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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.
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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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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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