that had built up in the living room.

Daniel slowly began to relax, closing his eyes, letting the water run down his back.

Rebecca ran a hand over his shoulder, then along his back, in a slow, affectionate gesture. It wasn't the provocation from the living room anymore. It was something more intimate, a way of reminding him that, absurd as the situation was, they were still, only and always, the two of them.

Her fingers drifted lower still, lingering on the curve of his hips, then further down, between his cheeks, with a light touch that seemed almost accidental.

Daniel tensed slightly. "Rebecca..."

"Shh." Her voice stayed calm, almost a whisper swallowed by the sound of the water. "Trust me."

A soap-slicked finger moved slowly, tracing small circles around the opening, pressing just barely, unhurried. Daniel held his breath when he felt it press a little further, easing past the initial resistance with gentleness, stopping the moment it gave way.

"Breathe," she said, softly.

He obeyed, and as he exhaled he felt the finger slide deeper, slow, a measured movement that made him lose every thought for an instant. He arched without meaning to, instinctively leaning into the sensation instead of away from it, one hand braced against the tiled wall to steady himself.

"Is this okay?" Rebecca asked, moving calmly, studying every reaction.

He didn't answer right away. He kept his eyes closed, his forehead nearly resting against the wall, while that slow movement ran through his back like a continuous shiver.

His body reacted before he did, in a way that, standing there together, he could no longer hide.

Rebecca noticed immediately, and a hint of tender amusement crept into her voice. "I can see you're enjoying this."

"I'm not doing anything," Daniel said, his breath short, cheeks burning even though the steam around them hid it partway.

"I know." Her tone stayed calm, almost maternal, as her finger kept up its slow movement. "You don't have to be embarrassed. You're just excited."

Daniel lowered his eyes, trying to find a shred of control. "This is all very strange."

"I know." Rebecca brushed his back once more, then stopped, as if she'd decided something. "But not now," she added, gently. "You don't have to think about all of it at once. Tonight you just have to let yourself be led."

Daniel nodded, breathing more slowly, letting those words settle something inside him.

The shower ended shortly after. Rebecca took a large towel and began drying him with care, lingering over his hair and shoulders. Daniel let her, growing more and more aware of how unusual, and, deep down, how pleasant it was to surrender himself completely to her.

When they finished, Rebecca took his wrist. "Bedroom, now."

The clothes were already laid out on the bed, arranged like a theatrical set prepared down to the smallest detail.

Daniel looked at them and stood frozen in the doorway.

A black miniskirt, very short, was folded neatly beside a light-colored, lightly padded top. On the floor sat a shoebox.

"I don't believe this."

Rebecca opened the box. Inside was a pair of heeled shoes, six centimeters high.

Daniel stared at them. "Those are my size."

"Of course they are."

"How did you manage that?"

"I know your size," she said, with a smile that explained nothing.

"That's not reassuring."

"It should be."

He picked up the miniskirt between two fingers, testing the light, soft fabric. "This is really short."

"I know."

"Too short."

"It's a game."

Daniel stood there a few more seconds looking at it, then, with a resigned expression, turned toward the bathroom to get dressed.

"Don't laugh," he said, disappearing behind the door.

"I'm not laughing," she answered, though a thread of poorly contained amusement ran through her voice.

When he came back out, Rebecca studied him in silence for a long moment. The skirt rode much higher than Daniel was used to seeing on himself. The top reshaped the line of his chest and gave him a silhouette that, in the mirror, seemed to belong to someone else entirely.

Daniel looked at himself, disbelieving. "I don't recognize myself."

Rebecca stepped closer, her eyes bright with satisfaction. "That's exactly what I want."

She adjusted the hem of the skirt, then picked up the shoes. "Now these."

Daniel put them on and took his first step carefully, wobbling slightly.

"Six centimeters," Rebecca said.

"Feels like thirty."

She laughed, a clear sound that filled the room. "You just need to get used to it."

After a few unsteady attempts, Daniel managed to find his balance. Rebecca showed him how to shift his weight onto his heels, how to shorten his stride so he wouldn't stumble.

Then came the wig.

When she set it on his head, Daniel closed his eyes. "I don't want to see myself."

"I do, though."

Rebecca picked up the makeup and had him sit in front of the mirror, beginning to work with patience. The foundation evened out his skin, the eye makeup subtly reshaped his gaze, a touch of color on his lips finished the look.

Daniel stayed still the whole time, feeling every brushstroke like a small step toward something unknown.

"Open your eyes," Rebecca finally said.

He obeyed.

Rebecca handed him the mirror. For a few seconds she said nothing, studying her own work with an almost solemn attention.

The reflection was still him, of course. And yet something had changed. The posture, the hair, the makeup, the skirt, the shoes: together they created a figure Daniel would never have imagined seeing in his own reflection.

"Rebecca..."

"Yes?"

"This is strange."

She smiled at him, with an affection that melted away most of his remaining anxiety. "But it's not terrible."

Daniel shook his head slowly. "No."

She stood and smoothed a lock of the wig, with an almost maternal gesture. "Now there's only one thing missing."

Daniel looked at her through the mirror. "What?"

Rebecca pointed at the front door. "Go outside."

The smile vanished instantly from Daniel's face.

"No."

"You need to go to the kiosk."

"Which kiosk?"

"The one five hundred meters from here."

"By myself?"

"By yourself."

"Why?"

"Because the game really starts the moment you can't look at me to know what to do."

Daniel stood frozen, his heart already starting to race.

Rebecca placed the wallet in his hand. "A coffee, to go. Nothing more."

"You really want to send me out there like this."

"Yes."

He looked once more at the mirror, then at the door, then at Rebecca.

"What if someone looks at me?"

Rebecca moved closer, her expression suddenly gentler, as if she'd sensed the full weight of his fear. "Then you'll look straight ahead and keep walking. No one knows who you are. And even if they did, it wouldn't change anything."

Daniel took a deep breath, trying to hold on to what little courage he had left.

Rebecca opened the door.

The hallway was quiet, lit only by the motion-sensor lights that flickered on at the slightest movement.

He stood on the threshold, one hand on the doorknob, his heart beating faster than it needed to. Then he took a step. The heel struck the floor with a sharp sound that seemed deafening in the silence of the building.

A second step.

Rebecca said nothing, simply watching him with a mix of pride and tenderness.

Daniel stepped out.

The door clicked shut softly behind him.

For the first time that evening he was truly alone — alone with a body that still felt foreign, alone with those uncertain steps on the cold hallway floor.

And the kiosk, five hundred meters away, suddenly felt impossibly far.


2
The Bitter Coffee

The hallway ended too soon, and Daniel found himself facing the stairs, his heart pounding as if he'd been running, even though all he'd done was walk.

He chose the stairs over the elevator, not so much out of caution as because the idea of being shut inside a small space, under direct light, seemed even worse. Every step demanded attention: his heel searched for footing with an uncertainty his legs had never known before, and he found himself gripping the handrail more than necessary.

Outside, the evening air struck him like something new, even though it was the same air as always. The sidewalk was nearly deserted. A few parked cars, one lit window on the upper floor of the building across the street, the distant buzz of a scooter.

He took a few steps, and already the sound of his heels on the pavement seemed like the only sound in the world.

That was when he saw her.

An elderly woman, in a light coat despite the season, was walking slowly in his direction, held at a distance by a small dog that tugged at the leash, sniffing every corner of the sidewalk. Daniel felt the urge to cross the street, but there was no time: the woman was already too close, and changing direction suddenly seemed even more suspicious than continuing straight ahead.

He kept his eyes forward, trying to walk naturally, but his stride stayed stiff, too careful, too rehearsed.

The dog stopped to sniff the air just as they crossed paths, and the woman slowed accordingly. For a moment, their eyes met.

She looked at him longer than necessary.

It wasn't hostility, or disgust. It was more a kind of puzzled attention, the look of someone noticing a detail out of place without being able to name it precisely: the width of the shoulders, maybe, or the way the hips didn't quite follow the movement of the skirt, or the hand, too large, wrapped around the wallet.

Daniel felt heat rise to his face and quickened his pace, murmuring a "good evening" in a tone he tried to lift, to make lighter, which instead came out shrill, uncertain, clearly false to his own ears.

The woman didn't answer right away. She gave the leash a small tug and moved on, but Daniel would have sworn he could still feel her gaze on him for a few more steps, until a turn finally took him out of her sight.

He walked faster than he'd planned, short of breath more from tension than effort, until he saw the lights of the kiosk.

It was a small wooden structure on the corner between two streets, with a counter lit by neon and a few empty stools set beside it. The owner, a man in his fifties with a coffee-stained apron, was wiping down the espresso machine with a mechanical motion, probably repeated thousands of times.

Daniel approached, his heart feeling like it might climb straight out of his chest.

"Good evening," he said, still reaching for that higher, lighter voice. The result was clumsy, a register that didn't belong to him and seemed to slip away with every syllable, so that the last word came out almost in his own natural tone.

The man looked up, and for a moment said nothing.

The pause was brief, but to Daniel it felt endless. He could see the owner's eyes travel over him, from the wig to the shoulders, then further down, with an attention that wasn't quite curiosity, and wasn't quite suspicion either. There was something more direct in that look, something that lingered a second too long, which Daniel couldn't read as anything but growing unease.

"A coffee, to go," he managed to say, setting the wallet on the counter with a hand that trembled slightly.

"Coming right up," the man answered, not looking away immediately. Only afterward did he turn toward the machine, but Daniel would have sworn that, as he did, the man's eyes had lingered an instant longer on the skirt, on his legs, in a way that made him press his arms against his body.

That was exactly when he felt it.

A slight rise of the fabric, in front, an imperceptible but unmistakable stir that turned his blood cold. His body had reacted on its own, again, and this time there was no hot water or intimacy to explain it away: there was only that look, that tension, the very embarrassment which, in some twisted way, had betrayed him.

Daniel looked down for an instant, just long enough to realize that the skirt, already short to begin with, now hinted at more than he would have liked. He brought his hands forward, crossing them in a gesture he hoped looked casual, like someone who was simply cold.

"Everything okay?" the owner asked, handing him the paper cup.

"Yes, yes," Daniel answered, taking the coffee with one hand, keeping the other pressed still in front of him. "Thanks."

He paid quickly, without waiting for the calm he wished he could show, and walked away at a brisk pace, hands still clasped in front of his body, the coffee threatening to spill with every step too fast for those heels.

It was on the walk back, with the kiosk now behind him, that he heard the sound of an engine slowing down.

A police car was approaching slowly, its blue-and-white shape recognizable even in the dim light of the streetlamps. Daniel felt his heart stop for a fraction of a second, then take off again faster than before.

He instinctively slowed his pace, as if walking more slowly might make him less visible, and kept his eyes fixed straight ahead, carefully avoiding any glance toward the car now moving almost at his same speed, alongside him.

A thousand thoughts crossed his mind in a few seconds: what he'd say if they stopped him, how he'd explain the wig, the skirt, the makeup still intact on his face. The thought of having to show an ID with his real name, his real face, made him quicken his pace without meaning to, even as every instinct told him to stay calm.

The car kept going, without stopping, and after a few yards it accelerated again, pulling away down another street.

Daniel finally allowed himself to breathe, a long, trembling breath that nearly made his head spin.

He covered the rest of the way home almost at a run, as much as the heels would allow, the coffee now cold in his clenched hand, his heart refusing to slow down even once he reached the front door.

He rode up in the elevator, studying himself in the mirror with a mix of relief and unease. The makeup had smudged slightly, the wig had shifted to one side, but it was, all things considered, still intact.

The doors opened on his floor, and Rebecca was already standing in the doorway, as if she'd been waiting there from the moment he'd left.

"Well?" she asked, with a smile that betrayed more curiosity than concern.

Daniel didn't answer right away. He stood frozen in front of her, coffee in hand, unable to find the words to describe everything that had just happened to him.

It was Rebecca's gaze that dropped first, settling on the skirt, where the fabric still betrayed that slight rise he'd tried in vain to hide the whole way home.

Her smile widened.

"You liked it," she said, with a satisfaction she didn't even try to hide. "You really liked it."

"Rebecca..."

"Don't even try to deny it. I have the evidence right in front of me."

Daniel lowered his eyes, feeling his face burn for the umpteenth time that evening. "It was... embarrassing. All of it."

"I can see that," she replied, taking the coffee from his hand and setting it on the entryway table without even looking at it. "And I can see the rest, too."

She took him by the hand and led him toward the bedroom, with a determined stride that left no room for objections.

"Rebecca, I'm still—"

"I know exactly what you still are," she said, closing the bedroom door behind them. "And that's exactly why I have no intention of waiting."

She pushed him gently toward the bed, and Daniel let himself fall onto his back, still in the skirt, the shoes, the wig slightly askew. He lay there, watching Rebecca quickly strip off her own clothes with decisive movements, without the slowness that sometimes marked them, as if something in her could no longer wait.

When she was naked, she paused for a moment at the foot of the bed, looking him over from head to toe: the skirt hiked up, his legs still shaved and glossy, the top pushed to one side, the makeup smudged from the tension of the evening. There was an urgency in her eyes Daniel didn't often see.

"Don't take anything off," she said, climbing onto the bed.

"Rebecca, it's all a mess, I'm—"

"Perfect, just like that."

She settled on top of him, knees planted on either side of his hips, her weight balanced above him. Her hands slid down his chest, then further, along his stomach, as she lowered herself to kiss him, a long, hungry kiss that caught him almost off guard.

"Stay like this," she said, pulling back just slightly, looking down at him with an expression that mixed amusement and desire. "Don't move. I just want to look at you."

Daniel raised his hands toward her, trying to pull her closer, but Rebecca gently pushed them aside, lacing her fingers through his instead and pressing them against the mattress, on either side of his head.

"I told you not to move."

She rose slightly on her knees, taking full control of everything, her eyes fixed on his. Daniel felt his breath catch when she began to move, slowly at first, a measured rhythm that seemed deliberately designed to draw out every instant.

"Look at me," she whispered. "Don't close your eyes."

He obeyed, even though every fiber of his body wanted to surrender to the sensation at once. Rebecca's rhythm grew more decisive, her hands still gripping his, her hair falling forward with every movement, a sight that, under normal circumstances, Daniel would have wanted to burn into his memory for as long as possible.

But the evening had already taken too much from him.

The tension of the street, the stare of the woman with the dog, the even more insistent look from the kiosk owner, the cold fear of the police car: all of that accumulated weight, never truly released, found its one way out in that moment.

It was over in a matter of instants.

Daniel felt something rise that he could no longer hold back, a wave that started low and climbed the length of his body, making him arch against her with one long, trembling breath that shook him completely.

Rebecca stopped, staying motionless above him for a moment, her breath still quick, then slowly shook her head.

"Already?"

"Sorry," he said, in barely a whisper, his eyes searching hers with a mix of frustration and mortification.

"Daniel."

"I couldn't—"

"I know exactly what you couldn't do."

She didn't move right away. She stayed sitting on him for another few seconds, as if weighing what to do, then, with a sigh that didn't quite hide her disappointment, she lifted herself off and lay down beside him, in silence.

Daniel tried to reach a hand toward her. "Can I—"

"Just leave it."

Her tone wasn't harsh, but it wasn't gentle either. Rebecca closed her eyes and moved a hand to her own body, no longer waiting for anything from him. Daniel watched her, unsure whether to keep looking or look away, as her breathing grew more and more uneven, the movements of her hand more insistent.

He lay still, not knowing what to do, without the courage to touch her or say anything that might interrupt the moment, feeling at once present and completely shut out from what was happening only inches away from him.

He stared at the ceiling, the wig still crooked on his head, the skirt bunched around his hips, the top hopelessly out of place, and felt a deep sense of inadequacy build inside him, a silent humiliation that had nothing to do with the clothes he was wearing and everything to do with what he hadn't managed to give her.

Beside him, Rebecca's breathing grew shorter and shorter, until it broke into one long, satisfied sigh that he, in that moment, would rather not have heard.

When she opened her eyes again, they lay in silence for a long moment, the white ceiling above them the only thing Daniel could look at without feeling ashamed.


3
The Club

The next evening, neither of them wanted to talk about it.

They ate dinner in near silence, with a kind of mutual attentiveness that wasn't quite embarrassment, but something closer to an unspoken truce. Daniel cleared the table with almost obsessive care, as if lining up the silverware just right could somehow erase the memory of the night before. Rebecca, for her part, seemed lost in thought, her eyes settling on him now and then a little longer than necessary, before drifting back to whatever was in front of her.

They sat on the couch again, and for a while the routine seemed to want to resume its normal course: the television on, the remote in Daniel's hand, the silence filled only by the dialogue of a show neither of them was really following. Daniel felt relieved by that appearance of normalcy, as if not talking about it could somehow make it less real, an isolated episode to file away without much ceremony.

Rebecca, though, didn't seem to share that idea. He caught her glancing at him sideways, then again, until her gaze grew more insistent, almost rehearsed, like someone who has been preparing a speech for a while and is only waiting for the right moment to deliver it.

Then Rebecca made up her mind.

"You didn't last very long yesterday," she said, without preamble, eyes fixed on the screen as if the sentence might slip by unnoticed. "And I know why."

Daniel felt heat climb up his neck. "What do you mean?"

"I mean you liked going out like that."

"Let's not go back to this," he said, setting down the remote more sharply than he meant to. "It was a one-time thing. We already agreed on that."

"You liked it too much for it to be a one-time thing."

"Don't start again."

"I'm starting again, all right!"

"Rebecca, listen," he tried, reaching for a more reasonable tone, "it was strange, embarrassing, and honestly, a little humiliating too, if I'm being honest. I don't understand why we'd repeat something that made me so uncomfortable."

"That's exactly why," she cut in, finally turning to look at him. "You have no idea how you moved when we got back to bed. You have no idea how long it took you to calm down, after."

"That's not true."

"It is true, Daniel. And you know it."

He opened his mouth to argue, but no words came to help him. He stayed there, staring at her, torn between embarrassment and something that dangerously resembled a decision already made to give in.

With the same decisive gesture as the night before, Rebecca reached out and turned off the television. The living room fell into a silence broken only by the distant hum of the refrigerator.

"Come upstairs," she said, standing. "Quickly."

"Rebecca—"

"Move, Daniel."

He stayed seated a few more seconds, searching for an objection that never quite managed to take shape, then stood and followed her up the stairs, with the same mix of reluctance and curiosity that had carried him through the night before.

In the bedroom, Rebecca had already pulled out an outfit different from the one used in the first game: a light, one-piece dress, in a soft fabric that slipped between the fingers, with a skirt as short as the day before's, maybe shorter still. Daniel looked at it hanging on the closet door, wondering how long it had been there, hidden away, waiting for an occasion just like this one.

"You already bought this one too," he said, more a statement than a question.

"Obviously."

She helped him into it with the same methodical care as the night before, smoothing the folds, checking the fit at the hips, adjusting the straps. Her hands moved with a confidence that struck Daniel as almost professional, as if she'd studied every single step in advance.

"There," she said, stepping back to look him over. "Much better."

Then, without giving him time to comment, she turned and began dressing herself, choosing an outfit similar to his, just as short, as if she'd planned the entire evening down to the smallest detail. Daniel watched her apply her makeup quickly in front of the mirror, with fast, precise movements, very different from the patient slowness with which she'd done his the night before.

"We'll be two girlfriends out for a night on the town," she said, checking herself in the mirror.

"What? Where, though?"

"A nightclub."

"No."

"Yes. Move."

"Rebecca, a nightclub has dozens of people in it. It's not like stepping out five minutes for coffee."

"I know."

"What if someone recognizes me?"

"No one's going to recognize you. And even if they did," she added, fixing an earring, "you wouldn't be doing anything wrong. You're just dressed differently than you're used to."

Daniel watched her fix her hair with the same easy naturalness as always, as if the proposal weren't the least bit out of the ordinary, and felt the same feeling from the night before growing inside him: the certainty of having no real choice, mixed with something that dangerously resembled anticipation.

He followed her out of the bedroom, then down the stairs, then to the car parked below the building, without knowing whether he was doing it of his own will or out of pure obedience. But he followed her.

In the car, Rebecca took the wheel with the ease of someone who has already decided every single detail of the evening. Daniel sat beside her, in silence, watching the city lights slide past the window, the skirt riding up now and then whenever he shifted on the seat, forcing him to tug it back down with a nervous gesture, repeated every few minutes.

"Stop pulling at it," Rebecca said, eyes on the road, the faintest smile on her lips. "It's going to ride up again anyway."

"Knowing that doesn't help."

"It's not supposed to help you. It's just supposed to be true."

Rebecca said almost nothing for the rest of the drive, aside from a few clipped directions, but Daniel could sense, even in the silence, a kind of restrained excitement that made her grip the wheel a little harder than necessary on the curves.

They parked in front of a club whose neon sign pulsed in time with dance music that could already be heard from outside, a steady bass line that made the car windows rattle faintly. An orderly line of people waited near the entrance, under the cold light of a streetlamp, girls in shimmering dresses, guys with their shirts open at the chest, all of them absorbed in checking their phones or laughing at something Daniel couldn't hear from where they were.

They sat in the car a few moments longer, the engine off, the silence inside the cabin broken only by the ticking of the dashboard as it cooled. Daniel looked at the line outside, then down at himself, the dress feeling even shorter now that the moment to get out was truly approaching.

"I can't do this," he said, more to himself than to her.

"Yes, you can."

"Rebecca, look at those people. They're all young, they're all—"

"They're all too busy thinking about themselves to look at you," she cut in, with a calm that struck Daniel as almost irritating, so different was it from the chaos he felt inside. "Nobody in there knows you. Nobody will ever know who you really are."

Rebecca turned off the engine and turned to face him, studying him for a long moment. Then her gaze dropped, settling on the skirt, where the fabric once again betrayed that familiar tension.

"You can't go in like that," she said, in a tone somewhere between reproach and amusement.

Before Daniel could answer, her hand had already moved, slipping under the hem of the dress with a quick, sure gesture. Her fingers moved without hesitation, direct, as if they knew exactly what to do and exactly how long it would take.

Daniel went rigid against the seat, his head tipping back on instinct, his breath catching in his throat. "Rebecca—"

"Shh. It'll just take a second."

It did take, truly, little more than a second. The motion of her hand, decisive and unhesitating, quickly finished what the tension of the evening had already been building toward. Daniel felt himself shaken by a brief spasm, his forehead beaded with sweat despite the car's air conditioning, his fingers gripping the edge of the seat, a muffled moan dying in his throat before it could fully escape.

Rebecca withdrew her hand with the same ease she'd used it, as if she'd simply smoothed out a crooked fold in the dress, and wiped her fingers with a tissue pulled from the dashboard.

"Better," she said, checking the fabric of the skirt once more, now settled. "Let's go."

Daniel sat still for a few seconds, his chest rising and falling rapidly, trying to compose himself before getting out of the car. His legs trembled slightly as he followed Rebecca toward the entrance, his mind still reeling from what had just happened, so fast it barely felt real. The cold night air on his bare legs slowly brought him back to reality, a sharp contrast to the heat still lingering on his skin.

At the register, Rebecca handed over the money with an easy smile. "Two, for the ladies," she told the young man behind the glass, without the slightest hesitation.

The security guard, a huge man with his arms crossed over his chest, barely glanced at them before opening the door without a single question, with a bored nod that left Daniel with a fleeting, almost absurd sense of relief. No lingering stare, no questions, no hesitation: just the ordinary routine of any Saturday night, two women walking into a club like so many others.

Inside, the music was deafening, a wall of sound that made every word nearly impossible to make out except from just a few inches away. Colored lights sliced through air thick with artificial smoke, flashing intermittently over a dance floor already crowded with moving bodies. The smell of alcohol and sweat mixed with the sickly-sweet trace of some perfume in the air, a wave of sensation that hit Daniel all at once.

Daniel stopped just past the threshold, overwhelmed by the volume, the lights, the glances he could feel — or maybe only imagined — landing on him from every direction. His legs, already worn out from the heels and the tension in the car, felt even less steady in the middle of that chaos of bodies and movement.

A group of girls walked past them, laughing, and one of them shot Daniel a quick, almost distracted glance before turning back to her friends without any further interest. It was that very indifference, paradoxically, that made him lose his breath for an instant: nobody was staring at him, nobody seemed to notice anything strange about him, and that, perhaps, was the most disorienting detail of all, harder to accept even than the kiosk owner's lingering stare the night before.

Rebecca took him by the hand, leaning in close to his ear to be heard over the music. "Let's go!"

He hesitated a moment longer, his feet feeling rooted to the floor, his eyes darting nervously over the crowd, searching in vain for something steady to hold on to in the middle of all that motion.

"Daniel," she repeated, closer now, her voice barely distinguishable above the volume of the music. "It's all fine. You're with me."

He nodded, without conviction, his eyes still lost among the lights chasing each other above the dance floor, the bodies moving like a single compact mass to the beat of the bass. For an instant he thought he recognized, somewhere in the crowd, a gaze that lingered longer than it should have, but when he tried to find it again it had already vanished, swallowed by the general motion.

Rebecca didn't wait any longer. With a firm grip she pulled him inside, toward the pulsing heart of the club, past small clusters of people moving to the beat, lights changing color every few seconds, speakers vibrating under their feet. Daniel could do nothing but follow her, swallowed up by the music, by the lights, by an evening that once again felt like it was slipping completely out of his hands, one step after another, further and further from the person he'd been just two days before.


4
Hands on Rebecca

They found two open stools at the bar, in a corner where the music seemed just slightly less deafening. Rebecca ordered for both of them, holding up two fingers to the bartender and pointing at something on the cocktail menu without even trying to be heard over the noise.

Daniel looked around, trying to adjust to the flickering lights, the colored reflections bouncing off the bottles lined up behind the bar. The stool was uncomfortable, too tall for legs unused to heels, and he had to grip the edge of the bar to find some kind of balance.

The drinks arrived a few minutes later, brightly colored, with a straw and a slice of fruit wedged on the rim. Daniel took a sip, feeling the alcohol go down with a sudden warmth that, for a moment, made him forget the skirt, the lights, the stares.

"Better?" Rebecca asked, leaning her mouth close to his ear.

"A little."

They drank in silence for a few minutes, watching the dance floor from a distance, the constant movement of bodies under lights that changed color every few seconds. Daniel was starting to relax, lulled by the alcohol and by the fact that, for the moment, no one seemed to be paying him any particular attention.

Then a guy approached the bar, stopped beside Rebecca, and said something Daniel couldn't hear. She laughed, a laugh that reached him clearly enough despite the volume of the music, and nodded.

"I'll be right back," she said, leaning toward him.

"Rebecca—"

But she was already off the stool, following the guy toward the dance floor, leaving him there, alone, with a glass now nearly empty in his hands.

Daniel stayed seated, eyes fixed on the bar, trying to compose himself in a way he didn't actually feel. Every so often he glanced up at the dance floor, searching for Rebecca's shape in the crowd, but the flickering lights made it hard to make out anything clearly beyond the first few yards.

That was when someone sat down on the stool beside his.

A man, maybe a decade younger than him, with a thick, striking black mustache, his shirt open nearly to the sternum to show off a hairy chest, black hair, curly and long, falling over his shoulders. He had the look of someone who'd been coming to places like this for years, as comfortable amid the noise and lights as a fish in water. He settled onto the stool with the ease of someone used to approaching strangers without the slightest hesitation.

"Can I buy you a drink?" he asked, without much preamble, waving to the bartender before Daniel could even answer.

Panic gripped Daniel's stomach. He opened his mouth, but no sound came out. He knew perfectly well that his voice, no matter how he tried to shape it, wouldn't survive a single close exchange with this man, not with this music, not at this distance. He thought back for a moment to how clumsily he'd greeted the kiosk owner, just the night before, and understood he couldn't afford the same mistake here: too close, too attentive, too dangerous.

He nodded.

"Here by yourself?" the man went on, shifting a little closer on the stool.

Daniel shook his head.

"With friends?"

An affirmative nod, eyes lowered to the drink the bartender had just set in front of him.

"You don't talk much," the man observed, with a smile meant to be charming. "I like that."

Daniel only managed a faint smile, a tense one he hoped would pass for shyness rather than pure terror. The man kept asking him questions — his name, where he was from, whether he'd been to this place before — and Daniel answered each one with a nod of the head, a silent yes or no, his hand gripping the glass like an anchor.

It was right as he nodded to a question he hadn't even fully understood, distracted by the tension, that his gaze drifted, almost by chance, toward a corner of the club, past the dance floor, where a few low couches offered a bit of respite from the dancing.

And he saw her.

Rebecca was sitting on the lap of the guy who had asked her to dance, her arms around his neck, her face close to his.

Daniel felt the blood freeze in his veins.

For a moment he couldn't think at all, the noise of the club dissolving into a distant, indistinct hum, every bit of his attention narrowing onto that scene, unable to look away. He wanted to stand, cross the floor, say something, make a scene the way any man would upon seeing his partner in a stranger's arms. But a single, fast, paralyzing thought stopped him: the skirt, the heels, the wig, the makeup. He couldn't. Not like this, not dressed this way, not with a voice that wasn't his own.

He watched Rebecca lean toward the guy and kiss him.

His ears began to ring, a sharp sound layered over the music, while his stomach clenched in a grip that had nothing to do with the alcohol he'd just drunk. He stayed frozen on the stool, his gaze glued to the scene as if something were holding him fixed by the back of the neck, unable even to blink.

The kiss showed no sign of ending. If anything, it seemed to deepen, Rebecca's fingers tightening in the guy's hair, her head tilted to one side in a way Daniel knew all too well, the very same way she tilted it when she kissed him.

That was when he saw the guy's hand start to move down.

It slid along Rebecca's hip with calculated slowness, then lower still, until it met the hem of the skirt, lifting it, an inch at a time, with the ease of someone who knows exactly what they're doing and is in no hurry to do it. Daniel watched the fingers disappear beneath the fabric, the wrist moving in a slow, almost lazy rhythm, while Rebecca kept kissing him, giving no sign she wanted him to stop. No one around them seemed to notice a thing, each of them absorbed in their own corner of the evening, their own music, their own dancing, indifferent to a scene that, to Daniel, felt like the only real thing in the entire club.

Daniel gripped his glass so hard he feared for a moment it might shatter between his fingers. He wanted to look away, knew he should, and yet he couldn't tear his eyes off that hand, off that motion hidden beneath the skirt that he could imagine all too well, having felt it himself just the day before, in a car identical to the one they'd arrived in tonight.

He watched Rebecca's shoulders go rigid, her back arching slightly against the guy's chest, a brief but unmistakable shudder running through her whole body, while his hand, still beneath the fabric, showed no sign of intending to pull back.

"You okay?" the mustached man asked, probably noticing his fixed stare, the sudden paleness.

Daniel nodded, without looking at him, unable to tear his eyes from the scene, from the kiss that seemed like it would never end, from the hand that still hadn't moved, from the far-too-fresh memory of an identical sensation on his own skin.

Then, finally, Rebecca pulled back. She leaned in for a moment toward the guy's ear, her lips almost touching his skin, and whispered something Daniel couldn't hear, drowned out as it was by the volume of the music. The guy nodded, a slow, almost knowing nod, as his hands finally withdrew from her body.

Rebecca rose from the couch, smoothing the hem of her dress with a quick gesture, a smile still on her lips. She crossed the floor with a steady stride, her eyes searching for something, or rather someone, until she found him.

She reached the bar and, without even glancing at the mustached man, took Daniel by the hand.

"Let's go," she said, simply.

The mustached man tried to say something, but Rebecca ignored him completely, pulling Daniel off the stool with a force that left no room for argument. She guided him through the crowd, toward the exit, without looking back once.

Daniel let himself be pulled along, his eyes still turned toward the couch where the guy remained seated, one last image he carried with him across the crowded floor, past bodies moving indifferent to their passing, lights still flashing as if nothing at all had happened.

Outside, the cool night air hit them like a slap, a sharp contrast to the suffocating heat of the club. Daniel followed Rebecca to the car, still unable to form a coherent thought, the ringing in his ears slowly fading but not entirely gone.

They got in the car, and Rebecca slammed the door shut, then burst out laughing, a free, almost uncontrolled laugh that seemed to release all the tension of the evening.

Daniel looked at her, unable to say anything.

"What a night," she said, still laughing, wiping away the trace of a tear at the corner of her eye. "Did you see that guy? He had no idea what was going on, I think he really believed you were—"

She stopped, looking at him more closely, and her smile widened even further.

"What's the matter with you?" she asked, her eyes dropping to Daniel's skirt, where the fabric had risen again in that now-familiar way. "You're funny."

"Rebecca, I saw you—"

"I know what you saw." Her tone was light, almost amused, without a trace of guilt.

"And you don't have anything to say to me?"

"What am I supposed to say?" She looked at him, head tilted slightly, as if the question genuinely surprised her. "We both had a good time, didn't we? You with your mustached friend, me with mine."

"It's not the same thing and you know it."

"Maybe not," she admitted, without losing that light tone. "But tonight I don't want to talk about it. I just want to enjoy what's left of the evening."

"Not now," she added, reaching over and giving him a quick, almost absent-minded tap, right there, over the taut fabric of the skirt. "At home, maybe."

That single touch was enough — after all the tension built up through the evening, the sight of that kiss, the fear, the embarrassment in front of the mustached man — to strip Daniel of every last bit of control. He went rigid against the seat with a brief shudder, eyes shut, a held breath escaping all at once, trembling.

Rebecca looked at him, not laughing this time. Her expression turned stern, one Daniel knew well and that never promised anything good.

"You'd better recharge before we get home," she said, her voice firm, "or I'm going back inside alone."

Daniel, his face burning, the skirt still a mess, could do nothing but nod, eyes down, unable to meet hers.

Rebecca started the engine, and at that exact moment, from the purse resting between the seats, came the short, familiar sound of a message arriving, her phone's notification tone standing out sharply in the sudden silence of the car.

Daniel instinctively glanced at the purse, then at Rebecca, saying nothing. She made no move at all to check the phone, her eyes fixed on the road ahead, as if the sound hadn't touched her at all.

"Aren't you going to see who it is?" he asked, his voice still uncertain.

"Later," Rebecca answered, simply, shifting into gear.

The car slid away into the night, toward home, while Daniel kept staring at the purse out of the corner of his eye, unable to stop wondering who could be texting at this hour, and about what.


5
Out of Control

They closed the front door behind them, and Daniel couldn't hold back any longer.

"I saw you," he said, his voice shaking more from restrained anger than embarrassment, as he pulled off his shoes with jerky, almost violent movements. "I saw you perfectly, Rebecca. His hands on you, his mouth on yours. And then—"

He stopped for a moment, as if saying the rest out loud might make it all even more real.

"And then I saw his hand under your skirt. I saw it move, I saw it disappear under the fabric, and I saw you arch, saw you shudder, like he'd slipped his fingers inside you, right there, in front of everyone, in front of me!"

His voice had risen, betraying an agitation he could no longer control. Rebecca stayed silent, leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, her eyes watching him with a cold, almost clinical attention, without a trace of the lightness she'd shown in the car.

"Nothing to say?" he asked, his voice cracking slightly. "No explanation? No apology?"

Rebecca let him talk a little longer, without moving a muscle, while Daniel listed off, almost reliving the scene word for word, every detail of what he'd seen: the fingers tangled in the guy's hair, the way her head had tilted, the wrist moving beneath the skirt with that slowness that had nearly made him sick at the bar.

When he finally stopped, out of breath, Rebecca kept staring at him for a few more seconds before speaking.

"Are you finished, then, with your pointless little scene?"

"It's not a pointless scene. I want an explanation."

"Just look at yourself."

Her tone shifted slightly, grew sharper, and above all, something in the way she addressed him struck Daniel harder than any single word: she was speaking to him in the feminine, as if that night at the club had never really ended, as if he were still, in every way, the person he'd been forced to play.

"Look at what you're wearing," Rebecca repeated, her eyes traveling over the dress still on Daniel's body, the short skirt, the heels, the wig slightly askew after the evening. "You went out, you drank, you played shy with a man at the bar, answering only with nods. And now you have the nerve to make a scene with me?"

"It's not the same thing!"

"It's exactly the same thing," she said, stepping closer. "Except you didn't have the nerve to go any further. I did."

Daniel opened his mouth to argue, but no words came to his aid. He stood there, motionless, the anger slowly giving way to something closer to bewilderment, desperately searching for an argument that might tip the balance back, and finding none.

"See?" Rebecca said, noticing his silence. "No answer."

"Now go upstairs," Rebecca said, in a tone that allowed no argument. "And if you haven't recharged, I swear I'll call that guy back, the one who texted."

Daniel felt a cold shiver run down his spine. "So you gave him your number."

"Of course." She said it with a disarming ease, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. "He asked. What was I supposed to do, in your opinion? Turn him down and make a moralizing scene in the middle of the dance floor?"

"You could have said no."

"I didn't want to say no."

The simplicity of that answer left Daniel speechless, his anger draining away entirely, replaced by a mix of humiliation and something he recognized, with a kind of horror, as dangerously close to arousal.

"Now move," Rebecca repeated, "and get upstairs to the bedroom."

Daniel obeyed, climbing the stairs with an unsteady step, his heels striking each one like a silent counterpoint to the tension still gripping his stomach. In the bedroom he paused a moment, then lay down on the bed, on his back, exactly as he had the night before, without even needing to be told.

Rebecca joined him a few minutes later, closing the door with a sharp motion. She paused for a moment on the threshold, watching him lying on the bed, still dressed, the wig crooked, the makeup slightly smudged from the evening, and in that look Daniel read something he couldn't quite decipher: it wasn't only the sternness from before anymore, but something hungrier, more impatient.

She stepped up to the bed, and without a word lifted her own very short skirt, climbing onto him with the same determination she'd shown climbing the stairs.

She settled on top, balanced on her knees, her hands braced against his chest, her eyes fixed on him with an intensity that left no room for argument. Daniel felt her weight press against his hips, the thin fabric of the skirt pulling tight with every movement, and he wanted to say something, ask again, protest, but every thought dissolved the moment she began to move, slowly at first, almost cautious, as if she wanted to study every reaction before going further.

"Look at me," she said, her voice low, more an order than a request. "Don't close your eyes, not this time."

Daniel obeyed, his eyes fixed on her, on the way her hips moved, on her own breath starting to grow short. Rebecca's hands slid from his chest to his shoulders, then higher, gripping the edge of the pillow on either side of his head, her body leaning slightly forward with every movement, the raised skirt offering a glimpse of everything that stayed hidden.

This time it lasted a little longer. Rebecca controlled the pace with precision, slowing every time she felt him near the point of no return, studying his breath, the way his hands gripped the sheets, as if she'd learned to read every single signal his body gave off. Whenever she felt him speeding up too much, she'd stop completely, staying motionless above him for a few seconds, her eyes watching him with a mix of amusement and concentration, before starting again, slower than before.

"Not yet," she whispered, when she saw him tense beneath her for the third time. "Wait."

Daniel gritted his teeth, his hands searching desperately for something to grip, the sheets beneath his fingers, his whole body seeming to shake with the effort of holding back. Rebecca leaned down toward him, her face very close to his, her breath warm against his cheek.

"You're doing well," she murmured, moving again, more decisively now. "Much better than yesterday."

The words, even more than the movement, were what nearly broke him. Daniel closed his eyes for an instant, disobeying the order from moments before, and Rebecca noticed immediately, slowing down abruptly, almost punishing him for that brief lapse.

"I said look at me."

He opened his eyes again, feeling his heart race, not only from the effort of holding back but from that strange tension that had built between them, a mix of unresolved conflict and desire that made everything more intense than usual. Rebecca resumed, more decisive than before, the rhythm growing less and less controlled, both their breaths mingling in the warm air of the room.

At some point she leaned in even closer, her lips just barely grazing his ear. "You were thinking about him, weren't you. When you were watching me from the bar."

"No," Daniel managed to say, in barely a whisper.

"Liar."

The movement resumed, more insistent, and Daniel felt every last shred of control slowly crumble under that rhythm, under those whispered words that seemed meant to torment him as much as arouse him. But once again, in the end, it wasn't enough. Not for her, anyway.

Daniel felt that familiar wave building, more slowly this time than the night before, but still too soon for what he would have wanted. He tried to hold back, to think about something else, but the sight of her above him, her hips moving, her eyes half-closed, was stronger than any attempt at control. He arched against her with a muffled moan, his body shaken by one long tremor that ran through him completely.

Rebecca stayed motionless above him for another moment, her breath just slightly quickened, her eyes fixed on him with an expression hard to read, then rolled off to the side without a word, her face missing the satisfaction Daniel would have wanted to see.

She lay beside him in silence, and after a few seconds reached toward the nightstand, picking up her phone. Her fingers began moving frantically over the keyboard, her face lit by the cold glow of the screen, an expression of concentration that struck Daniel as almost more intimate than anything that had happened up to that point.

He heard the phone buzz, once, then again, and each time he watched Rebecca quickly type out a reply, her eyes fixed on the screen, her lips curving faintly with every message received. He counted at least five notifications, maybe six, spaced only a few seconds apart, while he lay motionless beside her, unable to ask, unable even to turn and look at the screen.

"Who is it?" he finally asked, his voice weaker than he would have liked.

"No one," she answered, without lifting her eyes from the phone, her thumb still moving quickly over the keyboard.

"Rebecca."

"I said no one."

Daniel didn't push further, sensing that any other question would only run into the same wall, and lay there staring at the ceiling, listening to the light tapping of her fingers on the screen, every sound a small blow reminding him just how little control he now had over that evening, over this new version of the two of them.

Eventually Rebecca set the phone down on the nightstand, the screen slowly dimming, leaving the room once more in half-light.

For a moment she didn't move. Then her hand slid, slow, down her own body, past her stomach, until it disappeared between her thighs, her eyes closing, her breath starting to grow uneven. Daniel watched her out of the corner of his eye, not daring to turn fully toward her, feeling at once excluded and strangely drawn into that private moment she hadn't even tried to hide from him.

Daniel kept staring at the ceiling, feeling every movement of hers beside him, the rustle of the sheet, her breath growing shorter and shorter. He heard her stir, her back arching slightly, her fingers moving in an increasingly insistent rhythm, her breath coming out broken in pieces.

And then, right in the instant before she went still, he thought he heard her whisper a name.

It wasn't his.


6
Strange Thoughts

The next morning, the kitchen was filled with the same clear light filtering through the curtains, the coffee maker gurgling softly on the counter. Daniel was already dressed for the office, his tie still loose around his neck, while Rebecca sat at the table with her hands wrapped around her mug, her eyes seeming lost somewhere else entirely.

They ate in silence for a few minutes, a silence different from the easy kind they usually shared, tenser, heavier with things unsaid. Daniel watched Rebecca out of the corner of his eye, trying to read what was going through her head, but she stayed unreadable, her eyes fixed on the mug as if it held something far more interesting than the usual morning coffee.

"Tonight we're going back," she said, suddenly, without lifting her eyes from the mug.

Daniel froze, spoon halfway to his mouth. "Where?"

"That club."

"No." The word came out sharper than he'd meant it to. "I don't like this game anymore."

Rebecca finally looked up, fixing him with a calm, almost bored expression, as if discussing something already settled long ago.

"I said we're going back, and it's not a game anyway."

"Please..."

"I said we're going back."

The tone left no room for argument, the same firmness Daniel had already learned to recognize and, so far, had never managed to truly stand against. He sat in silence, the spoon still hovering over the mug, searching for something to say that might shake that decision loose, but nothing came to him, no objection that hadn't already been said and ignored the night before.

He finished his coffee quickly, nearly burning himself, and left the house without another word, the door closing behind him with the same sharp sound that now seemed to accompany every one of his exits from that house.

On the street, walking toward the bus stop, he couldn't think of anything else. Rebecca's words echoed in his head with every step, along with the images from the night before: the couch, the guy's hands, the whisper in the ear, the phone buzzing in the dark of the bedroom.

The office offered no distraction. He sat down at his desk, opened his computer, started scrolling through emails without really reading them, his eyes settling on the words without his brain managing to hold on to any meaning. A coworker spoke to him twice before he answered, and when he did, his own voice sounded distant even to himself.

Mid-morning he got up and headed for the restroom, more out of a need to step away from his desk for a few minutes than any real necessity. He shut himself in one of the stalls, leaned his back against the door, and stood there, motionless, listening to the distant hum of the air conditioning.

Almost without realizing it, he found himself murmuring a few words under his breath, trying to raise the pitch of his voice, to make it lighter, thinner, exactly as he'd tried to do at the kiosk, exactly as he hadn't managed to do with the mustached man. "Good morning," he whispered, then again, "good morning," reaching each time for a different tone, an inflection that might come close to what Rebecca had implicitly asked of him.

He stopped abruptly, realizing what he was doing, his face heating with embarrassment even there, alone, with no one to hear him. And yet, absurd as it was, he couldn't quite stop right away. He tried again, this time whispering longer sentences, attempting to reproduce the light, easy tone Rebecca always used with him, wondering if one day it might actually sound natural, or if he'd always be as clumsy as he'd been at the kiosk, at the bar.

He looked at himself in the mirror on his way out of the stall, studying his own reflection with an attentiveness that wasn't usually his, wondering what it was in that voice, in that face, that could actually pass for feminine, and how much more practice it would take before he could manage it without looking ridiculous.

He returned to his desk lost in thought, his mind still tangled up in that pointless exercise, when the coworker at the next station, a man in his forties with whom he usually exchanged only a few polite words, turned toward him.

"You doing okay, Daniel?" he asked, in a tone more curious than concerned.

"Yeah, yeah," he answered, distracted, without thinking much about it.

The coworker looked at him a moment longer than necessary, his head tilted slightly. "Your voice sounds strange today. You coming down with something?"

Daniel felt a cold shiver run down his spine. "No, no, I'm fine," he said quickly, trying to bring his tone back to normal, but the very haste with which he said it betrayed the tension even more, making his voice sound even more uncertain, even more out of place.

"You sure? You almost sound—" The coworker stopped himself, shaking his head with a half smile, as if he'd dismissed the thought before even fully forming it. "Never mind. Maybe it's just my hearing today."

"Maybe it's just tiredness," Daniel added, trying to give the conversation a normal tone, even though his own voice still sounded foreign to his own ears.

"Could be. Get some rest tonight, anyway."

Daniel forced a tense smile, nodding, and turned quickly back to his computer screen, his heart pounding harder than it needed to. He spent the next few minutes staring at an open email without reading a single word of it, terrified that the pointless exercise in the restroom had somehow left a mark, an audible trace that now risked giving him away even here, in the most ordinary and safe place in his day.

The day dragged on, too slowly, every hour seeming to stretch beyond all reasonable measure. Daniel checked the clock more times than he would have liked to admit, hoping each time that the hands had moved further than they actually had.

During his lunch break he went out for a short walk, trying to shake off the tension that gave him no rest, but he found no relief there either. He seemed to see, among the crowd on the sidewalk, an unreasonable number of men with mustaches: one by the newsstand, one sitting at a café table, one crossing the street right in front of him. Each time, his heart gave a small lurch, an involuntary reflex that made him look twice, searching their features for something that resembled that man, before realizing they were just strangers, ordinary faces encountered by chance on an ordinary sidewalk.

He knew it was absurd, that his mind was simply projecting the memory of that night everywhere, and yet he couldn't stop noticing them, one after another, as if the whole world had decided to keep reminding him of what awaited him. He stopped in front of a shop window, pretending to look at something on display, just to give himself a moment to breathe, an instant when he didn't have to meet anyone's eyes.

He went back to his desk without having eaten anything, his stomach too tight to let anything through. In the afternoon, a meeting with his manager forced him to focus for a good half hour, and for that brief stretch he almost managed to forget, almost managed to feel like the person he'd always been before that weekend. But the moment he was back at his desk, the thought resurfaced with the same insistence as before, like a wave that pulls back only to return stronger.

He tried texting her, a timid attempt to reopen the conversation. He deleted the message twice before even sending it, knowing it wouldn't do any good. He knew by now that once Rebecca made up her mind about something, there was no way to change it. He'd learned that in the earliest years of their relationship, long before this game, long before the skirt and the heels and the makeup carefully applied to his face: once she decided, the rest of the world simply had to fall in line.

He thought back to all the times that same stubbornness had led him somewhere he never would have chosen on his own: a move decided over a single weekend, a vacation planned in twenty-four hours without consulting him, even the dog they'd adopted three years earlier, who'd arrived home without him ever having had any say in it. Every time he'd given in, and every time, in the end, he'd found that those sudden decisions led to something, for better or worse. But this time was different. This time the price to pay felt higher, more intimate, harder to justify even to himself.

He looked out the office window, the sky slowly beginning to darken, and felt his stomach tighten even further at the thought of what awaited him that evening. He didn't know if it was fear, or something else he still didn't have the courage to call by its true name.

The clock finally struck six. Daniel shut down his computer, gathered his things with slow, almost reluctant movements, and left the office along with the other coworkers, without exchanging a word with anyone. The coworker from earlier shot him one last glance as he passed his desk, but said nothing more, and Daniel was more grateful for that than he could have expressed.

Outside, the evening air was already cool, and the thought of what awaited him at home followed him the whole way, one step after another, as the city around him lit up with the first artificial lights of the night. Every illuminated shop window, every bus stop, every familiar corner of the route seemed charged with new meaning, as if the entire city knew what awaited him and watched him pass with the same mix of curiosity and judgment he'd felt all day, on the subway, at the office, even in his own reflection in the restroom mirror.

He slowed his pace as he approached the front door of the building, trying to stretch out those last few minutes before having to face Rebecca again, her determination, that evening he now knew there was no way to avoid.


7
Two Friends at Dinner

When he got home, Rebecca was already waiting for him in the living room, sitting on the couch with a satisfied look Daniel was increasingly learning to fear.

On the coffee table sat a bag with the logo of a boutique he didn't recognize, and beside it, folded carefully over a chair, an outfit unlike anything he'd seen so far: longer, falling to mid-thigh, but with a full skirt that seemed to move with the slightest step, flowing, light.

"We're switching things up a little tonight," Rebecca said, standing to pick up the dress and show it to him properly.

Daniel studied it, then his gaze dropped to a pair of tall boots set beside the bag, the glossy leather rising well past the knee.

"Elegant," she remarked, handing them to him.

"Slutty," he said, unable to hold back.

Rebecca burst out laughing, a genuine laugh that, for a moment, lifted the tension built up over the whole day. "I have some too, see," she said, pointing to a large paper bag in the corner of the living room, holding what looked like a shoebox identical to his.

"We're going to dinner first," she added, turning serious again. "But don't embarrass me."

"What do you mean?"

"Don't get worked up like you usually do." She said it in an almost motherly tone, as if giving an obvious instruction. "I picked the fuller skirt on purpose, it should show less. I made a reservation at Paul's, downtown."

Daniel felt his stomach tighten at the thought of an elegant restaurant, waiters, other guests, an environment even more exposed than a dark, noisy club like the one from the night before. But he already knew, from Rebecca's tone, that there was no room to argue.

They got dressed in silence, her helping him with the dress's zipper, adjusting every detail once again with the same meticulous care as the other nights. The boots reached almost to mid-thigh, snug but not uncomfortable, and for the first time Daniel noticed how, walking, the dress and the boots together created a line that, seen in the mirror, struck him as almost elegant, in a way he hadn't expected.

"See?" Rebecca said, watching him in the mirror's reflection as she fixed her own hair. "It's not always about tiny skirts and sky-high heels. Sometimes elegance works better."

Daniel studied himself a moment longer, turning slightly to see how the skirt fell, how the boots seemed to lengthen the line of his legs in a way he'd never considered before. He couldn't have said whether that feeling was closer to embarrassment or to a strange, unexpected sense of satisfaction.

They went down to the garage and got in the car, Rebecca at the wheel again. They drove along the beltway in a silence broken only by the radio at low volume, until she spoke, her eyes on the road.

"One more thing," she said. "For the whole evening, you'll need to speak in the feminine. If something masculine slips out, someone might notice."

"Rebecca—"

"And your name too," she went on, as if she hadn't heard him. "Tonight you'll be called Danielle."

Daniel stayed silent, the name echoing strangely in his head, almost ridiculous, and yet undeniably close to his own, as if it were nothing more than a slightly distorted version of himself.

"Danielle," she repeated, as if testing the sound of it. "I like it."

They arrived at the restaurant a few minutes later. The place was exactly as Daniel had pictured it: soft lighting, white tablecloths, a piano playing quietly in one corner, waiters moving between tables with measured, discreet steps. They were led to a table near the window, and Daniel sat down with his back straight, hands clasped in his lap, trying to remember every single instruction Rebecca had given him along the way.

The maître d' had greeted them both with a courteous nod, without the slightest hint of hesitation, and Daniel found himself thinking that maybe, in this more polished, more formal setting, the risk of being exposed was actually lower than in a crowded, noisy place like the one from the night before. No one here seemed to have the time or the inclination to look too closely at other guests, everyone absorbed in their own conversation, their own plate, their own evening.

It was Rebecca who ordered, for both of them, trading a few light remarks with the waiter while Daniel sat there, eyes down on a menu he hadn't really even read, limiting himself to nodding whenever asked for an opinion.

The wine arrived shortly after, along with the appetizers, and for a brief moment Daniel nearly managed to relax, lulled by the quiet atmosphere of the restaurant, the soft music, the fact that no one around them seemed to be paying them any particular attention.

It was in that very moment of calm that a waiter approached their table, carrying a bottle of champagne neither of them had ordered.

"Compliments of the gentleman at that table," he said, gesturing discreetly toward an elegant man seated not far off, in an impeccable dark suit, his gray hair carefully combed.

Rebecca smiled, raising her glass toward the man in a gesture of thanks. The man, taking that as an invitation, rose from his own table and approached theirs, carrying with him an easy elegance that seemed to belong to him naturally.

"I hope you don't mind," he said, stopping beside them. "But I couldn't help noticing two such lovely ladies, sitting alone on an evening like this."

He took Daniel's hand first, leaning down to brush it lightly with his lips, then did the same with Rebecca's. Daniel felt his heart hammering in his chest, his hand trembling almost imperceptibly as the man held it a moment longer than necessary.

"May I?" he asked, gesturing to the empty chair at their table, and without waiting for a real answer he sat down, pouring the champagne into three glasses with confident movements.

He began to talk, introducing himself with a name Daniel forgot almost immediately, telling them something about his work, a company that seemed to have earned him the kind of quiet security typical of someone who's never had to worry much about money. But above all, the whole time, his eyes stayed fixed on Daniel, with an attention that left no doubt about which of the two had truly caught his interest.

"And what do you do?" he asked, addressing Daniel directly, his tone warm, almost knowing.

Panic gripped Daniel's throat. He glanced at Rebecca for a moment, searching for silent help, and she stepped in with her usual ease.

"Danielle's fairly private," she said, resting a hand on Daniel's arm in an affectionate gesture. "She prefers listening to talking."

"A rare quality, these days," the man remarked, without taking his eyes off Daniel. "Most people I meet do nothing but talk about themselves."

Daniel answered with nods of the head, a tense smile, a few small murmurs he hoped would pass for shyness, exactly as he had with the mustached man at the bar. He still didn't feel ready, not there, not in that setting, to risk his voice, to ruin everything with one syllable too many that might give him away in front of a stranger so close, so attentive.

The conversation continued lightly for a few minutes, the man telling stories of travels, of restaurants visited around the world, addressing himself mainly to Daniel, who kept answering with the fewest possible words, letting Rebecca carry the rest of the conversation with her usual ease.

At one point the man reached a hand toward the table, brushing Daniel's just barely as he pointed at something outside the window, an apparently casual gesture that lingered longer than necessary, his fingers resting there for a moment, as if testing a reaction. Daniel pulled his hand back with a movement he hoped looked natural, his heart pounding so hard he feared it might be audible even over the sound of the piano.

"Do you like wine?" the man asked, pouring another glass without waiting for an answer, his eyes dropping briefly along Daniel's neck, to the modest neckline of the dress.

"Very much," Rebecca answered in his place, with a smile that invited him to keep going.

The man kept talking for a few more minutes, but his interest in Daniel showed no sign of fading, if anything it seemed to grow more and more obvious, every question directed at him, every glance returning punctually in his direction, all but ignoring Rebecca except for the necessary courtesies.

When the man finally stood to take his leave, he left a business card on the table, setting it down carefully right in front of Daniel.

"In case you'd like a recommendation for another place in the city," he said, with a smile that seemed to hide a good deal more than that.

Before either of them could say anything, the man waved to the waiter and insisted on covering their bill as well, brushing off every one of Rebecca's attempts to object with an elegant gesture. He took his leave with one last bow, and returned to his own table with the same unhurried step he'd arrived with.

Rebecca waited until he was far enough away before speaking, an amused smile on her lips. She reached a hand toward the table, picked up the business card still sitting in front of Daniel, and tucked it into her purse with a quick, almost absent-minded motion.

"You made quite an impression, Danielle," she said, giving the name a slight emphasis. "He seems well-off."

"What are you talking about?" he whispered, still shaken, the memory of that insistent gaze lingering there, like undeniable proof of what had just happened.

Rebecca didn't answer right away. Her hand slid instead under the table, quickly finding the hem of Daniel's full skirt, slipping beneath the fabric with the same easy confidence as always.

Daniel went rigid in his chair, his eyes darting instinctively toward the other tables, terrified someone might notice, but the restaurant carried on with its own indifferent rhythm, the waiters, the murmured conversations, the piano that never stopped playing softly in the background.

"You're becoming someone who gets excited a little too often," she whispered, in a tone somewhere between reproach and amusement, before withdrawing her hand with the same speed she'd used to slip it in.

She laughed, a short, light laugh, and rose from the table, picking up her purse.

"Let's go," she said. "To the club. He's waiting for me."

Daniel stayed seated for a moment, his heart seeming to stop mid-beat, trying to process that sentence, that "he" spoken with the same ease you'd use to announce any ordinary appointment. Then, almost automatically, he stood and followed her out of the restaurant, the heels of his boots ringing against the marble floor of the entrance.

The maître d' saw them off with the same courteous nod as before, without the slightest suspicion, and Daniel found himself wondering how many more evenings like this one awaited him, how many more times he'd have to walk through a place like this feeling, all at once, invisible and terribly exposed.

Outside, the evening air was cool, a relief after the warmth of the restaurant. Rebecca walked briskly toward the parking lot, her stride confident, that of someone who already had every detail of the evening mapped out, while Daniel struggled to keep up with her, the boots, elegant as they were, making every step less certain on the uneven pavement.

"He?" he asked, his voice uncertain, trying to keep pace with her as they crossed the lot toward the car.

Rebecca didn't answer.


8
A Wandering Hand

The club welcomed them with the same wall of sound as the night before, lights slicing through the thick air, bodies moving on a dance floor already crowded. Rebecca led him straight to the bar, the same stools as before, as if the place had already become a habit, a ritual repeating night after night with the same ease as any other domestic routine.

Daniel sat down, the boots pinching slightly at his calves after the evening at the restaurant, and looked around, recognizing a few details of the club that, the night before, in the general panic, he hadn't even noticed: the neon lights behind the bar, the mirrors on the walls multiplying the colored reflections of the dance floor, the bouncer at the entrance who'd greeted them with a nod, almost as if he recognized them.

They hadn't even finished ordering when a guy approached, the same one from the night before, his hair artfully tousled, a smile that already seemed to know the answer before even asking the question.

"Dance?" he asked, hand extended toward Rebecca.

She laughed, setting down her still-full glass, and let herself be led away without even glancing back at Daniel, the same ease, the same naturalness with which she'd already abandoned her stool twenty-four hours before.

Daniel tried to follow her with his eyes, trying to keep track of her among the flickering lights, but before he could get his bearings someone stepped in front of him, blocking his view.

"May I?" said the mustached man, and without waiting for an answer sat down on the stool still warm from Rebecca.

He waved to the bartender, ordering two drinks without even asking Daniel what he wanted. Daniel grabbed his glass the moment it arrived, taking one long sip, then another, searching in that artificial warmth for a bit of the courage he felt slipping away more and more.

The man watched him drink, a smile slowly spreading across his face, then leaned toward him, bringing his mouth close to Daniel's ear to be heard over the music.

"I know you're not who you'd like to be," he whispered, his voice low, almost intimate despite the volume all around them. "Don't worry about it. I like you better this way."

Daniel felt the blood freeze in his veins, the glass trembling slightly between his fingers. For an instant he thought about standing, running, inventing any excuse just to get away from that gaze that seemed to see far too clearly through every single layer of makeup and pretense.

But he didn't move.

"What's your name?" the man asked, staying close, his eyes never leaving Daniel's.

Daniel swallowed, trying to recall every single instruction Rebecca had given him the night before, the higher, lighter tone that, despite the solitary practice sessions in the office restroom, still always came out uncertain.

"Danielle," he managed to say, his voice trembling just slightly but holding, for once, long enough to sound almost believable. "And you?"

"Pablo." The man smiled, pleased perhaps that she'd answered, or perhaps simply by the sound of that name just spoken. "I'm American, but my family's Mexican."

"Nice to meet you," Daniel managed to add, surprised himself by his own boldness in continuing, his heart pounding hard but his voice, for once, not entirely betraying him.

"The pleasure's mine," Pablo answered, moving a little closer on his stool, his knees nearly brushing Daniel's. "You don't often meet someone so quiet in a place like this. Usually it's the exact opposite."

"I'm not very good at talking over all this noise," Daniel said, trying to hold on to that higher tone Rebecca had taught him, every word spoken with the caution of someone walking a tightrope.

"I like that too," Pablo answered, his eyes dropping to Daniel's lips for a moment before meeting his gaze again.

The conversation continued, Pablo telling him something about his work, about a brother who ran a restaurant on the other side of town, while Daniel nodded at regular intervals, his eyes drifting again and again past Pablo's shoulder, searching the crowd for Rebecca's shape.

He found her, eventually, far off, on one of the low couches at the back of the club. She was sitting on the guy's lap, exactly like the night before, arms around his neck, her face leaning toward his for a kiss that seemed like it would never end.

Daniel felt his stomach clench, the same knot as the night before, but this time something was different. This time it was Rebecca's hands moving, sliding along the guy's body with a confidence that struck Daniel as almost indecent to watch, even from that distance, even amid all that movement and those lights that blurred and fragmented everything. He couldn't quite make out exactly what her fingers were doing, but the way the guy reacted, his head tilting back, his shoulders tensing at intervals, was eloquent enough.

For an instant Daniel wondered if it was the same kind of sensation he himself had felt in the car, in front of the club, the night before, that decisive quickness, that lack of hesitation. The thought stirred in him a mix of jealousy and something darker, harder to admit, that he didn't have time to fully examine.

It was right as he was distracted by that scene that he felt Pablo's hand settle on his thigh.

The contact made him jump, his eyes snapping back to Pablo. The hand stayed there, still, warm through the thin fabric of the skirt, while Pablo kept talking as if nothing were happening, as if the gesture were the most natural thing in the world.

"You okay?" Pablo asked, noticing the jump, but not withdrawing his hand.

"Yes," Daniel answered, his voice trembling just slightly. "Just... wasn't expecting that."

"Forgive me if I'm direct," Pablo said, with a smile that betrayed no real remorse. "But I don't like wasting time."

Daniel wanted to pull away, stand up, invent an excuse, but his body wasn't responding to his commands with the same urgency as his mind. He stayed frozen, his heart pounding harder and harder, while Pablo's hand crept upward imperceptibly, his fingers moving with the same calculated slowness Daniel had seen elsewhere, had already felt on his own skin.

Then Pablo leaned in further, his face just inches from Daniel's, his lips parting slightly, and Daniel understood what was about to happen an instant before it actually did.

He should have pulled back. He knew it, felt it clearly in every rational fiber of his body. There was still time, an instant, maybe two, in which one word, one simple turn of the head, could have stopped everything. But when Pablo's lips found his, he did nothing to stop them. He stayed there, motionless, as if trapped in a cage built from his own fear, unable to tell whether that paralysis was refusal or something else, a new sensation, one he hadn't believed he could feel in that way.

The kiss lasted only a few seconds, but to Daniel it felt endless, his mind crowding with contradictory thoughts while his body stayed still, submissive, almost grateful for a closeness that, at the same time, terrified him. He caught Pablo's scent, a mix of cologne and alcohol, and the rough graze of the mustache against his upper lip, a sensation so foreign, so unlike anything he'd ever felt, that for an instant the rest of the club, the music, the lights, seemed to vanish completely.

He felt ashamed the moment they parted, a wave of heat rising to his face stronger than any other sensation he'd felt up to that point. And he felt even more ashamed when, out of the corner of his eye, he noticed what was happening beneath the skirt, that now-familiar rise of fabric that betrayed everything he would have wanted to deny even to himself.

He tried to cross his legs, to hide himself somehow, but Pablo noticed anyway, a satisfied smile crossing his face, though he said nothing, as if he'd already gotten exactly what he wanted without needing to say it out loud.

It was at that moment that Rebecca approached.

Daniel didn't see her coming, too distracted by his own embarrassment, and only noticed when she was already a few steps from the bar, hand in hand with the guy, both of them wearing a satisfied look that made it all too easy to guess how they'd spent the last half hour. Rebecca's hair was slightly mussed, her lipstick almost entirely worn off, and she walked with that relaxed gait of someone who felt thoroughly satisfied.

"Ready to go?" Rebecca said, simply, as if there were nothing at all strange about the question. "This is Ryan."

"Yes," Daniel answered, almost too quickly, rising from the stool with a haste that betrayed all his eagerness to get away from that bar, from that hand still resting on his thigh. "Bye, Pablo."

"What do you mean, bye, Pablo?" Rebecca said, her gaze moving from Daniel to Pablo with an expression somewhere between amused and questioning. "He's coming with us. Isn't that right, Pablo?"

Daniel felt his stomach tighten again, a mix of surprise and something dangerously close to panic. "Rebecca, I—"

"I said he's coming with us," she repeated, her tone leaving no room for discussion, the same firmness Daniel had by now learned to recognize and, once again, couldn't bring himself to resist.

Pablo smiled, rising from his own stool in turn, without the slightest hesitation, as if the invitation were exactly what he'd expected from the start. "Of course."

He took Daniel's hand in his own, with a confidence that left no room for objection, and pulled him away from the bar, following Rebecca and Ryan who were already heading toward the exit, hand in hand, through the lights and music that kept pulsing around them without pause.

Daniel let himself be led, his eyes fixed on Rebecca's back moving away in front of him, his heart still racing, unable to say whether that feeling was closer to fear or to something else that, by now, he found harder and harder to tell apart. Pablo's hand, warm and sure around his, guided him toward the exit with the same ease you'd use to guide someone you'd known for a long time, and Daniel found within himself not even the strength to pull it away.
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A New Taste

They left the club in the late night, the parking lot nearly empty, the few remaining cars flickering under the streetlamps. The cool air hit Daniel like a slap after the suffocating heat of the club, a momentary relief that did nothing, though, to calm his racing heart.

"You're riding in back with Pablo," Rebecca said, opening the driver's door with the same ease she'd use to give any ordinary instruction, as if she were simply arranging seats for a day trip.

Daniel didn't have time to object. Pablo had already opened the back door for him, inviting him in with a courteous gesture that left no room for hesitation, a light hand on his back guiding him into the car. Ryan settled up front, beside Rebecca, trading a knowing glance with her before the door had even closed. The car pulled away, leaving the club's lights behind.

Daniel sat rigid against the seat, hands clasped in his lap, feeling Pablo's presence beside him like an almost physical weight, even though neither of them had said a word yet. Outside the window, the city lights grew sparser and sparser, replaced gradually by the darkness of the outskirts, then by the even thicker darkness of the countryside.

Rebecca drove for a while, leaving the city behind, turning onto streets that grew narrower and darker, until they found themselves on a dirt road, isolated, flanked only by dark trees and the heavy silence of the night countryside. The engine noise died away, and for a moment nothing remained inside the car but the ticking of the dashboard as it cooled and the breathing of four people, each different from the others, each carrying a tension of their own.

Daniel looked outside, searching for some landmark in the darkness, but found nothing but the shadows of trees and, in the distance, the dim lights of some isolated house. The thought that no one knew where he was at that moment, that no one could reach him or help him if something went wrong, crossed his mind with a clarity that made him shiver, even though some part of him, one he now recognized with growing unease, didn't find that feeling of total surrender to someone else's control entirely unpleasant.

She turned toward the back seat, her eyes meeting Daniel's in the dim light, while she could already feel Pablo's hands moving over her, sliding along her shoulders, then lower. Her expression was different from the sternness of previous nights: softer, almost tender, but with an underlying determination Daniel recognized all too well.

"Let yourself go," she said, her voice low, almost a whisper, barely audible over all their breathing. "Do what I'm doing. Don't think I could be jealous. For tonight, consider yourself free."

Daniel didn't answer. He didn't even know what he could have said, his mind crowding with conflicting thoughts, the urge to protest clashing with an unspeakable curiosity, a part of himself that, with growing horror, he recognized as impatient to find out what would happen.

Then Rebecca turned back to Ryan, and began kissing him, one hand moving quickly to touch him through his pants, while he, in turn, slid his fingers along her thigh, working up beneath the hem of her skirt. Their movements were synchronized, almost choreographed, as if they'd already rehearsed this dance before, on other nights Daniel didn't know about and, perhaps, never would.

Daniel stayed frozen, tense, unable to react, while Pablo, beside him, began moving with the same ease he'd shown all evening, his hands sliding over him without the slightest hesitation, first over his shoulders, then along his chest, finally lower, toward the hem of the dress he still wore.

"Relax," Pablo whispered, his mouth close to Daniel's neck, his warm breath grazing the skin. "No one's going to hurt you."

Daniel closed his eyes for a moment, trying to find some grain of reassurance in those words, but his body stayed rigid, every muscle taut as a cord about to snap. For an instant he thought about how far all of this was from the person he'd been just days before, the man who came home from work, who sat on the couch with the remote in hand, who never could have imagined finding himself, one night, in the back seat of a car parked in the middle of nowhere, with a stranger's hands running over him while his wife, up front, did the same with another man. And yet, absurd as it was, he couldn't find within himself the strength needed to stop it all, to say enough, to turn back.

He looked forward, past the back of the driver's seat, and watched Rebecca's head disappear, the rhythmic motion making his stomach clench, a mix of arousal and humiliation he could no longer tell apart. Ryan's muffled moans filled the car, mingling with the rustle of clothing, the barely audible creak of the seats.

"You need to do what she's doing," Pablo said, his voice low near his ear.

A hand settled on the back of his neck, guiding him downward with a gentleness that nonetheless left no room for refusal. Daniel hesitated for an instant, the thought of saying no crossing his mind, clear, insistent, but Rebecca's words still echoed too loudly: let yourself go, for tonight you're free. He didn't have the courage to resist.

He moved slowly, his heart pounding so hard it felt almost painful, every inch of that descent carrying a weight far beyond the physical gesture itself. He felt Pablo's hand accompanying him, not forcing him but not really leaving him room to pull back either, a quiet, constant control that kept him anchored to a decision not entirely his own. Pablo's scent, a mix of cologne and faint sweat, filled his nostrils, a detail so concrete, so present, that for an instant it seemed like the only real thing in that whole surreal night.

He'd never done this before, not like this, and he tried to manage as best he could, uncertain, learning moment by moment from the sounds Pablo let escape, from the small movements that seemed to guide him toward what worked and what didn't. Every muffled groan from Pablo became a kind of compass, a signal to hold onto in that total lack of experience, while his mind kept chasing thoughts he couldn't stop: the shame, the surprise of discovering how much that forced submission stirred a tension he found hard to define as mere discomfort, the muffled sound of Rebecca and Ryan continuing up front, indifferent to what was happening in the back.

He thought, for one fleeting instant, about how he would have reacted a few days earlier if someone had even suggested a situation like this: he would have called it absurd, impossible, something belonging to a world completely foreign to his ordinary life of office deadlines, dinners on the couch, quiet weekends. And yet here he was, right there, in that back seat, discovering parts of himself he'd never had reason to explore.

He kept going for several minutes, his breath short, his jaw beginning to ache, his neck sore from the awkward position, until he felt Pablo tense beneath him, a change in his breathing, in the rhythm of his hips, that he recognized immediately as a signal, a silent warning of what was about to happen.

He tried to pull back, an instinctive, almost automatic movement, but before he could complete it a hand held him firmly in place, keeping him still, preventing any further movement. For a fraction of a second he thought about actually fighting it, forcing that grip with whatever strength he had left, but the thought vanished almost immediately, replaced by a resignation that surprised him with how easily, how naturally it came. He could do nothing but continue to the end, his body tense, eyes shut, his heart hammering, while every attempt to pull away was undone by that firm, decisive grip that left no room to maneuver.

Only after he'd swallowed everything did the hand finally let him go.

Daniel pulled back, gasping, his eyes turning to look for that hand, expecting to find Pablo's. Instead he found Rebecca's, reaching from the front, between the two seats, her fingers still lingering near the back of his neck.

For a moment he couldn't understand, his mind confused, unable to piece together the exact instant her hand had taken the place of Pablo's, when exactly she'd turned toward him long enough to pin him down with that same determination, that same firmness that had by now become so familiar to him in every other context.

She turned to look at him, her lips moist, her breath carrying the same taste as what Daniel had just swallowed, a satisfied smile lighting her face in the dim light of the car, her eyes shining with that particular gleam Daniel had learned to recognize on previous nights, every time something had gone exactly as she'd planned.

"You did so well, Danielle."

The words echoed inside him with unexpected force, a mix of humiliation and a twisted, distorted pride he never would have imagined he could feel in a situation like this. He didn't know what to say, his throat still tight, his breath struggling to steady itself.

She leaned between the seats and kissed him on the mouth, a deep kiss, their tongues meeting, exchanging those mingled tastes of pleasure, of sweat, of everything that had just happened in that car parked in the middle of nowhere. Daniel closed his eyes, surrendering to the kiss with an abandon that surprised him, forgetting for a moment Pablo beside him, Ryan up front, the darkness of the countryside outside the windows, focusing only on that contact which, despite everything, remained the one familiar thing in a night that now felt like it had completely slipped from his grasp.

From the seat beside him, Pablo watched them in silence, a faint smile on his lips, like someone witnessing something private but no less fascinating to watch for it. Ryan, up front, had just buttoned his pants back up, his breath still a little uneven, his eyes drifting curiously toward the back seat.

When they finally broke apart, Rebecca studied him for another moment, a look that seemed to want to say far more than she'd actually spoken aloud.

"We can go now," she said, pulling away with the same ease she'd begun with, and turned to start the engine, as if nothing extraordinary had just happened, as if that night hadn't just redrawn, once again, the boundaries of everything Daniel thought he knew about himself.

The engine came back to life with a soft rumble, and the car turned onto the dirt road toward the city, the headlights cutting through the darkness of the countryside. Daniel sat in silence, the taste still lingering in his mouth, his body exhausted, his mind struggling to make sense of everything that had just happened.


10
Dark Curls

Beside him, Pablo had already straightened his clothes, calm, as if that night had been nothing more than just another evening. A little while later, though, his fingers found their way again beneath Daniel's skirt, pressing deeper this time, searching with curiosity along the cleft between his cheeks.

Daniel tensed, a shiver running down his spine, unable to say whether it was closer to refusal or to something he no longer had the strength to fully examine. The rest of his body stayed still, his eyes fixed on his own blurred reflection in the window, while his mind chased fragmented thoughts, unable to settle on any one of them long enough to actually face it.

Rebecca noticed in the rearview mirror, her eyes meeting Daniel's for an instant before shifting to Pablo. There was no reproach in her look, only a calm, almost amused attention, like someone watching an experiment unfold exactly as expected.

Ryan, sitting up front beside her, turned slightly to watch the scene, a smile crossing his face, saying nothing, as if he were already used to this kind of dynamic, as if this were far from the first time he'd witnessed something like it.

"She's not ready for that yet," she said, with a smile that left no doubt as to her meaning, "but she will be soon. Leave her be, for now."

Pablo withdrew his hand without asking any questions, with the same ease he'd used it, exchanging a knowing look with Rebecca through the mirror that almost entirely escaped Daniel, too focused on his own breathing to notice that small silent exchange. Daniel said nothing, his gaze fixed out the window, his heart still pounding from that sentence spoken so naturally, that "for now" that already seemed to promise something else, something not yet defined but inevitable, a door left deliberately ajar onto a future Daniel didn't feel ready to imagine yet.

The car stopped in front of the club, its lights still on despite the late hour, the music filtering faintly out to the sidewalk. Pablo and Ryan got out, saying goodbye with a light wave, no ceremony, as if that night had been nothing more than a pleasant interlude among many other possible ones. Daniel watched them walk away toward the entrance, two shapes quickly dissolving among the other people in line, and wondered for a moment whether he'd see them again, and how often that question would become part of his everyday life.

Rebecca pulled away right after, heading home, the silence in the car broken only by the sound of the engine and the occasional rustle of Daniel's skirt against the seat. Neither of them spoke the whole way, and Daniel found himself watching his own blurred reflection in the window, wondering how much of that reflected person truly belonged to him anymore.

They climbed the stairs in silence, a silence different from the one heavy with anger the night before, more like a suspended waiting, something they both knew wasn't over yet. Daniel felt every step beneath the heels of his boots like a small toll marking the approach of something he still couldn't name, a mix of physical exhaustion and tension that showed no sign of easing despite the night now drawing to a close.

They opened the front door, and in the light of the living room Rebecca turned to him at once, without even taking off her shoes, and with a quick motion lifted the front of Daniel's skirt.

"What have you gotten up to here?" she asked, her voice hovering between amusement and genuine curiosity. "How many times, tonight? Is there anything left for me?"

Daniel lowered his eyes, feeling the heat rise to his face with the same intensity as before, maybe even more. He realized, in that instant, that he'd felt pleasure several times over the course of the evening, without even needing direct contact: Pablo's hand on his thigh at the bar, the stolen kiss on the couch, the scene he'd witnessed in the car, the moment in the back seat, each episode piling onto the last until it left a mark Rebecca now studied with such attention, almost with a scientist's pride, like someone checking the results of an experiment that had succeeded beyond every expectation.

"I don't know," he answered, his voice barely audible, unable to find any other words.

"Never mind," she said, not seeming genuinely bothered, letting the skirt fall back with the same carelessness she'd used to lift it, as if that discovery only confirmed something she'd already suspected for a while.

She sat down on the couch, the same couch where it had all begun just a few nights before, the very same couch where Rebecca had first proposed the game that now seemed to have taken on a life of its own, far beyond any initial expectation. She lifted her own skirt, spreading her legs with a natural, unembarrassed gesture, as if that room, that house, were nothing more than a natural extension of everything that had already happened elsewhere that night. It was only then that Daniel noticed she wore nothing underneath, and the sight of that detail, so unexpected and yet so consistent with everything that had already happened that night, took his breath away for an instant.

Rebecca pointed with one finger to that dark patch of curls, a look that left no room for interpretation, a silent expectation Daniel recognized immediately, the same one he'd learned to read since the very first game in that room.

Daniel knelt down in front of her, still in the skirt, the boots, the wig now disheveled from the night, following that gesture without needing any further instruction. He felt the fabric of the skirt pull tight against his knees as he lowered himself, the boots making the position awkward, the floor cold beneath his knees despite the rug, but he didn't stop, didn't hesitate, driven by an urgency that no longer needed words to be understood.

He leaned in, and with his tongue tried to do what, in that moment, he wouldn't have known how to do with anything else, what his spent body couldn't manage, having given in too quickly and too many times that night. He proceeded with the same uncertainty he'd learned only a few hours earlier in the car, trying to remember every small signal, every reaction that might point him in the right direction, aware that this time, more than any other, he needed to give her something genuine, something that might make up for everything the evening had already taken from him.

Rebecca let her head fall back against the couch, her eyes half-closed, her breath slowly beginning to deepen, her fingers weaving into the strands of the wig, guiding his movements just slightly, with the same ease she'd guided every other moment of the evening. Every so often a small sigh escaped her lips, a sound that struck Daniel as the most precious reward he'd earned all night, more than anything else that had happened before it.

He kept going, losing all sense of time, focused entirely on the task, on her breath growing more and more uneven, on her fingers gripping tighter into his fake hair with every small bit of progress. The room around them stayed quiet, lit only by that lamp with the honey-colored shade Rebecca had chosen long ago, the same warm light that had witnessed the very first night of this whole game, back when it had still seemed like an isolated whim, an experiment meant to end in a single night.

Daniel couldn't stop thinking about how much everything had changed in so little time, about how that room, that couch, that familiar light were now silent witnesses to a transformation he could no longer define with any precision. But he didn't stop, didn't slow down, driven by a need that went beyond simply wanting to please her, something that felt more and more like a need of his own, one he struggled to admit even to himself.

After a few minutes, she raised herself slightly on her elbows, looking down at him with an expression that mixed pleasure with something more thoughtful, a look that seemed to suddenly step outside the moment to watch him, and to watch herself, from some different distance.

"What do you think," she asked, her voice slightly cracked with breath, "have we gone too far? Should we stop here?"

Daniel paused for an instant, his eyes lifting toward her, searching that gaze for an answer she herself seemed unwilling to fully give. He didn't answer. He didn't have the courage to, his voice catching in his throat before he could even form a coherent thought, unable to choose between a yes that might close that door and a silence that, somehow, left it standing ajar.

He thought, in that brief suspended instant, about everything that had happened in so few days: the couch, the shower, the first trip to the kiosk, the kiosk that now felt almost innocent by comparison, the club, the restaurant, the elegant man who had kissed his hand, the car parked in the middle of nowhere, and now this moment, kneeling on the floor of his own living room, still dressed in the clothes of an evening that refused to truly end. Every single step had seemed, each time, like the final one, the point beyond which he wouldn't go any further. And yet every time, somehow, he'd found the strength, or maybe just the lack of strength needed to stop, to go further still.

He wondered, for one fleeting instant, who he had actually become in these few days, whether Daniel still existed somewhere beneath that now-disheveled wig, beneath that makeup smudged by the night, or whether Danielle had become, by now, the more authentic of the two, the one who had only learned to exist these past few days but who already seemed to know herself better than he ever had in thirty-seven years of life.

Rebecca kept watching him, waiting, her breath slowly settling, her eyes seeming to read in him something even Daniel didn't know was written on his face.

He kept doing what he was doing, his tongue picking up the interrupted rhythm, hoping, without saying it, without even fully admitting it to himself, that she, as always, would make the right decision.

Outside, the city slept, unaware of everything that had played out that night, the streetlights casting thin blades of light through the still half-open curtains, and inside that living room, beneath the warm light of the lamp with the honey-colored shade, Daniel kept going, not knowing whether this was truly an ending or just one more beginning, another threshold crossed with no certainty of ever turning back, another version of himself left behind on that same couch where everything, only a few days before, had begun with a question as simple as it was capable of changing everything: I want to dress you as a woman.
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1
Feeling Female

Daniel woke up with a thick, dry mouth and a weight in his stomach that had nothing to do with the alcohol from the night before.

Light filtered through the still-closed curtains, cutting the room into thin strips that fell across the floor and part of the bed. He stayed motionless for a moment, eyes still shut, trying to gather his thoughts before even opening them, as if delaying that moment could somehow stretch out the last handful of normalcy before the day truly began.

Rebecca was already awake, sitting on the edge of the bed, back straight, hair pulled into a ponytail that gave her a strangely professional air for eight in the morning. She watched him in silence, the way you watch something you're about to evaluate.

"You're awake," she said, not as a question.

"What time is it?"

"Doesn't matter." She stood, took the robe from the chair, and wrapped it around herself without hurrying. "We need to talk."

Daniel pushed himself up on his elbows, the memory of the night before returning in scattered fragments: the restaurant, the car parked in the dark, the couch, the taste still in his mouth. He ran a hand over his face, still feeling the remnants of makeup not fully removed.

"Talk about what?"

"About what happens now."

"Rebecca, I thought it was... over. The game, I mean."

She laughed, a short sound, without warmth. "Over." She repeated the word as if tasting it, finding it ridiculous. "Daniel, it was never something that ends just because you decide it does."

She sat in the armchair by the window, crossing her legs with a slow, calculated movement, as if every gesture of hers in that moment were meant to be watched. The morning light traced a sharp profile against the pale curtains, and for an instant Daniel thought he'd never seen her quite like this, with that kind of professional detachment replacing every trace of the previous nights' playfulness.

"I've decided something," she said.

Daniel felt his stomach tighten, the same reflex he now recognized every time that phrase preceded something irreversible.

"A week," Rebecca said, simply.

"A week of what?"

"Of Danielle." She looked him straight in the eye, without the slightest give. "Not one evening. Not one weekend. Seven days. You decide when you're not dressed. I decide everything else."

Daniel went still, trying to make sure he'd heard right. "A whole seven days?"

"Whole." She said it without hesitation, as if she'd already weighed every single implication of that word long before saying it out loud, long before he'd even woken up that morning.

"Rebecca, I work. I have meetings, I have obligations. I can't just disappear for seven days behind some screen of excuses."

"I know what you have." Her tone was flat, almost bored, as if she'd already anticipated every objection and found them all irrelevant from the start. "I'm not saying you'll go to the office dressed as a woman, if that's what's worrying you. But everything else, the evenings, the weekends, every moment when you belong to me and not to your boss, will be exactly as I say."

"And if I say no?"

She tilted her head, an expression that was no longer the playful, complicit one of the first few days, but something colder, more distant, as if she were weighing one option among many without any real emotional stake in it.

"You can say no," she said. "No one's forcing you."

The simplicity of that answer caught him more off guard than any threat could have. Daniel stayed silent, waiting for a follow-up, some pressure, something to push him toward yes the way it always had before. But Rebecca added nothing more. She just watched him, hands folded in her lap, with the patience of someone who already knows how it will end.

"Nothing else to say?" he asked, almost thrown off by the lack of insistence.

"What should I say? I made my proposal. It's your turn."

"Woman," she repeated suddenly, almost to herself, as if something about that word displeased her, as if she'd weighed it on her tongue and found it wanting. "I keep saying woman, but it's not the right word anymore. For this week I'll use a different one."

Daniel looked at her, confused. "Which word?"

"Female." She said it with an almost instructive calm, as if correcting an error in a document, her voice free of any hesitation. "Woman can be just a fiction, you understand? You dress as a woman, you do your makeup as a woman, you go out on the street as a woman. But underneath, you're always still you. You know perfectly well you're playacting, and when you come home and take it all off, you're exactly what you were before. It's a role you put on and take off like a jacket."

"And female, then?"

"Female is something else." She leaned in a little toward him, her eyes not letting go of his. "Female isn't something you wear. It's something you are, or something you become, if you have the courage to let it happen to you. For seven days you won't just have to dress as a female. You'll have to think as a female. Want what a female wants, when she wants to do certain things. And if it happens, endure what a female loves to endure, not because I'm forcing it on you, but because in that moment it will be what you want too."

Daniel felt a shiver that had nothing to do with the chill in the room. "I don't even know if I'm capable of something like that."

"You'll find out," she said, without a trace of doubt in her voice. "That's exactly why it takes a whole week, and not just one evening. One evening is enough to act a part. A week is enough to start believing it."

Daniel ran a hand through his hair, trying to sort out his thoughts, that distinction feeling to him both absurd and heavy with a weight he couldn't yet define, as if Rebecca had just shifted the border of a territory he thought he already knew well enough. "But what kind of female?" he asked finally, almost ashamed of the question itself even as he said it.

Rebecca smiled, a cynical smile that just barely curved her lips. "A complete female."

"Complete how? Explain it to me better."

"You'll find out," she said, the smile widening imperceptibly. "And I'm sure you'll like it."

Daniel tried to imagine a whole week dressed like this, evenings stolen away, entire weekends under her watch, with no way of knowing in advance what awaited him each time. That word, female, kept turning over in his head, different from everything Rebecca had asked of him up to that point, more total, less confined to a couple of hours stolen from normal life.

"It's not fair," he tried, already knowing how weak an argument it was. "You're backing me into a corner. If I say no, it looks like I'm the one backing out, the boring one. If I say yes—"

"If you say yes, you'll have a week you'll never forget," she cut in, with a half smile that didn't reach her eyes. "I'm not trying to convince you, Daniel. I'm just waiting for you to stop pretending you haven't already decided."

He opened his mouth to protest, but nothing came out. She was right, and he knew it. From the moment she'd said the word "week," something inside him had already switched on, a tension that wasn't only fear.

"One condition," he said finally, trying at least to salvage something. "I want to know the... bigger things in advance. Not be surprised every single time."

Rebecca looked at him for a long moment, then slowly shook her head. "No."

"Rebecca—"

"I said no." She rose from the armchair, approached the bed with a slow step, and sat on the edge beside him. "If you know everything in advance, you spend the week worrying instead of discovering. I don't want you to prepare. I want you to give in."

The word hung between them, heavy, different from how Rebecca had spoken to him up to that point even during their more intense games. Gone was the slightly playful complicity of that first game on the couch, the tenderness that sometimes surfaced between one command and the next. There was only that controlled coldness, that distance that made him feel more like an object of study than a partner, as if in the last few days something in her had shifted, a balance that used to lean toward play and now leaned decisively toward control.

"And if I can't manage it?" he asked, his voice lower.

"You will." She said it with a certainty that left no room for argument, then reached out and closed a hand around him without warning, gripping him firmly through the sheet, squeezing hard, as if testing its firmness more than caressing it.

Daniel went rigid, his breath catching in his throat. "Rebecca, what—"

"Quiet."

Her hand didn't let go. She squeezed again, then began to stroke with a brisk, not-at-all-gentle motion, almost mechanical, tugging slightly with every pass, as if she were checking exactly how far she could push before he reacted. There was nothing slow or deliberate about the gesture, nothing that resembled the caresses of previous evenings: it was something closer to a technical inspection, the hand of someone handling an object to gauge its resistance.

Moving to reach him better, her robe fell open in front, revealing that dark patch of hair between her legs. Daniel saw it, his eyes flicking there for an instant before returning to her face, unable to say whether he was more embarrassed for himself or for what he'd been looking at.

Rebecca noticed. She made no move to close the robe, didn't lower her eyes, didn't seem to consider it a detail worth any attention at all. She left it open with the same indifference she might leave a door ajar in an empty room, as if her own exposed body were nothing more than a secondary detail compared to what she was doing with her hand. She simply kept moving it, her eyes fixed on him with the same clinical, almost scientific attention, as if she were timing something.

It took only a few seconds.

Daniel jerked with a brief shudder, his eyes closed, a held breath escaping all at once, trembling, the embarrassment rising to his face even before his body stopped shaking.

Rebecca withdrew her hand with the same indifference she'd used it, wiped her fingers on the hem of the robe, and studied him with an expression that wasn't amusement, wasn't tenderness. It was something closer to confirmation.

"See?" she said, simply. "Seven seconds. Maybe less."

Daniel lay motionless, his face burning, unable to find anything to say that wouldn't sound pathetic.

"This," she went on, rising from the bed and heading toward the bathroom without hurrying, the robe still open in front as if she had no intention at all of closing it, "is exactly why you need this week. Not for me. For you."

She stopped in the bathroom doorway, turning just enough to look at him, the hallway light tracing a sharp silhouette against the frame.

"Well?" she asked. "What do you say?"

Daniel lay staring at the ceiling for a moment, still feeling the heat of shame on his cheeks, the memory of that hand still burning against his skin more than the shame itself. He thought about the week ahead, about that new word, female, that he still didn't know how to place inside himself, about everything that had already happened in the previous days and how little, in the end, it had actually taught him about how far he might go.

"Yes," he said finally, in a voice he didn't fully recognize as his own.

Rebecca nodded, without smiling, as if she'd simply confirmed something she already knew.

"Good," she said. "It starts tonight."

She lingered a moment longer in the doorway, as if wanting to let that word, tonight, settle properly into Daniel's mind before disappearing behind the door. Then she closed it behind her, and Daniel heard the sound of the shower turning on moments later, an ordinary, everyday sound that clashed almost comically with everything that had just happened in that room.

He lay there a few more minutes, eyes fixed on the ceiling, going back over every single word of that conversation, the coldness with which Rebecca had proposed it, the ease with which he'd given in without any real negotiation at all. He wondered, not for the first time in these past days, what exactly had changed between them, and whether that question still made any sense, now that the week had already begun before he'd even realized it, leaving him there, alone, to come to terms with something he'd just accepted without truly knowing what awaited him.


2
Watch and Learn

Rebecca joined him in the living room with the laptop under her arm, her hair still damp from the shower, and sat down on the couch with the ease of someone about to walk into a work meeting rather than a conversation with her own husband.

Daniel was still in his regular clothes, the pants and shirt he'd worn around the house all afternoon, and for a moment that ordinariness felt almost reassuring, like one last island before something he still couldn't fully picture. He'd spent the rest of the day avoiding thinking about it too much, distracting himself with small chores, as if ignoring the matter could somehow slow its arrival.

"Sit down," Rebecca said, without looking up from the screen she was powering on. "We need to set some ground rules before it really starts."

Daniel sat down beside her.

"Rules," Rebecca said, setting the closed laptop on her lap for the moment, as if to add weight to what she was about to say. "For the whole week you'll think in the feminine. Not just when you're dressed. Always."

"What does that mean, in practice?"

"It means if you look in the mirror and think, 'I'm a man doing something strange,' you've already gotten it wrong." She said it in a flat tone, almost like reading from a manual. "You have to think, 'I'm a female looking at herself in the mirror.' You understand the difference?"

"Not entirely."

"You will." Rebecca went on without giving him time to answer back. "You'll desire in the feminine. That means for a week you'll only get aroused looking at male bodies. Not photos of women, not the usual things that turn you on normally. Men. Male bodies. That's what needs to light something up in you, starting now."

Daniel felt his stomach tighten. "Rebecca, that's not something you decide on command."

"Actually, it is," she said, with a certainty that left no room for doubt. "Or at least, you'll find out by doing it. I'm not asking you to fall in love with a man. I'm asking you to let your desire follow the part you'll be playing this week, instead of staying anchored to who you've always been. It's just one week, Daniel. You can afford to let go for seven days."

"And how am I supposed to do that, exactly?"

"With practice," she answered, as if the response were obvious. "We'll get to that shortly."

She shifted slightly on the couch, crossing her legs, her tone growing even more methodical, almost bureaucratic. "For the whole week you'll speak only in the feminine. Even when you get it wrong, you'll correct yourself. And you'll use only the name Danielle. No exceptions, not even when we're alone at home and no one can hear us."

"Even when I'm talking to you?"

"Especially when you're talking to me."

Daniel swallowed. "And getting dressed... only when we go out, I imagine."

Rebecca shook her head, a smile that held nothing reassuring curving her lips. "No. At home, every day, you'll dress in the feminine. Not necessarily skirts and evening heels, but something that reminds you at every moment who you are this week."

"And at work?" he asked, his voice betraying a thread of relief at the idea that at least there he could remain himself.

"Only at work, for now, will you go dressed as a man," Rebecca said, raising a finger as if to specify an important clause. "But underneath, no. Underneath, feminine underwear. Clear?"

Daniel felt a shiver run down his spine. "What do you mean, for now?"

"For now, that's how it is," she answered, unfazed, her eyes leaving no room for further questions. "I'll decide how to proceed later. Maybe in a few days I'll decide differently. It depends on how you behave, on how fast you learn."

The sentence hung in the air longer than the others, weighted with an ambiguity Daniel didn't like at all, but didn't have the courage to press further. He tried to imagine what that "for now" meant, what other options Rebecca might be keeping in reserve without revealing them, but every guess that came to mind seemed worse than the last, so he stopped thinking about it, or at least tried to.

Rebecca stood, holding out a hand. "Come on. Before we go any further, change. The game starts tonight, and tonight has already begun."

She led him to the bedroom, and within a few minutes Daniel found himself in front of the mirror again, a light skirt hugging his hips, the blouse Rebecca had picked out for him without leaving him any say in the matter, his feet still bare on the cold floor. There was none of the same ceremonial care of the first night, no wig, no elaborate makeup: just the essentials, as if Rebecca wanted this transformation to quickly become an everyday gesture, stripped of any solemnity.

"See?" she said, watching him in the mirror's reflection as she smoothed a fold in the blouse. "It doesn't always have to be an event. Sometimes it's just a change of clothes, like changing to relax at home in the evening. It has to become normal, not extraordinary."

Daniel looked at himself in the mirror, his own image still feeling foreign to him despite the days that had passed, and didn't know what to say.

They went back to the living room, and Rebecca opened the laptop again.

"Now," she said, "I want to show you something."

She typed something quickly, her eyes scanning the screen with the same focus she might use to look up a recipe or an address, then turned the laptop toward him.

"What is it?" Daniel asked, looking at the page that had opened, a collection of thumbnail videos, all with previews that made him blush immediately.

"Feminized boys," she said, simply. "I want you to watch them. Not to laugh, not to judge. I want you to watch them and want to be like them."

"Rebecca—"

"Just watch."

She clicked on one of the videos, and Daniel found himself staring at the screen as the images opened: a tidy bedroom, warm light, a woman moving with confidence around a man sitting on the edge of the bed, already visibly uneasy, while she pulled feminine garments out of a drawer one after another, helping him into them with the same patient method Daniel recognized all too well.

"Watch how she prepares him," Rebecca whispered, her eyes fixed on the screen more than on him. "No rush at all. She knows exactly what she wants to achieve."

The scene moved quickly, edited to skip past the slower parts: the wig set in place, makeup applied with sure strokes, the woman straightening her partner's shoulders in front of the mirror with obvious satisfaction.

"See his face?" Rebecca asked again, pointing at the screen with a finger. "That's not terror. That's surrender. There's a difference."

Daniel didn't answer, his eyes glued to the image, unable to tell whether the knot in his stomach was closer to unease or to something else he still had no name for. On screen the woman finished adjusting one last detail, a thin bracelet on her partner's wrist, then stepped back to admire her own work, exactly the way Rebecca had done so many times with him, the same quiet satisfaction in her eyes, the same way of tilting her head to assess the result.

"Every good sissy starts like this," Rebecca added, almost as if delivering a lesson with professional detachment. "With someone patient enough to prepare her properly. You have me. He had her. It's really not so different, if you think about it."

Then, at the door, a man.

The woman of the house let him in with a smile, they exchanged a few silent words shown in subtitles, and then she guided the feminized boy toward him, on his knees, her hands settling over his to help him unbutton the guest's pants, almost guiding him through every single gesture, the way you'd teach a child to tie their shoes.

"Look how good she already is at this point," Rebecca said, her voice low, almost intimate, as the scene continued on screen. "No hesitation. No holding back. She already knows this is what she has to do."

"She's not thinking," she added after a moment, her eyes still fixed on the screen. "She stopped thinking like a man long before reaching this point. That's what I want from you."

"But how does someone stop thinking like a man?" Daniel asked, his voice uncertain, his eyes still unable to tear away from the screen.

"You don't decide that," Rebecca answered, almost distracted, as if the question were nearly beside the point. "It just happens, if you let yourself go long enough. She let herself go. Watch him. At the start he was as stiff as you, you can see it in the first few minutes if you go back. Then something gives."

What followed lasted only a few minutes, the video edited with the same efficiency as everything else, but to Daniel it felt much longer, every instant burning itself in with a clarity that was unpleasant and magnetic at once, unable to tear his eyes from the screen.

"See how good that sissy already is?" Rebecca murmured at one point, without looking away from the video, as the scene grew more explicit. "You have to become that good too."

Daniel swallowed, but couldn't manage to say anything. On screen the rhythm had grown more insistent, the sounds filtering from the laptop's speakers filling the silence of the living room in a way that made him feel even more exposed, as if someone might be able to hear them from outside the house.

Then the standing man began to tense, his legs stiffening slightly, a hand descending toward the kneeling girl's head, but stopping midair, hesitant, never quite touching her.

"Watch now, how good she is," Rebecca said, her voice dropping lower, almost aroused herself. "She's picking up the pace on her own, and there's no need for her mistress to hold her head down. See?"

Daniel watched, his breath catching in his throat. "Yes, but that means he's... in her mouth... and she has to..." He couldn't finish the sentence. "All of it?"

"Yes," Rebecca answered, simply, without the slightest embarrassment in her voice. "She swallows every bit of it. That's exactly how you'll have to learn to do it too. Without me having to push your head down like in the car, the other night."

The memory hit him all at once, sharp, the back seat, Pablo's hand on the back of his neck, his own inability to pull back. He felt his face flush, unsure whether it was from shame or from something else that memory, combined with the images still on screen, was stirring in him.

"See how natural it looks for her?" Rebecca went on, gesturing at the screen with her chin. "No one's forcing her anymore, at this point. She wants it. She's learned to want it."

"Tell me," she went on, her eyes still on the screen, "which of the two you'd want to be, if you had to choose right now."

Daniel hesitated, his throat tight, his heart pounding harder than he'd have liked to admit. "The..." He stopped, started again. "The kneeling sissy."

Rebecca nodded slowly, without looking at him, a small approving smile crossing her face as the video went on. "Good girl. You're learning."

The word, spoken in the feminine with such ease, stayed with him more than anything else said up to that point.

The video ended a few moments later, the final frame left frozen on screen before Rebecca closed the laptop halfway.

It was then that her gaze slid downward, settling on the skirt Daniel was wearing. The fabric betrayed an obviousness he himself hadn't noticed, too absorbed in the video to realize what was happening to his own body.

"Did you really finish, so indecently, just from watching the video, without even touching yourself?" Rebecca asked, a mix of surprise and amusement in her voice.

Daniel felt his face flush. "Sorry, I can't help it."

"You have to ask my permission," she said, her tone turning stern again, though a shadow of satisfaction lingered in her eyes. "But I'll forgive you this time."

She closed the laptop the rest of the way and set it on the coffee table, then turned to him with a thoughtful expression, as if already planning something.

"We should act that scene out for real, sooner or later," she said, as if simply weighing an idea for next week's dinner, and not something that made Daniel's heart both freeze and race at the same time.

"With who," he asked, his voice coming out fainter than he'd wanted.

"I don't know yet," Rebecca answered, rising from the couch with the same calm she'd sat down with. "But we'll find someone. We have the whole week."

She wandered off toward the kitchen, leaving him there, sitting on the couch, the skirt still on, his mind still chasing the images from the video, unable to decide whether that sentence, tossed off so lightly, had been a promise or a threat, or maybe, by now, both at once. He stayed sitting there a few more minutes, listening to the sounds of the kitchen, a glass clinking, water running, all ordinary sounds that clashed almost absurdly with everything that had just happened in that room.


3
Shopping

The shop stood on a side street downtown, a discreet storefront with a hand-painted sign, "Marlene's Boutique," the gold lettering slightly worn with age. Rebecca parked right in front, with the confidence of someone who'd made that same maneuver dozens of times.

"I come here a lot," she said, switching off the engine. "Marlene's nice. And best of all, she doesn't ask questions."

"Did you tell her about me?" Danielle asked, her voice still uncertain, checking her makeup in the visor mirror for the umpteenth time.

"I told her everything," Rebecca answered, with a nonchalance that left no room for argument. "Don't worry. She's used to far worse than you."

They walked in together, both dressed with care, Rebecca in a sober but fitted dress, Danielle in a knee-length skirt and a light sweater Rebecca had picked out that morning along with everything else. A small bell above the door announced their arrival, and from behind a display of scarves emerged a woman in her fifties, her hair dyed a warm blonde, her body softened by the years but still capable of a certain easy allure, her generous chest straining the neckline of a silk blouse.

"Rebecca!" she exclaimed, spreading her arms wide. "And this must be the famous Danielle."

Danielle felt her face heat up instantly. "Nice to meet you," she managed to say, her voice lifting just slightly, something that came almost automatically to her by now.

Marlene looked her over from head to toe, with no discretion whatsoever, a smile widening more and more. "Well, I have to say Rebecca did an excellent job. Sure, there are still a few rough edges, but the right outfit will fix all that." She laughed, an open sound, not unkind but not particularly tactful either. "Come on, come on, let's see what we've got."

She led her among the displays, commenting out loud every so often, with that same good-natured teasing that never seemed to let up. "Not this one, too young. Maybe this one, if we want to be daring. Oh, this one's perfect, that color would look stunning on you, Danielle."

Danielle followed as best she could, nodding, trying to stay focused on the clothes, but her gaze kept drifting back, almost against her own will, to Marlene's neckline, to the way the blouse pulled taut every time she bent down to grab something from a low shelf.

Rebecca was the first to notice. She leaned in close to her ear, her voice low but sharp. "What are you looking at?"

Danielle flinched. "Nothing, I—"

"You're staring at her," Rebecca whispered, her eyes narrowing slightly. "You're not thinking like a female, Danielle. A female doesn't get distracted by another woman's chest. Remember what I told you last night? Male bodies. Only those."

"Sorry," Danielle murmured, lowering her eyes, the shame burning on her face more than usual, precisely because this time the mistake hadn't even involved a man.

Marlene, who had only partly caught the exchange, laughed again, not knowing exactly what had happened but sensing enough to make the most of it. "Oh, leave her be, Rebecca, it's normal to be a little distracted on the first day." Then she turned toward the back of the shop and raised her voice. "Julian! Come here a second, I need you."

Through a door in the back appeared a man in his thirties, slender, his movements fluid and elegant, a colorful scarf tied carefully around his neck. He approached with an almost dancing gait, his eyes lighting up immediately at the sight of Danielle.

"Oh, and who do we have here," he said, his voice sing-song, placing a hand over his chest in a theatrical gesture. "Marlene, you didn't tell me we'd have a new friend today."

"Julian will take care of you," Marlene told Danielle, with a knowing smile at Rebecca. "He's the best we've got for situations like this."

Julian immediately took Danielle by the arm, with a familiarity that left no room for embarrassment, treating her exactly the way you'd treat an old, awkward friend in need of help. "Sweetheart, with that figure you could wear anything, but we need to work a little on your posture. Look at the way you walk, you always look ready to bolt." He laughed, a light sound, free of any malice. "Come on, let me show you how it's done."

He led her in front of a full-length mirror, correcting her shoulders with two fingers. "First thing: the chin. Don't keep it down, don't hide. Up, but not too much, or you'll look arrogant." He gently adjusted her head with a light touch under the chin. "There. See the difference?"

Danielle looked at herself in the mirror, surprised at how much such a small detail could change the overall impression.

"Second thing, the hips," Julian went on, placing his hands at her waist with the ease of a dance instructor. "Don't walk in a straight line like you're following a line on the floor with your feet placed one right in front of the other, that's a myth, no woman actually walks like that. Walk normally, but let your hips follow the stride, don't hold them back."

He had her take a few steps forward and back in front of the mirror, correcting her with small touches, a finger on her shoulder to straighten her, a hand on her hip to slow her down when nerves made her move too fast.

"Third thing, and this is the most important," he said finally, stopping her with both hands. "Your hands. Don't keep them clenched into fists, don't hide them in your pockets. Let them move, soft, as if you're always just about to touch something delicate." He took her fingers in his, showing her how to relax them. "See? Much better."

Danielle let herself be guided, surprisingly more at ease with him than with anyone else she'd met in these past days, maybe precisely because Julian didn't seem to be judging her or desiring her, only genuinely enjoying helping her.

"Let's go pick out something that shows off all this work," he said at one point, taking her by the hand and leading her toward the back of the shop, among the racks hidden from the rest of the store.

Rebecca followed them with her eyes for a moment, then turned toward Marlene, who had already settled onto a small couch near the register, and joined her, sitting down beside her.

"You know," Marlene said, lowering her voice a little, even though Julian and Danielle were by now out of earshot among the racks, "this sort of thing is very fashionable these days. You wouldn't believe how many wives come in here with their husbands. Some stop at innocent crossdressing, one outfit, one evening, nothing more. Others go further. And some go all the way, if you catch my meaning."

Rebecca smiled, unsurprised. "I imagine it's more common than people think."

"Much more common," Marlene confirmed, with a knowing nod. "And you? Have you already done anything with Danielle?"

"We started as a game," Rebecca said, her eyes still following Danielle's shape among the racks for a moment, "but it started turning me on, and I set up something a bit more playful."

"Like what?" Marlene leaned in slightly, her eyes bright with curiosity. "Tell me, please."

"We went to a club," Rebecca began, a smile slowly forming on her lips at the memory. "To make her a little jealous, I went off with a guy, young, but clumsy. When he saw me with his hands under my skirt, you should have seen her face. She didn't make a scene only because she was dressed as a woman, and there was some slimy guy nearby bothering her."

"Go on, go on," Marlene said, almost laughing with anticipation. "I love this kind of thing. I started with similar things too, with my Edgar. Then it went the way it went."

"Right, I remember him," Rebecca said, then corrected herself with a small smile, "her, I mean. I saw her at the supermarket near here one day, with some muscular guy who must have been half her age. You could tell right away he was with her only for the money."

Marlene shook her head, a shadow of melancholy crossing her eyes for a moment, quickly pushed back with a smile. "Yes, ever since it took off, it's just gotten worse. And to think I started it all myself, you know? He didn't even want to, at first. And yet I loved him. I started out of boredom, plain and simple." She shook her head again, as if brushing the thought away. "But tell me, tell me, and then with Danielle?"

"Then we left, and came back the next day," Rebecca continued, "or maybe it was two days later, I don't remember exactly, doesn't matter. Anyway that guy was still there, and so was the slimy one. This time I drove Danielle crazy. I kissed that guy, and touched him everywhere, there too." She paused for a moment, frowning. "Or maybe I'm mixing it up, maybe that was the first night. Anyway, I felt his fingers inside. Then I turn around, and what do I see, Danielle kissing the slimy guy?"

"No way, really?" Marlene brought a hand to her mouth, eyes wide.

"I swear." Rebecca allowed herself a small, satisfied smile. "I seized the moment. I loaded everyone into the car and drove to a quiet spot, outside town. Then I told her to do as I did, and I bent down over the guy, just to see how far she'd go too."

"I don't believe it. Did you really do that?" Marlene leaned in even further, completely absorbed in the story now. "And her?"

"I swear, I wasn't even that into it," Rebecca said, "but I wanted to see how far she'd go. And she did it too."

"No." Marlene shook her head, both disbelieving and amused. "And you?"

"By that point..." Rebecca made a small gesture with her hand, as if the rest were obvious. "I had to go all the way. And she did the same thing, it was hilarious to watch."

"All the way, all the way?" Marlene asked, her voice dropping to an almost conspiratorial whisper.

"I finished first," Rebecca said, "and I saw she was about to pull back. I had to hold her head still, though. She swallowed everything, if that's what you wanted to know."

Marlene burst into a soft laugh, shaking her head. "You're wicked." Then her tone shifted slightly, growing more serious, almost maternal. "I'm afraid this story might end up like the one with my Edgar, you know? Be careful."

"Oh, no," Rebecca said, with a wave of her hand meant to brush off the concern. "Just one week, then..."

She didn't have time to finish the sentence. Danielle and Julian were approaching from the back of the shop, him holding the dressing room door open with one arm, a new outfit draped over the other, both of them laughing about something said moments before.

Rebecca and Marlene exchanged a quick glance, a silent agreement to postpone the rest of the conversation, and rose from the little couch to go see what Julian had picked out this time.

"Look what I found," he announced, holding up the outfit proudly. "Danielle, this is perfect for you. Go on, try it."

Danielle disappeared behind the dressing room curtain, and Julian stayed just outside, humming something under his breath as he waited, completely unaware of the conversation just interrupted.

When Danielle came out, the outfit hung on her with a lightness that surprised even her, and Julian clapped, delighted, while Marlene rose to examine her more closely, circling her with the critical eye of someone who's known the trade for a lifetime.

"Perfect," Julian said. "Absolutely perfect."

It was right at that moment, while everyone watched her, the compliments overlapping, the eyes studying her from every angle, that Danielle felt something stir under her skirt, a sudden warmth she couldn't control, the attention of all those people transforming into something her body interpreted in its own way.

Rebecca noticed almost immediately, her eyes dropping to the hem of the skirt with an expression somewhere between exasperation and amusement.

"Here too?!" she exclaimed, bringing a hand to her forehead. "You're incorrigible."

"Rebecca, please," Danielle whispered, instinctively trying to cover herself with her hands, but it was already too late.

"Marlene, Julian," Rebecca called out, with not the slightest regard for Danielle's embarrassment, "come look at the state our Danielle is in."

Marlene leaned in to look, bursting into a full, genuine laugh, while Julian brought a hand to his mouth, his eyes wide with surprise and amusement at once.

"Oh my," Julian said, chuckling. "I'd say the outfit suits her a little too well."

"Come on, go ahead," Rebecca said, crossing her arms, her tone allowing no argument. "Show everyone what you do to empty yourself out. Come on, with that little hand."

Danielle felt her blood go cold and hot at once, shame and arousal mixing together in a way she could no longer tell apart. She looked at Rebecca, hoping for a change of heart that never came, then at Marlene and Julian, both waiting with the same amused curiosity of people watching an unexpected show.

She had no choice but to obey. She slid a hand under the hem of the skirt, her fingers moving clumsily, trembling with the embarrassment of being watched by three people at once, her breath catching with every small movement as she tried to find a rhythm under everyone's gaze.

It took only a few seconds.

A small spasm shook her, faint but unmistakable, and a thin spurt landed on the shop's polished wooden floor, right in front of the full-length mirror.

"There we go," Rebecca said, with the quiet satisfaction of someone who's just wrapped up a small formality. "That should keep you down for a while. We can go back to trying on clothes."

Marlene and Julian burst out laughing together, genuine hilarity filling the shop, while Danielle stood frozen, her face burning, unable to look any of the three of them in the eye, the skirt still lifted halfway, waiting for someone to tell her she could finally cover herself again.


4
Spa Day

The spa took up the entire ground floor of a low, modern building, all glass and pale wood, a scent of essential oils greeting clients right from the entrance, background music just barely audible that made every corner of the place strangely relaxing despite Danielle's growing anxiety. Rebecca had booked the entire morning, a full package Danielle had only discovered by reading the confirmation on her phone screen, while they were still in the car.

"Waxing, manicure, and finishing with a massage," Rebecca had said, as if listing the ingredients of a recipe. "Today you take care of yourself. Or rather, I take care of you."

The first part of the morning passed in a succession of different rooms, each with its own soft lighting, its own ambient music, its own esthetician ready to attend to her with the same professional indifference reserved for any other client. Danielle found herself lying on padded tables, legs raised while a woman in mask and gloves spread hot wax with quick, sure movements, ripping it away with a sharp motion that pulled a small gasp out of her every time.

"Still bothered by this?" the esthetician asked at one point, noticing her reaction. "Usually by the second or third time you get used to it."

Danielle didn't know what to say, settling for a nod, her voice not yet feeling confident enough to use with a stranger holding her legs spread apart under such direct light. The wax went on hot, then cold, then off with a rip that made her jump every time, a cycle that repeated several times, leg after leg, until the skin came out perfectly smooth under the esthetician's fingers, who nodded, satisfied with her work, before moving on to another area without even asking permission, as if by now that body belonged more to her than to Danielle herself.

The manicure was simpler, almost relaxing by comparison: seated at a low table, hands soaking in a basin of warm water, while a young woman filed her nails, chatting about this and that, with nothing required of Danielle beyond the occasional nod. Rebecca, seated at the next table for her own manicure, kept shooting her amused glances every so often, as if watching an experiment unfold exactly according to plan.

"You're adjusting faster than I expected," she remarked at one point, without even turning fully around. "Look at you. Not a single complaint about the wax, today."

"It still hurts like hell," Danielle protested, under her breath.

"But you didn't cry," Rebecca replied, as if that were the only thing that really mattered. "Progress."

It was only around noon that the two women were taken to a larger massage room, two tables set side by side, barely a yard apart, the lighting even dimmer, electric candles arranged along the walls to mimic a natural glow.

"Today we enjoy it together," Rebecca said, letting her robe fall with the ease of someone with nothing to hide, and lying face down on her own table.

Danielle imitated her, more slowly, more awkwardly, the robe sliding off as she settled face down on the table beside her, her face framed by the padded headrest, her eyes fixed on the floor.

Two masseuses came in shortly after, both Chinese, petite, their hair pulled into neat braids, hands already prepped with warm oil. They took their places at the two tables, one for each of them, and were just about to begin when Rebecca raised a hand.

"One moment, please," she said, in a tone both polite and firm. "I need to sort something out at the front desk. I'll be right back."

She stood, wrapped the white robe around herself without even fully closing it, and left the room at a brisk pace. The two masseuses exchanged a glance, then stayed waiting by the tables, saying nothing, while Danielle, still face down, wondered what was going on, the muffled sound of voices filtering faintly through the half-closed door without letting her make out anything of that conversation.

Rebecca came back after about a minute, the smile of someone who'd just closed a satisfying deal. She'd stayed at the front desk long enough to run her credit card for an extra she hadn't mentioned to anyone, and walked back into the massage room just as the two Chinese masseuses were finally getting ready to start.

"Wait one more second," Rebecca said, sitting back down on the edge of her own table, her fingers tapping lightly on the padded edge as she waited, a wait that felt to Danielle like it lasted much longer than the few actual moments it took.

A few moments passed, then the door opened again. Two enormous men walked into the room, tall, broad-shouldered, their bodies sculpted beneath the spa's white uniforms, their dark skin standing out against the pale fabric. They moved with a calm, almost lazy confidence, dismissing the two Chinese masseuses with a polite nod. The two women left without asking any questions, closing the door behind them.

Danielle lifted her head just slightly from the table's headrest, her heart already starting to race. "Rebecca, who are—"

"A little extra," Rebecca said, her voice low, almost pleased with herself. "I thought a slightly more special massage would do you good. Now hold still and relax."

One of the two men approached Danielle's table, pouring warm oil directly onto her back, his large hands beginning to move with a calculated slowness, quite different from the professional efficiency of the masseuses moments before. His fingers pressed deep between her shoulder blades, slid along her spine, spread across her hips with a pressure that had nothing purely therapeutic about it.

Danielle tensed immediately. "Rebecca, this isn't—"

"Shh," she cut in, from the table beside her, her voice betraying a thread of amusement. "Let it happen. It's just a massage."

But it wasn't just a massage, and Danielle understood that within the first few minutes. The man's hands kept sliding lower with every pass, brushing over areas no spa would ever officially authorize, then rising back up with the same deliberate slowness, as if every touch were calculated specifically to prolong the embarrassment rather than ease muscle tension. His large hands covered nearly her entire back with every stroke, warming her skin with the oil, while Danielle's breath grew shorter and shorter, her body unable to decide whether to resist or surrender completely to a treatment as unexpected as it was unstoppable.

His hands finally settled on her buttocks, pressing with a slow, circular kneading that made her clench her teeth instinctively. His fingers spread, parting her just slightly, tracing the cleft with a patient motion that seemed in no hurry at all to go any further, each pass longer and deeper than the last, as if he were studying exactly how much time it would take to break down whatever resistance remained.

Then a single finger, more insistent than the rest, began massaging the opening, a slow circle that tightened with every pass, never quite pushing in, but never pulling away either.

"Rebecca!" Danielle exclaimed, lifting her face just slightly from the headrest, her voice betraying more embarrassment than real protest. "What kind of massage did you order?"

"Quiet, relax," Rebecca answered, without fully opening her eyes. "It's a full massage. Inside and out."

And that was exactly what the masseur's finger was doing, with a patience that seemed to know no hurry, pressing a little more with every circle, working its way in with a slowness that took Danielle's breath away more than she wanted to admit. She tried to stay still, to focus on her breathing, but the swelling that had built up beneath her, pressed against the padding of the table, kept growing, and there was no way to hide it, not in that position, not with those hands that seemed to know exactly where to press to make it worse. She gripped the sheets between her fingers, searching for something to hold onto, her eyes shut tight as if she could somehow separate herself from what her own body was feeling.

She turned her face slightly toward Rebecca, looking for help she already knew wouldn't come. Rebecca lay stretched out on her own table, eyes half closed, an expression of quiet pleasure on her face while the other man massaged her shoulders with equally slow movements, though seemingly more restrained, or maybe only because she showed no intention whatsoever of resisting, her body surrendering to every touch with the ease of someone who'd already decided in advance not to put up any resistance at all.

"Rebecca," Danielle whispered, her voice trembling slightly as the man's hands pushed between her thighs, parting them just slightly. "Rebecca, please..."

"Please what?" she answered, without fully opening her eyes, a lazy smile curving her lips. "I'm just giving you a gift. You should be thanking me."

Danielle buried her face in the padded headrest, shame burning across her neck and ears, unable to hold back any longer. A small shudder ran through her entirely, silent but unmistakable, her body giving way before her mind could put up any resistance at all.

It was Rebecca, lifting her head just slightly from her own table, who noticed what had just happened. Danielle's masseur, impassive, gently lifted her hips, took a folded white towel from the cart beside him and carefully wiped down the table, before lowering her hips back down and picking up exactly where he'd left off, his finger resuming the same steady rhythm as before, as if that brief pause were nothing more than a minor procedural detail of no importance whatsoever.

"Danielle!" Rebecca exclaimed, amused, propping herself up on one elbow to get a better look at her. "What am I going to do with you?"

"Sorry," Danielle murmured, her face burning, her voice muffled by the padding. "I don't know why..."

"Don't worry, ma'am," the masseur cut in, his voice calm and professional, as if commenting on the weather. "It's normal. Happens to me every day. It's just part of the job by now."

Danielle kept her eyes down, uselessly trying to prevent it from happening again, but the man's hands knew exactly how and where to touch, and within a few minutes the same scene repeated itself, a second small collapse that this time no one commented on out loud. By that point, though, Rebecca was already too caught up in the sensations her own masseur's fingers were giving her, her breath grown short, her eyes now fully closed, and she paid no more attention at all to Danielle's embarrassment, letting the rest of the massage continue in the room's complicit silence, broken only by both their breathing, growing more and more irregular.

When, much later, the men's hands finally stopped, a warm towel laid carefully over each of their backs as a sign the treatment was ending, Danielle stayed motionless on the table a moment longer, unable to find the strength to sit up, her mind muddled by everything that had just happened in that quiet, fragrant room. Beside her, Rebecca stretched with a satisfied sigh, as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened at all, as if that kind of morning were simply the normal routine of any couple's day out.


5
The Phone Call

The afternoon arrived with the same inevitability as any other workday, and with it the need to go back, at least on the surface, to being Daniel.

Rebecca prepared him with the same methodical care reserved for every other ritual of that week, but this time the result would stay invisible to anyone but the two of them. A black garter belt hugged his hips, fishnet stockings climbing up his legs to clip onto the garters with small, precise snaps. A tiny thong, barely more than a strip of fabric, and over it a mesh top that clung to his skin like a second layer.

"There, you're already ready underneath," Rebecca said, fastening the last clasp with satisfaction, "even if on top you'll have to go back to being someone else."

Over that underwear, the usual clothes: the gray pants, the starched white shirt, the dark jacket, the tie knotted with precision by Rebecca herself in front of the entryway mirror.

"You and I know that underneath you're Danielle," she said, giving the tie's knot one last pat. "But only at work, for now, will you be Daniel."

She'd said "for now" again, the same qualifier from days before, dropped with the same calculated indifference. Daniel wanted to ask what exactly it meant, how long that "for now" would last, what lay beyond it. But he couldn't find the courage, and the moment to ask passed along with the quick kiss Rebecca left on his cheek before pushing him toward the door.

At the office, the day proceeded with an apparent normalcy that Daniel found almost more nerve-wracking than anything explicit. He sat down at his desk, the mesh fabric wrapping his chest beneath his shirt, noticeable with every breath, a constant reminder of what he had on underneath as he answered emails in the same professional voice as always.

During a meeting, while presenting a quarterly report to three colleagues, he realized he'd sat down with his legs pressed together, knees locked, a gesture that had never belonged to him and now came almost naturally, the garter belt tugging with every slight movement under the table.

Later, in the restroom, he shut himself in a stall and stood staring at the floor for a few minutes, his fingers brushing the edge of the thong through the fabric of his pants, wondering if anyone could actually sense something just by looking at him, or if that feeling of being exposed lived only inside his own head.

A coworker, the same one who days earlier had asked if he had a cold because of his strange voice, stopped him in the hallway late that afternoon.

"You okay, Daniel? You're being odd today. Quieter than usual."

"I'm fine," he answered, his voice straining to stay flat, normal. "Just tired."

The coworker looked at him a beat too long, as if something about the way he was standing, the almost excessive care with which he kept his legs pressed together, suggested a question he ultimately chose not to ask. He nodded, and walked off without adding anything else, leaving Daniel with his heart pounding a bit harder than necessary for the rest of the day.

When he finally got home, Rebecca was already waiting at the door, as if she'd calculated his arrival time down to the minute.

"Inside," she said, without so much as a greeting, pulling him by the wrist. "Strip. Now."

Daniel obeyed, letting his jacket, tie, and shirt fall to the entryway floor while Rebecca was already fussing with a full, flowing skirt, made of a light fabric that seemed designed specifically to move with every step.

"No panties this time," she said, handing it to him. "Just the skirt."

Danielle put on the skirt over the garter belt and stockings, the thong left somewhere among the rest of the men's clothes, the light fabric brushing her bare thighs with every movement, a discreet but constant exposure that reminded her with every step of what had changed between morning and this evening.

She made dinner under Rebecca's distracted supervision, who in the meantime had sat down at the kitchen table with her phone in hand, scrolling through something on the screen with the air of someone searching for a specific contact.

She found it, and dialed the number without hesitation, the phone on speaker, her voice raised just enough on purpose to be heard by Danielle, busy stirring something on the stove.

A male voice answered from the other end, warm, elegant, instantly recognizable.

"Rebecca," Richard said, a smile almost audible in his voice. "What a pleasant surprise."

"Richard," she answered, her tone suddenly softer, almost flirtatious. "I hope I'm not interrupting."

"Never," he said. "How's your delightful friend?"

"Danielle is doing wonderfully," Rebecca answered, glancing toward the kitchen, where Danielle had gone rigid over the stove. "In fact, it's actually her I wanted to talk to you about."

"I'm all ears."

"We're going through a particular kind of week," Rebecca said, choosing her words with care. "And I thought you'd enjoy seeing her again. In a more intimate setting, perhaps."

Richard's voice dropped just slightly, a more confiding tone, almost intimate. "Can I be honest with you, Rebecca? That evening at the restaurant, she struck me. There was something about her, a certain way of staying quiet and listening, that I rarely find in a woman. I've thought about her more often than I'd like to admit, ever since."

"She talks about you often too," Rebecca answered, her voice slipping into an almost conspiratorial tone. "It's only natural that something might happen, don't you think? Certain encounters don't really end at a restaurant table."

"Will I get to have her, when you come?" Richard asked, all caution gone from his voice now, the question posed with the same ease as confirming a reservation. "I'd like that clear from the start, so no one ends up disappointed."

"You can have her however you like," Rebecca answered, without the slightest hesitation, her eyes flicking toward the kitchen, where Danielle had completely stopped stirring, the spoon frozen midair. "That's exactly why I'm calling."

There was a brief pause on the other end, then Richard's voice returned, lower, warmer. "I have a villa outside the city. Pool, complete privacy. It would be a pleasure to have you both."

"We'll talk details," Rebecca said, a smile clearly showing on her face. "Talk soon, Richard."

She ended the call and stood staring at the phone for a moment, satisfied, while from the kitchen came only the sound of the spoon Danielle was moving through the pot, with a slowness that betrayed just how closely she'd listened to every single word.

They ate dinner almost in silence, Danielle too caught up in her own thoughts to make conversation, Rebecca instead seeming to be in an excellent mood, as if the phone call had sparked some new energy in her.

After dinner, Rebecca called her over to the couch, a large tablet resting on her knees, the price sticker still freshly peeled off in the corner of the case.

"I bought it today," she said, turning it on. "Much more practical than the laptop for watching certain videos."

"A movie?" Danielle tried, already knowing that wasn't what this was.

"It's the kind of video that helps you think in the feminine," Rebecca said, scrolling quickly through the thumbnails. "There are tons of them free online. You should watch more of them, maybe even at work, whenever you get a free moment."

She started the first video. Glossy images appeared on screen, edited at a tight pace, transgender women with impeccably curated looks moving confidently around imposing men, while flashing text scrolled over the footage, short phrases, repeated, almost hypnotic, built specifically to stick in the mind more than the images themselves.

"See," Rebecca said, "these videos would help you understand certain things better. I didn't like it one bit, the other day at the shop, when you set your eyes on Marlene's neckline."

"But these videos are absurd," Danielle protested, her face heating up as the images kept scrolling by. "There's no plot, there's nothing, just—"

"You don't need a plot," Rebecca cut in, without looking away from the screen. "They're meant to help you understand the difference between an alpha male and a beta one. Or a sissy, like you."

"I'd never seen anything like this before," Danielle murmured, still unable to tear her eyes from the screen. "Have you... have you ever been with one of these men?"

Rebecca stiffened slightly, a shadow of irritation crossing her face. "I won't tolerate this kind of talk, Danielle. There's no such thing as white men and black men. There are men, with their own character, their own personality. Skin color is a detail, nothing more."

"So before me you never had one of them as a boyfriend?"

"That's none of your business," she cut short. "If it happened, it's my business. Boyfriend or not."

"So that's a no."

"Don't put words in my mouth that I didn't say," Rebecca said, her voice growing sharp, then she paused for a moment, her eyes drifting off into a memory that seemed to surface against her own will. "I had a fling with one of them, if you really want to know. I thought I was in love. I was on the pill back then, I was young, and he always made me feel completely full, in a way I'd never felt before." She caught herself almost immediately, as if she'd given away more than she'd meant to. "But that's none of your business. I only said I don't look at a man's skin color."

Danielle stayed silent for a moment, her eyes still glued to the screen, where the scene kept going without pause. "But is it really like that, like in the videos?"

Rebecca didn't answer right away. She shot her a sidelong glance, a faint smile that clarified nothing. "Why ask me? Look at the screen and judge for yourself. It's all right there, in plain sight."

Danielle looked back at the screen, her breath slowly catching, the room around her seeming to shrink down to that one rectangle of light between Rebecca's hands. The heat that had built up in her without her fully noticing, between the words of the conversation and the images on screen, the embarrassment over questions asked and not entirely answered, all of it together stripped her of any control before she even realized it.

She was shaken by a sudden spasm, brief but unmistakable, her breath breaking into a small, muffled sound, her fingers having closed on their own around the hem of her skirt without her managing to stop them in time.

Rebecca noticed immediately, without even needing to look, a slow smile spreading across her lips as she set the tablet down on the coffee table, her eyes sliding over Danielle's body with the same satisfied attention of someone checking the results of a job well done.

"Again," she said, not as a question. She reached out and lifted Danielle's chin with two fingers, forcing her to meet her gaze. "Look at the progress. In a few more days, a video will be all it takes. Not even permission."

Danielle couldn't answer, her breath still short, her face on fire under that gaze that allowed no way out.

"Richard is going to be very pleased to get to know you better," Rebecca added, releasing her chin with the same slowness she'd used to take it, and turning back to the tablet as if that conversation had never been interrupted at all. "Very, very pleased."


6
The Estate

Saturday arrived with no shadow of the office to complicate things, and Rebecca took the opportunity to give herself all the time she needed getting ready, as if the day deserved even more care than the ones before it.

She chose a light peach-colored dress for Danielle, suited to the heat and a day by the water, flats instead of heels, almost a small relief amid so much tension. "We're swimming today," was all she'd said, as the sole explanation.

Richard's estate sat on a hill just outside the city, hidden behind an automatic gate and a neat row of cypress trees, the kind of property that already felt enormous just from the driveway. Rebecca parked in front of a pale stone staircase, and before they'd even fully gotten out of the car, the front door opened.

A man in his sixties came out to meet them, impeccable in a pearl-gray suit, his manner fluid and extremely polished, his voice sliding out with an almost theatrical elegance.

"Welcome, welcome," he said, pressing his hands together in front of him. "Mr. Richard let me know you were coming. I'm Edmund, I look after the house."

He led them inside, through an entryway with soaring ceilings and pale marble floors, into a bright drawing room where Richard was already waiting, a glass in hand, the smile of a man perfectly at ease on his own turf.

"Rebecca," he said, stepping closer to kiss her hand. "And Danielle. You're even lovelier than I remembered."

Danielle murmured an embarrassed greeting, while Richard took her hand in turn, holding it a moment longer than necessary.

"Edmund," Richard said then, turning to the butler, "why don't you give Danielle a tour of the house? I'm sure she'll enjoy the view from the upper terrace."

"With pleasure," Edmund answered, already ready to lead her away with an elegant sweep of his arm. "This way, sweetheart. There's a collection of paintings I think you'll find particularly interesting."

Danielle shot a glance at Rebecca, who answered with a reassuring nod, almost eager to see her led away. She followed Edmund down a wide hallway, his voice already launched into a detailed description of a painting on the wall, a seascape from the Flemish school that, according to him, was the most valuable piece in the entire collection, though no one would have guessed it from the way it was tucked away in a secondary hallway.

"Mr. Richard doesn't like to show off," Edmund explained, as they made their way toward the staircase leading to the upper floor. "He prefers beautiful things to be discovered slowly, rather than shoved in guests' faces the moment they walk through the door."

They climbed the stairs side by side, Edmund continuing to point out architectural details with genuine enthusiasm, until they reached a small sitting room overlooking the garden, where he stopped, leaning gracefully against the railing.

"Can I tell you something?" he asked, lowering his voice slightly, even though there was no one nearby to overhear them.

"Sure," Danielle answered, surprised by the sudden confiding tone.

"I'm in love with him," Edmund said, simply, his eyes resting on the garden below with a soft, almost wistful expression. "For years now. Ours is an open relationship, you know? No jealousy, no demand for exclusivity. He does what he wants, I do what I want, but by the end of the day we always come back to each other."

"Doesn't it bother you?" Danielle asked, thinking of Rebecca, of Richard, of everything about to unfold in that house. "Seeing other people with him, I mean."

"Not at all," Edmund answered, with a serene smile. "Actually, if I'm honest, sometimes I even end up getting involved myself." He laughed softly, a light sound. "I love the taste of him, you know? I can't even explain why it's so good. Maybe because he eats well, lots of fruit, very little red meat. When he calls me over for that, I drop to my knees right away, without even thinking about it."

Danielle felt her face flush, unable to find any adequate response to a confidence so direct and unexpected. She wasn't sure whether she was more surprised by Edmund's frankness or by the fact that this confession, instead of making her even more uneasy, was somehow putting her at ease, as if discovering that others lived through similar dynamics made everything a little less absurd.

"Sorry," Edmund said, noticing her embarrassment, though he didn't seem particularly sorry at all. "I always forget not everyone's used to conversations like this. Come on, let me show you the guest room, before we head back down."

He led her around for another ten minutes or so through the other rooms on the upper floor, lingering over every detail with the same enthusiasm as before, while downstairs, in the drawing room, Rebecca had stayed alone with Richard.

Her smile had shifted slightly the moment they were alone, grown more direct, less put on for the occasion.

"I need to tell you something, before we go any further," she said, sitting down on a pale leather couch, accepting the glass Richard handed her. "Danielle, actually, is named Daniel. He's my husband."

Richard showed no surprise at all, simply nodded, sitting down beside her with the same calm he might've shown hearing a weather report. "I figured as much."

"You figured?"

"I'm not stupid, Rebecca," he said, a smile just barely creasing the corners of his mouth. "I have a certain amount of experience in these matters. Certain details don't fool anyone who knows what to look for: the hands, the voice, that way of moving that's still a little uncertain, like someone learning a new language."

"And it doesn't bother you?"

"Quite the opposite." Richard took a sip from his glass, his eyes lighting with an interest that was anything but casual. "I have a particular fondness for situations like this. Especially for beginners. There's something about that initial uncertainty that I find far more interesting than the confidence of someone who's been at it for years."

"We've only been playing this game for a few days," Rebecca explained, a satisfied smile crossing her face. "One whole week, to be precise. I thought you might be just the occasion to... expand the boundaries a little."

"I'm honored," Richard said, tilting his head in an almost formal gesture. "And I can assure you I'll make sure the experience is memorable."

"Is there anything I should know, before I hand her over to you today?" Rebecca asked, her tone staying light but still betraying a hint of genuine curiosity.

"Only that I'm patient," Richard answered, "perhaps more than you expect. There's no need to rush, with me. I prefer things to happen when the moment is right, not when someone decides it should be."

Rebecca smiled, satisfied, and raised her glass in a small, silent toast, right as Edmund's voice could be heard in the distance, still going on with his guided tour, punctuated by Danielle's increasingly flustered replies.

The four of them reconvened a little later, by the pool, a rectangle of blue framed by palm trees and white lounge chairs, the water sparkling under the early afternoon sun.

"What do you say to a swim first?" Richard suggested, already shrugging off his jacket.

Danielle hesitated, but Rebecca gently pushed her toward one of the cabanas by the pool, where she found a peach-colored one-piece swimsuit waiting for her, coordinated with the dress she'd worn for the trip, as if Rebecca had planned even that detail weeks in advance. She changed quickly, surprised once again by that meticulous forethought that now characterized every single aspect of her new life, even the smallest, seemingly most insignificant details.

They swam for a while, Richard the perfect host, attentive, never intrusive, while Edmund busied himself bringing cold drinks and small snacks on a silver tray, with the same professional discretion as always. Richard told stories of trips, of regattas he'd sailed in as a young man, never once letting slip the impatience Danielle imagined he must still be feeling, or maybe he was simply good at hiding it behind such polished manners.

"Do you ever worry someone might find out about all this?" Danielle asked at one point, floating lazily near the edge, the question slipping out before she could even think it through.

Richard smiled, not looking the least bit thrown by the direct question. "Discretion is an art form, my dear. More than hiding things, it's about carefully choosing who you let into your life. Edmund understands that better than anyone."

"And that would be?" Danielle asked, curious despite her embarrassment.

"That the right people never talk," Richard answered, "and the wrong ones never get close enough to say anything."

It was only later, when the sun began to dip slightly and Edmund wandered off toward the kitchen with some excuse, that the mood shifted.

Rebecca sat down on a lounge chair beside Richard, while Danielle remained standing, still wet, the swimsuit clinging to her body, unsure what to do with her hands.

"Danielle," Rebecca said, her tone dropping lower, growing more decisive, "Richard has been a wonderful host today. Don't you think you should thank him, for his hospitality?"

Danielle felt her stomach tighten. "Rebecca, I—"

"Come here," Rebecca said, without raising her voice, but with that firmness that left no room for hesitation. She pointed to the spot between Richard's legs, who'd settled more comfortably into the lounge chair, a smile of calm anticipation on his face. "On your knees."

Danielle obeyed, her knees sinking slightly into the manicured lawn beside the lounge chair, her heart pounding as Rebecca rose to come closer, standing right beside her as if to supervise every single gesture up close.

"Take your time," Rebecca whispered, resting a hand on the back of Danielle's neck, not to force her, but to guide her, with the same gentleness she might use leading a child toward something new and frightening. "Say thank you, for how well he's taken care of us today."

Danielle hesitated another moment, her eyes rising toward Richard, who watched her from above the lounge chair with a patient, almost affectionate expression, entirely without hurry. Then, slowly, she leaned forward, Rebecca's hand following the movement without ever pushing, only accompanying, a silent guide reminding her at every instant that she wasn't alone in that moment.

From the garden came the soft song of some bird, the light rustle of palm fronds stirred by the evening breeze just beginning to rise, and Rebecca's complicit silence, staying right there beside her, eyes fixed on her with the same satisfied attention she'd shown watching every other bit of progress that week, as if that estate, that garden, that elegant man stretched out on the lounge chair were nothing more than the natural continuation of everything they'd already begun together.

"Think like a female," Rebecca whispered, leaning in slightly toward her, her voice low, meant almost only for Danielle. "Like in the videos I showed you. Don't do it for him, at first. Do it for yourself. Think about how much you like it, and let that be what guides you."

Danielle closed her eyes for a moment, trying to find something inside herself to hold onto, a desire she could truly feel as her own rather than imposed. She began slowly, Rebecca's hand still resting on the back of her neck, no longer guiding but simply staying, a fixed point while the rest of the world seemed to shrink down to that single gesture.

"Good girl," Rebecca murmured after a moment, her voice grown warmer. "Only afterward, once you're really enjoying it, think about him too. About how much he's appreciating what you're giving him."

Richard let out a deeper breath, a hand drifting down to brush ever so slightly against Danielle's hair, never pushing, letting her set the pace herself.

Danielle found a rhythm entirely her own, more confident than she would have expected, the minutes spent in the previous days seeming to have left something behind, a skill that now came in useful without her even having to think about it too much. Richard's breathing grew shorter and shorter, his hips beginning to move just slightly, following the rhythm she herself had set, never once forcing her, never needing to guide her beyond that simple light touch against her hair.

"Look at her," Rebecca said to Richard, her voice heavy with an almost maternal pride, her eyes never leaving Danielle for even an instant. "I didn't have to hold her head down even once, today. She's learned well."

Richard nodded faintly, no longer able to answer in words, his breath breaking at shorter and shorter intervals as Danielle's rhythm grew more decisive, more confident, almost as if she'd found in that gesture something that truly belonged to her, not just an imposed task to carry out.

"Just like that, exactly like that," Rebecca went on, leaning a little closer still, her eyes bright with satisfaction. "You're doing so well, Danielle. See how he's reacting? That's all thanks to you."

They stayed like that for a few minutes, the garden slowly taking on the warmer colors of sunset, the light turning golden among the palms as Danielle's rhythm continued, growing more confident, more her own.

It was right at that moment that a glass door opened nearby, and Edmund reappeared, carrying a tray of cold water, stopping immediately at the sight of the scene, a smile spreading across his face without the slightest trace of embarrassment.

Richard tensed shortly after, a long held breath finally leaving him all at once, his body straining against the lounge chair, his hand tightening for an instant in Danielle's hair before falling back, spent, along the armrest.

Danielle pulled back right after, her breath short, her face flushed, and without thinking said the first thing that came to mind.

"That's really good."

There was a moment of silence, then Rebecca burst out laughing, a full, uncontainable laugh, immediately followed by Richard's, still stretched out on the lounge chair, and finally by Edmund's, who nearly dropped the tray from laughing so hard, pressing a hand to his chest to calm himself.

"Oh, sweetheart," Edmund said, chuckling, "I really need to write that one down somewhere."

Danielle stayed kneeling on the lawn, her face burning, unable to understand what had made her say it, while the other three's laughter kept bouncing through the evening air, light and without any unkindness, as if that sentence, so spontaneous, had suddenly made everything feel less embarrassing than it had been just a moment before.


7
The Closed Door

They'd gotten back from Richard's estate shortly before dinner, still carrying the scent of chlorine and sunscreen, when Rebecca shut herself in the bedroom for about ten minutes with the excuse of unpacking the bags.

In reality, sitting on the edge of the bed, she dialed Richard's number, her voice dropping instinctively even though there was no one around who could hear her.

"I wanted some advice," she said, as soon as he picked up. "We're past the halfway point of the week, and I want to close everything out in style. The last night, I mean. With someone taking her from behind."

"And what's the problem?" Richard asked, his voice coming through clearly despite the phone's low volume.

"The problem is I still feel resistance in her," Rebecca explained, her brow slightly furrowed. "She's made huge progress, you know that too, you saw it with your own eyes just today. But on that specific point, there's still something that won't fully give. A kind of pride, almost. As if she'll accept everything else, but on that one thing she still wants to be the one deciding, not me."

"Ah." Richard paused briefly, as if he'd already dealt with this problem before. "That pride needs to be broken, before she can truly surrender."

"And how do you break it?"

From the other end came the light clink of a glass. "I'd suggest inviting someone over. A guy, a man, doesn't matter who, as long as it's someone who can make her genuinely jealous. Not some game played at a distance like that first weekend. Something closer, more concrete."

"So I should actually have sex with him?" Rebecca asked, without the slightest embarrassment in her voice.

"Yes," Richard answered, "but to avoid going overboard you can do it discreetly. Behind a closed door." A shadow of self-satisfaction could be heard in his voice. "It works even better that way, you know? Her imagination will convince Danielle of all sorts of things, far worse than whatever actually happens behind that door. She'll end up as docile as a lamb, afterward. Trust me."

Rebecca smiled to herself, her eyes narrowing slightly as she weighed the advice.

"And then," Richard went on, his voice dropping further, "you can ask her for a trade, a bit later on. You'll avoid repeating situations like this one, and in exchange she'll... you understand what I mean."

"Genius," Rebecca said, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Truly genius. You have exceptional experience with this sort of thing."

"Call me anytime," Richard answered. "Maybe, once the road's been opened, I could take advantage of it myself too."

"After advice like that, it would be the least I could do to pay you back," Rebecca said, laughing softly, before ending the call and slipping the phone into her pocket, just in time to hear Danielle calling up to her from downstairs, asking if dinner was almost ready.

That very evening, Rebecca sent Ryan a message.

He arrived a little after nine, the same easy smile as always, a bottle of wine in hand as if this were just an ordinary visit between old friends. Danielle saw him walk in from the hallway, her heart tightening immediately, a mix of surprise and an unease she couldn't quite name right away.

"Ryan's keeping us company tonight," Rebecca said, taking the bottle from his hands and setting it down in the kitchen with the same ease she might've greeted a brother.

The three of them ate dinner together, the conversation flowing easily, Ryan telling stories about work, about a gym that had recently opened near his place, about a trip planned for the summer. Rebecca laughed more than usual, her hand occasionally brushing his arm with a familiarity that seemed to Danielle to grow minute by minute, carried forward course after course.

"And you, Danielle," Ryan said at one point, pouring her more wine without asking, "how's this week going? Rebecca told me you're learning all sorts of new things."

Danielle felt her face heat up. "Yeah, I mean, I guess so."

"She's doing amazingly," Rebecca cut in, with a smile that left no doubt about how proud she was of her own work. "You're making progress every day, aren't you, sweetheart?"

Danielle nodded, unable to add anything else, while Ryan watched her with an interest that, for once, didn't feel threatening, only curious, almost fond, the way you'd watch someone learning a new trade. She spent the rest of dinner in relative silence, listening to Rebecca and Ryan trade increasingly intimate remarks, the wine flowing freely, their hands brushing with growing frequency under Danielle's watchful, resigned gaze, as she slowly cleared the table every time someone finished a plate, just to give herself something to do with her hands.

It was toward the end of dinner that Rebecca stood, taking Ryan by the hand.

"Let's go upstairs," she said, without much preamble.

Danielle rose too, almost on instinct. "I'll finish tidying up and come join you."

Rebecca turned to look at her, an expression of genuine outrage crossing her face. "You're such a pervert! Do you even understand what Ryan and I are about to do? That's our business, you have nothing to do with it!"

"Rebecca, I—"

"Stay here," she said, sharply, and without adding anything more led Ryan toward the stairs, leaving Danielle alone in the middle of the living room, the dishes still to be cleared, her heart pounding hard for a reason she struggled to explain to herself.

She went up too, but stopped in front of the closed bedroom door, without the courage to knock, without even the courage to walk away entirely. She stayed there, sitting on the hallway floor, her back against the wall, listening to the muffled sounds filtering out from under the door: a stifled laugh from Rebecca, then a deeper one from Ryan, the rustle of clothes pulled off quickly, the faint creak of the mattress beginning to move in a steady rhythm.

She closed her eyes, her mind filling with images she didn't want to see and yet couldn't chase away. The creak of the bed grew more insistent, now joined by a moan from Rebecca that Danielle recognized all too well, followed by another, deeper one, from Ryan, and then more laughter, brief, half muffled by something that must have been a kiss, before the rhythm picked back up, more decisive than before. At one point she heard Rebecca's voice say something, too low to make out clearly, followed by a higher laugh from Ryan, as if she'd just whispered something amusing to him right in the middle of everything else.

Every sound that reached her through the wood of the door transformed, in her imagination, into something far more vivid and detailed than whatever might actually be happening. She stayed there for what felt like an endless stretch of time, knees pulled to her chest, unable to walk away, unable to feel truly at peace with herself, while behind that door the rhythm kept growing more insistent, the wood itself seeming to vibrate faintly with every more energetic movement, and she, sitting there in the dark hallway, found herself wishing, with a shame she could no longer trace to any single source, that she were in there with them instead of out here, alone, just listening.

It was only when she noticed how wet she was, the fabric of her skirt sticking to her thighs in a way that left no doubt, that Danielle realized how long she'd been sitting there, motionless, listening. The creak of the bed showed no sign of slowing, and the thought that Rebecca might walk out at any moment made her jump to her feet with an abrupt motion.

She rushed to the bathroom, her heart pounding hard now for a reason quite different from the one that had sent her upstairs, and changed quickly, tossing the wet skirt into the hamper and grabbing another one at random from the drawer, along with a clean pair of panties, her hands trembling slightly as she got herself together, her eyes darting nervously toward the bathroom door, as if Rebecca might appear at any moment.

She'd just finished fixing her hair in front of the mirror when she heard the bedroom door open at the end of the hallway, followed by Rebecca and Ryan's voices exchanging their last goodbyes, light, amused, as if nothing had changed since dinner a while earlier.

Danielle stepped out of the bathroom just as Rebecca was walking Ryan toward the stairs, her robe pulled tight around her, hair disheveled, a satisfied smile not yet fully faded from her face. It was only after closing the door behind Ryan that Rebecca turned toward Danielle, her gaze dropping immediately to the different skirt, to colors that didn't match the ones from before.

"What have you been up to, little piggy?" Rebecca asked, one eyebrow raised, her tone somewhere between surprise and growing amusement. "You changed your skirt. And your panties too, I'd bet."

Danielle felt her blood run cold. "I... didn't..."

"So it didn't bother you one bit, then," Rebecca went on, stepping closer with a smile that kept widening. "And here I thought you were jealous, sitting out there suffering."

"Rebecca, I..." Danielle stammered something incomprehensible, her face on fire, unable to find an excuse that made any sense at all.

"If you'd told me sooner," Rebecca said, shaking her head with mock dismay, "I could have done this ages ago."

Danielle felt like she might faint, the shame climbing from her chest up to her ears, unable to hold Rebecca's amused gaze fixed on her.

"Don't make a scene like this," she added, stepping closer to rest a hand on her cheek with unexpected tenderness. "We'll do it again, don't worry. No need to fall apart just because Ryan's leaving tonight."

"Let me see," she said next, her tone shifting, her eyes dropping back to the skirt. "I want to see your panties."

"Rebecca, don't—"

"Let me see," she repeated, with the same firmness as always, and Danielle couldn't find the strength to resist. She lifted the hem of her skirt just slightly, revealing the clean panties she'd put on minutes earlier, but Rebecca reached out anyway, tugging them aside with one finger for a better look.

Her expression shifted almost immediately, surprise replacing amusement. "You dried yourself terribly," she said, almost accusingly. "You're wet again."

"No," Danielle protested, her face burning. "I dried myself properly, I swear. Then I got wet again. I don't know why it happens, Rebecca. I get wet like this without even feeling any pleasure, just from the tension."

Rebecca studied her for a moment, then, without saying a word, pulled her into a sudden embrace, her arms closing around her shoulders with a tenderness that clashed with the rest of the evening.

Danielle let herself be held, her face pressed against Rebecca's neck, and it was in that closeness that she caught the scent of her breath, a taste she recognized instantly, the same as other times, the unmistakable taste of male pleasure just consumed. She said nothing. She couldn't find the courage to say it, to admit she'd noticed, and she stayed there, still, letting that detail settle inside her along with everything else.

"Please," she whispered, her voice trembling against Rebecca's shoulder. "Let's stop here. Let's go back to how things were."

Rebecca pulled back just slightly, just enough to look her in the eyes. "The week isn't over yet, silly." Her tone stayed affectionate, but there was something unyielding behind it. "There's still one important thing left to do. We'll talk about it later."

Danielle didn't ask anything more, letting herself be soothed by that embrace that felt sincere despite everything, Rebecca's perfume mixed with that aftertaste she would've preferred not to recognize, trying uselessly to imagine what that one important thing left to do could be, and finding, in the end, only an emptiness full of premonitions she couldn't put a shape to.
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The Drawing

Sunday evening, Richard's estate looked different from anything Danielle had seen before: warm lights strung along the perimeter of the pool, a long table set on the terrace, low music drifting from speakers hidden among the plants. Edmund moved among the guests with a tray of champagne flutes, impeccable as always, wearing the smile of someone who genuinely enjoyed his own work.

The other guests arrived in pairs, spread out over the course of half an hour: three couples, each made up of a wife and a husband dressed as a woman, exactly like Danielle and Rebecca. Introductions were made, a round of names Danielle struggled to keep straight, too busy studying the other three cross-dressed husbands, the way they moved, how they'd done their makeup, how they wore their clothes.

It didn't take her long to notice that none of the three was particularly convincing. One had shoulders too broad for the dress he'd chosen, which pulled visibly across the chest. Another hadn't managed to fully hide his beard, a dark shadow showing through the layer of foundation. The third, the worst of all in Danielle's opinion, still walked with an entirely masculine gait, long, decisive strides that no heel seemed able to correct.

"Look at the one with the beard," Danielle whispered to Rebecca, as they drifted toward the buffet with two glasses in hand. "You can spot it a mile away."

"And that other one, with the shoulders," Rebecca added, a pleased little smile crossing her face. "Looks like a wardrobe wearing a cocktail dress."

"At least I don't have those problems anymore," Danielle said, with a thread of pride that surprised even her as she said it.

"That's right," Rebecca confirmed, watching her with approval. "You've made more progress than the three of them put together. You should be proud."

They all had dinner together at the long table, light chatter and laughter growing looser and looser as the wine flowed. It was only midway through the evening, just as dessert had been served, that Richard tapped a spoon against his glass, calling for attention.

"Friends," he said, rising to his feet with a theatrical smile, "I've thought up a little game to close out the evening. There are eight of us, four couples. We'll draw cards. Whoever draws the highest card gets the honor of taking care of Edmund, here in the garden, by the pool, with their mouth. Everyone else can watch, and comment, if they'd like."

A murmur of surprise and amusement rippled across the table, but it was Edmund, standing by the kitchen door with the tray still in hand, who reacted first, his face losing, for an instant, all of its usual composure.

"Richard, you didn't tell me about this," he said, setting the tray down abruptly on a side table. "I have my own tastes. I don't want certain things from women, you know that perfectly well."

Richard burst out laughing, not the least bit thrown by the protest. "Don't worry, sweetheart. You've only got a fifty percent chance of it happening. Half the guests are men, after all, even if they're well disguised." He winked toward the table, setting off more laughter.

Edmund crossed his arms, not entirely convinced, while the mood around the table grew more tense, glances beginning to dart between the various guests, someone laughing nervously, someone else already seeming to calculate their own odds.

It was at that moment that Danielle pulled Rebecca by the arm, drawing her toward a more secluded corner of the garden, out of earshot of the others.

"I don't want to," she said, her voice low but firm.

"Why not," Rebecca answered, "it's not guaranteed to be you. I could get drawn too."

"That's exactly what I don't want," Danielle said. "You're my wife. Last night's jealousy was already enough for me."

"But sweetheart," Rebecca said, in an almost maternal tone, "Richard put this whole party together specifically for this. Don't you think it'd be rude to skip the drawing?"

"We should leave," Danielle said, almost pleading. "I'd rather do it myself than watch you get humiliated like that."

"What are you talking about?" Rebecca shook her head. "It's just a game, a party. It wouldn't be cheating, it would just be a harmless little bet."

"I still don't want it."

"I didn't think you'd take it this far," Rebecca said, gesturing toward the rest of the table, where the other couples were laughing and joking, apparently perfectly at ease with the idea. "Look at the other couples, how they're joking around. Everyone's happy to take part, and maybe even win. Why should I be the one to skip the drawing?"

"Because I love you," Danielle said, her voice trembling slightly. "Because you're my wife, because I can't watch you on your knees doing that."

Rebecca studied her for a moment, then a slow smile formed on her lips. "If I ask Richard to have you do it instead of me, what would you be willing to do for me, then?"

"Like what?" Danielle asked, confused. "I'd do whatever the game calls for, isn't that enough?"

"No," Rebecca said, "and you know it's not enough. You know what I'd want."

"No, not that."

"Then I won't talk to Richard, unless you—"

"No, you can forget about that," Danielle cut in, eyes wide. "Here, in front of everyone, with Richard? No!"

"I wasn't thinking of Richard," Rebecca said, calmly. "Not here at the estate. Something more discreet."

"What do you mean?"

"Something quiet, at home," Rebecca said. "With Pablo."

Danielle felt her stomach tighten. "Why Pablo, of all people?"

"Because he already knows you're not really a woman, and he wouldn't hold back."

"Pablo? That night, with his fingers..."

"You liked it," Rebecca said, leaning in a little closer. "Say it, that you liked it."

Danielle lowered her eyes, her face growing warm. "But just the tip. Not all of it."

"What's this fear about?"

"Pablo is big," Danielle murmured. "What if it hurts?"

"You silly thing." Rebecca smiled at her, almost tenderly. "We'll tell him to be gentle, not to go all the way in, not fully. Does that work?"

Danielle hesitated another moment, then nodded. "Okay. Pablo's fine. Go talk to Richard, now."

Rebecca walked back toward the table with a confident stride, and without hesitation raised her voice enough for everyone to hear.

"I have a proposal," she announced. "If I get drawn, I'd like Danielle to take my place."

As she said it, she winked at Richard, a quick gesture no one else seemed to notice, but which he caught immediately, a knowing smile crossing his face, the silent sign that this proposal was hiding something else, exactly the advice he'd given her over the phone a few days earlier.

No one objected. If anything, a murmur of amused approval greeted the proposal, and it was Edmund, still annoyed over the earlier surprise, who turned out to be the most enthusiastic of all.

"I really hope Danielle wins," he said, a smile finally returning to his face.

The party carried on, chatter mixing with the clinking of glasses, until it grew late, and Richard pulled out a deck of cards, laying it out on the center of the table.

"Whoever draws the highest card wins," he explained, shuffling with theatrical flair. "The honor's yours."

One by one, the eight guests approached the deck, drawing a card and showing it to the others amid laughter and comments. Danielle stepped up when her turn came, drawing the card that would have been hers, a three of clubs, low, almost reassuring.

Then it was Rebecca's turn, who drew her own card in Danielle's place, as agreed, an ace of hearts that she held up high with a triumphant smile.

"She won!" Edmund shouted, clapping his hands, relief and excitement both plain on his face.

But under the arrangement they'd just made, the card didn't count as Rebecca's win. It counted as Danielle's.

Everyone stood, moving toward the edge of the pool in a small, noisy procession, forming a loose circle around Edmund, who had already sat down on one of the lounge chairs, a smile that had finally regained all its confidence. Danielle stepped forward, her legs trembling slightly, and knelt in front of him on the lawn, still warm from the day's heat.

"Take your time," Rebecca said, taking her place at the edge of the circle, her voice rising just enough to be heard by everyone. "Show him how much you've learned this week."

Danielle began, her hands moving with a confidence that surprised even her, while around her the circle of guests watched, murmuring comments, someone laughing softly, someone else leaning in for a better look.

"Look how she moves," one of the wives said, under her breath, to another. "Much better than mine, last time."

"See, sweetheart, watch and learn," another wife whispered to her own husband, giving him a nudge on the arm without taking her eyes off the scene. "You would've made a total embarrassment of yourself, admit it."

The husband in question, the one with shoulders too broad for his dress, lowered his eyes without answering, while his wife shook her head, almost disappointed.

"Danielle really turned out well," the third wife remarked, turning to Rebecca with a mix of admiration and a touch of envy. "She really should keep going down this road. With a bit more practice she'll be perfect."

"Oh, I'm working on it," Rebecca answered, a pleased smile on her lips. "I'm working on it quite a lot."

"Good girl, Danielle," Rebecca added, her eyes fixed on her with the same satisfied attention as always. "Look how happy you're making him. That's you, giving him that."

Edmund let out a deep breath, his head tipping back, hands gripping the edge of the lounge chair as the circle of guests kept up their commentary, voices overlapping in an excited murmur that made everything feel even more vivid.

"You'd never guess she only started a week ago," Richard said, from his spot in the circle, genuine admiration in his voice.

Danielle continued, finding her own rhythm without needing anyone to guide her, every small signal from Edmund seeming to translate immediately into an adjustment of her own movement, until he finally went completely rigid, a long held breath finally releasing into a satisfied sound, his fingers opening and closing once in the air, as if searching for something to grip and not finding it, before his body sank back against the lounge chair.

The circle erupted into a light round of applause, mixed with pleased laughter, as Danielle pulled back, breath short, face flushed, but with something different in her eyes, a new confidence that had never belonged to her before that week.

"See?" Rebecca said, turning to the other guests, genuine pride in her voice. "I told you she'd learned well."

The rest of the evening slipped by lightly, between last drinks and drawn-out goodbyes, until Rebecca and Danielle finally found themselves in the car, heading home, the dark road broken only by the headlights.

Before even starting the engine, Rebecca slid a hand under Danielle's skirt, pulling it back almost immediately with an annoyed expression.

"Dry yourself off, for god's sake," she said, digging through the glove compartment for a tissue. "You're making a mess everywhere, like this."

Danielle, her face heating up again, took the tissues Rebecca handed her and began drying herself quickly, embarrassed, as the car finally pulled out of the estate's driveway.

"You promised, tonight," Rebecca added, her eyes fixed on the road. "The day after tomorrow I'm inviting Pablo to dinner. Tomorrow we'll call him together, then we'll watch the videos and figure out exactly how you should behave."

Danielle said nothing. She simply nodded a couple of times, still busy drying herself with the tissues, while outside the window the estate's lights slowly faded away in the rearview mirror.
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Wanting Pablo

Monday morning, Daniel got ready for work with the same routine that was by now well established: the garter belt, the fishnet stockings, the tiny thong, the mesh top, all hidden beneath the gray pants, the white shirt, the dark jacket.

Rebecca watched him knot his tie in front of the entryway mirror, a satisfied expression on her face.

"You really do look good," she said, stepping closer to straighten his collar. "You're a handsome man, Daniel. I'm glad I married you." She paused, her eyes running over him with a different kind of attention. "And I have to say, you're not half bad as a woman either."

She kissed him on the lips, a brief kiss but not a rushed one, then pulled back with a curious smile.

"What did Edmund taste like, last night?" she asked, as if asking for an opinion on a restaurant just tried.

"Strange," Daniel answered, his face heating up instantly. "Richard's was much better."

"And the first one you tasted? Pablo?"

"No comment," Daniel said, shaking his head. "The worst."

"Lucky for you, with him you'll be doing something else," Rebecca said, chuckling. Then her gaze dropped to the briefcase Daniel had set down by the door. "But wait, why are you taking the briefcase? You never use it."

"It's empty," he answered, a little too quickly. "But I've got an urgent, confidential matter at work lately. I'd rather carry it with me from now on. I'm worried it might end up in the wrong hands."

Rebecca nodded, without pressing further, though a shadow of curiosity crossed her eyes. "I see. Do you want to call off the game? Only two days left, now. It's been nice like this, but I wouldn't want it to distract you at work."

"No, love." Daniel shook his head firmly. "A small sacrifice. We made a deal. Two days fly by, even if I'm a little scared of Pablo." He hesitated a moment, then added: "Besides, backing out now, after last night's promise, wouldn't be very manly of me."

He realized only on the last word what he'd just said, that the task awaiting him was in no way, shape, or form manly at all. Rebecca smiled, without commenting, leaving him alone with that small embarrassment.

She said goodbye once more at the door, and he left for work.

When he came home that evening, shortly before dinner, the briefcase was noticeably heavier than when he'd left, the way it pulled at his arm different from that morning. Rebecca noticed, her eyes settling on the bag for a moment as he set it down by the door, but she said nothing.

Daniel changed quickly, becoming Danielle again, and while she busied herself at the stove making dinner, she heard Rebecca pick up the phone and dial a number.

"Pablo," she said, her voice turning warm and familiar right away. "How are you?"

Danielle slowed her movements at the stove, straining to listen without meaning to.

"I'm doing great too," Rebecca went on. "Listen, do you feel like coming over for dinner tomorrow night? Danielle would be thrilled to see you again." A pause, then a light laugh. "Yes, exactly, that night in the car. It's come up quite a bit, you know? It really stuck with her."

Another pause, longer this time, during which Danielle pictured Pablo on the other end, that confident smile she remembered all too well.

"No, nothing complicated, it's just that this time we'd like to take things a little slower," Rebecca continued. "With a bit more... attention to detail." Her voice dropped, grew more intimate. "Let's just say Danielle still has a bit of nervousness about it, and I'd like you to be gentle, the first time. Not all of it, you understand? Just the beginning."

Danielle felt her face flush, her hand gripping the wooden spoon harder than necessary.

"Yes, exactly that kind of gentleness," Rebecca laughed, clearly amused by something Pablo had said. "I knew you'd understand. Besides, you were already great with her, that night."

"Perfect," she concluded at last. "We'll see you tomorrow, around eight then. Feel free to bring wine, if you like. See you tomorrow, Pablo."

She ended the call with a satisfied sigh, and Danielle didn't dare ask anything else, continuing to stir the sauce with her eyes down.

They ate dinner calmly, the conversation drifting over ordinary topics, as if the phone call from earlier had never happened. It was only afterward, while Danielle cleared the table and tidied the kitchen, that Rebecca settled onto the couch with the tablet, scrolling quickly through videos.

"Come here, Danielle!" she exclaimed suddenly. "This is fantastic. It's just like you."

Danielle hurried over, drying her hands on a dish towel, and sat down beside her.

The scene on screen had a familiar feel: a woman preparing her husband in skimpy clothes, doing his makeup with care, fitting a blonde wig on him, then having him get on all fours on the marital bed. From behind, she lifted his skirt and began massaging him with a clear product, a glossy gel slipping between her fingers, spreading it with broad, slow motions that made his skin gleam under the room's warm light.

"I'll buy that tomorrow," Rebecca remarked, without looking away from the screen, as if jotting down notes for a shopping list.

The woman in the video slowly opened the way with one finger, then, after a few minutes, with two. The sissy on screen seemed to be enjoying it, her hips moving nervously backward, as if trying to draw those fingers in deeper, but the fingers stayed, with cruel precision, fixed halfway, never quite enough, never quite too little. Every time the husband pushed back more insistently, the woman withdrew her hand slightly, keeping control with a patience that seemed calculated specifically to draw out that frustration as long as possible.

Then the woman stood, crossed the room, and opened the door. Only then did it become clear this was a hotel room, heavy curtains, the warm light of a bedside lamp. A man dressed as a waiter walked in, his jacket with gold buttons still done up to the collar, an empty tray still in hand which he set down immediately on a small table near the door.

The woman helped him undress with sure movements, then guided him by hand to full hardness, before leading him toward the husband, who kept his head down, his shoulders curved in an embarrassment that looked real rather than acted. The woman took her place beside them, directing every movement with small whispered commands, the camera lingering on every detail as the waiter worked his way in with the same patient slowness seen moments earlier in the woman's fingers, the husband tensing, then giving way, then tensing again, a wave of resistance and surrender that repeated several times before the rhythm settled fully into place.

Danielle stayed motionless, eyes glued to the screen, her breath growing shorter and shorter as the scene went on. The waiter had placed both hands on the husband's hips, his fingers sinking into the flesh with a firm, almost possessive grip, guiding every movement with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what he wanted to achieve. The camera lingered a long while on that detail, the large hands tightening and loosening their grip with every thrust, a rhythm that grew steadier, deeper, by the moment.

"Look how he's holding him," Rebecca murmured, without taking her eyes off the screen. "It doesn't look staged at all. It looks like they're both really enjoying it. This video is really well made."

The husband in the video had stopped hiding his own pleasure, his head now lifting with every thrust instead of staying pressed against the mattress, a strangled sound escaping his throat every time the waiter's hands pulled him back harder. The woman, seated beside them on the edge of the bed, kept whispering, encouragement mixed with small commands, "like that," "again," "don't stop," her voice growing huskier as the scene intensified.

"It seems like she enjoys watching just as much as he enjoys doing it," Danielle observed, surprised by her own comment.

"Of course she enjoys it," Rebecca said, a smile crossing her face. "It's the control, you understand? Watching someone you love surrender completely. There's nothing more exciting than that."

The waiter's rhythm finally grew irregular, his hands gripping the husband's hips with an almost brutal force, his body pulled back with every thrust with an intensity that drew the camera into closer and closer shots. The husband was now panting openly, his arms giving way beneath his own weight, his face pressed against the bedspread as the rhythm grew faster and faster, more decisive, until one final, long thrust made him cry out in a sound that held nothing back anymore.

When the waiter finally reached his climax, the camera lingered a long while on the result, abundant, sliding down the skin of the still-kneeling husband, his legs visibly trembling as he tried to catch his breath.

"Did you see how much came out?" Rebecca said, her voice thick with excitement. "So much liquid. I wonder if Pablo makes that much too."

Danielle was panting, her breath short and uneven, and it was only then that Rebecca truly noticed, turning to look at her in surprise.

"Are you thinking about Pablo?" she asked, a smile slowly spreading across her lips. "Do you want me to touch you, right now?"

"No need," Danielle murmured, her eyes down. "I think I already did."

"I'm sorry," Rebecca said, in a tone that mixed sympathy and amusement. "Just from the tension again? No pleasure at all?"

"Yeah," Danielle admitted. "It happens to me all the time now. Even at work."

"Why at work?"

"Sometimes I watch those hypnotic videos you told me about, to think like a female," Danielle explained, her voice growing quieter and quieter. "It happens to me every time. I've learned to put tissues in front, beforehand. I go to the bathroom and change them."

"Such a good girl," Rebecca said, stroking her cheek with genuine pride. "Following my instructions even when I'm not there to check." She turned back to look at the screen, where the video had ended by now, the final frame frozen on the woman's satisfied face. "Do you think Pablo will measure up to the waiter in the video? Will he produce a lot of liquid too?"

"I'm afraid so," Danielle murmured, "if he's anything like that night..."

"I can't wait for tomorrow," Rebecca said, a smile spreading across her face, her eyes bright with an almost childlike anticipation. "Can you?"

Danielle didn't answer right away. She kept staring at the now-dark screen, her own blurred reflection giving back an uncertain image of herself, wondering how long it had been since she'd stopped knowing for certain what she actually felt. She was afraid to tell the truth, and even more ashamed of the fact that this fear didn't come from dread, but from something far closer to anticipation she could no longer control.
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She Wants All of It

Rebecca walked Daniel to the door, as she did every morning, but this time she lingered a moment longer than usual, her hands smoothing his shirt collar with an almost ceremonial care.

"Today's the last day," she said. "The hardest one."

"Yeah," he answered, with an uncertain smile.

"You've got everything on underneath, as always?"

"Yes, I've already put the tissues in." He hesitated a moment, then added, his eyes dropping slightly. "You know that video from last night? I keep thinking about it. Even this morning, in the shower. I can't seem to control myself anymore."

"You're so sweet," Rebecca said, stroking his cheek. "Remember, no solid food today. Liquids only. And come home early, we need to clean you out properly, inside. I'm buying what we need today, and that gel from the video too."

Daniel just nodded, his face heating up, and kissed her on the lips before heading out, the thought of the evening ahead following him through the whole day like a weight both sweet and unbearable at once.

He came home an hour earlier than usual, as requested. Rebecca was already waiting in the bathroom, everything ready on the edge of the tub: a clear bag hanging from a hook, a thin tube, towels folded with care.

The first pass still came out a bit murky. It took two more to finish the job, Rebecca working with the same methodical patience as always, checking the result against the light each time before starting again. The last one finally ran clear, transparent, and Rebecca showed real enthusiasm for her own work, finishing it all off with a specific gel, its scent intense, almost sweet.

Then she dressed her, choosing every piece with the same care reserved for a special occasion: boots that rose well past the knee, a skirt so short it barely covered what it needed to, a top that left her whole midriff bare, makeup applied heavy, almost theatrical, and finally a red wig, a bright, vivid red Danielle had never worn before.

"No panties, tonight," Rebecca said, folding the underwear she'd pulled from the drawer and putting it back away.

When Pablo arrived, shortly after eight, he didn't hold back the compliments, his eyes running over Danielle from head to toe more than once, as if he couldn't decide which detail to settle on.

"You look stunning tonight," he said, handing her the bottle of wine he'd brought. "Actually, I'd say you've improved since that night in the car."

Danielle could only manage a thank you, her voice trembling just slightly.

Dinner went by very quickly. Danielle stuck to drinking a little something, on Rebecca's advice, who had whispered to her to avoid any food so she wouldn't find herself in an awkward position later. Pablo and Rebecca chatted for most of the meal, laughing, exchanging glances that already seemed, to Danielle, to be anticipating everything about to happen soon.

While Danielle tidied the kitchen, rinsing dishes with slow movements to steady her nerves, she heard Rebecca invite Pablo to the couch.

"Come here, I want to show you something," Rebecca said, picking up the tablet.

Danielle couldn't see the screen from where she stood, but she recognized the sounds of the video from the night before, the woman's low voice, the breathing growing steadily more intense.

"We'd like it to go like this," Rebecca told Pablo, her voice low enough that she didn't want to be overheard, but not quite low enough to stay entirely hidden from Danielle's ears. "But you should stop halfway. Danielle's afraid you'll go all the way."

"So I shouldn't do it like in the video? No liquid inside?"

"No, not that," Rebecca answered, with a light laugh. "I'm just saying you shouldn't go all the way in. Danielle remembers you as being big. I don't want to be crude, but I think you understand what I mean."

Pablo smiled, a shadow of pride crossing his face, and gave a knowing little nod, as if to say he understood exactly what she meant, and that if Rebecca wanted to check for herself, he certainly wouldn't say no. He didn't push it any further than that gesture, though, and Rebecca stood, heading toward the kitchen.

"I've explained everything," she told Danielle, resting a hand on her shoulder. "Let's go upstairs."

All three of them climbed the stairs, Danielle in the middle, Rebecca behind as if escorting her, Pablo in front with the same confident stride he'd always had, ever since that first night at the club.

In the bedroom, the lights had already been dimmed, only the bedside lamp left on, the bed made up with clean sheets Danielle didn't remember seeing before, probably chosen specially by Rebecca for the occasion.

"Get on all fours," Rebecca said, pointing to the center of the bed.

Danielle obeyed, climbing onto the mattress with an unsteadiness the heels only made worse, settling into the required position, her face heating up at the thought of how exposed she was like this, the skirt no longer covering anything at all.

Rebecca sat on the edge of the bed, while Pablo slowly took off his shirt, his eyes fixed on Danielle with the same patient attention as always. He came closer, one hand settling on her hip, the other reaching for the gel left on the nightstand.

"Take it slow," Rebecca said, addressing them both, but Pablo especially. "Remember what we talked about."

Pablo nodded, spreading the gel with slow movements, his fingers moving with the same patience he'd shown in the video from the night before, opening the way little by little, first with one finger, then with two, while Danielle gripped the sheets with both hands, her breath catching with every small bit of progress.

"See how she's reacting," Rebecca said, watching closely, her voice thick with a satisfaction she didn't even try to hide. "Look how she's moving into your fingers, Pablo. She's not afraid anymore, like she seemed to be."

Danielle couldn't deny it. Her hips were moving on their own, seeking out that contact instead of fleeing it, an instinct that now felt like it belonged to her more than she'd ever believed possible.

When Pablo positioned himself behind her, Rebecca shifted slightly, staying close enough to intervene if needed, her eyes never leaving them for even an instant.

"Slowly," she said, as Pablo began pressing forward, her voice growing more decisive. "Just a little. Stop there."

Pablo obeyed, stopping exactly where Rebecca had indicated, and Danielle felt a mix of relief and an unexpected frustration, as if part of her had wished he hadn't stopped at all.

"How's it going?" Rebecca asked, leaning down to look at her face.

Danielle whispered something unintelligible, her forehead beaded with sweat, and as she did her hips began slowly moving backward, a small movement at first, then more and more obvious, as if the limit set just moments before was no longer enough.

"Danielle, what are you doing?" Rebecca said, raising an eyebrow. "Backing into him?"

Danielle didn't answer. She pressed back further still, unmistakably now, her hips seeking on their own what her words didn't have the courage to ask for out loud.

Rebecca watched her for a moment, then understood, a slow smile forming on her face as she turned toward Pablo.

"Forget what we said before," she said. "Go in. She wants all of it, that's clear."

Pablo didn't need telling twice. With one decisive thrust he pushed all the way in at once, his belly coming to rest against Danielle's buttocks, with no reservation left at all. He stayed like that, still, for a few seconds, letting her adjust to that sudden, total sensation, until Danielle, impatient, began moving on her own, her hips rocking back and forth with an insistent, almost animal rhythm, like a bitch in heat demanding attention.

Then Pablo picked the rhythm back up, his hands gripping Danielle's hips with the same firm hold seen in the video, thrusting now with the same depth, holding nothing back anymore. Danielle buried her face in the pillow, muffled moans escaping her with every thrust, while Rebecca stayed close beside her, one hand stroking her back, her eyes missing not a single detail.

"Look at her," Rebecca said, almost to herself, her voice hoarse. "Look how she's taking it now."

The rhythm grew more and more intense, the bed creaking with every thrust, Danielle no longer trying to hold back any sound at all, her voice breaking into louder and louder moans as her body gave in completely, every last bit of resistance now forgotten.

Pablo finally went rigid, a long held breath finally releasing all at once, his body pressing against her one last time before going still, trembling.

Danielle let go almost in the same instant, a tremor running through her entire body, her face pressed into the pillow while Rebecca stroked her hair with the same tenderness as always.

When Pablo slowly pulled out, Rebecca leaned over to look, her eyes widening just slightly. "So much liquid," she murmured, almost with admiration, watching the result slide down Danielle's thighs. "You were generous, Pablo."

Pablo let himself drop onto the bed beside them, still panting, a satisfied smile stamped across his face. He stayed like that for a few minutes, then pulled himself up, beginning to dress again calmly, unhurried, like someone who felt perfectly at ease in that room.

"Did I hurt you?" he asked Danielle, buckling his belt, his eyes turning suddenly thoughtful. "Did you enjoy it?"

Danielle pushed herself up to sit, still trembling slightly, and shot him a look that mixed embarrassment with a hint of mischief. "Those are things we females don't say," she answered, winking toward Rebecca, who burst out laughing instantly.

Pablo laughed too, shaking his head. "All right, all right, I won't push it." He leaned down over Danielle, placing a light kiss on her cheek. "You were fantastic, though. Really."

"Thank you," she murmured, her face heating up again, for a different reason this time.

Rebecca walked him downstairs, the two of them still trading a few remarks on the way, while Danielle stayed sitting on the bed, listening to their voices fade away, then the front door opening and closing, one last goodbye exchanged in a low voice before everything fell silent.

Rebecca came back up shortly after, closing the bedroom door behind her, and slipped in beside Danielle under the covers, her arms wrapping around her with a tenderness that had nothing to do with the rest of the evening.

"Danielle's last night," she whispered, tenderly, just before drifting off to sleep.

In the morning, Rebecca woke up alone in the empty bed. She stayed disoriented for a moment, then heard footsteps approaching down the hallway, and the bedroom door opened.

Danielle walked in with a tray in her hands, breakfast steaming and carefully arranged, wearing a black maid's uniform, extremely elegant, a white apron tied at the waist and a small matching cap in her hair.

Rebecca pushed herself up to sit, eyes wide. "Wait, this? Where did this come from?"

Danielle smiled, setting the tray down on the nightstand with an almost professional gesture. "From the briefcase."

Rebecca burst out laughing, a full, disbelieving laugh, and Danielle joined her right after, both of them swept up in the same fit of laughter, while outside the window the sun of a new day poured in to light up the room. The week was over, and another one, it seemed, was already about to begin.
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