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The Immature Seed 

Ector and Margaret's house stood on a hill north of the city, surrounded by a garden his father had laid out back in the sixties, one that no one, since then, had ever dared to change. It was a house built to hold a large family, with rooms that stayed empty and a silence that, over time, had become habit.

Ector was thirty-eight and had never worked a day in his life, not in the sense the word would have meant for anyone else. His father's legacy, stocks, properties, an income that renewed itself like a tide, let him fill his days however he saw fit, reading, tending a garden he never really touched, accompanying Margaret whenever she asked him to. He was a man of modest stature, his narrow shoulders seeming to slope toward his neck, his hips a touch wider than one would expect, and a face that people, when they thought he wasn't listening, called kind. Not handsome. Kind, which was another way of saying something else.

Margaret, on the other hand, filled a room simply by walking into it. She was an imposing woman, in the best sense of the word, tall, with a full bust no dress ever quite managed to contain, wide hips, sturdy thighs, fair skin dotted with freckles that deepened in summer. She didn't shave, had never wanted to, a small act of rebellion against an aesthetic she considered a cage invented by others, and when Ector, in the early days, had brought it up with an embarrassment he couldn't hide, she had simply laughed, a full sound that came from her chest.

"It's my body," she'd said. "If you don't like it this way, that's not my problem."

The problem, in truth, was that Ector liked it enormously. There was something in Margaret's abundance, in her naturalness, in the total absence of apology in the way she occupied space, that disarmed him every time, that made him feel smaller than he already was, in a way he could never quite decide whether to call discomfort or desire. Maybe they were the same thing. He had never thought about it deeply enough to find out.

They had married six years earlier, in a small ceremony that Ector's father, still alive then, still capable of disapproving with a single glance, had judged adequate, the highest compliment he knew how to give. Margaret came from a less well-off family, taught art at a city high school, and for the first few years that disparity had weighed more on Ector's mother than on the two of them. Then his father died, his mother moved to Florida, and the house on the hill was left to the two of them, with all its silence to fill.

It was Ector who had first wanted to talk about children. Not right away, in the early days they'd been too busy getting to know each other, discovering the different rhythms of their days, but after the third year, something in him had begun to insist. He pictured a child with Margaret's hair, her same full laugh. He pictured himself, for once, as something more than the last heir of a fortune he hadn't helped build. A father. He liked the word, repeated it to himself sometimes for no reason, the way one does with a name one is learning to love.

Margaret had been cooler about it. Not opposed, exactly, she would never have said no to something that made Ector so visibly happy just to talk about, but not moved by the same urgency either. "There's time," she would say, and kept saying it even once time, in fact, had started running short.

That evening, the evening the story truly begins, they were sitting on the back porch, the one that looked out over his father's overgrown garden. Margaret had a glass of white wine resting on her stomach, one leg bare to mid-thigh, her bare feet propped on the little table. Ector watched her the way he always did, with that mixture of admiration and faint dread he no longer even tried to hide.

"I've been thinking about the results again," he said finally, after a long silence they'd both let stretch out unhurried.

Margaret didn't open her eyes. "I know."

"Dr. Halsey said we might still—"

"Ector." She opened her eyes now, and looked at him with an expression that wasn't irritation, not yet, but something closer to the weariness of someone who has already had this conversation too many times in her own head. "I know what he said. Low motility. Low count. Some word I don't remember, something about an underdeveloped structure."

Hearing her say it, with such clinical simplicity, hit him the way a thin needle does, sliding in somewhere you didn't expect. Dr. Halsey had said it more gently, of course, but the meaning was the same, Ector's sperm, under analysis, had shown an atypical morphology, a shape the report, with a euphemism Ector had never managed to forget, described as pronounced cellular immaturity. One of the assistants, younger and less diplomatic than the doctor, had even used the word androgynous while talking to a colleague, perhaps thinking Ector couldn't hear from the waiting room.

Margaret, on the other hand, was perfect. Uterus, ovaries, ovarian reserve, every single parameter had come back within ideal range, to the point that the gynecologist had joked she could write a textbook using her body as the example. Perfectly healthy. Fertile in a way few bodies truly are.

It was an asymmetry Ector wore like a suit two sizes too small. Him, with his income, his house, his family name, and nothing, biologically speaking, worth passing down. Margaret, who had never needed any of that inheritance, carried inside her exactly what he lacked.

"I saw an advertisement," Ector said, his voice lower than he'd meant it to be.

Margaret raised an eyebrow. "What kind of advertisement."

"A clinic. Private. They say they have a program for cases like ours." He hesitated. "Natural insemination, they call it."

"Natural in what sense? Isn't that already the problem, that whatever is natural in you isn't enough?"

There was no cruelty in the question, only the blunt candor that had always been part of Margaret, the same candor that sometimes wounded him without her ever noticing. Ector lowered his eyes to his glass.

"They have a website. Photos. It all looks very professional." He pulled out his phone, as if he'd waited all evening for the right moment to do it, and handed her the screen.

Margaret took the phone with her free hand, narrowing her eyes against the blue light. On the screen, the clinic's page opened with a glossy image, a stark white room, almost clinical in its furnishings yet with something theatrical about it, and a woman in the foreground, a nurse, according to the caption, with heavy makeup, red lips, a uniform that clung to her body more than one would expect from a medical setting, and a pair of impossibly high heels that would have served no practical purpose whatsoever in an obstetrics ward.

"Interesting choice of uniforms," Margaret said, in a tone caught somewhere between amused and puzzled.

"Dr. Reyes, who runs the clinic, wrote an article about it, I read it. He talks about an approach that focuses on the couple's psychological wellbeing, on reducing the stress of male infertility by creating a more relaxed environment. Less hospital-like."

"Relaxed," Margaret repeated, scrolling through more images. More nurses, more glossy interiors, the same recurring aesthetic of heavy makeup and high heels, corridors lit like a fashion shoot more than a healthcare facility. "Ector, this looks like an adult site dressed up as a clinic."

"I know it seems strange."

"It seems ridiculous."

"But the results they're claiming…" Ector leaned toward her, an urgency he couldn't fully control. "An extremely high success rate, for couples in our exact situation. Look at the testimonials."

Margaret kept scrolling, in silence, for longer than Ector had expected. The testimonials were written with a suspicious kind of enthusiasm, women talking about an experience that changed our marriage, husbands thanking the clinic for giving them back a family. None of them explained exactly what the treatment actually consisted of.

"And what do they do, exactly, in this natural insemination?"

"They don't explain the details online. They say the method is described during the first consultation, out of respect for patient privacy."

"So you don't know."

"I know it costs an insane amount," he admitted, "and I know there's a months-long waiting list. Which, I'd guess, means it works."

Margaret handed the phone back, setting it face-down on the little table beside the now-empty wine glass. For a moment she sat looking at the garden, the dark shapes of the trees Ector's father had planted forty years earlier, as if she were searching there, in that overgrown disorder, for a simpler answer than the one she'd been asked for.

"You really want this," she said at last. It wasn't a question.

"Yes."

"More than I don't want it, I think."

Ector didn't answer right away. It was true, and they both knew it was true, but hearing it said aloud carried a different weight. "Maybe," he said. "But I think that if we tried, you too might…"

"Don't make promises about my feelings, Ector." Her tone wasn't hard, but it wasn't soft either. "Show me the site again tomorrow, when I've had time to think. And I want you to call and set up an informational consultation, before anything else. I want to know exactly what natural means before we sign anything."

It was a yes, however disguised as caution, and Ector took it in with a relief that swept through his chest like a breath of air after too long underwater. He reached across the little table and found her hand, larger than his own, their fingers lacing together with a habit six years of marriage had made almost automatic.

"Thank you," he said.

Margaret didn't answer right away. She was still watching the garden, and in the dim light her profile held that quiet steadiness Ector loved and feared in equal measure, the way one loves and fears something larger than oneself.

"Don't thank me yet," she said finally. "We don't even know what we're about to ask for."

Ector noticed, as he did almost every evening, her feet propped on the little table, her toenails lacquered a bright red he didn't remember seeing before.

"Not wearing the pink polish anymore?" he asked.

Margaret wiggled her toes, as if inviting a closer look. "Felt like a change today. Want to taste it?"

"Yes, please."

Ector slid off his chair and knelt before her, taking one foot in his hands with a tenderness that felt almost like devotion. He began kissing her toes, one by one, his tongue lingering over each lacquered nail, his mouth climbing slowly toward her ankle. Margaret let her head fall back against the chair, her breathing deepening, and with a lazy motion pulled the hem of her skirt up past her hips.

"Come up now, Ector. I need your tongue higher up."

He moved up slowly, over her calf, her knee, the inside of her thigh, never once stopping his kisses. "Even in this heat," he murmured against her skin, "you're all sweaty. Always too thick, too dark."

"You know how I feel about it, Ector. I'm dripping with sweat, and more. Clean it up properly."

Ector buried his face between her legs, the strong, healthy scent of her filling his head more than any word could. He kept at it for a good quarter of an hour, his tongue patient and stubborn, until he felt her fingers grip his hair and push him hard against that thick, raven-dark tuft. He understood, as he always did, that it was time to pick up the pace, and he did it exactly as she had taught him, over all those years together.
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The Black Dildo 

Dr. Halsey's office was in a downtown building with a dark brick facade, one of those buildings that seem chosen on purpose to reassure patients about the seriousness of the people working inside. Ector had already been there three times in two months, and every time the waiting room seemed smaller, tighter, as if the walls edged just a little closer with each visit.

Margaret sat beside him with her legs crossed, flipping through a magazine she wasn't really reading. She had insisted on coming with him that day, even though the tests were only his, and Ector didn't know whether to be grateful or whether, on the contrary, he would have preferred to face what he was about to hear alone.

"Mr. Ector," said the nurse, opening the office door.

Dr. Halsey was a man in his sixties, with a calm way of speaking that Ector had found reassuring in earlier visits. That day, though, that same calm felt like the prelude to something worse than expected.

"I have the complete results here," the doctor said, opening a folder on his desk. "As you already know from the first report, count and motility are low. What the second test added is a more precise picture of morphology."

"And what does that mean, in practice," Ector asked, his voice coming out thinner than he'd intended.

The doctor hesitated for a moment, as if searching for the right words, and that hesitation was, for Ector, more telling than any diagnosis. "It means a significant portion of the cells show an underdeveloped structure. It's not a rare condition, but in your case it's fairly pronounced. Your circulating testosterone level, in addition, is at the low end of normal."

"Low end," Ector repeated, as if saying the phrase again might help him understand it better.

"There's a technical term sometimes used in these reports, one I'd normally avoid writing so explicitly, but which the radiologist added in his notes." The doctor turned the page toward him, pointing to a line with his pen. "Here. Androgynous configuration of immature germ cells. It's a rather blunt way of saying that, at the microscopic level, some of these cells haven't completed the differentiation one would expect."

Ector stared at the printed word on the report until the letters seemed to lose all meaning, just black marks on white paper. Androgynous. The same word he'd heard whispered in the waiting room, months earlier, now came back to him in black and white, official, undeniable.

"And Margaret?" he asked, more to change the subject than out of real need, since he already knew the answer.

"Your wife is in optimal condition, as I've already told you. Regular uterus, good ovarian reserve, perfectly regular cycle. If the problem were hers, I'd tell you not to worry. The problem, I'm sorry to say this so plainly, is almost entirely male."

When they left the office, Margaret was still waiting for him in the waiting room, and from the way she stood, from the way she put a hand on his arm without asking a single question, Ector understood she'd already guessed everything from his expression.

"Let's go home," was all she said.

In the car, the silence stretched out for the whole drive, broken only by the hum of the engine and, at one point, by a long breath Margaret held as if she were about to say something and then thought better of it. Ector drove with his eyes fixed on the road with exaggerated attention, as if concentrating on the road signs could keep the word androgynous from spinning through his head. He kept thinking back to all the times, as a boy, his schoolmates had teased him for a voice too clear, for mannerisms they considered unmanly, for that build his mother fondly called delicate and that the others, less fondly, called things he'd learned never to repeat even to himself. He'd always thought those were just cruel schoolyard taunts, with no real basis. Now, with a medical report using almost the same word, the distance between the childhood insult and the clinical diagnosis felt dangerously thin.

Margaret, for her part, looked out the window with an expression Ector couldn't quite decipher. It wasn't the first time he'd seen her like that, sealed inside some thought she wasn't ready to share, and he knew from experience it was pointless to push her to talk before she was ready. It was only once they were inside the house, her taking off her shoes in the entryway and him standing still with the keys still in his hand, that Margaret spoke.

"I called the clinic back," she said. "The one from the ad."

Ector looked up, surprised. "When?"

"This morning, while you were in the shower. I wanted to know a bit more before telling you, in case it turned out to be a waste of time." She sat down on the sofa, with that physical ease that always seemed to fill whatever piece of furniture she settled onto. "I spoke with a very professional woman on the phone. She says the first consultation is free, and that we can book it for next week."

"So you changed your mind? Last night you thought it was ridiculous."

"I still think it's strange." Margaret shrugged, a gesture that in her always seemed larger than it really was, because of her broad shoulders and the lazy sway her chest followed with the movement. "But today, hearing you tell me what Halsey said, I thought maybe it's worth understanding what they actually offer before dismissing the idea. It costs nothing to listen."

"What exactly did the woman on the phone tell you?"

"That the informational consultation lasts about an hour, and that during that hour they explain the method in detail, with the chance to ask any questions we want before signing anything. She was very insistent on that point, that no one is obligated to continue after the consultation." Margaret paused, as if reconsidering some detail of the call. "She also asked if we'd already done all the tests, and when I told her about the atypical morphology, she said that's exactly the kind of case their method works best for."

"That kind of case," Ector repeated, a shadow of bitterness in his voice. "So there are others like me."

"Apparently so. More than I would have thought." Margaret took one of his hands in hers, larger, and squeezed it with a firmness meant to be reassuring. "You're not the only one, Ector. And maybe that's exactly why it's worth going, to see how other couples managed."

Ector sat down beside her, still shaken from the visit, and for a moment couldn't say anything. Then, almost against his will, the word from the report came back to him, insistent, and he said it aloud for the first time.

"He wrote androgynous, Margaret. On the report. Like I'm not… like I'm not even man enough at the cellular level."

She looked at him for a long moment, with an expression that wasn't pity, but something more complicated, a mix of tenderness and that same bluntness that never left her. "Ector, you know how I feel. I don't care what a report says. What matters to me is what I see, every day, in this house."

It wasn't entirely a comfort, and maybe it wasn't even meant to be, but it was enough to loosen something in Ector's chest, a knot he'd been carrying for weeks. He drew closer to her, seeking that physical nearness that between them had always been a simpler language than words, and Margaret welcomed him with an arm around his shoulders, pulling him against her.

Later that night, they went up to bed earlier than usual. Margaret undressed with her usual ease, unhurried, and lay down on the bed inviting him to join her. Ector did, and for a while they tried, with the patience six years together had taught them both, to make love the usual way. But Ector's body, that night more than ever, wouldn't cooperate, his erection stayed uncertain, meager, unable to sustain what Margaret was trying to draw out of him as she moved above him.

After several attempts, she stopped, staying seated on her knees for a moment, her chest rising and falling with a slightly labored breath. "You know what, I give up," she said, without anger, with the same practical bluntness as always. "I'll get my little friend."

She got up, opened a nightstand drawer, and pulled out a black dildo, generously sized, one Ector had seen before but that never stopped intimidating him with its mere presence. Margaret lay down beside him and began touching herself calmly, her eyes half-closed, her breath deepening again. The summer heat, combined with the movement, sent her thick, intense scent rising into the air, a scent that to Ector always felt like an elixir capable of wiping out every other thought.

He watched her, breathing hard, unable to look away.

"Get over here, next to me," Margaret said, "on all fours, your face close to my pussy. Go on."

Ector obeyed, positioning himself as instructed, his face inches from her, the scent growing even more intense at that distance.

"Now pick up the dildo. I'll let you know when it's time to go faster."

He obeyed, starting a slow back-and-forth, his eyes fixed on her to catch every signal. Then came the moment he was waiting for, one of Margaret's fingers slipping in behind him, light but firm, the agreed-upon signal. He picked up the pace as much as he could, waiting for the next step. When he felt the second finger, he understood she was close to the edge, and he pushed both the speed and intensity of the motion to their max, driving the dildo deeper with long, decisive thrusts.

A hot, rhythmic gush hit him full in the face. Ector opened his mouth, trying to catch it so the bed wouldn't get dirty, and heard Margaret let out a long moan above him. Then came the third finger, and at that point Ector, too, had a sudden jolt, a small spasm running through him entirely.

With one hand he gathered up the few drops that had fallen on himself, knowing full well how much Margaret hated him messing up the sheets. He brought them close to his tongue and, without letting her see, made them disappear, while she let herself go against the pillow beside him, still trembling from one last shiver, the thick, dark tuft of her hair gleaming in the warm light of the nightstand lamp.

They stayed like that for a while, in silence, both their breaths slowly returning to normal. Margaret reached out and stroked the back of his neck, an almost maternal gesture that felt strangely at odds with what had just happened. "I'll call tomorrow to set up the consultation," she said, her voice already drowsy. "Better sooner than later, right?"

Ector nodded against the pillow, unable to find words. In his head, the word androgynous kept circling, but now, mixed with the warm memory of her above him, it seemed to have lost a little of its bite. He closed his eyes, thinking about the clinic, about the made-up nurses in the photographs, about everything they still didn't know and would, within a few days, begin to discover.
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The Strange Nurses 

The clinic stood in a residential neighborhood that wouldn't have raised any suspicion, a low, modern building, surrounded by a tidy parking lot and hedges trimmed with the precision typical of places meant to inspire confidence. Only the sign, discreet and free of any explicit medical reference, read Reyes Fertility House, without adding anything else.

Margaret had driven that morning, insisting Ector was too on edge to do it with proper care, and indeed he'd spent the entire ride drumming his fingers on his knee, eyes fixed out the window without really seeing anything.

"Remember," Margaret said, switching off the engine in the parking lot, "we're only here to listen. No obligation."

"I know."

"Say it like you believe it."

Ector smiled, faintly, and for a moment the tightness in his chest eased a little.

The clinic's entrance looked nothing like anything Ector had ever seen in a medical setting. The reception area was finished in pale wood and marble, with a light scent of white flowers drifting from somewhere unseen. Behind the counter, a woman with her hair pulled into a perfect chignon greeted them with a professional smile, heavy makeup around her eyes, lips a red identical to the one Ector had noticed so many times in the photos on the website.

"Mr. Ector and Mrs. Margaret," the woman said, checking a register. "Dr. Voss is expecting you in the consultation room. This way, please."

They walked down a white corridor, lit by recessed lights that left no shadows, and Ector noticed, almost out of the corner of his eye, another female figure crossing a side hallway: towering heels, a fitted cream-colored uniform, a lean body moving with a studied, almost theatrical gait. Something about that movement, about the unusual length of the legs relative to the torso, left him with a feeling he couldn't quite name, a faint doubt that vanished before it could take conscious shape. He tried to turn for a better look, but the figure had already disappeared behind a frosted-glass door, leaving nothing behind but a trail of sweet, heavy perfume.

Margaret, walking a step ahead of him, didn't seem to notice anything, or simply chose not to let it show. She kept surveying the space with that critical, attentive gaze so typical of her, assessing every detail as if inspecting a house before buying it, the abstract paintings on the walls, the vases of white orchids set at regular intervals, the near-total absence of that disinfectant smell that usually marked every medical facility they'd been to so far.

Dr. Voss received them in a room furnished more like a sitting room than a doctor's office, pale velvet armchairs, a low table with water and glasses already set out. She was a woman in her fifties, elegant, with a warm, reassuring tone of voice that put you at ease almost instantly.

"Thank you for coming," she said, sitting down across from them. "I know your path here hasn't been easy. Dr. Halsey forwarded me, with your consent, a summary of your situation."

"So you already know the results," Margaret said, with that blunt candor so characteristic of her.

"I know the general picture, yes. Low motility and count, atypical morphology, a hormonal profile trending toward the low end of the male norm. And, on the other side, optimal female fertility." Dr. Voss folded her hands in her lap. "That's exactly the kind of imbalance our method handles best."

"And what exactly does this method consist of," Margaret asked, not softening the question at all.

"We call it natural insemination, a process that favors direct physical contact over traditional laboratory techniques, within a controlled and supervised setting. Our success rate for cases similar to yours exceeds eighty percent within three cycles, against much lower rates for standard techniques when morphology is this compromised."

"But what does that mean, in practice, direct physical contact," Margaret pressed.

Dr. Voss smiled, a patient smile, the kind of someone who has already faced that exact question hundreds of times. "It means that, once you're past this consultation stage, it would be explained to you in detail during a second, more private meeting, where you can decide calmly whether the method is right for you. I understand it may seem less than transparent, but it's a very delicate aspect, and we prefer to introduce it gradually, once trust between us and our patients has already been established."

Ector, who had stayed nearly silent until then, leaned forward slightly. "The nurses we saw coming in… are they part of the treatment?"

"Our support staff follows a specific aesthetic protocol, designed to create an environment that reduces performance anxiety, particularly in male patients. We'll discuss that more fully at the second consultation." Dr. Voss looked at them both, with that calm that never seemed to crack. "For now, if you're both willing, I'd like you to sign just a preliminary admission form. It's not consent to treatment, but it will allow you access to the second, truly informational consultation."

Margaret looked at Ector, searching his eyes for something that would confirm or deny what she herself was already thinking. Ector nodded, barely, and Margaret, after a moment's hesitation, did the same.

"One last thing," Dr. Voss added, before handing them the pens. "The second consultation, the one that really settles things, requires both spouses present for the entire session, which can run up to two hours. It's important that you come mentally prepared to listen without judgment to what you'll be shown. Many couples arrive with expectations different from what they find, and it's normal to have strong reactions."

"What kind of reactions," Margaret asked.

"It depends on the couple. Some husbands find the method liberating. Others need more time to adjust to the idea." Dr. Voss smiled again, that patient smile that gave nothing away. "Either way, no one is ever forced into anything. Your wellbeing, as a couple, remains our absolute priority."

They both signed the form, a simple sheet asking only for personal information and a generic consent to be contacted again, and left the clinic with the shared but unspoken feeling of having stepped over a threshold they still didn't fully understand. In the parking lot, before getting into the car, Margaret paused for a moment to look back at the building, squinting against the afternoon sun.

"Something about that place doesn't sit right with me," she said, more to herself than to Ector.

"What do you mean?"

"I couldn't say exactly. It's all too polished, too deliberate to just be a fertility clinic." She shook her head, as if to chase the thought away. "Maybe I'm just being paranoid. Let's go home."

That evening, at home, Margaret pulled off her shoes with a sharp, more agitated motion than usual, and poured herself a glass of wine before even sitting down.

"I saw you," she said, without any preamble, "watching those nurses. What's gotten into your head?"

Ector, caught off guard, stiffened. "What do you mean? They were odd, that's all."

"Odd how?"

"They were very feminine. Almost too much, in an ostentatious way."

"Whores, right?" Margaret moved closer, the glass still in her hand. "They looked just like whores, don't you think?"

"More like odd. They looked odd."

"Do they turn you on?"

Ector hesitated, then lowered his eyes. "Yes."

"Pig."

"But not the way you think."

"How then?"

"I don't know, I'd like…"

"You'd like what? Tell me, you perverted pig!"

"I'd like to dress like that too."

Margaret went still for a second, the glass frozen halfway to her lips. "What? You'd like to dress like a slut?"

"Sorry, but they're so sexy."

"And you'd like to sway your hips around like that?"

"Would it bother you?"

"Let's find out. Strip."

Ector obeyed without arguing, taking off his shirt and pants with slightly trembling hands, while Margaret watched him with an expression somewhere between amusement and a genuine curiosity that seemed to surprise even her. Once he was completely naked, she set down her glass and stood, circling him slowly, as if seeing him for the first time.

"Come with me," she said finally, taking him by the hand and leading him toward the walk-in closet.

She rummaged through her own clothes until she found what she was looking for: a pair of sheer black pantyhose, long since retired, and an old bra that was too tight for her. She tossed them at Ector with a curt motion.

"Put them on."

Ector put them on, awkwardly, the thin fabric clinging to thin, narrow legs in a way that made the disproportion even more obvious, wide hips the pantyhose emphasized against the narrow shoulders above them. The bra, too large for him, hung empty over his flat chest, but Margaret didn't seem to find it as ridiculous as he'd feared. She watched him instead with a new kind of attention, as if discovering something that had always been there, beneath the surface, that neither of them had ever really looked at.

"Now walk," she said, sitting down on the edge of the bed. "Like those nurses. I want to see if you understood what turns you on so much."

Ector took a few uncertain steps, trying to imitate that swaying gait he'd glimpsed in the clinic corridor, his hips moving clumsily under the pantyhose, his arms not knowing where to rest. Margaret laughed, not cruelly but with genuine pleasure, which paradoxically pushed him to keep going, to exaggerate the movement, to let himself sink into that parody of femininity that felt, for the first time, like something more than a simple game.

"Come here," she said, spreading her legs and beckoning him closer with one finger. "Like a good little slut."

Ector approached, kneeling at her feet still dressed in pantyhose that weren't his, and Margaret dug her fingers into his hair with a grip firmer than usual, as if this new image of him had lit something inside her that had stayed dormant until then. She pulled him against her, holding his face pressed against her thick, dark bush, and Ector let himself be guided, sensing that something, that night, between the two of them, had shifted for good, without yet being able to say where.

Margaret reached toward the nightstand, opened the top drawer, and pulled out a strange dildo, very long and narrow, different from the one from previous nights. "Do you think those nurses do other things too, with the clinic's clients?"

"What do you mean, darling," Ector murmured, his voice muffled against her.

"Do you think that if a client showed up with an accessory like this, what would they do?"

Ector raised one eye, as much as he could manage with Margaret's grip on his hair. "I think they'd let him in."

"Would they let him in, or would they go looking for him?"

"Yes, maybe they'd go looking for him."

"I don't quite understand. Show me how they'd do it."

With that, Margaret tore a hole in the pantyhose between his cheeks, dampened it slightly, and pressed the tip of that slender dildo against him. Ector kept his tongue exactly where Margaret held it pinned, but feeling his backside suddenly free, he tried to pull back, to seek contact with that tip. Margaret withdrew it slightly, out of spite. Ector pulled back more decisively, right as she, playfully, decided to reverse the motion. The dildo pushed in firmly, and Ector arched his backside not the way he usually did, but in a more obscene way, as if he really were one of those nurses.

Margaret sank it in all the way and switched the vibration to full power. Ector didn't seem to protest, only spread his cheeks with his hands and pushed back seeking more depth. That reaction excited Margaret enormously, and seeing him like that, she began to let go. "Bitch, lick, and push back with that ass. I swear I'll leave you at that clinic, dressed as a nurse, at the disposal of the male clients."

Ector pushed all the way back at those words, and stopped only once he reached the handle. Margaret came with a sudden gush, while a thin, clear thread of liquid escaped from Ector's penis. He tried to touch himself with one hand, but a sharp slap from Margaret on the outside of his thigh made him stop. That night he tried to sleep without having found real release, his body still tense, his mind full of images he couldn't shake.

When he woke the next morning, he realized with sudden clarity that something strange was happening inside him. A new sensitivity, one that unsettled him, and that he'd have to learn to manage. He went to the bathroom while Margaret still slept, and looked at himself in the mirror with his back to it, his own backside suddenly seeming enigmatic, as if it belonged to someone else. He couldn't quite understand why, but he sensed that the strange dildo, so narrow, couldn't have stayed inside him all night. He rose onto his toes in front of the mirror, spread his cheeks with his hands, and tried to see, with his own eyes, how deep that slender shaft had actually gone.
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The Catalog 

Ector spent the whole day with that sensation still clinging to him, like a wet garment that wouldn't dry even in the sun. He didn't talk to Margaret about it, couldn't find the right words, and maybe didn't even look for them with much conviction. He stayed in the garden for a couple of hours, pruning shears in hand, cutting branches that didn't really need cutting, just to have something to do with his hands while his mind kept stubbornly returning to that image of himself reflected in the mirror.

It was Margaret, around lunchtime, who called him from the porch with the phone in her hand, her face lit with an expression he couldn't decide was excitement or worry.

"That was the clinic," she said, covering the microphone with one hand. "They have an opening for the second consultation, the day after tomorrow. The real one, the girl on the phone said. The one with Dr. Reyes himself."

"What did you say?"

"I said yes." Margaret lowered the phone, looking at him with an attention that struck Ector as suddenly different, as if she were searching for something in his face without quite knowing what. "Are you ready?"

"I think so."

He wasn't, or at least not in the sense Margaret meant the question. Ector no longer knew for certain what he was preparing himself for, whether it was the description of some unusual medical method, or something he already felt, deep down, he wanted, without yet being able to fully admit it to himself.

Dr. Reyes received them two days later in a different office than Dr. Voss's, larger, with a dark wood desk and an entire wall of windows overlooking an inner courtyard tended like a Zen garden. He was a tall man in his sixties, groomed down to the last detail, gray hair combed back, a smile that seemed sincere even when, as Ector would soon learn, it wasn't entirely.

Those two days of waiting had been a small private hell for Ector. In quiet moments he kept returning to that image of himself in the mirror, trying to understand what it really meant, never arriving at an answer that satisfied him. Margaret, for her part, had secretly leafed through the folder they'd received at the first consultation, never openly admitting it, but Ector had caught her one evening, late, the study light on and the file open on the desk, snapped shut in a hurry the moment he walked into the room.

"I'm glad you've made it this far," he said, inviting them to sit. "I know the preliminary process can seem slow, almost excessively cautious, but over the years we've learned that a couple informed gradually handles what comes next far better."

"So you'll finally tell us what the method actually is," Margaret said, with that candor that never left her.

"Of course." Reyes laced his fingers on the desk. "Our program is built on a simple principle. When male fertility is significantly compromised, as in your case, the most effective solution isn't technological, it's biological. We select donors with optimal genetic traits, young, healthy, medically vetted in every respect, and we facilitate conception through direct intercourse, in a controlled, safe environment."

The silence that followed was brief but heavy. Margaret was the first to speak. "You're saying you're asking me to sleep with a stranger."

"Not a randomly chosen stranger," Reyes corrected, calmly. "A selected donor, presented through a detailed catalog, with photographs, physical data, medical history, and, if you wish, even a brief preliminary meeting before you choose. You will always retain complete control over the decision."

"And my husband?"

"Your husband is an integral part of the process. Not a mere passive observer, but a conscious participant. Many of our patients find that witnessing, in a safe, judgment-free setting, helps them process what would otherwise remain a silent trauma tied to their own infertility."

Ector felt his heart race, not from fear but from something that dangerously resembled excitement, and he felt ashamed of that reaction even before he'd fully recognized it.

"And the nurses," he asked, his voice more uncertain than he would have liked. "What role do they play, exactly?"

Reyes looked at him with a new kind of attention, as if that question, coming precisely from him, confirmed something the doctor had already suspected while watching him. "Our support staff has a broader role than a first visit might suggest. Let's say they share, with many of our male patients, a personal journey that makes them particularly suited to accompany them through this kind of experience. But it's a subject I'd prefer to address further along, once mutual trust is even more solid."

He added nothing further, despite Ector's insistent gaze, and moved instead to outline the practical details, periodic medical checks, the option to withdraw from the program at any time, the costs already discussed over the phone. Margaret listened with her arms crossed, her face composed into an expression that gave nothing away, though her knuckles, slightly whitened where her hands pressed against her forearms, betrayed a tension her words didn't show.

"One last question," Margaret said, when Reyes paused. "What happens if, after starting, we decide to stop?"

"It can happen at any time, without consequences and without penalties," Reyes answered. "Although, I'll say this honestly, in our experience it's fairly rare for a couple to decide to stop once they've begun. Most discover, along the way, dynamics within their relationship they never knew they had."

"Dynamics in what sense," Ector asked, unable to hold back.

"In the sense that male infertility, when approached this way, often reveals desires and roles that had stayed hidden beneath the surface of a conventional marriage. It's not uncommon for the balance of power between spouses to shift, and for both to end up drawing, in the end, an unexpected benefit from it."

"I need some time to think it over," she said finally, once Reyes had finished.

"Of course. There's no rush at all." The doctor stood, handing them a bound folder. "You'll find all the information here, including private access to the online catalog, in case you'd like to start getting a sense of things. No commitment, just informational material."

They left the clinic in a silence different from the previous days, denser, weighed down with thoughts neither of them seemed ready to share yet. Margaret drove with her eyes fixed on the road, the folder resting on the back seat as if she didn't even want to look at it. Ector, for his part, felt a tangle of feelings he couldn't sort out, the humiliation of having been described, even indirectly, as a man who would have to watch another do what he couldn't, and alongside it that persistent, almost shameful spark that had stayed lit in him since that morning in front of the mirror.

They stopped the car for coffee at a café along the road, one of those automatic gestures couples make to postpone the moment when they'd actually have to talk. Sitting at a corner table, Margaret kept stirring her spoon in her cup without drinking any of it.

"I don't know what to think," she said finally. "On one hand it all seems absurd, almost grotesque. On the other, that man was right about one thing. We don't have any other viable path, if we really want a child."

"I know."

"And you?" Margaret finally looked up, fixing him with an attention that seemed to be searching for something beyond words. "What do you really think?"

Ector wanted to answer her honestly, but the words caught in his throat, unable to come out in the shape he felt them inside. "I think we should try," he said finally, and it was true, even if it wasn't the whole truth.

At home, Margaret made dinner in an unusual silence, moving between the stove with sharper gestures than normal. Ector watched her from the table, unable to find the right words, until she turned around, setting the wooden spoon down against the edge of the pot with a sharp knock.

"You've been so strange since this morning," she said. "It's not the first time I've felt that tension coming off you, but today it's different. What's wrong?"

"Nothing," Ector said, too quickly for it to sound convincing.

Margaret dried her hands on the dish towel and came to the table, sitting across from him with that expression she always wore when she'd decided not to let something go. She pulled off one of his shoes, then the other, without asking permission, and held one of his feet in her lap, studying it with an almost clinical attention.

"You see, Ector, you have small feet for a man. Thirty-eight, right?"

"Yes, Margaret. But what does that have to do with anything?"

"I'm a tall woman, sturdy, I wear a size ten. Don't you think it's strange, in a couple, for the wife to have bigger feet than the husband?"

"Maybe, but it's just a detail. We both know you're physically stronger than me. That's exactly what I fell in love with, it made me feel safe."

"And it bothered you that I don't shave down there, that I'm so thick." Margaret gripped his foot harder, her eyes fixed on his. "Tell it straight. You deny it every single time."

"Yes, but also no. You know that when we're around other people, this naturalness of yours embarrasses me. It's not refined. Even my mother always says…"

"Your mother raised you for refined things. Little blonde girls, shaved, perfumed, like the one you were with before. What was her name?"

"Ellen. But what does Ellen have to do with this now."

"It has everything to do with it. She had you completely under her thumb and wouldn't let you have sex, right?"

"Yes, she said certain things could only happen after marriage."

"Right. And I let you do them right away. Well, after a bit, since the first times, the moment you got your nose anywhere near my panties you'd shoot off like you were desperate."

"It was that scent, Margaret. You were going through what I used to call your Natural phase, your rebellion phase. It was a scent thing, I couldn't help it."

"I know, I was strange, I was against intimate hygiene, I remember."

"Yes, I remember too. It was embarrassing when we had friends over for dinner."

"You see, Ector, you're drawn to extreme situations, don't you realize that?" Margaret lifted his foot until it brushed against her chin. "I saw you today at the clinic, how you tensed up at that idea of the natural, sure, selected act. And you know what that means?"

"Maybe, but tell me yourself."

"That you feel like a beta male, submissive, that needs an alpha male."

Ector didn't answer. His face went pale, his eyes fixed on her, unable to find any words.

"Ector?" Margaret lowered his foot, leaning closer. "Don't tell me that…"

"Yes. I'm sorry."

"Come here. Lick me now, make me feel good too."

"Yes, Margaret."

"Come here, pretty nurse. Lick this thick bush, get it ready for the clinic. Maybe I'm starting to be convinced."

Ector slid off the chair, kneeling between her legs, his face already pressed against her, while outside the evening settled slowly over the overgrown garden of Ector's father, a silent witness to something that was, little by little, changing shape forever.
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The Sissies 

The call came on a Tuesday morning, while Ector was still having breakfast. The voice on the phone, polite and professional as always, invited them to a first practical session, as they called it, for the following Friday. Not actual treatment yet, the girl clarified, but a meeting in the clinic's private wing, the one neither Ector nor Margaret had seen yet.

Margaret agreed without any particular hesitation, with that same practical determination she applied to every decision in their life together, but Ector noticed, in the days that followed, a subtle change in the way she looked at him. It wasn't just attention anymore, but something closer to study, as if she were observing in him a phenomenon that had begun to interest her for reasons entirely her own.

Those days passed in an anticipation charged with silent electricity. Ector caught himself thinking about the clinic more than once even while going about his usual routines, the garden, the books left half-read on the nightstand, and each time the image that came back to him wasn't of the donors in the catalog, but the confused, insistent image of himself in a role he still couldn't name. Margaret, for her part, seemed to have stopped arguing over whether they should continue, as if some silent decision had already been made inside her, and she spent her time simply watching how her husband reacted to each new piece of the story.

The clinic's private wing was on the upper floor, accessible only by an elevator requiring a keycard, and the atmosphere shifted the moment the doors opened. Here the lighting was softer, the colors warmer, and the scent of white flowers from the reception gave way to something more intense, almost musky, that crept into the air without any way to pinpoint its source.

They were greeted by a woman different from the ones they'd seen so far, younger, with platinum blonde hair pulled into a high ponytail and makeup even heavier than the others', her eyebrows drawn with geometric precision, her lips a nearly violet red. She wore the same fitted cream uniform, the same towering heels, but something about her, up close, struck Ector in a way he couldn't quite place.

"I'm Simone," the woman said, with a smile that revealed perfectly white teeth. "I'll be your guide today."

It was the voice, more than anything else, that planted the first concrete doubt in Ector's mind. A timbre slightly deeper than expected, one no amount of makeup could fully disguise. Then he noticed the hands, large relative to the slender body, the knuckles pronounced beneath carefully maintained skin, the nails lacquered but undeniably wide. He looked at Margaret, seeking confirmation of what he was sensing, and found in her eyes the same silent question.

Simone led them to a small private waiting room, furnished with pale leather sofas, and left them there for a few minutes before Dr. Reyes joined them in person, his face composed in the usual calm, professional expression.

"I see you've noticed something," Reyes said, sitting across from them without much preamble. "It happens almost every time, at this point in the process. It's time we were completely transparent with you."

"Simone is…" Ector began, unable to finish the sentence.

"Simone is a man, yes. Like all our nurses." Reyes let the information settle for a moment in the silence of the room. "More precisely, they are husbands of our patients, involved in the program exactly as you would be, Mr. Ector, should you decide to continue."

Margaret visibly stiffened. "Are you saying all the nurses we've seen…"

"Are husbands who accepted a different role within their own wives' fertility journeys. In exchange, their partners were able to conceive with the security and discretion we offer here. It's an arrangement that works on both sides: the wives get the child they want, and the husbands find, often to their own surprise, a role that fulfills them in ways they never expected."

Ector felt his heart hammer in his chest, not from horror but from an excitement knotting itself in his throat, mixed with a shame he could no longer clearly separate from the desire itself. He looked at Simone again, who had stayed by the door with her hands folded, her perfect makeup undeniably built over a face that, beneath the surface, remained that of a man.

Simone looked back at him, with an understanding expression Ector hadn't expected, as if recognizing in him something she'd already seen many times before in that very room. "There's nothing to be ashamed of," she said, in that voice that gave everything away, a warm but unmistakably male timbre beneath the flawless makeup. "I sat exactly where you're sitting now, once, at the start."

"How long have…" Ector began, not quite sure how to phrase the question.

"Almost two years now. My wife had twins, thanks to this place." Simone smiled, a smile that seemed sincere, even proud. "And I found something here I didn't know I was looking for."

"And if I agreed," Ector said, his voice coming out rougher than he'd expected, "what exactly would that involve?"

"It would involve a gradual process, like for all our patients. Aesthetic training, an adjustment period, and eventually an active role assisting other couples during their sessions, as well as your own." Reyes studied him with an attention that seemed to already be gauging how far he was willing to go. "It's not an obligation. It's an option we offer only to patients who, like you, already seem to carry the seed of it inside them, if you'll pardon the expression."

Margaret watched Ector with a new intensity, her eyes shifting from him to Simone and back again, as if piecing together a puzzle whose parts she'd already sensed for some time. She said nothing, but her expression spoke for her, a mix of surprise rapidly turning into something more calculated.

Reyes had a tablet brought in, opening the donor catalog on it for the first time in concrete terms. The photos scrolled past one after another, young, athletic men, each accompanied by a profile listing height, build, eye color, education level, even hobbies, as if it were a dating site profile rather than a genetic selection.

"How exactly does the selection process work," Margaret asked, slowly scrolling through the profiles.

"You choose three or four profiles that interest you most. We then arrange a brief introductory meeting, always here at the clinic, in a neutral, supervised setting, before proceeding to the actual session. Nothing happens until you've had the chance to consider it calmly."

"And do the donors know they're being chosen by married couples? Do they know about the husband's role?"

"Certainly. It's part of the agreement they sign with us. Many find the supervision aspect part of the program's appeal, not an obstacle."

"Take all the time you need," Reyes said, turning to Margaret. "There's no rush in choosing."

Margaret scrolled through the photos with an attention that struck Ector as excessive, lingering on some faces more than others, and he, sitting beside her, felt a pang of jealousy tangle confusedly with the desire that had been burning inside him ever since he'd learned the truth about Simone.

"Doctor, listen," Margaret said, with that practical curiosity that never left her, "but these odd numbers next to the profiles? This one, twenty-five, or this other one, eighteen, or this other one, thirty-two, this handsome Black guy. What do they mean? Age? He looks younger, he doesn't look thirty-two."

Dr. Reyes, in an extremely professional tone, avoided answering directly. "You know, no one ever asks that question," he said, glancing between wife and husband, a hint of restrained amusement in his eyes. "Everyone else figures it out right away. Perhaps at home your husband can explain to you what that means, and that other little number next to it too."

"Right, there's another number next to the thirty-two. There's a two and three-quarters. Whatever could that be?"

The doctor looked at Ector and smiled. "Ector, you've understood, haven't you? Will you explain it to her?"

"Yes, doctor," Ector said, his voice cracking slightly. "But why do those details even matter?"

"You're right, Ector, they're not important. But a lot of clients find them interesting, especially the husbands. Though I imagine that's not quite the case for you."

"Right," Ector said, avoiding both their gazes. "Everything is so strange here. Even the details."

Margaret still didn't understand, and looked at both of them with a wary expression, as if she felt like the only person in the room excluded from a secret the other two shared without ever saying it outright.

They got home in the late afternoon, both silent, the weight of what they'd discovered pressing down on the car more than any words could have. Ector stared out the window without really seeing the passing scenery, his mind still full of the image of Simone, of that voice too deep for the flawless makeup framing it, and of the discovery that had stirred something inside him he could no longer pretend to ignore.

It was only that evening, after dinner, that Margaret broke the silence, calling Ector into the bedroom in a tone that admitted no argument.

When he walked in, he found her sitting on the edge of the bed with a box in her hands, a box Ector had never seen before.

"I ordered it last week," Margaret said, lifting the lid. "Even before I knew about Simone. Let's just say I'd already figured something out."

Inside, carefully folded, were a pair of real pantyhose, not her old borrowed ones but bought specifically for this, along with a bra in his size and a small tube of lipstick.

"Get dressed," Margaret said, handing them to him. "I want to see how it looks on you, before I actually take you to that clinic dressed this way."

Ector took the garments with trembling hands, feeling his heart race for the umpteenth time that day. He undressed slowly under Margaret's watchful gaze, and slid the pantyhose up his thin legs, then the bra, which this time was the right size and clung to his flat chest in a way that made him feel, for the first time, genuinely close to what he'd glimpsed in Simone.

"Come here," Margaret said, picking up the lipstick and beckoning him closer. She traced the color onto his lips with a steady hand, then leaned back to study the result, a slow smile spreading across her face.

"Perfect," she murmured, more to herself than to him. "Now kneel down and show me how good you've gotten, before I take you to those nurses."

Ector obeyed without hesitation, the lipstick smearing against Margaret's skin as she dug her fingers into his hair, guiding him with that same firmness that had carried them through every year of their marriage, but that tonight seemed to have taken on an entirely new meaning, as if both of them, at last, were finally giving up the pretense of not knowing where all this would lead them.
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Size Doesn't Matter 

The next morning, over breakfast, Margaret picked up her phone again, the catalog page still saved on it, scrolling back through those numbers that had stuck in her mind.

"Ector, explain this number thing to me properly. What do they actually mean?"

He set down his coffee cup, knowing he couldn't dodge the subject any longer. "They're anatomical measurements. The site lists everything in both centimeters and inches, side by side. The one you were looking at must have been the centimeter column."

"So the guy with the thirty-two and the seven…"

"That's thirty-two centimeters, and seven," Ector said, looking away. "In inches, it works out to about twelve and a half, with a diameter of two and three-quarters. It's a technical description, that's all."

Margaret studied him with a new kind of attention, as if weighing something that went beyond simple curiosity. "Have you ever been measured like that yourself?"

"Yes, as a kid. At school." Ector shrugged, trying to downplay it. "A stupid thing teenagers do, among friends. It didn't mean anything."

"And what were your measurements?"

"Margaret, I don't think that matters."

"I want to know."

Ector stalled, twirling the little spoon in his now-empty cup, but she didn't look away, waiting with that steady patience that always managed to wear him down. "Three inches, and three-quarters of an inch," he said finally, his voice barely audible.

Margaret didn't seem surprised, just nodded, as if she'd already suspected something like that. "And are those numbers important to you? Because that thirty-two, then, must be really big."

He didn't answer right away, his mind drifting back to that profile he'd seen the day before. "Especially the two and three-quarters," he said finally. "A diameter like that can hurt, if you're not used to it."

It was then that Margaret, with an expression Ector had never seen on her before, got up from the table and went upstairs. He watched her go, not understanding right away what she had in mind, until he heard her rummaging in the nightstand drawer. She came back a moment later with the black dildo in her hands and a sewing tape measure wound around her wrist.

"I want to understand what we're actually talking about," she said, sitting on the sofa and beginning to unroll the tape along the silicone surface. "Twelve," she announced, after measuring the length. Then she stopped, the tape still wrapped around the base. "And how do I get the diameter now?"

She got up and joined Ector in the kitchen, the dildo still in one hand and the tape in the other. "From the circumference, how do I get the diameter?"

"You divide the circumference by pi. About three point one four," he explained, with that precise patience that came naturally to him whenever numbers were involved. "What circumference value did you measure?"

"Six and a quarter," Margaret said, reading the tape carefully.

Ector picked up his phone, quickly typed in the calculation, and looked up at her. "Two. Your dildo's diameter is two inches."

Margaret raised a hand to her mouth. "Only? So then two and three-quarters is… is that… that's a huge thing?"

"Yes, but we're not obligated to choose that one."

"But it's really huge!"

"You already said that," Ector said, with a thread of irritation he couldn't quite hide. "We don't necessarily have to…"

"But do they charge more, for ones like that?"

"And how would I know if the price changes based on that."

"It's really huge, Ector. Do you realize that?"

Ector realized it, all too well, and could see clearly, as she kept repeating that phrase with a mix of disbelief and growing fascination, that something in Margaret was lighting up, a curiosity that went well beyond simple technical information.

In the days that followed, that curiosity only grew. One evening after dinner, Margaret opened the clinic's catalog again on the tablet and started scrolling with Ector beside her, but her gaze, he noticed right away, went straight to the two numbers next to each profile, ignoring almost everything else.

"Look at this one, Ector! Thirteen and three-quarters and three. More than the other one. And he's Black too." Margaret scrolled through a few more profiles, frowning. "Above ten they're almost all Black, except for one. How odd."

"Margaret, you can't choose based only on that. Think about this for a second." Ector took the tablet from her hands, scrolling through some profiles himself, until he stopped on one that immediately seemed more sensible to him. "Look at this one, for example. Such a handsome guy. Blond, blue eyes, six foot six, and those broad shoulders."

"Let me see." Margaret took the tablet back, scrolling to the technical profile. "Seven and one and a quarter, Ector. So this one, then, the thirteen and three-quarters doesn't convince you?"

"Look at the rest of the profile too, please." Ector reached over, pointing to the other entries on the card. "IQ of one hundred forty, two degrees." Then he took the tablet and scrolled to the profile Margaret had chosen earlier. "Height five foot eight, dark as coal, IQ of eighty-eight. Basically no education, works for a moving company. He doesn't have much going for him, Margaret."

"Ector, you're a man, you fixate on appearances. You have to look at a person's appeal from a woman's point of view."

"It's not about appearances. I'm talking about the father of our child."

The argument dragged on for a good while, Margaret circling back to the numbers again and again, Ector insisting on height, education, overall appearance, until, reluctantly, for a first introductory meeting, he managed to push through the blond guy, six foot six. Margaret gave in, but with a visibly disappointed expression.

"But if I'm not happy with yours, the next choice is mine," she said, crossing her arms.

"Fine," Ector answered, more out of exhaustion than real conviction.

Friday came faster than Ector would have liked. At the clinic, this time, they weren't greeted by the polished ground-floor reception, but went straight to the elevator for the private wing, where Simone was already waiting for them.

"Today is just an introductory meeting," Dr. Reyes explained, joining them shortly after. "We run a serious clinic, and before proceeding to any actual session, it's necessary for both spouses to feel comfortable with the chosen donor. No intercourse will happen today."

Simone still led Ector into a side room, leaving Margaret to wait with Reyes. "Even though nothing concrete will happen today, many patients find it easier to handle the meeting if they feel, for once, part of the world they're about to observe," she said, helping him out of his shirt.

Ector let Simone dress him in an almost hypnotic sequence of motions, a light top hugging his flat chest, the same pantyhose he'd already tried on at home, a pair of shoes with a lower heel than the nurses wore but still unlike anything he'd ever worn before. When he looked at himself in the mirror, the feeling was similar yet different from the one he'd had facing his own reflection in the bathroom days earlier: no longer just a confused doubt, but a concrete image, almost complete, of something he'd begun to recognize as his own.

"It suits you," Simone said, watching him in the mirror with an almost proud air. "My first day was so much harder."

"Perfect," she added then. "Let's go now. Your donor is waiting."

The young man Ector had chosen was named Marcus, tall and blond just like in the photo, with a disarming smile and an athletic build that, by comparison, made Ector feel even smaller than he already did.

"Pleasure to meet you," Marcus said, shaking hands with Margaret first, then Ector, without the slightest hint of surprise at his outfit. "Reyes told me a bit about you two. I know it's the first time for both of you."

Margaret responded with measured ease, chatting with Marcus about practical details, his job, his education, but Ector noticed, beneath that politeness, a certain coolness, as if she were comparing this man, in real time, against the image of the other candidate she hadn't been allowed to choose.

The meeting lasted a little over half an hour, a polite conversation free of any physical contact beyond the initial handshake, exactly as Reyes had promised. When they left, Margaret stayed silent the whole drive home, and Ector understood, from that silence, that the matter of the next donor was anything but settled.

That evening, at home, Margaret wouldn't let him take off the pantyhose. She made him sit on the edge of the bed, then went back to talking about size, pulling two different dildos out of the drawer, the black one he already knew and a new one, pink, thinner, which she declared was six and a quarter inches long with a diameter of one and a quarter.

"Get on all fours," she said, in a tone that admitted no argument.

Ector obeyed, his heart racing as Margaret began stimulating him from behind with her fingers, with a patient calm she'd never devoted to him quite like this before. Once she felt he was relaxed enough, she took the pink dildo and began working it in, a little at a time, with slow, measured movements.

"Do you like it like this?" Margaret asked, pushing just a bit deeper. "It's almost all the way in, three quarters. Should I keep going?"

"No, please…" Ector cut himself off, his voice broken by a moan he couldn't hold back. "I mean yes, a little more. Not all the way, though."

"Is this okay?"

"Yes, it's okay. I can feel it. A little more, gently. Not all of it."

Margaret pushed a few more millimeters, watching Ector's back arch beneath her. "Now? Can you feel it?"

"Yes, more, please. But not all the way in. I'm not actually one of those nurses."

Margaret paused for a moment, then with a firm, decisive motion pushed it all the way in, no more hesitation. "Ector, it's done. It's all inside, and you can barely even feel it. You're just like those nurses. If not worse."

Ector felt a sensation wash over him he'd never experienced before, a different, deeper pleasure, rising in waves as Margaret kept going, insistent, moving the dildo with slow, steady thrusts, her free hand pressing on his back to hold him exactly where she wanted him.

After about ten minutes, Ector was overwhelmed by his first prostate orgasm, a wave that shook him from head to toe, leaving him breathless, collapsed onto the mattress, his breath broken.

"That was amazing," he said, still panting, his voice thick. "Different from your fingers. Thank you."

Margaret looked at him with an ironic smile, slowly pulling out the dildo. "See what women feel? Imagine if I'd used the black one. Now you wouldn't just be thanking me, you'd feel open and happy like you've never felt in your entire life."

Ector was struck by those words, but even more by the crash that followed the orgasm, a sudden drowsiness that pulled him under almost without warning, before he could even respond.

Margaret stayed awake watching him, unsatisfied. The black dildo was still there, on the bed, unused. She stared at it for a long while, and began thinking about what it would actually feel like, a dildo just as big but made of real flesh. The thought alone made her wet fast, and she began moving it inside herself, a little at a time, until it disappeared entirely. She imagined being at the clinic, having made the choice she'd wanted to make from the very start, the one Ector hadn't let her make. The thought carried her to the edge within moments, a quick, intense orgasm that left her breathless.

Ector, beside her, noticed nothing. Margaret fell asleep right after, without even the strength, or maybe the desire, to pull out the dildo. She spent the whole night with that sensation still inside her, imagining it had magically grown bigger, become real flesh. "We should hire some movers," she murmured more than once, turning over in bed, sunk into a deep drowsiness that neither of them would be able to fully explain to themselves come morning.
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The Educational Videos 

Margaret woke up late, her body still numb from that strange night, and her first thought, before she'd even fully opened her eyes, was a pang of embarrassment at realizing how she'd slept. She got up quickly, put everything away without saying anything to Ector, who was still asleep, and went down to the kitchen to make coffee with an air of normalcy that fooled no one, least of all herself.

She spent the morning distracted, unable to focus on the papers she needed to grade for school, her mind constantly drifting back to that nighttime sensation, to the thought that had carried her to the edge with an almost embarrassing ease. After lunch, while Ector was in the garden, she picked up the tablet and began searching, almost without realizing it, for videos online.

Ector found her that way, in the mid-afternoon, sitting on the sofa with the screen lit and a focused expression that told him immediately what it was about.

"What are you watching?" he asked, sitting down beside her.

"Look at this guy," Margaret said, without looking away from the screen. "Doesn't he look like the one from the catalog?"

Ector leaned in to look, then shook his head. "I don't see it. He's short and very dark. We picked one who's tall and blond."

"I meant the other one," Margaret said, in a tone that implied it was obvious, at least to her. "See how well she takes it? And look at the finish, the sheer amount. With all that seed, it's basically a guarantee."

"But Margaret, we already decided." Ector rubbed a hand over his face, a mix of exhaustion and embarrassment. "Besides, that's an actor, he doesn't actually look like the one in the catalog."

"I know it's not him, the face is different," Margaret admitted, without taking her eyes off the screen. "But look underneath, look at the details, he's enormous. And in the comments they say he's famous, they're talking about eleven and two and a quarter. Imagine the one in the catalog I showed you. Don't you think that would have been better?"

"We'll never know, since we already picked Marcus."

"For now," Margaret said, with a smile that struck Ector as more of a veiled threat than a joke. "Remember what I told you. If I'm not happy with yours, the next choice is mine."

Ector didn't answer, just watched the screen with growing unease, while Margaret kept scrolling through more similar videos, commenting each time on proportions, stamina, quantity, as if she were studying a different catalog altogether from the clinic's official one, one made of empirical confirmations rather than technical profiles.

"You know what I wonder," she said at one point, pausing a video and turning toward him. "If after the first session with Marcus I'm not happy, how long would it take to switch donors?"

"I don't know. We didn't ask."

"We should ask." Margaret picked up her phone again, as if about to text the clinic, then thought better of it and set it down. "Anyway, look at this one. He's twenty-six, according to the description. And the comments say things you wouldn't even imagine."

"But do you think that guy from the catalog is seeing someone?" she asked then, out of nowhere, without looking up from the screen. "Married, even?"

"Come on, Margaret, enough!" Ector rubbed his hands over his face. "How would I know, and why do you even care?"

"Curiosity, Ector, I don't know why, but I just want to know. Just to know." Margaret hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking from the screen to him and back again. "If maybe he's free… we could… I don't know. I'm even embarrassed to say it."

"Margaret, I don't even want to hear this. Besides, he has a low IQ. Do you want a child like that?"

"But those tests don't tell you anything about a man, Ector, and you know it. I teach, and there are distracted, extremely intelligent kids who don't put effort into those tests and end up underrated."

"Will you just tell me, once and for all, why you're so fixated on him?"

"You know exactly why, and I don't want to tell you. I know where you're going with this." Margaret set the tablet down with a sharp motion, her eyes suddenly harder. "You want to make me feel like a… you know what, and I'm not one. If that were all that mattered, Ector, you'd have been last on the list. And you know it."

Ector fell silent, taking that line like a blow he hadn't seen coming, while Margaret went back to staring at the screen with an expression that left no room for further discussion.

The rest of the afternoon passed that way, Margaret alternating between videos and comments, Ector staying beside her out of a mix of curiosity and unease he couldn't fully separate, feeling a little smaller each time at those numbers she kept repeating with an enthusiasm that seemed to grow rather than fade. At one point she paused on another video, furrowing her brow thoughtfully.

"You know what I've noticed," she said, turning toward him. "In almost all these videos, the husbands, when there are any, always stay off to the side. At the edge of the frame, almost invisible. I wonder if you, too, on Friday, will stay that far on the margins."

"Reyes said I could have an active role, if I want."

"And do you want that?" Margaret looked him straight in the eyes, with that candor that never left her. "Or do you'd rather stay on the sidelines, like these guys?"

Ector lowered his eyes, unable to answer right away. The question stuck with him for the rest of the afternoon, along with the image of those blurred husbands in the background of the videos, ornamental presences beside bodies that completely dominated the scene.

Toward evening, after dinner, Margaret went upstairs with a different air about her, more decisive, and when Ector joined her he found her sitting on the bed with the black dildo in hand, turning it between her fingers, studying it with an almost experimental attention.

"Come here," she said, not looking up. "I want to try something."

Ector came closer, and watched her slowly bring the tip of the dildo to her mouth, her lips stretching with visible effort around that diameter, her eyes watering from the strain after just a couple of inches. She pulled it out, panting lightly, a thread of saliva running down her chin.

"What do you think," she said, catching her breath, "with a diameter of two and three-quarters, would that even be doable? With the mouth, I mean."

Ector felt his face flush. "Margaret, I don't know. You go to the clinic to conceive, not… not for that kind of thing."

"I know, it's just curiosity." Margaret turned the dildo over in her hands again, then looked him straight in the eye. "And the taste? What do you think? You know better than me by now, what it's like to hold one in your mouth."

"It's not the same thing, silicone doesn't have a real taste."

"But the real thing, what do you think it would be like?" she pressed, not giving him any way out. "Think about it, Ector. With all that seed they were talking about in the comments."

Ector didn't answer, unable to find the words, while Margaret watched him with a smile that seemed to savor every moment of his embarrassment, before finally setting the black dildo down on the nightstand and getting up to grab the harness from the drawer.

"I ordered it a few weeks ago," Margaret said, with an ease that struck Ector as almost disarming. "Even before we knew everything we know now. Come here."

Ector came closer, his heart racing as he watched her fasten the straps around her hips, the black dildo jutting out in front of her with an almost menacing presence, incongruous against her full, familiar body.

"You don't have to do this," he said, his voice uncertain, more out of duty than any real wish to stop her.

"I know," Margaret answered, still adjusting the straps. "But I want to. I want to see how you react, before Friday. Think of it as a dress rehearsal."

"Lie down," she said, and Ector obeyed, his back against the mattress, his legs lifted by her with a calm strength, pushed toward his chest.

Margaret positioned herself between his legs, the dildo already grazing the entrance still sensitive from the night before, and began pushing, slowly, watching every reaction on his face.

"You're still open from yesterday," she murmured, in a tone that was both observation and satisfaction. "Look how easily it goes in."

Ector moaned, his eyes closing on their own, and for a moment his mind went back to that morning in front of the mirror, weeks earlier, when he still hadn't been able to put a name to what he felt. Now, with Margaret above him, that name seemed to be everywhere, written into every inch of his body opening without any resistance left.

Ector moaned, his hands gripping the sheets, while she moved with a slow but steady rhythm, each thrust a little deeper than the last. It was then that Margaret, leaning toward him, whispered in his ear in a low, charged voice.

"Imagine you're at the clinic," she said. "Imagine this isn't my dildo, but him, the real donor, the one you saw in the videos. Imagine his weight on top of you, his breathing, all that seed about to fill me while you just stand there watching, unable to do anything else."

"Margaret…"

"Imagine it," she insisted, picking up the pace, her hands pressing his thighs against his chest to drive deeper still. "Imagine you're there, dressed like Simone, serving, while he takes me in front of you, and all you can do is watch and wish you were in my place."

Ector closed his eyes, letting himself be swept along by those words as much as by the movement of her body above his, the image forming clearly in his mind, Marcus, or maybe one of the guys from the videos, the weight and presence of a body that wasn't his own, while Margaret kept moving, her breath growing more labored, her eyes fixed on him with an intensity that seemed to read every thought inside him.

"Tell me what you see," she panted, not stopping.

"I see you… with him," Ector said, his voice broken with pleasure and something that resembled held-back tears. "And I'm there, close by, unable to do anything but watch and hope you'll look at me again, even just for a moment."

"And what do you feel, while you watch?"

"Shame," he said, almost without thinking. "And something else, that I don't know how to name yet."

"Name it," Margaret pressed, the rhythm growing more intense, more forceful, almost brutal in its steadiness. "Try saying it."

"Relief," Ector whispered, surprised even himself by the word. "Like someone is finally letting me stop pretending."

They reached a climax together, different from the ones of previous nights, heavier, more conscious, and when Margaret let herself fall beside him, still wearing the harness, they lay side by side for a long while, both their labored breaths slowly returning to normal, neither finding the strength to speak.

"You know," Margaret said finally, slowly unbuckling the straps, "the more I think about it, the more I believe the clinic is exactly what we needed. Not just for the baby."

Ector didn't answer right away, his mind still lost in that image she'd asked him to build, one that, he'd realized, no longer cost him any effort at all. "I think so too," he said finally, with a sincerity that surprised even himself as he said it.

Margaret turned toward him, ran a hand through his hair in an almost affectionate gesture, and before turning off the light added, in a tone that was both promise and warning: "Friday will be the first real session with Marcus. And I want you ready to see what you just imagined, but for real."
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No Waste 

Friday arrived with an exasperating slowness, every hour of the week seeming to stretch on purpose just to prolong the wait. Ector woke up that morning with his stomach in knots, a tension he couldn't quite pin down, whether it was fear, excitement, or both so tangled together they could no longer be told apart.

The preceding days had passed in a charged waiting, made up of small gestures that betrayed both their nerves. Margaret had checked the online booking more than once, as if afraid something might go wrong at the last minute, and one evening, without warning, had pulled out the catalog tablet again, lingering for a long while on Marcus's profile, rereading every detail of his card with an almost superstitious attention.

Margaret, by contrast, seemed calm, almost cheerful, as she got ready, choosing what to wear with the care of someone dressing for a social occasion rather than a medical appointment. "Today's the day," she said, checking herself in the hallway mirror before they left. "Are you ready?"

"I think so."

At the clinic, Simone was already waiting for them by the elevator, with that professional smile Ector now recognized as a mix of genuine welcome and settled routine. "There's no need for much talking today," she said, guiding Ector toward the side room. "You already know what to do. You've already figured that out on your own, haven't you?"

Ector nodded, letting himself be dressed in silence, the light top, the pantyhose Simone slid up his legs with practical, almost mechanical motions, like someone repeating the same ritual every day. It was while she was adjusting the pantyhose around his hips that Simone paused for a moment, her gaze dropping with an attention that hadn't gone unnoticed by Ector.

"Well, look at that," Simone said, with a smile that didn't entirely hide a hint of amusement. "Seems like someone's already excited."

Ector lowered his eyes, feeling his face flush, and saw the small erection pressing against the thin fabric of the pantyhose, tiny compared to anything he'd seen that day at the clinic, between the catalog photos and Marcus's body, which he'd soon come to know up close.

"It's fine," Simone added, with a small chuckle that had nothing cruel in it, but still stung Ector like a precisely aimed jab. "It happened to me too, in the beginning. You get used to being looked at like that."

She fitted a light top over him, hugging his flat chest, and finished the makeup with a touch of lipstick and a light shadow around the eyes, applied with an expert hand. When he looked at himself in the mirror, he no longer felt the same surprise as the first times, but something more like recognition, as if that image now truly belonged to him, small erection included.

Marcus was waiting for them in the room, already sitting on the edge of the bed, with the relaxed air of someone who's repeated this moment dozens of times. But when Margaret undressed, with that naturalness that always set her apart, Marcus's expression shifted, almost imperceptibly.

"Sorry," he said, in a tone trying to stay polite. "I wasn't told you'd be… so natural."

Margaret stiffened. "What do you mean."

"Nothing, it's just that patients usually prepare a certain way, before a session. Shaving, that kind of thing." Marcus shrugged, trying to make light of it. "It's not a problem, I'm just noting it."

"I don't shave," Margaret said, with a coldness that cut the air. "It's a choice. If that's a problem for you, we can stop right here."

Marcus hesitated, his gaze still lingering, not entirely convinced. "It's not that it's a problem, it's that… I'm not used to it. It's very thick, and the scent is fairly strong. Some donors, in cases like this, ask for a small surcharge. It's not personal, it just requires a different kind of effort."

Reyes, who had stayed off to the side until then, stepped closer with a tablet in hand. "That's a legitimate request, covered under our internal policy for cases like this," he explained, addressing both Margaret and Ector. "A fifteen percent surcharge on the session fee."

It was Ector, surprising even himself, who spoke first. "Fine, we'll pay the surcharge," he said, with a firmness in his voice that wasn't like him. "There's no reason to delay over this."

Margaret looked at him, surprised by that readiness, but said nothing, just gave a small nod of agreement while Reyes noted the arrangement on his tablet.

"No, no," Marcus hurried to say, raising his hands, as if wanting to reassure them regardless. "No problem at all, really. Let's begin."

But when he moved toward her, something didn't go as expected. Marcus positioned himself above her, tried to enter, and Ector, sitting on a chair a short distance away as Reyes had instructed, watched embarrassment grow on the man's face, his erection faltering right at the moment it should have been firmest.

"One second," Marcus said, pulling back slightly, his forehead beaded with sweat.

Margaret stayed still, her gaze shifting between Marcus and Reyes with an expression somewhere between embarrassment and irritation, as if this hiccup threatened to ruin something she'd waited too long for to let slip away.

It was Reyes, having slipped in silently moments earlier and stood watching from the corner of the room, who intervened. "Ector," he said, in a practical tone, free of any embarrassment. "Come here. He needs a hand."

Ector stood, his legs trembling slightly, and approached the bed under Margaret's gaze, which watched him with an attention charged with expectation. He took Marcus in his hands, feeling beneath his fingers a warmth and texture completely different from the silicone he'd grown used to over the past weeks, and began moving his hand with an uncertain rhythm at first, then growing steadier, following an instinct he didn't know he had.

Within moments, Marcus was fully hard again, a low moan escaping his throat. "Good," Reyes said, with satisfaction. "Now he can proceed."

Ector withdrew to his chair, his heart pounding in his chest as he watched Marcus reposition himself above Margaret and this time enter without difficulty. The encounter continued for several minutes, changing positions more than once at Reyes's discreet direction, who observed it all with the clinical eye of someone assessing a process rather than witnessing an intimate act. Ector stayed seated in his chair, his eyes glued to the two bodies moving in front of him, unable to look away even when he wanted to, his mind swinging constantly between the urge to disappear and the stronger one to keep watching to the very end. Every so often, Marcus murmured something about the intensity of that scent that had made him so reluctant just a bit earlier, but by now he seemed conquered by it rather than bothered, burying his face against Margaret with an abandon that seemed genuine.

At one point, with Marcus behind her and Margaret on her hands and knees, she turned her head, searching for Ector with her eyes. "Come here," she said, reaching a hand toward him. "Hold my hand while I come."

Ector came closer, taking that hand in his, feeling simultaneously uncomfortable and swept through by an excitement he couldn't control, watching up close as Margaret's face contorted with pleasure while Marcus moved behind her with an ever more intense rhythm.

After a while, Reyes stepped closer to the bed. "We're ready for the final phase," he said, with the same calm he'd have used announcing the start of any medical procedure. "Supine position, her on the bottom, Marcus on top. Missionary remains the most effective method for conception."

They followed the instruction, Margaret lying on her back, Marcus above her, the rhythm gradually building under Reyes's watchful eye and Ector's, growing ever more tense. It was right as Marcus picked up the pace, nearing the edge, that Margaret, with a sudden look of panic, grabbed his arms.

"Stop," she said, her voice betraying a sudden change of heart. "Pull out. I don't want this."

Marcus withdrew immediately, but the moment was too far along to stop entirely, and in the act of pulling out he couldn't hold back, coming on Margaret's belly with one last spasm that shook him all over.

Reyes's face darkened instantly. "What is wrong with you two," he said, in a hard tone neither of them had heard from him before. "That's a waste of seed. It has to be paid for, and it can't simply be thrown away."

Marcus, still panting, apologized with a nod of his head, adding nothing else, as if he were used to taking Reyes's reprimands without argument. Margaret, lying on the bed with the warm liquid still on her stomach, watched the scene with a mix of embarrassment and curiosity, unsure what would happen next.

Reyes turned to Ector, still dressed in the top and pantyhose, the light makeup around his eyes. "You. Quickly. Clean it up. With your tongue."

Ector went pale, his eyes darting from Reyes to Margaret, searching her for something that might spare him from that order, but couldn't find the strength to disobey. He knelt beside the bed and began running his tongue over Margaret's skin, gathering up that warm liquid with a mix of humiliation and desire that made his head spin.

Margaret laughed, a low, satisfied sound, watching him from above. "You chose this yourself," she said, running a hand through his hair and pressing his head down a little further. "Are you happy now?"

Ector didn't answer, unable to form words with his mouth still occupied, and kept going until he finished, his face flushed, his eyes glistening with shame and with something else that had, by now, become as familiar to him as the shame itself.

Margaret held his head pressed against her for a moment longer after he finished, as if marking a possession that went beyond that simple gesture. "Now," she said, her voice low and firm, "the next choice is mine."

They left the clinic almost an hour later, both worn out in different ways, and in the elevator taking them back down to the ground floor, neither found the right words to comment on what had just happened. Margaret still wore an expression hard to read, a mix of satisfaction and something deeper that seemed to be turning over in her mind without any wish to share it yet.

In the parking lot, before getting into the car, Reyes caught up with them for a brief goodbye. "We'll schedule the next session in two weeks, to respect the timing of the cycle," he said, with that professionalism that never seemed to crack, despite what had just happened. "In the meantime, if you'd like to consider other profiles for any future sessions, the catalog remains available to you at any time."

Margaret nodded, adding nothing, and got into the car with a thoughtful air that stayed with her the whole drive home. Ector, beside her, could still feel the taste and scent of that experience clinging to him, a mix of shame and something that, by now, he could no longer pretend not to recognize as his own desire.
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Lola 

The days after the incident with Marcus passed in a different atmosphere at home, as if something between the two of them had shifted for good, with no way back. Margaret moved with a new confidence, almost regal, while Ector found himself more and more often waiting for her decisions rather than proposing any of his own.

They hadn't spoken openly about what had happened in that room, but it lingered in every small gesture between them, in the way Margaret asked him to bring her something in a tone no longer just affectionate, in the way he, almost without noticing, had begun to anticipate her wishes before she'd even voiced them aloud.

It was one evening, after dinner, that Margaret opened the clinic's tablet again and went straight to the profile Ector had rejected weeks earlier, the one with the lower IQ, the modest height, and those two numbers she'd never stopped remembering.

"I've decided," she said, turning the screen toward him. "The next session will be with him."

Ector felt his stomach tighten. "Margaret, think about it properly. The child would be Black. How do you think we're going to handle that with my mother? With friends, with the neighbors?"

"What exactly are you trying to say?"

"No one should know about this whole clinic process. It needs to look natural, like our own child, not… not something people notice at a glance and demand explanations for."

Margaret's face hardened. "I didn't expect this kind of prejudice from you, Ector."

"It's not prejudice," he said, raising his hands in a defensive gesture. "I don't discriminate against anyone. But certain things, in a family like ours, have certain rules. I don't want unnecessary complications."

"What rules, Ector? Who wrote them?"

"No one wrote them. They're just things people know, that's all." Ector ran a hand through his hair, searching for the right words without really finding them. "My mother would ask questions. The neighbors would ask questions. I don't want to spend the rest of my life justifying something that should stay private."

"Oh, is that so?" Margaret crossed her arms, her gaze sharpening. "Then tell me the truth. You're jealous, aren't you? You think my choice is only about the size."

Ector hesitated, but couldn't find the strength to lie all the way through. "A little, yes."

"You're a fool." Margaret shook her head, then leaned toward him. "And besides, so what if it were? A woman has the right to conceive a child while feeling a little pleasure, don't you think?"

"Size doesn't matter as much as you think. What matters is knowing how to do it well."

"And you'd be the one who knows how to do it well?"

"No," he admitted, his voice cracking.

"Then don't make me laugh, Ector." Margaret looked at him with an expression mixing amusement and challenge, as if she'd just found the perfect weapon to end that argument. "Now go put on your nurse outfit, and give me a nice little show with the black dildo. I want you to use it on your own. Actually, you know what? You're going to use it like a female. We should pick a female name, for when you dress like this. What would you like?"

Ector fell silent, the question spinning in his head with no ready answer.

"Come on, move. Pick a name."

After a long moment, the word came out almost on its own. "Lola."

"Nice," Margaret said, curious. "Why that one?"

"There was a girl at school with that name."

"And you liked her?"

"Yes, but she was a bit odd."

"Odd how?"

"All you had to do was ask, and she'd have sex."

"No way, I don't believe it. Who with?"

"Everyone."

"Even with you?"

"No, not with me."

"And why not with you?"

Ector lowered his eyes, the memory returning as vividly as if no years had passed. "When she took it in her hand, she laughed and pulled my underwear back up. She said: come back when it's grown up."

Margaret burst out laughing, a full sound coming from her chest. "I can guess how that turned out. It never grew up." She stroked his cheek, her tone softening slightly as she studied him. "Now go get moving with that dildo. Show me how a female comes, Lola."

Ector stood, his legs trembling slightly, and went to get the outfit from the drawer that Simone had chosen for the clinic, now replicated at home by Margaret in a similar version, the black pantyhose, the fitted top, a pair of shoes with a small heel he'd learned to walk in without tripping anymore. He undressed with slow, almost ceremonial movements, feeling Margaret's gaze follow his every gesture, then dressed again under her attention, before taking the black dildo from the nightstand and lying down on the bed, legs spread, feeling his heart race at the thought of what he was about to do.

"Begin," Margaret said, sitting in the armchair beside the bed for a better view, legs crossed, a glass of wine in hand that she sipped with the calm of someone settling in for a long-awaited show.

Ector wet the tip of the dildo with saliva, as Margaret had taught him over the preceding weeks, and began sliding it between his legs, his hand trembling from the embarrassment of being watched this exposed, with no one guiding him physically this time.

"Slower," Margaret said, when she saw him rushing his movements out of nervousness. "You're not in a hurry. Enjoy it, Lola. Show me how it's done when no one's there to help you."

Ector slowed down, closing his eyes, letting the dildo enter a little at a time, exactly as Margaret had taught him the first time, his hand now finding the right angle on its own. A moan escaped his throat, involuntary, and Margaret smiled, satisfied, reaching out to stroke his ankle as she kept watching him.

"Good," she murmured. "See how good you are, when you put your mind to it?"

"Margaret…"

"Lola," she corrected, firmly. "I gave you a name. Use it, when you're like this."

"Lola," Ector repeated, his voice trembling between pleasure and one last resistance rapidly dissolving. He picked up the pace, following instinct more than instruction now, his body arching against the sheets while Margaret watched him with an attention that left room for nothing but the show unfolding in front of her.

"Look at me while you do it," she said, leaning forward slightly in the armchair. "I want to see your face, Lola, not just the rest."

Ector opened his eyes, meeting Margaret's gaze, and that eye contact, even more than the movement of the dildo, seemed to light something new inside him, a vulnerability he'd never dared show so openly before.

"What a good girl," Margaret said, her voice dropping lower, growing more intense, as she watched him push the dildo deeper and deeper. "It's already all the way in, Lola. You really are good at this."

"Margaret, please…"

"Tell me about Lola," she went on, ignoring his plea, her eyes fixed on the increasingly deliberate movements of his hands. "How much did it turn you on, that story at school? How humiliated did you feel, over that line about your tiny little pecker?"

Ector moaned, his head falling back against the pillow, unable to answer with anything but a strangled sound that was both shame and pure pleasure.

"Tell me the truth," Margaret pressed, leaning in further, her voice dropping almost to a whisper. "You'd like to be that Lola that every guy with the right equipment used to fuck, wouldn't you?"

"Yes," Ector gasped, his body shaking with an increasingly uncontrollable tremor, the rhythm of his hands turning frantic as the image Margaret had conjured exploded behind his closed eyelids. "Yes, Margaret, yes…"

"Then come, Lola. Come for me."

"Yesss," Ector cried out, the orgasm sweeping over him in a long, violent wave, his body arched, his fingers gripping the dildo still buried inside him as each spasm shook him from head to toe.

When he reached the peak, that wave that shook him entirely and left him breathless, Margaret rose from the armchair calmly, set her glass on the nightstand, and sat down on the edge of the bed beside him, running a hand through his sweat-damp hair.

"Good girl, Lola," she said, in a tone that was both praise and possession. "Now you know how to do it on your own too. Tomorrow I'm calling the clinic, and we're setting the appointment with the new donor. I want you prepared exactly like this, without anyone needing to help you all that much."

Ector nodded, still breathless, unable to find any argument against a decision that already felt final to him, while outside, beyond the closed curtains, night settled slowly over his father's overgrown garden, a silent witness to a new name that, from that evening on, would stay stitched to Ector every time he put on those pantyhose.

The package arrived a few days later, a Wednesday afternoon, while Ector was in the garden. Margaret had ordered it without telling him, and when she opened it on the kitchen table, pulling out the contents piece by piece, Ector understood right away that something had changed compared to the simple pantyhose and improvised tops of the previous weeks.

It was a real uniform, far more elaborate than he'd expected: a flouncy little skirt, short and pleated, leaving the thighs bare, paired with a white bib top fitted at the waist, with a small red cross embroidered on the chest, exactly like the ones he'd seen on Simone and the other nurses at the clinic since that very first visit. There were also a pair of white fishnet stockings and shoes with a higher heel than the one he'd gotten used to by now.

Ector turned the little skirt over in his hands, studying the precise pleats in the fabric, the careful finish of the embroidered cross. "Where did you find this?"

"A company that specializes in theatrical costumes," Margaret answered, without looking up from the rest of the package. "I had to send them your measurements, along with a photo of one of the uniforms we saw at the clinic. I wanted something identical, not some cheap knockoff from an adult store."

"I had it custom made," she added then, lifting the skirt to make it flutter in front of him. "Try it on."

Ector put it on in the bedroom, under Margaret's pleased gaze, and when he looked at himself in the mirror, the contrast between the short skirt and his thin legs, between the red cross on his flat chest and the whole ensemble, gave him a jolt different from all the previous ones, as if that outfit, more than any other garment he'd worn so far, truly transformed him into someone who resembled Lola more than Ector.

"How does it look," he asked, his voice uncertain, turning slowly in front of the mirror to check the back as well.

"It looks wonderful on you," Margaret said, stepping closer to adjust the skirt at one hip. "You look like you stepped straight out of the staff catalog. Actually, I'd say you're prettier than some of the ones I've seen."

"I don't know if I should take that as a compliment."

"Take it as one," she answered, in a tone that left no room for argument. "Because it is one. You'll wear it for the next session."

It was that very evening, while Ector was still out in the garden putting away the last of the tools before dark, that Margaret picked up the phone and called the clinic, shutting herself in the study with the door left ajar.

"Good evening, I wanted to confirm the second appointment," she said, in a tone trying to sound more confident than she actually felt. "The donor I'd chosen."

"Of course, ma'am," the voice on the other end answered, professional and warm. "Can you give me the profile's card number?"

"I don't remember that number," Margaret admitted, embarrassed. "I remember a few details, though."

"If you tell me which ones, we can look it up together."

Margaret lowered her voice further, almost to a whisper, as if afraid someone besides the person on the phone might hear her. "I remember a thirteen and three-quarters, and a three. Two odd numbers."

On the other end of the line, the voice laughed, quite openly, with a familiarity that surprised Margaret. "Denzel. Well of course, those are his numbers. He's extremely in demand, you know. He's our top performer. Nearly seventy-five percent of women end up choosing him." There was a brief pause, the sound of something being checked on the other end. "Let me check availability… yes, I have an opening. But I have to warn you, his rate is triple that of the other donors."

"Triple?" Margaret felt her stomach drop.

"But he's worth every last dollar, I assure you," the voice went on, with an enthusiasm that didn't sound the least bit routine. "He truly knows how to use it, and size, whatever people say, really does matter. Our patients who've chosen him always come back thoroughly satisfied."

"Triple, though…" Margaret repeated, more to herself than to the woman on the line, her mind already racing ahead to how she'd have to bring this up with Ector.

"That's what I said, yes. Would you like me to book him for you?"

Margaret hesitated only for an instant, the thought of that name, Denzel, and of those numbers she'd repeated obsessively over the past few weeks, stronger than any financial reservation. "Yes," she said finally. "Book him."

She hung up and stayed sitting at the desk for several minutes, the phone still in her hand, her gaze lost in space as she mentally calculated how much they'd have to pay, and above all how she'd explain it to Ector without triggering yet another argument. That figure, tripled compared to what they'd already spent on Marcus, represented a sum that would meaningfully eat into even Ector's own wealth, that income he treated as almost sacred, untouchable, his father's legacy to be managed with prudence. She decided, for that evening, to say nothing. She'd wait for a better moment.

In the days that followed, Ector caught himself more than once preparing his own transformation alone in the bathroom, putting on the pantyhose to get used to the fabric, practicing walking in low heels without anyone asking him to, almost as if searching, in that solitary practice, for a way to get ahead of, and perhaps soften, what awaited him, still unaware of the figure weighing silently on Margaret's shoulders.

One evening, Margaret caught him in exactly one of those moments, the bathroom door left ajar, Ector looking at himself in the mirror with the top on, practicing a walk that had, by now, become almost natural to him.

"You've been practicing," she said, leaning against the doorframe, a pleased smile on her lips.

Ector turned around, caught off guard, unable to find anything to say that wouldn't sound like an admission.

"That's fine," Margaret added, stepping closer. "I like seeing that you don't need me pushing you every single time anymore."
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The Hair Stays! 

Saturday morning they decided to go to the mall together, one of the few outings they still kept up with their old regularity, pushing the cart between the shelves with that domestic routine that seemed to belong to another life compared to what was happening in their evenings. Margaret shopped with care, as always, checking labels, comparing prices, while Ector followed her with the cart, his mind elsewhere, still caught up in the thoughts that had been trailing him for days now. She wandered off for a few minutes toward the detergent aisle, leaving Ector alone in front of the cosmetics shelves, saying she'd go look for something specific for the terracotta kitchen floor.

It was an impulse stronger than himself that pulled him toward the hair removal cream aisle. Ever since that day at the clinic, when Marcus had made that comment about Margaret's body hair, something had stuck with him, a thought that kept returning at regular intervals, fed also by that intense scent that followed his wife in every season, but especially in summer. He'd wanted to ask her for a small sacrifice, at least for the conception period, but had never found the courage, and now here he was, a box in his hands, reading the instructions with a mix of curiosity and embarrassment.

"What are you doing with that cream in your hand, Ector?"

Margaret's voice came from behind him, sharp, and he spun around, the box still gripped between his fingers.

"Nothing, it just caught my eye. I was curious how it works."

"What is going through your head? You know how I feel about this, right?"

"But sweetheart," he said, trying for a conciliatory tone that came out uncertain anyway. "Yours is a bit of an outdated fixation. These days everyone…" He hesitated, then went on, feeling his cheeks warm. "And besides, you really are too thick and dark, down there. If only you had a little tuft. You saw at the clinic…"

"I see, Ector," she cut him off, her voice suddenly turning cold. "You want a divorce, don't you? Is that where you're headed?"

"No, Margaret, please."

"Then? That cream in your hand?" Margaret stepped closer, her eyes fixed on his. "I like it exactly as it is. I like feeling the softness of the hair with my hand, I like combing it in front of the mirror, I like the smell at the end of the day, in summer. And I like it even more on weekends, when I can skip washing it, and smell it rising off my underwear and my clothes. And Monday, when I have to wash it to look presentable at school, I run my hand through it and smell it first. It drives me wild." She paused, her gaze hardening further. "So you want to deprive me of all that?"

"No, Margaret, no."

"Then explain to me what you're doing with that cream in your hand, before I go find a lawyer?"

Ector froze, his throat dry, unable to form a response.

"Don't have the nerve for it?" Margaret pressed, her voice dropping lower, sharper. "Maybe you can't tell me it's not for me. Is it for Lola, maybe? Is it for her? Talk, or I swear you'll never see me again. Never."

"Yes," he said, barely audible. "Yes."

"Yes what? I want to hear it clearly. Yes what?"

"Yes, it's for Lola."

"I figured." Margaret nodded slowly, a satisfied expression mixing with something sharper. "You want Lola to be even more of a woman, don't you. You want her smooth, like that little slut from school, the one everyone got to fuck except you. Right?"

"Yes. For Lola."

"See, I'm getting to know you better and better." Margaret stepped up to the shelf, taking the box from Ector's hands. "Let's get it, then, and at home we'll get Lola all fixed up properly, ready for sex, with everyone, just like that little slut."

"Not everyone, please."

"Don't you want to be Lola, the real one?" Margaret looked at him with a smile that had something predatory in it. "I bet you drooled, when the hot guys at school passed her around like a trophy. Who did she do it with? The blond quarterback on the football team? Is that who you wanted to be, to get Lola's attention?"

"Actually, that guy was with all the doll-type girls, the cheerleader crowd," Ector said, the words coming out almost against his will. "Lola was too much talked about for guys like that."

"So who was she with, then?"

"The less popular ones. A bit on the outside. She didn't have much of a reputation. They used to make jokes about her."

"This Lola intrigues me." Margaret leaned against the cart, her eyes never leaving him. "What kind of jokes?"

"Stupid ones. Immature boy stuff."

"But what kind, give me an example."

Ector lowered his eyes, the memory returning with a vividness he hadn't expected. "Like, when someone couldn't get a girl, he'd say: I'm desperate, I need to empty out, I'm going to the bathroom to get in line for the Lola."

Margaret laughed, a short, cutting sound. "The Lola? With the article? Like she was a cow?"

"Yes. But it was mostly the desperate ones who went. The Black guys, especially."

"And why them, specifically?"

"Because the white girls at school usually turned them down, for the size, I think. She seemed to prefer them, though."

"I see." Margaret said nothing more. She grabbed five boxes of hair removal cream off the shelf and put them in the cart, with a quick, decisive motion. "At home, we're going to shave Lola properly. I'm genuinely curious to see how those lines worked, in the boys' bathrooms."

Ector didn't have the courage to say anything, to explain that reading the instructions on the box had nothing to do with any of that, and followed her in silence toward the checkout, his head full of that resurrected schoolyard memory, already twisted into something completely different from what he'd originally intended.

On the drive home, Margaret at the wheel, the silence in the car stretched on for a few minutes before she, in a suddenly more serious tone, brought up another matter.

"Ector, I've never asked you for anything. I really don't know how much money your father left you. But we have a problem."

"What kind of problem?" Ector stiffened in his seat. "Do you need money? A relative? What happened?"

"The clinic, Ector. I booked the second visit. They want triple, now. They're upset about last time's embarrassment, the wasted seed."

"What waste? I had to clean it up and swallow it, so nothing would go to waste, like they said." Ector shook his head, incredulous. "How much do they want now?"

"Triple."

"That Marcus is quite the mercenary." Ector ran a hand through his hair, then, in a tone that surprised even himself with its calm, added: "Don't worry about it. That kind of expense won't touch my capital. It's expensive, for a clinic, but the capital is nearly bottomless, for the lifestyle we live."

"I was hoping you'd understand, Ector. Thank you." Margaret kept her eyes on the road for a moment, then added, almost casually: "Anyway, it's not Marcus who wants triple. His name is Denzel. One that the Lola would definitely have appreciated."

Ector understood immediately what Margaret meant, the connection forming on its own in his head, the numbers from the catalog coming back to him along with the story he'd just told about the lines in the school bathrooms. He didn't have the courage to ask for clarification. He thought back to those numbers, thirteen and three-quarters and three, numbers that the Lola, with the article, would certainly have appreciated, exactly like those girls turned down by their white classmates had learned to appreciate certain things out of necessity more than choice.

Once home, Margaret sent him straight to the bathroom to shave, leaving no room for argument, and ordered him to dress as a nurse and make dinner. "Today I want to eat alone," she said, taking off her shoes in the entryway with that ease that never left her, "and have Lola by my side, standing, serving me."

Ector obeyed without a word, shutting himself in the bathroom with the cream boxes still in their plastic bag, his heart pounding for reasons he could no longer clearly tell apart, whether it was humiliation or something that, by now, dangerously resembled relief.

He opened one of the boxes, rereading the instructions with an attention he hadn't had time to give them earlier at the mall, and began applying the cream following every direction to the letter, the slow, methodical motion helping him not think too much about what he was actually doing, or why he was doing it for himself and not for the wife who kept refusing so firmly. Through the closed door he could hear Margaret in the kitchen, the clinking of pots, her confident footsteps on the floor, and he understood that tonight, more than ever, it would be Lola, not Ector, serving her at the table.

He came out of the bathroom half an hour later, his skin smooth and still sensitive to the touch, wearing the nurse uniform Margaret had had custom made for him, the little skirt brushing his thighs with every step, the fishnet stockings pulled up with care. He made dinner following the instructions Margaret had left on the counter, a simple risotto and a salad, moving around the kitchen with an attention he'd never given to such an ordinary task before, as if even cooking, dressed like this, had become part of a larger ritual.

He set the table for one person, as Margaret had asked, and when she sat down, Ector stood beside her chair, ready to serve, exactly as he'd seen Simone do that time she'd led them into a wing of the clinic with a small guest sitting room. Margaret ate calmly, unhurried, commenting now and then on how the rice had cooked or how fresh the salad was, while Ector refilled her water the moment the glass emptied, cleared away each empty plate to replace it with the next, moving with a quiet attentiveness that seemed to settle her more than any words could.

"You know," Margaret said, at one point, setting down her fork, "I like eating like this so much more. With you serving me, instead of having to put up with you sitting across from me talking about money and the clinic."

"Yes, Margaret," Ector answered, his voice low, his eyes down on the floor.

When she finished, Margaret stood up from the table without asking for his help, went to the fridge, and pulled out a cucumber, long and firm, which she carried to the sink to wash carefully, running her fingers over it as if testing its firmness. She dried it with a clean dish towel, then turned to Ector, who watched her, motionless, beside the table, still not entirely understanding what was about to happen.

"Lola, clear the table and clean up," she said, heading toward the living room sofa with that confident stride so entirely her own. "Then come in here. I want to see that shaved backside in action."

Ector cleared the table quickly, his hands trembling slightly as he stacked the plates in the sink, and joined Margaret in the living room a few minutes later, finding her already stretched out on the sofa, her skirt hitched up, the cucumber resting beside her on the cushion.

"Come here," she said, pointing to the floor in front of her. "On your knees."

Ector obeyed, the little skirt riding up around his thighs as he knelt, and Margaret gripped his head with one hand, guiding it between her legs with a decisiveness that left no room for hesitation.

"Smell that," she said, her voice dropping lower, thicker. "All this black fur, still untouched, still mine. I want you to breathe it in properly, before you touch it."

Ector buried his face against her, the intense, familiar scent flooding his head exactly like the first times, and began licking with a slowness Margaret seemed to appreciate, a low moan escaping her as she sank back against the sofa cushions.

"Good girl," she murmured, her hand pressing harder against the back of his neck. "Keep going like that."

After a few minutes, once she felt him ready enough, Margaret reached toward the cushion and picked up the cucumber, cold and still damp from washing, bringing it between her legs without letting up on holding Ector pressed against her.

"Now push it in," she said, guiding his free hand toward the object. "Slowly, at first."

Ector obeyed, feeling the resistance give way little by little under the steady pressure of his own hand, while continuing to lick exactly where Margaret wanted him, her moan growing longer, more intense, with every inch the cucumber gained.

"All the way in," Margaret gasped, her fingers tightening in Ector's hair. "I want to feel it all the way in, while you keep licking around me."

Ector pushed it all the way in, then went back to working with his mouth around that fullness, his tongue moving tirelessly as Margaret arched more and more against the cushions, her breath growing broken, uneven.

"Yes," she said, her voice reduced to a hoarse whisper. "Yes, like that, don't stop, Lola, don't stop now."

The climax swept over her moments later, a long wave running through her entire body, her thighs clamping around Ector's head as a deep moan tore from her chest, drawn out, almost surprised by its own intensity. She stayed like that for a long moment, her breath slowly returning to normal, before letting herself fall back completely against the cushions.

When she opened her eyes again, she looked at Ector with an expression both satisfied and calculating, and with a slow motion pulled the cucumber out of herself, still warm and wet with her own fluids, turning it between her fingers for a moment as if assessing its new texture.

"Turn around," she said, gesturing for him to face away, the little skirt riding up around his hips as Ector obeyed, getting on all fours on the rug in front of the sofa.

Margaret knelt behind him and began pressing the cucumber, still damp from her, against the entrance already softened from previous weeks. "Relax, now," she said, with a calm that had something almost maternal to it. "Slowly, it'll all go in. I know you can do it."

Ector closed his eyes, his body opening a little at a time under the steady pressure, a muffled moan escaping him as Margaret kept patiently pushing.

"Good girl, Lola," she murmured, her voice turning encouraging. "Think you're in that bathroom. Think about the line. Good girl."

"Keep pushing back. Good girl."

Ector pushed back against her hand, seeking that depth he now recognized as something his body craved as much as his mind still struggled to admit, and heard Margaret laugh softly behind him, a sound both pleased and charged.

"If you could see how you're dripping, up front, Lola."

One last, firm push, and the cucumber slid completely into place. "It's in," Margaret said, satisfied, running a hand along his back in an almost tender gesture. "Good girl. Now we'll leave it there until tomorrow, locked in position."

She took the black lace panties from the little chest of drawers beside the sofa and slid them up Ector's legs, pulling them up until they held the cucumber firmly in place, the fabric pressing against skin already sensitive.

"Get them on properly," she said, adjusting the hem with an almost tailor-like attention. "I don't want it slipping out during the night."

Ector looked at her, incredulous, but couldn't find the strength to protest, and stayed like that, kneeling on the rug, while Margaret rose from the sofa with that ease that never left her, like someone admiring a just-finished work.

"Goodnight, Lola," she said finally, heading toward the bedroom, leaving Ector still kneeling on the living room floor, his body coursing with a sensation he could no longer tell apart, discomfort or a secret, stubborn pleasure that refused to leave him in peace.
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The Record-Breaking Man 

Ector woke before dawn, his body stiff and aching in the position he'd fallen asleep in on the sofa, unable to make it to the bed with that bulk still firmly held in place by the panties. He stayed still for a few minutes, listening to the silence of the house, before getting up carefully and heading to the bathroom.

Margaret joined him shortly after, still in her robe, and found him sitting on the edge of the tub, slowly and carefully freeing himself from what had stayed in place all night.

"Morning, Lola," she said, leaning against the doorframe with a satisfied smile. "Sleep well?"

"How could I, with that inside me," Ector answered, his voice still thick from broken sleep.

"You barely complained, actually." Margaret came closer, studying him with that clinical attention that had become familiar to him by now. "Today's Denzel's day. I want you flawless."

She helped him remove the last traces of the night, with practical, unembarrassed gestures, as if by now that morning ritual had become as much a part of their routine as coffee or breakfast. "Take a long shower," she added, on her way out of the bathroom. "I want you perfect today. Not one detail out of place."

The thought of that name, learned only the day before but tied to numbers that had obsessed them both for weeks, immediately reignited a knot in his stomach he could no longer separate anxiety from something closer to anticipation.

At the clinic, Simone got him ready with her usual care, but this time with even greater attention, as if she too knew that this day marked a different threshold than the previous ones. The full uniform, the little skirt, the bib top with the red cross, the makeup done heavier than usual.

"Denzel is different from the others," Simone said, fitting the fishnet stockings with an expert hand. "He's not rude, but he doesn't have the same patience Marcus had with people who show insecurity. You'd do well to slip straight into the role, no hesitation."

"And how were you, the first time with him?" Ector asked, curious despite the growing tension.

"I cried," Simone admitted, without shame. "But not for the reason you think. I cried because, for the first time, I felt exactly where I was supposed to be."

When Ector looked at himself in the mirror, the image reflected there no longer felt like a costume, but something solidly his own.

Denzel was waiting for them in the meeting room, and his presence immediately changed the atmosphere compared to the almost courteous one Marcus had always carried with him. He wasn't particularly tall, exactly five foot eight according to the profile Margaret remembered by heart, shorter than her and only slightly taller than Ector, but his massive build, broad shoulders, and compact chest made up for that modest height with a physical presence that had none of the athletic elegance of the previous donor, something rawer, more direct, a gaze that landed on Margaret with an intensity she seemed to welcome with obvious pleasure.

"Finally," Denzel said, his voice deep, almost amused. "Reyes told me it would take you two a while to settle on me."

"Better late than never," Margaret answered, not looking away from him.

Denzel stayed there for a long moment studying her, his eyes moving slowly down her body, lingering on her full bust that the dress could barely contain, that size Ector knew by heart but that now, under another man's gaze, suddenly seemed more exposed, more assessed.

"They didn't tell me you'd be this natural," Denzel said, in a tone more approving than surprised. "I like it. Most of them show up shaved smooth like plastic dolls. You look like a real woman."

Margaret smiled, visibly pleased by that comment, a challenging glance thrown at Ector, who stayed off to the side, the role of Lola already well defined in his submissive posture.

Denzel stepped closer still, circling her with the calm of someone appraising a major purchase, his fingers barely grazing a lock of her hair. "And this scent," he added, leaning slightly toward her. "Reyes warned me, but I didn't think it would be this strong. I like it even more."

"A lot of guys turn their noses up," Margaret said, without stepping back an inch.

"I'm not a lot of guys." Denzel straightened, his gaze going back to sweeping over her body with a satisfied slowness. "I'm here because I like the real thing. And you're the realest thing I've seen in this place in weeks."

"You," he said then, addressing Ector without even fully looking at him, as if speaking to a useful object rather than a person. "Bring me some water. And fix those cushions, I want to be comfortable."

Ector obeyed immediately, hurrying to serve, feeling Margaret's pleased gaze on him as she watched that dynamic take shape without needing to intervene.

When it was time to begin, Denzel turned to Ector with a nod, then lifted the front of his own pants slightly with one hand, bouncing it a couple of times on his open palm, a gesture more eloquent than any words. "Undress him," he said to Margaret, gesturing to himself with an amused smile. "I want to see how your girl works."

"What's her name?" he asked then, looking at Ector for the first time with direct attention.

Margaret smiled. "Go on, answer the man. What's your name? Say it."

"Lola," Ector said, his voice cracking slightly, as he stepped toward Denzel and began unbuttoning his shirt with trembling fingers.

He worked slowly, undoing each button with care, sliding the shirt off those broad shoulders, then knelt to remove his shoes and pants, his heart pounding harder and harder as he got closer to the last garment. When he grabbed the waistband of the underwear and began pulling it down, an "Ohh" of surprise escaped his lips before he could hold it back.

Even Margaret, behind him, went breathless for a moment. "Never seen anything like that," she said, stepping closer, her eyes wide. "Wonderful. Look, Lola, it's beautiful. Straight, thick, black, and even thicker at the tip." She leaned in beside Ector, studying it up close with an expression mixing disbelief and pure fascination. "You need to get it good and wet with your saliva, Lola, or something like that will never fit. Record-breaking. Enough to lose your mind over."

Ector obeyed, leaning in to wrap his mouth around that fullness, his jaw already protesting from the effort as he tried to cover as much surface as possible with saliva, under both of their attentive, pleased gazes.

The encounter began with a slowness that surprised Ector, Denzel seeming to know exactly how to touch Margaret, how to draw out of her moans Ector had never heard her make before, not even with Marcus. His large hands moved along her body with a confidence that left no room for hesitation, lingering on her full bust, her wide hips, as if recognizing territory that belonged to him by right rather than exploring it for the first time.

When Denzel positioned himself between her legs, Ector leaned in instinctively, unable to stay seated in his chair as he watched that fullness press against Margaret's entrance, still glistening with the saliva he himself had spread there moments earlier. The first push was slow, almost cautious despite its size, and Margaret gasped sharply, her eyes going wide, her fingers snapping to grip the sheets.

"Slow," she panted, her voice already breaking. "Slow, please."

Denzel slowed down, but didn't stop, continuing to push with a steady progression, inch by inch, while Margaret's body opened with visible effort, her breath coming in ragged bursts. Ector, kneeling beside the bed, watched without being able to look away, the astonishment crossing his face nearly matching the one painted across hers, unable to believe that such girth could really find room inside a body, however generous.

"Lola," Margaret said, her head turning toward him with a stunned expression, her eyes glassy. "It's incredible. It hurts, but it's good too. It's an insane feeling." A long moan tore from her throat as Denzel pushed further, now almost entirely inside her. "It's heaven and hell at the same time. Love at first sight, Lola."

Ector took the hand she held out to him, gripping it tightly as Margaret arched, her body twisting under that enormous pressure, her legs trembling in the effort to take in fully that measurement that, until just weeks earlier, had been nothing more than a number on a screen. Denzel moved patiently, giving her time to adjust, each thrust met with a moan climbing in intensity, until the rhythm settling between them carried a completely different intensity from the one seen in the previous session, less controlled, more instinctive.

At one point, Denzel bent over Margaret and kissed her on the mouth, his tongue slipping in with an intimacy no agreement had ever covered. Margaret kissed him back without hesitation, her hands clutching at his back, and when they broke apart, Denzel said, in a tone that admitted no argument: "This stays between us. It's not in the contract, and I don't want extra for it. I'm doing it because I feel like it."

Ector, sitting in his assigned chair, felt a pang of jealousy sharper than anything he'd ever felt with Marcus, mixed with an excitement that made his head spin as he kept watching, unable to look away.

The rhythm built steadily, Denzel moving with a constant power, Margaret clutching at the sheets, the moans growing more and more intense until he reached his peak with a deep groan, his body going rigid above her for long moments.

When he pulled out, the amount of seed that followed was astonishing, far more abundant than anything Ector had ever seen, so much that it began spilling down the inside of Margaret's thighs before she could even register it.

"Lola," Margaret called out right away, her voice betraying an urgency mixed with amusement. "Come here. It shouldn't go to waste. Thank Denzel and show him how much you like it."

Ector knelt beside the bed without hesitation this time, his body responding before his mind could even process the embarrassment, and began gathering that liquid with his tongue, feeling both their satisfied gazes on him, Margaret stroking his hair in an almost affectionate gesture, Denzel watching the scene with a smile that had something triumphant in it.

"Look at him go," Denzel said, turning to Margaret, his tone approving, with a certain amusement he didn't bother hiding. "Husbands like yours are the best. They know exactly where they belong."

"I'm still teaching him that," Margaret answered, without looking away from Ector.

"Good girl," he murmured then, as Ector kept going, his voice growing sweeter, almost proud. "See how fast you learn?"

When it was all over, and they got dressed to leave, Reyes gave them a quick goodbye on the way out, distracted by other matters, and it was in that very moment of confusion, while Ector was still lagging behind to retrieve his bag, that Margaret slipped over to Denzel with a quick, almost imperceptible motion, pressing a small folded note into his hand, one she'd prepared that very morning, even before knowing for certain how the session would go.

"My number," she whispered, her eyes darting a quick glance toward the door to make sure no one was watching. "It's against the clinic's rules, I know. But I wanted to give it to you anyway."

Denzel took the note without anyone noticing, slipping it into his pocket with the same ease he'd shown for everything else that afternoon, and gave her a small, knowing nod before walking off down the corridor, leaving Margaret with a smile she carried with her the whole way home.

In the car, Ector watched her out of the corner of his eye, noticing an expression he'd never seen on her before, a satisfaction that seemed to go beyond the simple outcome of the session. "You're different today," he said, unable to hold back.

"Different how?"

"I don't know. Lighter."

Margaret smiled, without looking away from the road. "Maybe that's just how it feels, when something finally works the way it's supposed to." She added nothing more, and Ector didn't press, sensing that phrase held more than it let on, but without the courage, that evening, to dig any further.
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Forever 

The drive home was silent for the first few minutes, Ector still shaken by the kiss exchanged between Margaret and Denzel, a detail that kept coming back to him more than anything else that had happened that afternoon. He stared out the window without really seeing the landscape, trying to understand why that gesture, out of everything he'd witnessed over the past few weeks, was the one that had stuck with him most, the one that kept burning more than any humiliation he'd already lived through.

It was Margaret, stopping at a red light, who broke that silence.

"Ector, I'd like to ask you a favor."

He turned toward her, still very shaken. "Yes… tell me…"

"You seem a bit down, I don't understand why, but I'd like you to stay Lola for a while. Please, I need it."

"Always Lola? Why? Even outside?"

"Yes, please. Even outside." Margaret pulled away as the light changed, her eyes fixed on the road. "I need to not have men around. I want to think about Denzel. I know it seems strange to you, but today I felt happy, open like never before in my life."

"Are you falling in love?"

"I'm afraid so." Margaret hesitated for a moment, then went on with a firmness that left no room for argument. "Lola. Yes, Lola, I want to call you only that now. I don't want mental constraints, a husband, an Ector getting in the way of my fantasies. Do you understand me?"

"But we're married. What's gotten into you?"

"Nothing, try to understand. Just a dream, it'll pass. That Denzel, with those measurements, can have any woman he wants. Certainly not me. I'm just asking you for a little patience. Let me dream a little, on my own, without constraints."

"But what about me? What do I do now?"

"You stay Lola. My confidante, my servant. Right now I don't want to think about the house. You have to do everything."

"But how? Everything, everything?"

"Yes, everything. Cleaning, cooking, groceries." Margaret reconsidered for a second. "Actually no, we'll do that one together."

"But outside I dress normally, right?"

"Yes, normal. As Lola. Not as a nurse. A mini skirt, a top, like that bathroom Lola, or something like that."

"But how can I go out like that? Like a… well, like… I can't even say it."

"A whore? Is that what you meant?"

"Yes. Those clothes you're talking about are whore clothes. Straight-up whore clothes."

"For once I ask you for one small favor, what does it cost you?" Margaret sighed, then her tone suddenly turned lighter, almost enthusiastic. "You know what, let's do this? Let's order a maid's uniform too. For the house, for guests as well. Your mother's coming to visit next week. I'd like to ask her for some advice about you."

"My mother? Since when do you know that? Why hasn't she said anything to me?"

"Because I'm the one who called her. I wanted to prepare her for the news, for the baby on the way, for the fact that he'll be less white than she's picturing."

"I can't receive my mother dressed as a maid."

"Dressed. You say 'dressed,' Lola. You're a female, and you need to think like a female. You promised me."

"You did all of this. I didn't promise anything."

"But you will." Margaret shot him a challenging look. "Do you want a divorce, maybe?"

"No, please. I love you."

"Satisfy my curiosity now. What does it taste like?"

"What? What does what taste like?"

"Denzel. What does he taste like?"

"Strong. A taste you don't forget."

"Stronger than Marcus, that blond boy you liked?"

"That was water, by comparison."

"Lucky you. I envy you." Margaret smiled, her eyes glistening with an emotion that seemed to both amuse and move her. "I wonder if I'll ever get to taste him myself."

"You, Margaret, you're falling in love. It's way too obvious. You're cheating on me in your mind."

"Yes, Lola. I'm cheating on you. He's wonderful, Denzel. He has exactly the measurements I need."

Ector, or rather Lola, lowered his eyes, and a tear slid down his cheek before he could stop it. He no longer quite knew what was making him cry, the jealousy over Denzel, the humiliation of that request, or something deeper that had to do with the thought of his mother sitting at that table, facing a version of her son she could never have imagined having to acknowledge.

"Now start getting the house in order, quickly," Margaret said, parking in the driveway with a suddenly practical tone. "I'll order your clothes. Go on."

As Lola got out of the car and headed toward the front door, aiming for the kitchen, Margaret called her back from the driveway. "Wait a second. The cucumber. Put it in. You work better that way."

Lola opened the fridge as soon as she got inside and rummaged through the vegetable drawer, looking for something similar to the one used the night before, without finding it. "But Margaret, they're all enormous."

"I know," she answered, not fully looking up from the phone she'd already picked up again. "We used the small one. I threw it out. Make do with one of the ones left."

Lola stood for a moment staring at those cucumbers, decidedly bigger than the one from the night before, then picked out the one that seemed, among all of them, the least excessive, and carried it to the sink, washing it carefully under cold water exactly as she'd seen Margaret do. She dried it with a dish towel, then went upstairs, took off her panties, and sat on the edge of the bed, trying to recall every step of that slow preparation Margaret had trained her in over the past weeks.

It was strange, she thought, finding herself doing alone something that until recently had always been guided by someone else's sure hands, without the comfort of that presence who knew when to push and when to stop, when to encourage with a word and when to let the body find its own rhythm. And yet, sitting there, alone in the silent room, Lola noticed that something about this forced solitude gave her a strange satisfaction, as if the act, stripped of its usual audience, became more authentically her own.

She wet the tip with saliva, as she'd been taught, and began pushing slowly, an inch at a time, her breath growing more labored as her body opened without resistance, by now accustomed to that repeated practice. With every push a shiver ran up her spine, a dull pleasure mixing with a growing excitement, and without realizing it she began moving faster, her hand sliding back and forth in a rhythm growing more and more independent of her own will.

It was when she pushed it all the way in, in one last thrust that tore a muffled moan against the pillow, that she realized just how much she was also dripping in front, a warm wetness running down the inside of her thighs that she couldn't stop. She looked around, embarrassed, and saw a dark stain already forming on the sheet beneath her.

She tried to dry it quickly with a corner of the bedspread, rubbing nervously, but the motion only spread the mark wider, mixing the wetness with the dust in the fabric until it became even more obvious. She had no choice but to strip the bed completely and remake it with clean sheets, pulled from the closet with hands still trembling.

The problem, she realized almost immediately, was that every movement, every bend needed to remake the bed, made the cucumber still lodged inside her shift, stimulating her with every motion in a constant way that made it impossible to focus on anything else. And in front, she kept dripping, without pause, a warm trickle threatening to stain the freshly made sheets too. She was forced to go into Margaret's bathroom and, with a mix of shame and practical urgency, grab a small pad from the drawer under the sink, applying it quickly before going back to finish the bed, her heart still pounding hard from the unexpected mess.

She came down to the kitchen still unsure whether she'd done everything right, and found Margaret sitting at the table, phone propped in front of her, scrolling through a clothing website.

"I did it," Lola said, her voice still a little shaky. "But I don't know if it went in right. Can you check?"

Margaret looked up from the phone, an expression shifting from distraction to sudden interest. "Come here, turn around, lift your skirt."

Lola obeyed, turning and lifting the hem of the little skirt, feeling Margaret's gaze settle on her with an attention that, for a moment, seemed to return fully focused, the way it had in the previous weeks.

"Good," Margaret said, after a thorough look. "You did well, on your own. Now get moving, I'm hungry, and I want to see how you cook with that thing back there to remind you who you are."

Lola went to the stove, her movements awkward from the constant, uncomfortable presence pressing with every step, while Margaret stayed seated at the table, the phone now set down beside her, her gaze occasionally drifting off into space with a dreamy expression Lola had never seen on her before, not even in the most intense moments of previous weeks. She made dinner in silence, serving the plates with the same care she'd learned from earlier sessions, and Margaret ate distractedly, answering the few questions Lola ventured with single words, her mind evidently still elsewhere, caught up in thoughts she no longer shared as freely as before.

When they finished eating, Margaret got up and checked her phone for what felt like the hundredth time that evening, opening a messaging app with an almost automatic motion, only to close it again right away with a disappointed expression that didn't escape Lola, sitting beside her clearing the table.

"Are you waiting for something?" Lola asked, with a caution born more from fear of the answer than real curiosity.

"No," Margaret answered, too quickly. "Nothing. Go finish up in the kitchen."

Lola obeyed without argument, but that evening, putting the last plate away in the cabinet, she wondered for the first time with real clarity whether this game between them, which had started as something shared, was now heading in a direction she could no longer fully control, neither her nor, perhaps, Margaret herself.

Before going to sleep, Margaret listed everything she'd need to do the next day, counting off the tasks on her fingers with an almost military precision: groceries to do together early in the morning, laundry to hang, floors to wash before lunch, and in the afternoon, trying on the new maid's uniform just ordered, to have ready in time for Ector's mother's arrival the following week. "And remember," she added, almost as an afterthought, "keep the house phone close by, in case someone calls while I'm busy elsewhere."

Lola nodded, knowing full well who Margaret really hoped might call, and watched her go as she climbed the stairs, her personal phone already back in her hand, her thumb scrolling nervously across the screen searching for a notification that kept refusing to come. Even once in bed, lights out, Lola heard her turn the screen on two, three more times, in an almost feverish checking that had never been part of her before, that intermittent, silent glow cutting through the darkness of the room while sleep took its time reaching either of them.
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A Sudden Escape 

They woke up together, the morning light filtering through the still-closed curtains, and it was Margaret, first, who pulled back the sheets to check, out of that now-settled habit, on Lola's condition. Her face darkened immediately.

"It came out," she said, in a tone that left no doubt about the seriousness of the discovery. "During the night. That's not good. Not good at all."

"But it's not my fault," Lola said, still groggy with sleep.

"I'm sure it isn't, but it's still not good." Margaret sat up, thoughtful. "We need to order something. Plugs, I think. A graduated set."

"What are plugs?"

"They're an intimate accessory you need," Margaret answered, without elaborating further. "You'll find out at the right time."

The morning went on with Lola tending to the chores agreed on the night before, laundry to hang, floors to wash, while Margaret, sitting at the kitchen table with a now-cold cup of coffee, checked her phone at increasingly frequent intervals. Nothing. No notification, no message, just the screen lighting up again and again with the same bleak absence of news.

Every so often Margaret got up, wandered around the house with no apparent purpose, sat back down, picked up the phone again, set it back on the table with an abrupt motion that betrayed a mounting frustration. Lola, in the next room, felt that restless movement and didn't dare ask anything, aware that any question might trigger a worse reaction than silence.

The irritation that had built up all morning exploded suddenly, when Margaret, inspecting the freshly washed floors, found a streak of dirt left under the table. "Lola, come here," she called, in a tone that promised nothing good.

Lola came closer, and Margaret pointed an accusing finger at her. "Look at this. And look at the laundry too, the sheets weren't hung properly, there'll be wrinkles. You're not doing anything right today."

"I'm sorry, I'll fix it right away."

"It's not about fixing it." Margaret stood, her voice growing harder. "If you don't commit to being the servant I need you to be, I'm leaving, and I'm filing for divorce. I'm serious, Ector. I'm not joking."

"Please, no!" Lola came closer, panic plainly written across her face. "I'll do whatever you want. If you're upset about something, take it out on me too, if you want. Not the divorce, though. I love you too much."

Margaret studied her for a long moment, her face softening just slightly, a flicker of something closer to calculation than tenderness. "Are you sure, Lola? Can I spank you?"

"Yes, please. If it makes you feel better, you can do it."

"Come over here, on the sofa. Over my knees."

Lola followed her, her heart pounding with a mix of apprehension and an excitement she couldn't control, and Margaret sat down on the sofa, motioning for her to lie across her knees without fully undressing. She pulled the little skirt up to her waist, then pulled the panties down just below her buttocks, leaving only that stretch of skin exposed, the rest still covered by the top and the fishnet stockings.

"That'll do," Margaret murmured, running a hand over the bare skin before striking. "I want to see clearly what I'm hitting."

The first blow landed sharp, Margaret's hand coming down on the right buttock with a force that tore a moan of mixed pain and surprise out of Lola.

"That's for the floors," Margaret said, her voice growing calmer as she went, as if the act were genuinely working off the tension she'd built up. Another blow landed, this time on the left buttock. "That's for the badly hung laundry."

Lola stayed still, her body jolting with each slap, the little skirt bunched up against her back, the panties held at mid-thigh, a partial exposure that made every strike feel even more intense, more targeted. To her surprise, she noticed that with each blow, the arousal grew instead of fading, a heat rising from her lower belly that soon showed itself as an obvious wetness, drops beginning to run down the inside of her thighs.

Margaret noticed almost right away, pausing the rhythm of the slaps to slide two fingers between Lola's legs, gathering that wetness with a slow, deliberate motion. "Well, look at that," she said, bringing her fingers in front of Lola's face, still draped over her knees. "You like it, don't you. You like being punished. Lick them clean."

Lola obeyed, taking Margaret's fingers between her lips and cleaning them with her tongue, the familiar taste of herself mixing with the shame of performing that act in such an awkward position.

"Again," Margaret said, resuming the strikes, the rhythm growing slower but more insistent, alternating slaps with other forays between Lola's legs, each one followed by the same request, fingers presented in front of her mouth to be cleaned, the cycle repeating over and over as both their breaths grew more labored. Lola's discomfort grew with each repetition, not so much from the pain as from that humiliating, repeated sequence, her own body continuing to betray her by producing more and more wetness to offer up, as if utterly unable to stop reacting.

"One more set," Margaret said, striking harder, Lola's buttocks now flushed and warm beneath her hands. "Then that's it, I promise."

She struck twice more, then went back to gathering that wetness with her fingers, bringing them once again to Lola's mouth. "Last time," she said, her voice turning almost tender. "Then I'll let you rest."

Lola licked that final offering clean too, her face on fire, no longer able to tell how much of that shame was still real and how much had turned into a pleasure she could no longer deny even to herself.

It went on like this for several minutes, pleasure and pain blending until they became nearly indistinguishable, until Margaret decided it was enough, letting her slide to the floor, still trembling, her skin flushed and damp. They stayed like that for a moment, Lola kneeling on the rug, Margaret absently stroking her hair, though her gaze had already drifted back to the phone resting on the sofa arm, as if that interlude, however intense, hadn't managed to fully distract her from what really occupied her thoughts.

In the early afternoon, they went out together, by car, to do the grocery shopping, pushing the cart down the supermarket aisles with that apparent normalcy that had, by now, become their trademark. Margaret seemed more relaxed, almost cheerful, chatting about small things, Sunday lunch, a neighbor she'd run into at the entrance, as if the spanking had temporarily freed her from the morning's tension.

It was right while they were comparing two brands of detergent that Margaret's phone buzzed in her purse. She grabbed it with a speed that betrayed the whole morning's waiting, and her face lit up instantly as she read the screen.

She replied quickly, stepping a few paces away under the pretext of checking another shelf, typing something with her thumb while Lola stood still by the cart, unable to hear what she was writing but understanding perfectly well, from the way Margaret bit her lip, who it was.

"Let's go, we need to head home," Margaret said, coming back toward her with a sudden urgency, leaving the still half-full cart near the registers. "Now."

"What happened?" Lola asked, quickening her pace to keep up.

"Nothing, I'll explain later." Margaret didn't slow down, her eyes already fixed on the automatic exit doors.

Lola followed without asking anything else, hurrying toward the parking lot, and in the car Margaret drove faster than usual, phone resting on her lap, her eyes returning to the screen again and again at every red light.

At home, they went upstairs together, and Margaret moved with a speed Lola had never seen her apply to anything, throwing open the closet in front of her, not even bothering to shut herself in the bathroom, and pulling out a fiery red dress she hadn't worn in years, fitted, her bust nearly spilling out of the deep neckline. She pulled it on with quick motions, struggling to tug it down over her wide hips, and looked at herself in the mirror with a satisfied expression, as if that version of herself had spent years waiting for an occasion just like this.

Lola stayed sitting on the edge of the bed, discomfort building in her chest with every gesture of that transformation she hadn't been invited to take part in, forced to watch in silence as Margaret did her makeup in a matter of minutes in front of the mirror, her lips outlined with a heavy black liner, her eyeliner winged upward with a precision that seemed learned from some tutorial video watched in secret, her lashes loaded with mascara until they looked heavy, almost excessive.

"Margaret, what are you doing," Lola said, her voice trembling slightly.

Margaret didn't answer, digging through the closet for a mini skirt to replace the pants she'd worn to the supermarket, found a black one, extremely short, that left her full thighs almost entirely bare, and paired it with the red dress, leaving it open in front like some improvised jacket. She pulled on a pair of black boots that came up over her knee, the vertiginous heel making her sway slightly as she hurried toward the door, and grabbed her purse without even checking what was inside it, her eyes fixed on the clock hanging in the hallway.

"Where are you going like that?" Lola asked, following her to the top of the stairs, her voice now openly betraying panic.

Margaret didn't even answer, her eyes already fixed on the door, and dashed off almost at a run, as much as those towering heels would allow, leaving Lola frozen at the top of the stairs, watching from the window as the car sped off toward downtown.

She stayed there for several minutes, unable to move, her mind replaying every detail of that sudden transformation, the red dress, the boots, that makeup so different from the understated look Margaret usually wore. She finally went downstairs and wandered through the empty house, the grocery cart forgotten at the supermarket now seeming to her the clearest sign of how much had changed in just a few minutes, while outside the afternoon carried on without her, in a downtown that now held her wife, dressed in a way Lola had never once seen her wear in six years of marriage.
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The Great Love 

Lola waited the whole afternoon, sitting by the window where she could see the driveway, phone gripped tight in her hand as she sent messages that stayed stubbornly unanswered, the gray double-check marks that never turned blue. Time stretched in a way that felt unnatural, every passing minute loaded with growing anxiety, while outside the light slowly changed, from the warm yellow of afternoon to the golden gray of sunset, with nothing inside the house stirring to break that wait.

She made dinner around seven, out of habit more than any real conviction that someone would come home to eat it, and the plate sat there, on the table set for two, while the sauce went cold and the pasta began to stick together.

She tried calling several times, without success, the voicemail kicking in after a few rings with Margaret's recorded voice, cheerful and distant, so unlike how Lola imagined the person who'd recorded it must be feeling right now. She kept texting, messages growing shorter, more desperate, simply asking for a sign, a single word, something that would let her stop imagining the worst.

Night fell without bringing any news. Lola sat on the sofa, unable to make it to the bed, her mind continuing to build increasingly distressing scenarios, accidents, assaults, every possibility except the most likely one, which felt too painful even to consider directly. Every so often she got up, went to check her phone in the kitchen as if changing rooms could somehow make a reply arrive sooner, then returned to the sofa, her body rigid, unable to find a position that would let her even close her eyes to rest.

She stayed like that for hours, the phone lit up beside her, checking the screen at the slightest sound, every car passing on the street, every phantom noise that might resemble an approaching engine. Around three in the morning she caught herself praying, she who had never believed in anything in particular, sending silent pleas to whoever might be listening for Margaret to come home safe, regardless of what she'd have to face once she got there.

It was only at dawn, when the sky was just beginning to lighten beyond the curtains, that Lola finally heard the sound of a car slowing down in the driveway, then the jingle of keys against the lock. She jumped to her feet, her heart pounding with relief and fear at once, and ran toward the entryway just as the door opened.

Margaret walked in with her hair disheveled, the previous evening's makeup now smudged around her eyes, her lips having lost almost all of the bright color applied so carefully the afternoon before. A trail of white, now dried, ran visibly down the inside of her full thighs, tracing a path that left no room for misinterpretation. The red dress, still on, was rumpled in several places, one strap slipped to the side, and one of the boots looked like it had been pulled back on in a hurry, the zipper not fully done up.

Lola stood frozen for a moment on the threshold of the living room, unable to look away from that body so visibly marked by a night that had nothing to do with her, while a dull ache spread through her chest, different from everything she'd felt up to that point in the preceding weeks.

"Margaret, where have you been?" Lola stepped closer, her voice trembling from the anxiety built up over the past hours. "I waited for you all night. I texted you. I was worried sick."

Margaret seemed to barely hear her, as if those words were an annoying buzz to ignore rather than a question to answer. She closed the door behind her and leaned her back against it, sighing deeply and looking up at the ceiling with a rapturous expression.

"What a night, Lola," she said finally, a smile spreading across her smudged lips. "What a night."

"What happened, tell me. I was so worried."

"I'm in love, Lola." Margaret pushed off from the door, moving toward the living room with a light, almost dancing step despite still wearing the boots. "For the first time in my life I've known love, and passion."

Lola's unease grew immediately, a cold weight settling in her stomach. "But with who? What are you saying? Who did you go out with?"

"It's a secret. No one can know." Margaret turned to face her, her eyes shining with an excitement that had nothing to do with the obvious exhaustion on the rest of her face. "Denzel called me. The clinic could make trouble for him. But he wanted to see me anyway, Lola. And you know why?"

The unease sharpened even further. "What do you mean, see you? Why? What reason was there?"

"He adores how natural I am. My thick bush down there, the scent he calls sublime." Margaret let herself drop onto the arm of the sofa, her eyes lost in a memory she seemed to be reliving in real time. "Fried fish, he called it. A dish from the finest restaurants."

"And what did you two do, all this time?"

"Everything, Lola. Everything you can possibly do with those fantastic thirteen and three-quarter inches." Margaret laughed, a light sound, almost childlike in its carefree lightness. "Except in the back. I didn't feel up to it, there. Maybe later on."

"But couldn't you have waited for the next clinic session?"

"He wanted it. At the clinic everything gets recorded, he feels uncomfortable there. There it's just a job for him, but with me he wanted to have sex, you understand? Rough sex, dirty, total."

"Stop saying these things." Lola's voice broke. "The way you talk about it, it sounds like you… like you're…"

"Yes, I want to shout it, Lola: I love him!"

Lola went breathless, her eyes dropping involuntarily to Margaret's thighs. "Your thighs are dripping."

"Yes, Lola, it's him. He produces industrial quantities." Margaret ran a finger along the inside of her thigh, studying it with an almost affectionate attention. "He came in my mouth too, and you know, you were right. It's a taste you don't forget. So strong. The taste of a real man."

She moved toward the sofa, letting herself fall onto the cushions with a satisfied sigh. "Get me seated here, now." She settled in, pulling her skirt up to her waist, and Lola only then realized she wasn't wearing panties anymore, forgotten who knows where over the course of the night.

"Lick, Lola. Lick me there. Enjoy that sublime taste for yourself too."

Lola knelt in front of her, her chest tight with a pain that still had no precise name, and began licking, the intense, unfamiliar taste flooding her mouth, mixed with Margaret's familiar scent but altered, contaminated by a foreign presence she now felt everywhere, on the skin, between the legs, in the way Margaret moved against her face with an abandon she'd never granted her with the same intensity before.

The taste was thick, salty, with that strong, bitter note Margaret had promised her, mixed with the musky scent that had always belonged to her, but now enriched by something new, almost metallic, which Lola recognized as the very mark of that night, the living proof of everything that had happened far from her. She pressed her tongue deeper, trying to clean away every trace, and Margaret moaned loudly, her fingers tightening in her hair with a firmer grip.

"Like that, again," Margaret panted, her hips beginning to move against Lola's face. "That's exactly how he held me, mouth locked in place, never once stopping."

Lola kept going, her tongue moving faster, and Margaret arched, a long moan tearing from her throat.

"He told me I was his favorite whore," she said, her voice broken with pleasure. "That no one before had ever made him lose his mind like that. Keep going, Lola, don't stop, I can still feel his weight on me, his breath on my neck as he told me dirty, dirty, how dirty and beautiful you are."

Margaret's legs tightened around Lola's head, her breath growing more and more broken, her moans alternating with disjointed phrases, memories surfacing in bursts as the pleasure built. "He took me on his kitchen table, you understand, Lola, legs spread over the edge, and he kept saying look at me, look how I fill you up, while he pushed harder and harder."

Lola felt every word like a blade, but didn't stop, her mouth working tirelessly while the tears, uncontrollable now, mixed with the taste still present on Margaret's skin.

"He needs to come here tomorrow, Lola," Margaret said, between one moan and the next, her fingers tightening in her hair. "I want you there when he takes me. I want you to watch, and clean up."

Lola stopped for an instant, looking up, her heart seeming to skip a beat. "But my mom is coming tomorrow!"

"Right," Margaret said, entirely unfazed. "It doesn't matter, we'll say he's just a friend. She'll understand. I've already hinted a bit about your new look."

"What?" Lola pulled back, incredulous. "You told her about me? About the clinic? About everything?"

"Not everything, obviously. Just that you're going through a period of personal change. Women understand these things, Lola, more than you'd think."

"Yes, she laughed." Margaret smiled, pushing Lola's head back down again. "She said: I figured as much."

Lola went back to licking, more devastated by that revelation than by everything else, the tears starting to run down her cheeks without her being able to stop them, mixing into the taste that kept saturating her mouth as Margaret, above her, sank deeper and deeper into a pleasure that seemed to have nothing left to do with the husband kneeling at her feet.

"What's wrong," Margaret asked, at one point, noticing the tears without letting up on pressing Lola's head against her. "Why are you crying?"

"I don't know," Lola lied, her voice broken against her skin.

"Don't be silly." Margaret stroked her hair, in a gesture that was maybe meant to comfort, but that landed on Lola as one more wound. "It's just strong emotions, that's all. It'll pass. Keep going."

Lola obeyed, as always, her mouth returning to its task while the tears kept falling, mixing silently into everything else, a private grief that no one, in that room, seemed willing to recognize for what it truly was.


15


A Caring Mother 

Ector's mother arrived in the early afternoon, with a rolling suitcase that made clear she meant to stay a few days, not just pay a short visit. The house had been made ready since morning, every surface polished by Ector with an obsessive attention, while Margaret slept in late, worn out from the night before, only surfacing around noon with her eyes still heavy and a mood swinging between exhaustion and a barely contained euphoria that kept resurfacing every time her phone buzzed.

Ector had spent those waiting hours in a state of constant alert, rehearsing in front of the mirror more than once the lines he might use to justify his appearance, never once finding one that sounded truly convincing. He knew his mother was a blunt woman, not inclined to beat around the bush, and dreaded her reaction more than he'd dreaded anything that had happened at the clinic so far.

Elsa was an elegant woman in her seventies, tanned from the Florida sun, her hair dyed a blonde that openly defied her age, and when Ector opened the door to greet her, she wasn't alone crossing the threshold.

Beside her stood a young Black man, tall, muscular, dressed with a studied casualness that betrayed more effort than he wanted to admit, his hands tucked into the pockets of fitted jeans.

"This is Rick," Elsa said, with an ease that left no room for questions. "My travel companion."

Ector welcomed them with an uncertain smile, already wearing the maid's uniform prepared for the occasion, the white apron cinched at the waist, black stockings hugging his thin legs. He'd spent the entire morning wondering how this visit would go, imagining dozens of possible scenarios, none of which included an unexpected guest at his mother's side. Margaret, still upstairs in the shower, had no idea yet who had arrived along with her mother-in-law.

Elsa spotted him immediately, and her face lit up with a smile that promised nothing good. "That uniform suits you divinely," she said, stepping closer for a better look. "But with that on, your name, Ector, clashes badly. Don't you have a more fitting name?"

"Yes," Ector answered, his voice trembling slightly. "Lola."

"Lola!" Elsa burst into a sharp laugh, her eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. "Like that little slut from school you kept buying flowers and jewelry for, and who kept standing you up for those thugs from the neighborhood?"

"Mom! This isn't the time."

"Yes it is the time." Elsa sat down on the sofa, gesturing for Rick to join her, the gesture of someone taking possession of a space with the same ease as settling into her own home. "Remember that day she asked you to take her to the drive-in with your car, and she showed up with that big Black guy, and sat in the back with him? You're the one who told me that, weren't you?"

"Yes, mom, but that was so long ago."

"I know, but I remember your exact words back then." Elsa fixed him with a theatrical attention. "You came home with your hair wet and white at the back of your neck. I remember that too."

"It was just a splash, mom. From the back seat. Lola got distracted, lifted her mouth off at the wrong moment. There was some weird scene playing on the screen, and she wanted to watch it."

"Right, you told me that. A funny scene, wasn't it?"

"I wouldn't call it funny."

"Oh, it was." Elsa turned to Rick, with a knowing smile. "Tell it to my friend Rick."

"Yes, hi Rick, the scene…"

"Mister Rick!" the man boomed, his voice deep, his eyes narrowing into a stern expression. "Who do you think you are, little trans maid, to call me just Rick?"

"My apologies, Mister Rick." Ector lowered his eyes, shame burning across his face. "It was just a scene from some genre film. The wife had set her husband up on all fours, and held his cheeks a certain way."

"Open," Elsa said, with satisfaction.

"Spread wide and ready," Ector corrected himself right away. "Go on, Lola."

"If you'll let me finish… anyway, she held them that way."

"I said you need to say open! Are you listening?"

"Fine," Ector said, his voice barely audible. "She held them open, and from behind, the wife's lover was entering him."

"And explain now why Lola wanted to watch the scene," Elsa asked, "while her man was about to come."

"Because he got excited, after saying some nonsense line."

"You make me laugh every single time you tell it, Lola! Tell him the line, go on."

"He said something like this," Ector whispered, eyes down. "Look, Lola, why don't we do that too, with Ector?"

"You get it, Rick?" the mother said, laughing openly. "And you know what happened about half an hour later?"

"Mom, Rick doesn't care about this."

"No, I care plenty," Rick said, with a grin that gave away all his amusement.

Elsa went on, laughing. "They followed the plot of the movie, and Ector came home walking in this obscene way, like his backside was busted wide open. And you know what I found, the next day, in his underwear?"

"No, tell me," Rick said.

"I found two stains. One big one, white, dried, in the back area, and a tiny one, also dried, in the front."

"Mom," Ector said, desperately trying to change the subject, "do you like your… boyfriend? He's handsome, don't you think?"

"Of course I like him," Elsa answered, resting a hand on Rick's knee with a possessive gesture. "He's handsome, and he has certain qualities!"

"Mom! I didn't expect that from you."

"Oh, but you know exactly what I like," she said, laughing. "Like when my friends used to come visit me at home, and I'd ask you to whistle loudly if your father came back early. Don't tell me you didn't understand what that was about."

"Mom, no, I really didn't understand. They weren't really your friends?"

"You really are naive, son."

"So those moans I used to hear, behind the door, weren't for your leg physiotherapy?"

"Call it physiotherapy if it makes you feel better," Elsa said, with a smile that hid nothing. "They spread me open real good, that's for sure."

Ector was left speechless, his head spinning between the shame he'd just lived through and this new revelation about his own childhood, while Rick, beside Elsa, just laughed quietly, evidently entertained by both stories.

Ector lowered his eyes even further, unable to lift them off the floor, the shame mounting inside him worse than anything he'd felt even in the preceding weeks, back when he could still count on Margaret's presence beside him to soften, at least a little, that kind of humiliation. That schoolyard memory, buried for years and dug up again only a few weeks earlier in a mall aisle, was now being dissected publicly in front of a stranger, every detail told with an almost theatrical relish by a mother who seemed to have waited her whole life for the chance to do it.

"You know, Rick," Elsa added, pouring herself a glass of water from the pitcher Ector had prepared shortly before, "I always thought my son had a soft spot for that girl. I never quite understood why, back then. Now, looking at him like this, I think I understand it all much better."

"Families always hide the most interesting surprises," Rick said, with a smile that didn't hide his amusement at the situation one bit.

It was at that moment that Margaret came down the stairs, still fixing her hair after her shower, and stopped, surprised to find not only Elsa waiting for her in the living room, but also that unfamiliar hunk sitting beside her on the sofa with the air of someone who felt perfectly at home in a house that wasn't his.

"Elsa, what a surprise," Margaret said, coming down the last steps with a smile she was quickly trying to compose. "I didn't know you'd have company."

"This is Rick," Elsa repeated, with the same ease as before. "I met him in Florida, at the golf club. A young man full of energy, as you can see."

Rick stood to shake Margaret's hand, a polite gesture that clashed with the scene that had just played out at Ector's expense, and Margaret studied him with an attention that didn't go unnoticed by anyone in the room, least of all Ector, who from his corner by the kitchen clearly saw his wife's gaze linger on the guest's broad shoulders one second longer than necessary.

"Are you staying for dinner?" Margaret asked, trying to steer the conversation onto more neutral ground.

"We're staying a few days, sweetheart," Elsa answered, stretching her legs out with the ease of someone who already felt like the lady of the house. "I figured it was time to see with my own eyes how this whole… family project of yours is going." Her gaze slid back to Ector, still frozen with the tea tray in his hands. "And I have to say, the setup is far more interesting than I'd imagined over the phone."

Margaret smiled, an idea seeming to take shape instantly in her mind. "Why don't we have Lola cook and serve us a lovely dinner tonight? We could eat out on the porch." She paused, her eyes gleaming with sudden enthusiasm. "I'd like to invite a dear friend of mine. His name is Denzel. What do you all say?"

"But Margaret, this is a family dinner!" Ector said, the tray trembling slightly in his hands. "What does Denzel have to do with it?"

Margaret laughed, a light sound that left no doubt about her own satisfaction. "What, you don't consider the father of your future child family?"

Elsa and Rick exchanged a surprised glance, then burst out laughing together, a hilarity that spread through the living room and left Ector even more mortified than before.

"But of course, Margaret," Elsa said, between bursts of laughter. "I'm curious to meet the natural father of my future grandchild. Science has made huge strides these days, and I had no idea this new branch of natural insemination even existed." She rose from the sofa, coming closer to Margaret with an expression now more serious, almost affectionate. "And besides, you're glowing, you've lost that sad look I always used to see on you these past years. I'm curious to see where this new happiness of yours is coming from."

Ector gripped the tray tighter, feeling all four sets of eyes on him, and understood that this visit, only just beginning, would be just the first of many trials he'd have to face in the days ahead, with his mother as a permanent witness to a transformation he'd been able, until just then, to still consider, at least in part, a secret confined within his own four walls. And now, it seemed, he'd have to serve dinner to Denzel as well, that very evening, in front of all of them.
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A Maid Who Watches 

The afternoon passed in a silent frenzy, Lola busy in the kitchen preparing a full menu for five people, while from the other room she could hear Elsa and Rick chatting calmly with Margaret, unaware, or maybe simply indifferent, to the tension mounting minute by minute in Lola's chest as dinnertime approached. She checked on the roast in the oven several times, chopped vegetables with nervous movements that cost her a small cut on her index finger, and every so often stopped, hands braced on the edge of the sink, breathing deeply before going back to work.

Around seven, while setting the table on the porch, she began laying out four settings, distractedly counting Elsa, Rick, Margaret, and Denzel, before realizing, with a jolt to her heart, that she'd forgotten herself in the count. It was right at that moment that Margaret, stepping out onto the porch with a glass of wine already in hand, saw her and shook her head.

"Lola, dinner is for four."

"And me?" she asked, the plate still in her hand, suspended midair.

"You'll be serving dinner, like a good maid. Obviously."

Lola silently removed the fifth setting, arranging the other four with a care that barely masked the sting of that correction, while the doorbell was already ringing inside the house.

Denzel stepped over the threshold with the same confidence he'd shown from that very first meeting at the clinic, a bouquet of flowers in hand for Margaret and a bottle of wine for the others, introducing himself to Elsa and Rick with a warmth that won them over almost instantly. Elsa looked him up and down with an admiration she didn't bother hiding, while Rick shook his hand with a silent nod of mutual recognition, like two men acknowledging each other in a room dominated by more complicated dynamics.

Dinner took place on the porch, the warm candlelight lighting up the faces of the four diners, while Lola moved constantly between the kitchen and the table, bringing plates, pouring wine, clearing cutlery, a silent shadow at the edges of a conversation that excluded her almost entirely.

"So, Denzel," Elsa said, pouring herself more wine, "tell us about this clinic. Margaret says they have some very… innovative methods."

"Let's say we offer a different approach, for certain kinds of couples," Denzel answered, with a disarming smile. "An approach that seems to be working quite well, in this case."

"And you, Rick, what do you think?" Elsa asked, turning to her companion with a mischievous tone. "Wouldn't you like a little help like that yourself, sometime?"

Rick laughed, raising his hands in a defensive gesture. "I'm happy with what I've got already, thanks."

"Shame," Elsa said, still laughing, her gaze drifting back to Denzel with obvious approval.

Margaret laughed, resting a hand on Denzel's arm with a familiarity that no longer hid anything from anyone. Every so often, between courses, they exchanged a quick kiss, their lips brushing with a naturalness that gave Lola a pang in her chest every single time, while she kept serving without pause, eyes down, her face composed into a neutral expression that cost her an enormous effort.

"Lola, the bread," Denzel said at one point, without even turning to look at her, as if her name alone were sufficient instruction for whatever he needed.

She obeyed immediately, bringing the basket, and Denzel took it without a thank you, continuing his conversation with Rick about a golf tournament they'd both played the year before, as if that small service were the most natural thing in the world, exactly as it had been at the clinic.

"Lola, come here a moment," Elsa said, shortly after, waving her over to her seat. When Lola bent down, Elsa slid a finger under her chin, lifting her face with a gentleness that had something mocking to it. "Look at her, Denzel, isn't she lovely when she blushes like that? Must be family blood, her father used to blush the same way when I teased him."

"Mom, please," Lola whispered, eyes down.

"Please what? I'm just giving a compliment." Elsa turned to Margaret, with a knowing smile. "You should have her walk for us, sometime. In that little skirt, maybe a turn in those heels. I'm curious to see how she walks by now."

"Good idea," Margaret said, her eyes lighting up. "Maybe tomorrow evening, before dinner. A little show, just for us."

Rick, the only one showing a hint of genuine discomfort, tried to change the subject, but Elsa wasn't so easily distracted. "Lola, tell me something," she went on, as the girl came back to refill the water glasses. "Do you ever miss being Ector? Or do you prefer this now?"

Lola hesitated, the pitcher trembling in her hands. "I… I wouldn't know how to say, ma'am."

"I wouldn't know how to say," Elsa repeated, mimicking the uncertain tone with a small smile. "See, Denzel, how well-mannered she is? She doesn't even dare have an opinion of her own anymore."

Denzel laughed, without looking up from his plate, and Lola went back to the kitchen, her cheeks burning, relieved to step away from that table even if just for a few minutes.

Toward the end of the evening, once the dessert plates had been cleared, the conversation had drifted to family memories, anecdotes about past trips, while Lola served coffee with hands now tired after hours of going back and forth between the kitchen and the porch. Denzel stood, stretching with a motion that showed off his massive shoulders, and announced it was time to go.

"Oh, why don't you stay?" Elsa asked, before Margaret could say anything.

"Oh, why don't you stay?" Margaret echoed, her eyes shining with hope.

"But your husband's here," Denzel said, with a nod toward Lola, still standing by the kitchen door with the coffee tray. "The servant."

"He, or rather she, can sleep in the basement, in the servant's room," Elsa broke in, with the practical ease of someone who'd already solved this logistical problem a hundred times. "And you'll stay with Margaret, in the master bedroom. Obviously."

"Perfect," Denzel said, sitting back down with a satisfied smile. "Then I'll gladly stay." He looked at Lola, a quick glance that made her feel smaller than she'd ever felt before. "But maybe she could assist a little, like at the clinic. I'd enjoy that."

"That would be wonderful," Margaret broke in, standing with a sinuous motion that betrayed just how bold the wine had made her. "I absolutely need to go to bed now, that wine's gotten me too warm. Follow me, Denzel." She turned to Lola, her expression suddenly turning practical. "And you, Lola, clean up and come sit in the armchair facing the bed. Watch, but stay quiet."

Lola cleared the table quickly, her hands trembling as she stacked the plates, her mind racing ahead to what awaited her shortly. She said goodnight to Elsa and Rick, who had already retired to the guest room with a knowing look exchanged between them, and climbed the stairs with heavy steps, as if each one demanded physical effort as much as mental.

When she entered the bedroom, she found Margaret already lying on the bed, still dressed, and Denzel calmly taking off his shirt, his eyes sweeping over Lola just long enough for a nod of acknowledgment before turning his focus back to Margaret. Lola sat down in the designated armchair, hands clasped in her lap, her heart pounding.

Margaret undressed with that ease that had always belonged to her, and when Denzel joined her on the bed, completely naked, she turned to Lola with a proud expression, almost maternal in its pride.

"Look, Lola," she said, taking that imposing measure in her hand and lifting it slightly to show it off better, like a carefully displayed trophy. "Come closer, look properly. Isn't it wonderful?"

Lola rose from the armchair, coming closer to the edge of the bed, her eyes unable to look away from that sight which, despite all the time spent staring at that number on a screen, kept surprising her every time she saw it in person.

"It's perfect," Margaret said, stroking it with open admiration. "Look how it swells, look at the color, the shape. Don't you think it's the most beautiful thing you've ever seen?"

"Yes," Lola admitted, her voice reduced to a whisper.

Denzel smiled, clearly pleased by that shared admiration, and lay down over Margaret unhurried, the weight of his body sinking her into the mattress. The first thrust tore a long moan out of Margaret, her head turning toward Lola with an expression lost in pleasure.

"Look, Lola," she gasped, "look how he fills me up completely."

Lola went back to the armchair, as she'd been instructed, and stayed watching in silence as the two of them began moving together, Margaret's moans growing more and more intense, the bed creaking under that building rhythm. After a few minutes, Margaret reached an arm out toward her, fingers opening in a beckoning gesture.

"Come here, Lola. Give me your hand."

Lola stood, coming to the edge of the bed, and took Margaret's outstretched hand, gripping it tight while Denzel kept moving above her with a rhythm showing no sign of slowing. From that close distance, Lola could see every detail, Margaret's flushed skin, the sweat beading on her forehead, Denzel's broad, decisive movements driving in again and again, the wet sound of every thrust filling the room along with the moans growing sharper and sharper.

"Squeeze tight," Margaret said, her voice broken. "Don't leave me, Lola, stay here."

Lola squeezed that hand with all the strength she had, feeling every fiber of her body stretched taut between the pain of that exclusion and an excitement that, despite everything, kept burning inside her without rest. She realized, with shame, that she was dripping beneath her skirt, a warm wetness running down the inside of her thighs as she watched that scene from so close, unable to look away even for a moment.

Denzel's rhythm grew even more intense, his hips crashing against Margaret's in a crescendo that tore louder and louder moans out of both of them, until he reached his peak with one last deep thrust, his body going rigid above her for long moments as a low groan tore from his chest.

When he withdrew, slowly, Denzel looked down, noticing the tip still wet. "Bring me a tissue," he said, addressing Lola, in a tone that admitted no delay.

Lola moved toward the nightstand, but Margaret stopped her with a wave of her hand. "No need," she said, a smile spreading across her lips. "Lola can clean it up just fine, with her tongue. Right, Lola?"

Lola hesitated only for an instant before kneeling beside the bed, bringing her face close to that still semi-erect fullness, and began cleaning it with her tongue, the strong, familiar taste flooding her mouth exactly as it had the other times.

"What does it taste like, Lola?" Margaret asked, watching the scene with obvious satisfaction.

Lola barely lifted her eyes, without pausing her task. "Strong," she murmured, against the still-warm skin. "Like always."

"Good girl." Margaret lay back, spreading her legs with a satisfied sigh. "Now clean me too."

Lola shifted, her mouth traveling down Margaret's body until it found that spot now made more intense by Denzel's recent presence, and began licking with the same devotion as always, while Margaret let herself go against the pillows, one hand reaching back to find Lola's again to squeeze it tight, as if that contact had become, in some twisted way, the only thread still truly binding them to each other.
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The Bathroom Test 

Lola woke up in the basement, in the small room that had once been used for storage and that now, with a single bed and a cabinet salvaged from the garage, had officially become her room. The mattress was thin, the ceiling low, and the morning light struggled through a small window set at sidewalk level. She lay still for a few minutes, staring at the exposed beams above her, trying to reconcile this new daily reality with the still-vivid memories of her old bedroom upstairs, now permanently occupied by others.

She got dressed quickly, putting on the maid's uniform that had by now become her everyday attire, and went up to the kitchen to make breakfast before the others woke up.

At eight, everyone was seated in the garden, under the pergola, Elsa and Rick on one side, Margaret and Denzel on the other, while Lola went back and forth from the kitchen with coffee, eggs, toast, serving each of them with that now-automatic attentiveness the previous weeks had taught her.

"Morning, Lola," Elsa said, watching her pour coffee with an attention that boded nothing good. "Sleep well, in the basement?"

"Yes, ma'am, thank you."

"Good, good." Elsa turned to Margaret, her tone suddenly turning practical. "You know, sweetheart, you should keep her more in line. I noticed her a bit distracted, last night at the table. She needs a firmer hand."

"You're right," Margaret said, exchanging an amused glance with Denzel. "Maybe I've been too lenient lately."

"And another thing," Elsa went on, biting into a piece of toast. "Why not have Denzel here more often? Or better yet, why not have him move in permanently? With the money Ector has, it's certainly not a financial problem, and the house is already plenty big enough to comfortably fit him."

Denzel looked up from his plate, a smile slowly spreading. "That wouldn't be a bad idea. Especially since, let's be honest, the other night was the best I've had since I started this job."

"Really?" Margaret leaned toward him, her eyes shining. "Why this one, specifically?"

"Because there was no rush," Denzel answered, his voice low and charged. "No schedule to keep, no one waiting outside the door. Just you, me, and the whole night ahead."

"See, Lola," Elsa said, turning to her with a smirk, "even professionals get tired of working with the clock on them. You should feel grateful, offering them this kind of freedom."

"Yes, ma'am," Lola answered, pouring the coffee with hands that trembled just slightly.

"I'll think about it," Margaret said, her eyes shining with an enthusiasm she didn't hide at all. "After all, why limit ourselves to one day a week, when we could enjoy all this more regularly?"

"And the clinic?" Rick asked, curious. "How does that work, with an arrangement like this? Wasn't there a contract, specific rules?"

"The contract covers the official sessions," Denzel explained, unbothered. "What we do outside the clinic is our own business. Reyes knows, and as long as it doesn't cause problems, he looks the other way."

"See, Lola," Elsa said, turning to her with a satisfied smile, "even rules bend, when there's the right kind of will behind it. You should learn that too."

Lola, standing by the table with the coffee pot still in hand, felt a cold weight settle in her stomach at those words, the confirmation of a change she'd feared for days but that, hearing it said aloud, in front of everyone, suddenly made feel final.

She managed to find a moment alone with Margaret only in the late afternoon, while the guests had retired for a rest before dinner. She caught up with her in the bedroom, where Margaret was choosing a dress for the evening, and closed the door behind her with a caution that betrayed just how nervous she was.

She stood for a moment on the threshold, searching for the right words, her heart pounding from dread of a conversation she'd been putting off for days.

"Margaret, can we talk for a second? Alone?"

"Sure, tell me."

"I feel… I feel more and more pushed to the edges of my own life." Ector, for a moment, let that thin layer of Lola drop from his voice, becoming simply himself again. "Denzel moving in, my mother treating me like a toy, you seeming further and further away. I don't even know who I am anymore, in this house."

Margaret turned to face him, the dress still in her hand, and for an instant her gaze softened, something resembling genuine doubt crossing her face. "Ector," she said, her voice lower than usual, "I know it's hard. I know I'm asking a lot of you."

"Then why do you keep asking for more and more?"

Margaret hesitated, the dress slipping from her fingers onto the bed. For a moment she seemed on the verge of saying something different, something gentler, but then her gaze hardened again, as if she'd decided to shut that door she'd left slightly open. "Because it works," she said finally. "Because I've never felt so alive. And because, deep down, you're not doing so badly either, are you?"

"That's not the point, Margaret."

"Then what is the point?" She turned to look at him, arms crossed. "Do you want me to stop? Send Denzel away, go back to our old life, with your books balanced and my days at school, and no child on the horizon? Is that what you really want?"

Ector fell silent, unable to answer with the same firmness the question had been asked with, and that silence was answer enough for Margaret, who went back to choosing her dress as if the conversation were already over.

That evening, after dinner, Denzel joined Margaret in the bedroom with the same ease as someone returning to their own home, and Lola, called shortly after to sit in the usual armchair, witnessed once again that ritual she now knew in every detail.

Before even starting, Denzel buried his face between her legs, inhaling deeply with a moan of appreciation that tore out of his chest. "God, I love this smell," he said, his voice hoarse. "Wild, real, authentic. None of the others have it like this."

"Doesn't come off even with a lot of washing," Margaret said, with pride, running a hand through the thick, dark hair. "I've tried everything, over the years. It always stays right there, strong, mine."

"It's the scent of a real female," Denzel explained, moving up her body to kiss her neck. "Pure pheromones. The kind that drives real men like me wild."

"You know," Margaret said, laughing softly, "when Lola was still Ector, all this disgusted him. He used to say I was too thick, too natural. So it doesn't drive every male wild, apparently."

Denzel burst out laughing, turning to look at Lola in the armchair. "And which male are we talking about, exactly? That one?" He pointed at Lola with a jerk of his chin, his eyes glinting with mockery. "Just look at her!"

Margaret laughed too, her sound blending with Denzel's in a duet that left Lola frozen, her face burning, unable to say anything in her own defense as both of them kept laughing at her for a long moment before turning their focus back to each other.

They started slowly, Denzel taking her from behind, kneeling on the bed, his large hands gripping her hips while Margaret braced herself on her elbows, her breath already labored. After a few minutes, they flipped positions, Margaret on top of him, riding with a slow rhythm that gradually built more decisive, her full breasts swaying with every movement under Denzel's gaze, his hands rising to grip them firmly. They changed position again, Margaret now lying on her side, one leg lifted over his shoulder, while Denzel drove in at different angles, each one tearing new moans out of her, sharper, longer.

Margaret's moans grew freer and freer, more and more genuine, as if Denzel's permanent presence had stripped away even the last trace of restraint left in her.

"You'll stay here forever," Margaret said, between one thrust and the next, her hands clutching Denzel's back. "Right? Tell me."

"For as long as you want me," he answered, without slowing his rhythm.

"I want you forever," Margaret gasped, her voice breaking with pleasure. "Forever, Denzel."

The climax came for both of them almost together, one long, shared moan, and when Denzel pulled out, staying stretched out beside her, Margaret didn't turn to Lola the way she usually did, too lost in her own pleasure to remember the cleanup ritual that always followed those moments.

Lola stayed in the armchair, more and more excluded, her body tense, both their attention turned only to each other, in a hushed conversation of soft laughter and caresses that didn't include her in any way. Her chest tightened at that oversight, a pain different from all the others she'd felt up to that point, and without thinking too much about it she let out a small cough, almost imperceptible, just to get noticed.

Margaret turned, and a smile spread across her lips. "Sorry, Lola, come here between us. Take your share, with that quick little tongue of yours."

Lola stood up quickly, almost relieved by that summons despite everything, and knelt between their legs, beginning to lick with the now-familiar devotion.

"Did you see, Denzel, how good she is?" Margaret said, watching her work. "And look at this too." She reached out and lifted Lola's skirt, baring her backside for both of them to see. "Isn't that a nice little butt? You always ask me for mine, but I still don't feel ready for your size. This one, though, wouldn't you like it?"

Denzel struck Lola's cheek with an open hand, a sharp slap that tore a small gasp out of her. "That's quite a nice invitation," he said, laughing. "Who knows, maybe one of these days she'll accept. I'm curious to see if she can take it."

"Lola, what do you say, is it too much for you?" Margaret asked, laughing along. "Come on, I'm kidding. Or maybe you'd actually like it?"

Lola, busy cleaning the tip of Denzel's member with her tongue, didn't have the courage to answer. She would have liked to, would have liked to tell the truth, but she didn't want to be judged and treated even more like a servant than she already was by that point, and so she just kept licking, in silence, letting the question hang unanswered in the air.

It was early the next morning that Lola found herself sitting on the toilet in the ground-floor bathroom, still groggy with sleep, when the door opened without warning and Rick walked in, closing it behind him with a casual motion.

"Oh, sorry," Lola said, startled, trying to cover herself.

"No problem," Rick answered, without the slightest embarrassment, locking the door behind him before starting to unfasten his pants. "Actually, you showed up at just the right time. Elsa's still asleep, and I could really use a little morning service."

"Rick, I…"

"Open that mouth, maid. It's part of your job." He stepped closer, unhurried, with the confidence of someone who's never once had to ask permission for anything in his life.

Lola stayed frozen for a moment, in disbelief, but Rick's presence, so sure of itself, left no room for argument. She leaned in as instructed, still seated, and began doing what was asked of her, while Rick rested a hand on the back of her neck, guiding her with precise instructions.

"Slower," he said. "Use your tongue on the tip, like that. Good, good girl. Now a bit deeper, no rush."

Lola followed every instruction, her heart pounding from the humiliation of that position, still seated on the toilet, unable even to stand up to face this moment with a shred more dignity.

"When I'm about to come," Rick added, his voice growing tenser, "swallow it all. Don't waste anything, like they've taught you in here, I imagine."

Lola nodded, without stopping, and moments later did exactly as instructed, swallowing to the very last drop while Rick braced one hand against the wall, a sigh of satisfaction escaping his lips before he composed himself, straightened his pants, and walked out of the bathroom with the same ease he'd walked in with.

"Good girl," he said, before closing the door behind him. "I can see they've trained you well in here."

Lola stayed alone, still sitting on the toilet, staring at the closed door with glistening eyes, the taste still lingering in her mouth, the realization that by now no corner of that house, not even the smallest, most hidden bathroom, could still be considered a truly private refuge. She washed her face with cold water, trying to pull herself together before having to go back to the kitchen to get the rest of the day started, knowing that this request, coming from a guest who didn't even have the formal right to treat her this way, was just the latest sign of how quickly the boundaries of her own life had dissolved, one after another, without her ever really finding a way to resist.
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A Naive Blackmail 

The package arrived that very morning, while Margaret and Elsa were getting ready to go out, the courier ringing the gate later than the original order had promised. The two women had already been sitting in the kitchen for an hour, chatting over coffee with that familiarity that had kept building day after day, Elsa giving advice on fabrics and colors for their next round of shopping, Margaret listening with the affectionate attention of someone who'd finally found in this woman something resembling a more present mother than her own, who'd stayed far away in another city for years.

"You know," Elsa said, sipping her coffee, "I feel closer to you than I ever felt with any of Ector's previous girlfriends. There's something about you I just get, instantly."

"Me too," Margaret answered, smiling. "It's like finally having someone to share everything with, without having to justify myself."

Lola, passing by right at that moment with a tray of cookies, felt those words like a small knife twist, the awareness of being now completely excluded from that bond forming right over her own head, between her mother-in-law and her wife, without either of them feeling the need to include her even out of courtesy.

Margaret signed for the delivery impatiently, and opened the box right on the kitchen table, pulling out the contents under Elsa's curious gaze.

"Look," she said, laying out five metal objects in a row, each slightly larger than the last, their polished surface catching the light, and at the tip of each one a small colored stone set in place, different for every size: a topaz for the smallest, then amethyst, sapphire, emerald, and finally a bright red ruby for the last one, the two-and-a-half-inch mark. "A graduated set. From an inch and a half up to two and a half, increasing by a quarter inch each time."

"How lovely," Elsa remarked, picking one up to examine it with the seasoned eye of someone not easily rattled. "What pretty jewels. So elegant, really, they look made to be shown off, not hidden. Are they real stones?"

"No, they're imitations," Margaret explained, turning the object against the light. "Colored zirconia, nothing precious. But the effect is the same, and it already cost a fortune in this version."

"Better that way, then," Elsa remarked, with a sharp smile. "That little street-slut backside doesn't deserve real jewels."

"Finally, something systematic," Margaret added, admiring the metallic gleam against the window light. "Lola!"

Lola came in from the kitchen, drying her hands on her apron, and stopped in the doorway when she saw the whole family gathered around the table, Denzel and Rick having wandered over, curious at the sound of voices.

"Your set has arrived," Margaret said, with an enthusiasm that admitted no delay. "Come here, let's start right away. Lean against the table, ninety degrees."

Lola obeyed, her heart pounding from the embarrassment of that public display, and bent forward, hands braced on the edge of the table, her little skirt lifted by Margaret with a quick, practical motion. She took the first one, the topaz, the smallest of the set, and inserted it with an almost instructional slowness, while everyone watched.

It went in almost without difficulty, Lola's body by now used to weeks of preparation with the cucumber, and a satisfied murmur ran through the room.

"Look how well she takes it," Elsa said, in a tone that had something obscene in its very placidity. "Not even a flinch. And look how it sparkles there, it looks made for it."

"A real family jewel," Rick said, laughing.

"You can tell she's ready for something more," Margaret said, pushing the plug in a bit deeper to check it was secure. "Tomorrow we'll try the amethyst."

"Good girl, really good girl," Denzel added, with a smile that already promised more.

Margaret, satisfied, straightened up and checked her watch. "Elsa, we need to go, if we want to get downtown before that shoe store closes."

"Right," Elsa said, grabbing her purse. "Let's go, sweetheart."

Before leaving, Margaret turned to Rick and Denzel with an air of mock severity. "Keep an eye on her, please. She'd better not get clever and take that little jewel out before we're back. I want to find her exactly as we left her."

"Count on it," Denzel said, a smile slowly spreading across his face as the door closed behind the two women.

The silence that followed was brief, interrupted almost immediately by Rick, who turned to Denzel with a knowing expression. "You know, I noticed something, last night."

"What?"

"Lola. When I asked her for that little favor in the bathroom, I could swear I caught her looking at you a certain way, afterward. Like she was jealous you'd gotten some different attention."

"Really?" Denzel turned toward Lola, who had stayed frozen by the table, the little topaz still in place. "That's not very nice, Lola, trying it on with family guests without telling us openly."

"That's not true," Lola said, her voice trembling. "I didn't…"

"Don't deny it," Rick cut her off, stepping closer with a grin. "Now you'll have to pay for your sin, I think."

"I agree," Denzel said, stepping in from the other side. "What do you say, should we put her to the test? Let's see if that pretty little backside is ready for something more serious than the little jewel she's wearing now."

Lola felt a mix of fear and curiosity sweep through her chest, her heart pounding as both men closed in, surrounding her, their hands beginning to slide the small plug out with a gentleness that clashed with the words just spoken.

"Relax," Denzel said, leading her toward the sofa and having her kneel on the cushions, her torso bent forward. "We won't hurt you. Or at least, we'll try not to hurt you too much."

"And if I can't take it?" Lola asked, her voice trembling.

"Then we stop, and that's that," Denzel answered, with a shrug. "It's not a race, even if it kind of is."

Rick sat down beside her for a better view, while Denzel positioned himself behind her, the tip pressing against the entrance still sensitive.

"Take it easy," Rick said, watching closely. "It's not the right size yet. Get it wetter, first."

"I know what I'm doing," Denzel answered, with a muttered curse as he pushed without success. "Damn it, it's just not going in."

"Try angling lower."

"I'm trying." Denzel cursed again, pulling back to catch his breath. "Lola, relax, for God's sake. The more you tense up, the more impossible this gets."

"I'm trying," Lola said, her voice strained, "but it hurts."

"Breathe," Rick ordered. "Breathe out when he pushes, don't hold it in."

Lola obeyed, trying to follow that advice, but after several more attempts, Denzel's pressure couldn't force its way through, Lola's body remaining stubbornly tight, unable to take that size despite weeks of preparation.

"No luck," Denzel said, after a few minutes, pulling back with a sigh that had something frustrated in it. "She's not ready yet. Too bad."

Lola felt an unexpected pang of sadness, mixed with relief at the end of that painful attempt, the sense of having failed at something that, in some hidden corner of herself, she'd hoped to manage.

"Let me try," Rick said, taking Denzel's place calmly, unhurried. He applied more lubricant, working with a patience different from Denzel's, pushing a few millimeters at a time, pulling back, trying again, until Lola's body slowly began to give.

"There," Rick murmured, satisfied, as he sank in a little at a time. "See, you can do it?"

Lola moaned, the pain mixing with a confused pleasure, and Denzel, positioning himself in front of her, took her head in his hands, guiding it toward himself. "Take care of me, meanwhile," he said, "while Rick finishes the job back there."

Lola obeyed, her mouth closing around him while Rick kept moving slowly behind her, the rhythm syncing between the two men, each taking his own time while Lola, caught between them, felt herself swept through by sensations she could no longer file away as simply pain or simply pleasure.

"Good girl," Denzel said, his voice growing tenser as she strained to take all of him, her jaw protesting from the effort. "A little more, like that, just like that."

"What a show," Rick remarked, without breaking his rhythm behind her. "She looks like she was made for this."

Lola tried to go deeper, her eyes welling with tears from the effort, but couldn't hold it back entirely, a small gag forcing her to pull back for a moment, coughing.

"Hey," Denzel said, a shadow of irritation in his voice, holding her head steady. "Don't waste anything, understand? Come back here, and take it all, slow this time."

"Sorry," Lola murmured, her voice hoarse, before starting again, slower, more careful, trying to relax her throat as she'd been taught.

"That's better," Denzel said, his breath growing shorter and shorter. "Much better."

"I'm about to come," Rick announced, the rhythm behind her suddenly turning erratic. "Hold it tight, good girl, hold it tight like that."

"And you," Denzel said to Lola, his voice breaking, "don't stop now. Swallow it all, down to the last drop, or I swear I'll hold it against you."

Lola doubled her effort, her throat opening just enough, and felt Rick go rigid behind her with a muffled groan moments before Denzel too reached his peak, pouring into her mouth with a force that caught her almost off guard. She swallowed quickly, twice, managing to hold it all without wasting a drop, and Denzel sighed with satisfaction, loosening his grip on her head.

"Good girl," he said, in an almost proud tone. "See, when you want to, you can do it?"

Lola stayed there, exhausted, wedged between the two bodies, unable to say whether what she felt was closer to shame or to a relief she still didn't dare name.

"Put the little jewel back in," Rick said, pulling out calmly. "That way we keep it all inside, as a souvenir of the day."

Denzel took the small topaz plug and reinserted it with care, sealing in the little seed that had remained inside, and Lola felt a dizzying mix of humiliation and strange satisfaction as she was sealed back up that way.

"Now get back to work," Denzel said, giving her an affectionate pat on one cheek. "The house doesn't clean itself."

Lola got back up, straightening her skirt, and returned to her chores while the two men settled onto the sofa, turning on the TV to a football game they followed for the rest of the afternoon, beer in hand, as if nothing in particular had just happened. Every so often one of them called her over for a refill of chips or another beer, and Lola obeyed each time, still feeling the weight of that small jewel lodged inside her with every step, a constant reminder of what had just happened within the walls of that living room.

It was only in the late afternoon that Margaret and Elsa came home, loaded down with shopping bags, and Margaret, still in her jacket, immediately called Lola over for an inspection.

"Come here, I want to see how your little jewel is doing," she said, motioning for her to lean against the table again. She slid the plug out with a quick motion, and paused, her eyes narrowing as she noticed something trickling slowly down the inside of Lola's thighs.

"Looks like there was a little party here," she said, her voice turning sharp.

The two men, from the sofa, pretended not to notice, eyes fixed on the TV screen as if the game suddenly demanded their full attention.

"It's not their fault," Lola tried, attempting to defend them. "It was me who…"

"I don't want to hear excuses," Margaret cut her off, her voice rising. "I'd like to be consulted, before these little initiatives. You know what I say, little slut? That tonight, after dinner, you do it again. And this time we want a good look, the two of us. Right, Elsa?"

"Absolutely, Margaret," Elsa said, stepping closer with a curious smile. "We're very curious to see how you're getting more and more stretched out, every single day."

Lola lowered her eyes, cheeks burning, feeling the weight of that evening's promise already pressing down on the night ahead. Margaret put the small plug back in with a quick motion, almost punitive in its haste, and pointed toward the kitchen with a nod of her head.

"Now go make dinner," she said. "And tonight I want you to put in more effort, in everything."

Lola walked away without answering, her heart still tight from that discovery and the punishment announced, while behind her she could hear Elsa and Margaret keep chatting, sitting close together on the sofa, their voices blending in a closeness that, once again, left her completely out.
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Not For Me 

Dinner wrapped up later than usual, the plates finally cleared by Lola while the others stayed seated at the table, wine glasses still half full. It was Margaret who broke the silence that had settled, her eyes gleaming with an anticipation she'd held back through the whole meal.

"So now?" she said, setting down her napkin. "Is it time for Lola's test?"

"I'd say so, yes," Denzel answered, stretching out in his chair with a satisfied smile. "Can't wait to try again, calmly this time."

"I'll go get the good wine, for the two of us," Elsa said, standing and gesturing for Margaret to follow her into the kitchen. "I want to be nice and comfortable to watch."

They went upstairs shortly after, Lola in front, the others behind, and it was right as they crossed the hallway that Elsa paused to look at her, a mischievous smile spreading across her face.

"Lola's already excited, look at her wiggle," she said, laughing. "She looks just like a little teapot walking along."

Margaret laughed too, giving Lola a light push toward the bedroom. "Get moving, little teapot, they're waiting for you."

As promised, that evening Margaret and Elsa settled into the armchairs beside the bed, wine glasses in hand, while Denzel took his position again behind Lola, kneeling on the mattress with her torso bent forward.

"Take it slow this time," Margaret said, watching closely. "I want to see every attempt clearly."

Denzel pressed, the tip pushing against that entrance still too tight, and for a moment it seemed something gave way, Lola's body opening just past the tip before snapping shut again, a moan mixing pain and surprise escaping her lips. He pulled back, tried again with more lubricant, but Lola's body remained stubbornly closed, unable to take that size despite the training just hours before with the small topaz.

Elsa got up from her armchair to come closer, leaning in for a better look, wine glass still in hand. "Give it a good push, Denzel," she said, with an amused impatience. "Don't hold back, break her open, this little slut."

Denzel tried again, more forcefully this time, pushing with a strength that tore a muffled cry out of Lola against the pillow, but even that attempt stalled at the same point, her body simply refusing to give past that threshold.

"We're not there yet," Elsa said, shaking her head with an annoyed expression, sitting back down. "Margaret, you really did choose well, with those measurements. It's not every day you find a man that gifted."

"I know," Margaret said, with a sigh mixing pride and frustration. "To think that Ector, back when he still got to choose, wanted a tall blond guy with a degree. Measurements that were half of Denzel's. Half, Elsa. As if a degree counts for anything, in moments like these."

"Typical of someone who's never had to measure himself against anything truly demanding," Elsa remarked, laughing. "Lola should put more effort into taking Denzel. It would be a form of respect, by now, toward all of us."

"Once the pregnancy is further along," Margaret added, thoughtfully, "and if it happens, and it definitely will happen, poor Denzel is going to need some kind of outlet. Better that Lola get used to it now, calmly, rather than having to learn it all in a rush later on."

Denzel tried again, more insistently, but after a few more minutes of failed attempts, he pulled back with a resigned sigh. "No luck tonight."

Elsa turned to Rick, who had stayed off to the side, watching. "Rick, you handle this. You're more normal-sized than Denzel, you should manage without too much trouble."

Margaret sighed, visibly disappointed. "Fine. But at least suck him properly, Denzel doesn't deserve to be left this unsatisfied after all this effort."

Lola turned toward Denzel, who had moved in front of her, and began taking him into her mouth while Rick positioned himself behind her with more patience, moving slowly.

"No, not like that," Margaret immediately corrected, stepping closer for a better look. "Use more tongue on the tip, not just your mouth. And move your neck, not just your lips."

Lola adjusted, trying to follow the direction, but Elsa jumped in almost right away. "Your backside, Lola. You're not moving it right, for Rick. You need to push back, don't wait for him to do all the work."

Lola complied, pushing back more decisively while continuing to work with her mouth, and the corrections went on for several minutes, Margaret and Elsa taking turns, adjusting every little detail with the meticulous patience of two strict teachers, until the rhythm finally fell into sync, Rick thrusting more confidently behind her while Lola, in front, strained to satisfy Denzel exactly as instructed.

The climax came for both men almost together, Rick going rigid behind her with a muffled groan, Denzel spilling into her mouth moments later. Lola stayed exhausted between them, her chest rising and falling with labored breath.

Margaret came closer right away, taking her chin between her fingers and lifting her face. "Open," she said, in a practical tone. "Let me see if you swallowed it all, or if you're being sneaky."

Lola opened her mouth, and Margaret checked carefully, nodding with satisfaction. "Good girl. What did it taste like?"

"Like a real man," Lola answered, her voice still hoarse. "Strong. Too strong, and plentiful."

Margaret laughed, stroking her cheek in an almost affectionate gesture, then her gaze shifted to Elsa, who had in the meantime leaned in behind Lola, studying that still-exposed spot with attention.

"Elsa, what are you doing?"

"Rick's seed is already coming out," Elsa said, annoyed. "We can't waste it like that." She took the second jewel from the set off the nightstand, the amethyst one, and inserted it firmly, sealing in what little had remained inside. "There. Now nothing else gets away."

"Much better," Margaret said, rising from the armchair to stretch. "See, Lola, with a little effort you always get where you need to."

"Tomorrow we start again with Denzel," Elsa added, before leaving the room. "You'll manage with him too, sooner or later. I'm sure of it."

About a month passed. Elsa and Rick had headed back to Florida after weeks of staying over, promising to return soon, maybe even for the birth if the timing allowed, and Denzel had by now moved in permanently, with several trunks of clothes, many of them new, bought with Ector's money during outings Margaret organized with growing frequency. Denzel now wore designer clothes, tailored shirts, Italian shoes, and Margaret never missed a chance to comment on how good he looked, even though the obvious bulge under every pair of pants always remained, inevitably, the first detail to catch the eye.

Lola, over those weeks, had learned to move through this new routine with a resignation that, day by day, resembled pure suffering less and less and a quiet, almost mechanical habit more and more. She cleaned Denzel's room, now the second master bedroom, washed his expensive clothes with an attention she no longer even gave to her own things, and in the evening retreated to the basement without protesting anymore, as if that tiny room had, by now, become the only space she could truly call her own.

It was right around those days that Margaret noticed the delay. Ten days, then twelve, a wait that made her heart pound every time she checked the calendar. She finally decided it was time to buy a test, and sent Lola to the pharmacy, dressed exactly as always, without giving her the option to change.

The pharmacy was crowded when Lola walked in, the bell above the door jingling to announce her arrival, and the pharmacist, a man in his fifties with thick glasses, looked her over with an expression that quickly shifted from professional courtesy to obvious bewilderment. Lola felt the eyes of the other customers in line settle on her, an unfamiliar discomfort making her wish she could be invisible, as she gripped her purse with both hands, waiting for her turn.

"I'd like a pregnancy test," Lola said, her voice trembling slightly.

The pharmacist looked at her for a longer moment, his eyes dropping to the little skirt, the stockings, then rising back to her face, still lightly made up. "A pregnancy test," he repeated, in a tone that didn't hide his skepticism. "For you?"

"No, for my wife."

The pharmacist burst out laughing, a sound that drew the attention of the other customers in line. "His wife! Would you look at this, he has a wife!"

Laughter rippled quickly through the room, and an elderly woman in line, still holding her grocery bag on her arm, stepped forward, shaking her head. "He wants a pregnancy test," she said, with a good-natured mockery. "Who knows what's gotten into his head, just because he's wearing a skirt, thinking he's a real female."

"Let me explain how it works," the woman went on, addressing the rest of the line as if giving a lecture. "To make a baby you need a hole in the front. He, on the other hand, only has one in the back." And as she said it, with a startling casualness, she lifted the hem of Lola's little skirt in front of everyone, revealing the small jewel still set in place.

A murmur ran through the pharmacy, some customers laughing openly, others looking away with a mix of embarrassment and curiosity.

"She's got the hole," the woman said, with satisfaction, "but it's closed."

"Please," Lola said, pulling her skirt back down, cheeks burning, "my wife really is pregnant, or thinks she is. And Denzel, the natural father of my child, is getting me used to, with this, to his… to his size. It's all true, I swear it."

"But how do you think a baby is even conceived," the pharmacist asked, taking off his glasses to clean them, more to compose himself than out of real need. "Explain it to me, I'm curious."

"It's a natural method," Lola said, trying to hold on to a shred of dignity in her voice. "A specialized clinic oversees us. Denzel is the selected donor, I assist, and my wife…"

"So," the pharmacist cut her off, raising a hand, "you have your wife fucked by another man who gets her pregnant, and you just stand there and watch? That's supposed to be the new thing?" He shook his head, seemingly amused by his own observation. "That's a story as old as the world, young man. But that's no reason to go around dressed like that."

That explanation, far from calming the situation, set off a fresh wave of laughter, the pharmacist wiping his eyes as he tried to compose himself behind the counter. "Fine, fine," he said finally, between chuckles. "I'll give you the test. But next time, bring a doctor's prescription, or at least your wife in the flesh, so we'll all believe you better."

Lola paid quickly, head down, and left the pharmacy under the still-amused looks of everyone present, the box gripped tight in her fist as the one thing left for her to hold onto for a shred of dignity in that moment.

At home, she ran up the stairs, finding Margaret waiting for her in the bathroom with an anxiety she could no longer hide. She handed her the box without saying anything about what had happened at the pharmacy, unable to find the words to recount that humiliation she'd just endured, and stood in the doorway as Margaret shut herself inside to take the test, both their hearts pounding hard as they waited out those two minutes that would change, one way or another, everything that came after.

When Margaret opened the door again, the stick clutched between her fingers, her face was lit up with an expression Lola had never seen on her before, a pure, uncontainable joy. "Two lines," she said, her voice trembling with emotion. "Two lines, Lola. I'm pregnant."

She called Denzel right away, who ran up the stairs the moment he heard the tone of her voice, and when he saw the test he took it in his hands, studying it for a long moment before lifting Margaret bodily into an embrace that pulled a happy laugh out of her.

"I knew it," he said, his eyes glistening. "I knew we'd manage it."

"Our child," Margaret said, against his chest. "Our baby, Denzel."

Lola stood in the bathroom doorway, a witness to that joy she could in no way fully share, her chest tight with a tangle of conflicting feelings, the relief of having finally reached the goal that had started all of this, months earlier, mixed with a dull ache reminding her how little, by now, her own presence counted for in that scene.

"We should celebrate," Denzel said, setting Margaret gently back down, then turning to Lola with an expression both kindly and final. "Lola, make something special for dinner. And starting tomorrow, I'd say it's time to reorganize the house a bit, with all this in mind."

"What do you mean?" Lola asked, her voice uncertain.

"I mean," Denzel said, with a smile that left no room for misunderstanding, "that we're going to need someone to properly handle the nursery, the baby's meals, everything else. You'll be perfect for it, Lola. My child's governess."

Lola lowered her eyes, absorbing that label as one final, definitive piece of a role she now felt she barely had the right to contest anymore, while Margaret, behind Denzel, nodded with a smile that confirmed every single word just spoken.
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Broken 

That very evening, the one they celebrated the pregnancy news with, Margaret decided the time had come for the final test. Lola was by now almost at the end of the set, only two jewels left before the maximum size, and her body, after weeks of steady training, had grown more accommodating, more used to giving way. Dinner was still on the table, the dessert plates half finished, when Margaret stood up with that determined look Lola knew all too well by now.

"Tonight you're going to manage it," she said, with a resolve that admitted no argument, while Denzel positioned himself behind Lola on the bed, the room still lit by the candles brought up from the dinner table. "I'll help you."

Denzel reached toward the nightstand, looking for the tube of lubricant they usually used during their sessions. "Better to use plenty," he said, "given what needs to go in."

"Wait," Margaret said, stopping his hand. "I don't like using too many modern products for this kind of thing. I prefer it natural, dry, the way it's always been done. With all those products it feels almost like cheating, like being too soft on this little slut."

Denzel hesitated, the tube still in hand, then set it back down on the nightstand, reconsidering. "You're right," he said, with a smile approving of that logic. "Let's just use a bit of saliva, then. More natural, certainly acceptable even to the strictest naturalists."

Lola knelt as instructed, wetting that imposing tip with her own saliva, a gesture she knew by heart by now, before returning to position, torso bent forward on the bed.

She positioned herself behind Denzel, hands braced on his hips, and began counting. "One, two, three."

On the first attempt, the tip pressed in firmly, but Lola's body resisted still, closing back up the moment Denzel pulled back to catch his breath.

"I think it gave a little," Margaret said, watching closely with clinical attention. "We should keep at it. It has to give, it's just flesh, and your member is hard as iron. It has to go in, we need to push through, Denzel."

"I'll try again," he said, repositioning himself, his breath already labored from the effort. He pushed again, more firmly, and Lola moaned loudly against the pillow, her fingers gripping the fabric.

"Again," Margaret said, her hands tightening on Denzel's hips to help him maintain the pressure. "Don't give up now, we're almost there, I can feel it."

The second attempt stalled again at the exact same point, Lola's resistance seeming to nearly strengthen with each new assault, like a muscle instinctively tensing against expected pain.

Margaret rose to her feet, a shadow of irritation crossing her face. "Lola, help him," she said, her voice growing harder. "Spread your cheeks with your hands, come on. We won't stop until it goes in."

"Margaret, I…"

"No excuses," she cut her off, stepping closer. "I know you're capable of being sneaky, like the other times, tightening up on purpose to get it over with faster. But not this time. This time, either it goes in the easy way, or it goes in the hard way. But it goes in."

Lola, trembling, brought her hands behind herself, spreading her own cheeks in a motion that left her completely exposed, the humiliation of that forced gesture adding to the already unbearable physical tension.

"That's better," Margaret said, watching with approval. "Denzel, try again. And this time don't stop halfway."

"It hurts," Lola said, her voice muffled against the pillow.

"I know, sweetheart," Margaret answered, without the slightest give in her voice. "But it has to happen tonight. Denzel, push with your whole body, not just your hips. I'll help you hold the angle."

She got ready for the third attempt, Margaret positioning herself behind Denzel with her hands braced firmly on his hips, ready to push together with him in one coordinated motion.

"One, two, three."

On the third attempt, with their combined push, Lola's body suddenly gave way, a total surrender that let Denzel sink all the way in, completely, in one single motion that tore a scream out of her so sharp it was probably heard throughout the whole neighborhood.

Denzel and Margaret's satisfied laughter barely covered that cry, a sound of triumph blending with Lola's sharp pain, as she, for an instant, tried to pull away, her body tensing in an attempt to escape that sudden fullness. But Margaret held her still, hands pressed against her back, while Denzel gripped her hips firmly, giving her not a single moment's reprieve.

"Stop, please," Lola said, her voice broken.

"Not now," Margaret answered, in a tone that left no room for discussion. "You made it, Lola. Now you get to enjoy the result."

Denzel began moving, slowly at first, then with an increasingly deliberate rhythm, and the penetration continued for a good ten minutes, a stretch of time that felt endless to Lola, the pain gradually giving way to something different, a confused, overwhelming pleasure that left her, at the moment of Denzel's climax, utterly wrecked, unable to move, her body open in a way it had never been before.

When Denzel pulled out, slowly, he stayed there looking, along with Margaret, at the passage he'd just conquered, the pink, gaping opening that showed no sign of closing right away, the white fluid slowly trickling out from inside, trying to escape with each small residual spasm of Lola's body.

"Look," Denzel said, almost with pride, pointing out that opening to Margaret. "Look what we managed to do."

Margaret leaned in for a closer look, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Incredible," she murmured, running a finger gently along the edge of that still-trembling opening. "It's not even closing back up."

She stood, going to retrieve the last jewel of the set from the nightstand, the ruby one, deliberately skipping the second-to-last. "We've shortened the path," she said, coming back to Lola with the object in hand, "skipped the second-to-last one, but that's fine. Your body's ready for this too, by now."

She inserted it firmly, pushing it all the way into that still-yielding opening, sealing inside everything that had remained, while Lola moaned softly, exhausted, unable to offer the slightest resistance.

"Now, Lola," Margaret said, stroking her cheek with a gesture that had something final about it, "you're going to wear this forever. For the rest of your life."

Lola nodded, wrecked, unable to find words to answer, the weight of that sentence settling over her with the same physical finality as the jewel just inserted.

The months that followed saw Margaret's pregnancy advance with the calm steadiness of someone who no longer had anything to fear, her belly growing week after week under Denzel's proud gaze, who never missed a chance to rest a hand on it with an almost proprietary gesture. Lola, during those months, kept taking care of the house with the same now-automatic dedication, accompanying Margaret to her medical appointments whenever Denzel was busy elsewhere, preparing meals according to the OB-GYN's instructions, tidying up the room that would soon become the baby's, a small blue-and-white corner she set up with a care that surprised even herself.

It was in one of the final months, when Margaret's belly had grown enormous, that one evening, after dinner, Denzel came up to her with that expression Lola had learned to recognize all too well, his hands sliding along Margaret's hips despite the bulk of her belly.

"I'm in the mood," he said, under his breath, one hand sliding down Margaret's hip.

"With this belly, that's completely out of the question," Margaret answered, laughing, pushing his hand away with an affectionate gesture. "But why don't you use Lola? She's plenty open by now. Too much so, if I'm honest."

"Good idea," Denzel said, a smile spreading across his face as he turned toward the kitchen corner.

Denzel smiled, turning toward Lola, who was clearing dishes in a corner of the kitchen. "Lola," he called, in that confident voice that admitted no hesitation. "Come here."

Lola set down the plates and came closer, her heart pounding more from settled habit than from any real surprise, and let herself be led toward the sofa, where Denzel had her kneel on the cushions without any preamble.

He entered with an ease that, months earlier, would have been unthinkable, Lola's body opening without resistance, almost welcoming him with a moan that had none of the tension of the first times left in it. Denzel moved with a decisive rhythm, and Lola felt, with an awareness that made her blush, a warm wetness running copiously down the inside of her thighs, dripping onto the cushion beneath her with every thrust, her own body now responding without any control left to that repeated stimulation.

"Look how she's dripping," Margaret said, watching from the sofa with a mix of amusement and satisfaction, one hand resting on her own swollen belly. "She really likes it now."

Denzel kept going, the rhythm growing more intense, and Lola found herself pushing back, almost on her own, seeking that depth her body now recognized as familiar, while the wetness kept running, uncontrollable, proof of a pleasure she could no longer deny even to herself.

The baby was born one spring morning, after a long but uncomplicated labor, at a private clinic Denzel had specifically chosen for its discretion. It was a boy, with caramel-colored skin and dark, lively eyes, and when Margaret held him for the first time in her arms, the tears of joy streaking her face were genuine, uncontainable.

Denzel stayed by the bed for hours, unable to tear his eyes away from that small bundle wrapped in a white blanket, and when it was his turn to hold him, he did it with a tenderness that struck Lola, watching from a corner of the room, as almost moving, a jarring contrast with the man she'd known up to that point.

Elsa and Rick arrived that very day, informed by phone by Denzel even before Margaret got the chance, and Elsa acted from the very first moment like a full-fledged grandmother, taking her grandson in her arms with a naturalness that seemed to have waited years for this moment, softly singing him lullabies as she rocked him, never once mentioning her own son as the father, a role that seemed, by now, to have dissolved entirely in everyone's eyes.

"Look at him, Rick," Elsa said, her eyes glistening with emotion. "Isn't he the most beautiful thing you've ever seen?"

"Beautiful," Rick confirmed, coming closer for a better look. "He already looks like Denzel, look at those shoulders."

Elsa laughed, without taking her eyes off her grandson. "Let's hope he gets the rest too, as he grows."

Lola, standing by the hospital room door, watched that scene with a tangle of feelings she could no longer sort out, the genuine love she already felt building for that little creature, mixed with the final realization of her own place in that family, a place that no longer included, in any way, the word father.

Back home, life quickly settled into a new routine. Lola took care of the baby with a devotion that surprised even Margaret, getting up in the night for bottles, changing diapers with hands now practiced, softly singing those same lullabies she'd heard from Elsa at the hospital, while Margaret and Denzel lived their life as a couple, dinners out, weekends away, plans for the future that never once, not for a single moment, included the figure of Ector.

The days took on a predictable rhythm, almost reassuring in its own monotony: the wake-up at dawn for the first bottle, breakfast to prepare for everyone, housework interspersed with the baby's cries to soothe, afternoons spent pushing the stroller through the overgrown garden of Ector's father, now tended with more care than it had ever received before. Margaret went out often with Denzel, leaving the house and the baby in Lola's hands with a trust that, in some twisted way, resembled acknowledgment.

One evening, late, after putting the baby to bed, Lola stayed for a long while beside the crib, watching that small, steady breathing in the dark of the room. She was still wearing the uniform, the little skirt worn thin from daily use, and in the mirror hanging on the wall she caught her own reflection, the Lola she had become, definitively, with no visible trace left of the man who had once wanted nothing more than a child to call his own.

She reached a hand into the crib, barely brushing the baby's tiny hand, and felt, in that small gesture, all the love she was still capable of feeling, intact, perhaps the only thing that remained truly hers in that house, which now belonged to an entirely different set of balances.

She stepped closer to the mirror on the wall, studying her own reflection for a long while in the dim light, the little skirt worn thin from daily use, the makeup applied with a now-expert hand even at that late hour, her hair pulled back the way Margaret preferred to see it. She no longer recognized, in that image, any trace of the man who, six years earlier, had married Margaret in a small ceremony, no remnant of that simple, naive wish to become a father that had started all of this.

She instinctively brought a hand behind herself, feeling through the thin fabric of the skirt the constant presence of that now-permanent jewel, the large ruby she'd worn without interruption for months. She felt no pain in that gesture, no shame, but something closer to a strange reassurance, as if that presence, by now as much a part of her body as her own hands or her own breath, had become the one fixed point around which everything else, every day, kept turning.

She stayed like that, in silence, looking first at her own reflection and then back at the sleeping baby, knowing that this would now be her life, forever, and that deep down, in a way she still struggled to fully understand, she had chosen it herself, one step at a time, ever since that first evening on the porch, when Ector had shown Margaret the advertisement for an unknown clinic, with no idea how far that choice would carry them both.

Ector's father's overgrown garden, visible from the nursery window, stayed silent under the moon, the same garden that had served as the backdrop to that first conversation, now so distant, about test results, about the clinic, about the hope of a child. That child now slept peacefully in the crib beside her, and Lola, quietly closing the nursery door behind her, headed toward her own room in the basement, ready to face, as every evening, the start of a new day identical to the one just ended, in that house which had long since stopped being hers too, but which, despite everything, she still called home.
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