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Prologue

The old wardrobe was officially gone, packed into cardboard boxes and donated with her parents' tender, tearful blessing. Jenna still remembered the sharp, dizzying flutter in her chest the day James and Elizabeth had walked through Lucy’s door, catching their child in stockings, heels, and a neatly tailored skirt—only to embrace her with open arms and call her their daughter.

That sudden leap had left no safety net behind, and yet, falling into this life had felt less like an accident and more like finally slipping into a custom-fitted dress.

Now, mornings in the city carried the steady, elegant cadence of a woman who had mastered her role. Jenna stood by the full-length mirror adjusting the seam of her sheer nude stockings, her fingers tracing the lace of the garter belt resting just above her hips. Beneath the translucent lingerie, the discreet pink cage remained securely locked—a delicate, ever-present reminder of the sweet authority Lucy exerted over her routines and the absolute devotion Ethan demanded from her heart.

She had gone from a reluctant guest taking clumsy steps in borrowed heels to an indispensable executive assistant juggling calendars and meetings by day, and a doting, pampered partner waiting for her boyfriend by night.

"Checking yourself out again, sleepyhead?" Lucy’s playful voice drifted from the hallway, accompanied by the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee.

Jenna turned with an effortless, trained grace, smoothing down her skirt with a shy smile that bloomed naturally across her lips.

"Just making sure every detail is in place for today," Jenna replied, her voice soft, light, and perfectly modulated.

"Good girl," Lucy teased with an approving wink as she handed over a steaming mug. "Because now that the trial period is over, things only move forward from here."

A delicious shiver danced down Jenna’s spine. Jamie was a ghost of the past, dissolving into distant memory with every click of her stilettos and every whispered promise Ethan pressed into her skin. She was no longer just visiting this world or borrowing its clothes.

She was living in it, shaped by whispered rules and deliberate surrender, completely ready for the next transformation to begin.


Chapter 1 — Changes Felt in the Flesh

Morning light slipped into Lucy’s dressing room in golden ribbons, filtering through sheer curtains to settle across mirrors, moisturizer jars, and small makeup pots arranged along the vanity with almost ceremonial precision. Lacy garments hung in a soft spectrum of pastel hues, dresses rested inside clear garment bags, and an open floral perfume bottle sat beside a hairbrush. The space carried an intimate, feminine air that Jenna had come to equate with the life she had been living for months now.

She looked at her reflection while smoothing body lotion over freshly shaved legs.

Four months.

Only four months since starting her new regimen, and the hormones were already reshaping her body in ways impossible to ignore.

Her hands traced slowly up her thighs and over her hips, lingering at her waist. Her skin felt extraordinarily soft, still warm from the shower, and the new distribution of her curves had altered even the way she chose what to wear. Her old wardrobe seemed to belong to someone else entirely. Skirts settled differently against her hips, blouses tapered into a narrower waist, and even simple daily movements carried a heightened, unfamiliar sensitivity.

Jenna smiled at her reflection.

She wore a breezy cream skirt and a wireless lace bralette—a piece chosen because Lucy insisted that, at this stage, comfort mattered just as much as style. The lace rested against her skin so lightly that the slightest friction brought an unexpected thrill.

Her breasts were still budding. The changes had started with a dull ache and a persistent tenderness that flared whenever she got dressed, rolled onto her side in bed, or felt fabric brush against her chest. This morning, even the lace sent faint shivers through her.

"Come here," Lucy said from the doorway.

Jenna turned her head to find her cousin watching her, coffee mug in hand.

"Another inspection?"

"Of course. Four months in deserves proper oversight."

Lucy set her mug on the vanity and stepped behind her, facing the mirror. Her gaze swept over Jenna’s silhouette with a blend of warmth and critical assessment, just as it had so many times during the early months of her transition.

"You’ve changed quite a bit."

Jenna glanced down at her waist. "I can feel it too."

"Your waist is coming in. Your hips are finally balancing out the rest of you, and your skin looks gorgeous." Lucy gently caught one of the bralette straps and adjusted it over her shoulder. "Though those little buds still have a long way to go."

Jenna let out an embarrassed laugh. "Lucy."

"What? I’m just being objective."

"You could be a little nicer about it."

"I am being nice. If I wanted to be cruel, I’d bring up the fact that you’re still wearing that pink cage."

A faint heat rose to Jenna’s cheeks.

The transparent cage remained a quiet fixture beneath her clothes, locked securely under her skirt and virtually invisible at a glance. To her, it had become part of the routine—a silent, physical tether to the dynamic she shared with Ethan. For hours at a time, she hardly noticed it. Then, sitting down or shifting her weight, the subtle pressure of the device was enough to bring their private arrangement rushing back to mind.

Lucy gave the bralette a final, gentle tug. "There. Much better."

Jenna looked back at her reflection. The image gazing back possessed a softness that could still catch her off guard. The styled hair, glowing skin, budding curves, delicate lace, and that serene, self-assured expression—all of it belonged entirely to Jenna.

Her parents were still learning to see her this way.

James and Elizabeth had embraced the change with a warmth that dispelled most of the fears that had once clouded those early conversations. Even so, small, domestic moments revealed just how much adjusting they still had to do. Elizabeth would sometimes hesitate for a fraction of a second before saying her name over the phone, as if easing into a new family custom. James, on the other hand, had slipped into the role of a proud father with surprising ease, asking after her dresses, checking in on Ethan, and even sharing the new recipes he was trying out.

Jenna had grown fond of those little stumbles.

Her phone buzzed on the vanity.

Ethan’s name lit up the screen.

She smiled instantly.

"Your boyfriend?"

"Who else?"

Jenna opened the message.

"Morning, gorgeous. You up yet?"

She typed out a reply while Lucy went to pour more coffee.

"For an hour now. Lucy is running a progress check on me."

His reply came almost immediately.

"Then I hope you passed."

Jenna glanced up at Lucy, grinning. "She says I'm still a work in progress."

"Sounds about right," Ethan texted back.

Jenna pressed her lips together in feigned outrage. "Traitor."

"I’ll make it up to you this evening."

The single sentence sent a warm flutter straight to her stomach.

"I'll be waiting."

She set her phone down and turned to Lucy. "He’s coming over tonight."

"I know. He gave me a heads-up yesterday."

Jenna arched a brow. "And why do you get notified before I do?"

"Because I’m your cousin, your boss, and the only person making sure you actually start work on time."

Daily life still carried threads from her previous routine. Jenna continued to assist Lucy as an executive assistant, working out of the apartment and handling a substantial share of her cousin’s schedule. She had mastered juggling calendars, coordinating meetings, prepping documents, and maintaining flawless order amid Lucy’s hectic schedule.

The difference was that Jenna handled it all with a poise she had never possessed before.

Once dressed, she headed downstairs to the main floor to start the morning chores. She opened the windows, straightened the throw pillows, checked the floral arrangement on the dining table, and put together a light breakfast while Lucy went over her schedule across the room.

Soft music drifted from the phone.

Jenna moved through the kitchen with easy grace, settled comfortably into the rhythm of remote work, domestic upkeep, and personal care. A crisp white blouse, a midi skirt, and flat shoes lent her a polished look that contrasted neatly with the secret delicacy of the lingerie underneath.

By mid-morning, she had cleared out her inbox, scheduled two meetings for Lucy, and placed the weekly grocery order.

Another notification chimed.

"Mom just texted," Jenna said.

Lucy glanced up. "What did she say?"

"They want us over for dinner this Sunday. Dad says he’s testing out a new recipe."

"How’s his cooking these days?"

Jenna laughed out loud.

"According to Mom, he needs supervision."

Lucy smiled. "Your family is coming around."

Jenna set the phone on the table, lingering in the thought for a quiet beat.

"Yeah. They are."

There was something profoundly grounding about that word.

Her family.

Her boyfriend.

Her home.

Her job.

Her clothes.

Her body.

Everything that had once seemed impossible to weave into a single existence was now part of a seamless, familiar rhythm.

That afternoon, Lucy insisted on taking her out for lunch before heading back to the apartment. They picked a quiet, understated bistro—intimate and elegant, with small tables, crisp white linens, and tall windows looking out onto a tree-lined avenue.

Jenna wore a simple pale-blue dress, sheer stockings, and low heels. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, accented by minimal jewelry.

She sat opposite Lucy and neatly smoothed her cloth napkin over her lap.

"You look different," Lucy noted.

"Another inspection?"

"An observation."

"Which is?"

Lucy rested her elbow on the table. "You're so much more comfortable in your own skin."

Jenna smiled.

She looked down at her hands, then caught her blurred reflection in the window glass.

"I am."

It had taken a long time to get here.

While waiting for their food, she felt that familiar twinge of tenderness across her chest as the fabric of her dress shifted. She instinctively adjusted her posture.

Lucy didn't miss it.

"Still sore?"

"Sometimes."

"Then you need to keep taking it easy."

"I am."

"And let your body move at its own pace."

Jenna nodded.

The conversation drifted to simpler topics: shopping trips, an invitation Lucy had received, upcoming work projects, and a dinner party they might host in a few weeks.

Yet Ethan remained at the forefront of Jenna's mind.

The way his eyes lingered on her lately.

How his hands naturally sought out her waist whenever they were together.

That expression of his—a blend of pride and quiet fascination—every time he noticed another subtle change in her.

When she arrived at Ethan’s apartment that evening, Jenna set her purse on the entryway console, slipped off her shoes, and nudged the door shut with her hip. The quiet of the place enveloped her immediately. It was his home, yet it felt increasingly like her own: the faint trace of his cologne on the sofa, the soft light pooling through the windows.

She switched on a few lamps, tidied the living room with practiced ease, and picked out a bottle of red wine for dinner. Then she headed up to the closet.

Standing before the full-length mirror, she shed her day clothes. She chose her outfit with intent. Tonight was not about understated elegance; she wanted to look desirable. She pulled on a black faux-leather miniskirt that barely grazed her upper thighs, cut short enough that the slightest tilt would flash the curve of her backside. On top, she wore a sheer red lace camisole that clearly outlined the shape of her budding breasts and tender nipples. No bra—just the lace skimming bare skin. She pulled sheer thigh-high stockings into place and brushed out her hair until it fell silky and loose over her shoulders.

She looked at herself and smiled. The reflection staring back was provocative, undeniably feminine, and entirely receptive.

She heard the front door click.

Her heart fluttered.

"Ethan?"

"In here."

Jenna stepped out with slow, deliberate strides. He was just walking into the living room, briefcase in hand. At the sight of her, he froze. His eyes drifted over her from head to toe, lingering in silence.

"Hey, gorgeous," he murmured at last, his voice dropping an octave.

Jenna’s smile bloomed instantly. "Hey."

Ethan set his briefcase on a chair and stepped forward, wrapping his arms around her. The embrace was firm, warm, and familiar. Jenna rested her cheek against his chest and closed her eyes for a second, breathing in his scent. When he pulled her slightly closer, the sheer sensitivity running through her—her breasts, her skin, her groin—made her flinch with a quiet gasp.

"Did I hurt you?"

"No. Just sensitive."

Ethan loosened his grip at once, though he didn't let go entirely. Jenna looked up at him.

"I'm okay."

He smoothed a hand through her hair, then slid his palm down to her waist, resting against the leather of her skirt. The fabric creaked under his touch.

"You feel softer every day," he murmured with quiet approval. "This skirt should be illegal."

Jenna blushed, but held her ground. "Lucy says I still have a long way to go."

"Lucy always has something to say."

"She also pointed out how small my chest is."

Ethan chuckled softly, bringing both hands up to the red lace, his thumbs lightly grazing her nipples through the sheer mesh.

"Then we'll be patient. In the meantime… I like them just the way they are. Small, sensitive, and mine."

Jenna rested her hands against his chest, feeling his steady heartbeat beneath his shirt.

"Do you really?"

Ethan held her gaze. "I love seeing you happy. And I love seeing you dressed like you want me to fuck you the second I walk through the door."

Her smile widened. He pressed a kiss to her forehead and held her gently once more, mindful of her soreness. Then, with deliberate intent, his fingers slipped beneath the hem of her skirt. They found the cage: pink, translucent, discreet. The small device housing everything she had chosen to surrender.

Jenna looked down, her breath catching slightly.

Ethan drew his hand back, a wry smile touching his lips.

"How was your day?"

"Perfect."

"Work?"

"All done."

"Then get over here."

Instead of leading her into the kitchen, he drew her close. Jenna didn't wait for another word. She sank to her knees before him on the rug and looked up. Ethan watched in silence as she worked his belt open, her fingers clumsy with anticipation. She drew down his zipper, freed his semi-hard cock, and stroked him with an open palm before leaning in.

First, just her tongue: slow, slick, tracing the head and gliding down the shaft. Then she parted her lips and took him in, sinking down until the stray wetness marked the red lace over her chest. Ethan let out a low groan, resting one hand against the back of her head—not forcing, merely guiding. Jenna sucked hungrily, her miniskirt riding high to leave her thighs bare, knees spread across the rug, her small breasts brushing the fabric of his slacks with every dip of her head.

The wet cadence of her mouth filled the room. Ethan’s breathing grew heavier. Jenna closed her eyes, losing herself in the taste, the texture, and the sheer rush of being on her knees in her boyfriend's apartment, dressed like high-end sin, the cage pressing tight between her thighs while his cock pulsed against her tongue.

When he gave a gentle tug on her hair to tilt her chin up, Jenna met his eyes without letting him slip from her mouth. Her lips were slick, her breath ragged, her expression quietly yielding.

"Just like that," Ethan murmured. "Right there."

Jenna lowered her head again, taking him deeper, as his apartment became, once more, the place where she felt most entirely herself.
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Chapter 2 — The Proposal of the Desired Life

The afternoon had begun with a deceptive calm in Lucy’s apartment. Sunlight slanted through the living room windows, casting golden pools across the parquet floor while Jenna finished organizing documents on the tablet she used for her cousin’s business. She wore an ivory silk blouse tucked into a high-waisted skirt, sheer stockings, and a pair of small pearl earrings she had bought a few days earlier. Her hair cascaded neatly over her shoulders, and after four months of hormone therapy, her features had taken on a soft, delicate contour that still caught her off guard.

Her phone buzzed against the table.

Jenna glanced at the screen and smiled before opening the message.

"Done for the day yet?"

It was Ethan.

"Working."

"That doesn't answer my question."

"Almost done."

"Wrap it up soon, then. Tonight, I want you all to myself."

Jenna gently bit her lower lip.

Lucy, seated on the sofa flipping through a magazine, looked up.

"Ethan?"

Jenna tried to keep a straight face. "Yes."

"Judging by that smile, I doubt you two are discussing tomorrow's calendar."

"Lucy."

"What? Just asking."

Jenna placed the phone face down, but the screen lit up again almost instantly.

Lucy let out a soft chuckle. "Definitely him."

Jenna picked the phone back up. "He’s asking about my plans for tonight."

"And what are they?"

"Dinner with him."

"I figured that much. I mean after."

Heat rushed into Jenna’s cheeks. "Lucy, you're impossible."

"I'm curious."

Jenna looked back at the screen. "He says he wants to take me somewhere special."

"Did he mention what he expects from you?"

Jenna shook her head, though her smile gave her away.

Lucy leaned forward. "Let me guess. He wants you wearing something pretty."

"He always wants me to look pretty."

"Makes sense. Though lately it doesn't seem to take much effort on your part."

Jenna tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear.

Lucy watched her for a quiet beat before asking with effortless ease, "Does Ethan still like keeping you locked up?"

Jenna froze.

A wave of heat rose from her collarbone straight to her cheeks.

"Lucy..."

"It’s just an honest question."

"Yes."

"A lot?"

Jenna looked toward the window, unable to meet her gaze. "Yes. He says it helps maintain our dynamic."

"And you?"

The pause lasted a few seconds. "I like it too."

Lucy smiled, conspiratorial. "Why?"

Jenna toyed with the corner of a document. "Because it keeps me grounded. More aware of myself. Ethan says that having that constant reminder makes me calmer... more feminine."

Lucy nodded slowly. "You've learned well."

Jenna picked up her phone again.

Another text had arrived.

"I want to see you in that blue dress you bought."

Jenna typed: "The one with the straps?"

"That's the one."

"What if it gets cold?"

"You can wear my jacket."

Jenna smiled. "All right."

"And wear the heels we picked out together."

Jenna arched her eyebrows. "The stilettos?"

"Those exact ones."

"You're going to make me walk all night in them."

"I love the way you walk in them."

Jenna let out a quiet laugh.

Lucy watched her expression. "You are completely smitten."

"Hopelessly."

The afternoon drifted by amid texts, work, and small household chores. Jenna finalized Lucy’s schedule, cleared out her inbox, and placed the weekly grocery delivery order. Yet her attention kept drifting back to her phone.

Ethan kept texting.

He talked about dinner, the hotel where he had reserved their table, how gorgeous he expected her to look, and how much he was looking forward to a quiet night with her.

His words had a pronounced effect on Jenna. The hormonal shifts of recent months had left her emotions far closer to the surface. Some days, a single lingering look from Ethan was enough to make her fluster; on others, a simple text message sent a warm thrill coursing straight through her.

That evening, as she got ready to rest for an hour before the date, she decided to grant herself a quiet moment. She shut the bedroom door, muted her phone, and focused on breathing slowly until she felt centered again.

When she looked back in the mirror, she smiled.

"You're ridiculous," she murmured to herself.

Yet the smile stayed put.

Jenna took the dress from its hanger and held it against herself.

It was simple, elegant, and effortlessly feminine. The neckline had a graceful cut, the waist tailored neatly, and the skirt fell in soft folds to her knees.

Jenna stepped into it and began her preparation ritual: moisturizer, a trace of perfume, light makeup, perfectly styled hair, and a final check on her nails. She chose comfortable lace lingerie, sheer stockings, and the heels Ethan had asked for.

When she stepped out to face Lucy, her cousin broke into a smile.

"You've come so far."

"In what?"

"Everything."

Lucy’s eyes drifted over the ensemble, taking it in.

"You know how to choose outfits, do your makeup, coordinate accessories, and get ready without having to ask me every five minutes."

Jenna beamed with quiet pride. "Does that mean you're out of a job?"

"It means I can finally enjoy having a pretty cousin without having to teach her every single detail."

Jenna stepped forward and wrapped her in a hug. "Thank you."

Lucy brushed a stray lock of hair behind her shoulder. "You've learned so well."

The phone buzzed.

"Ethan is downstairs."

Jenna picked up her clutch. "I'm heading out."

Lucy raised an eyebrow. "Have fun."

Jenna paused by the door. "I'm just having dinner."

"Sure you are."

"Lucy."

"All right, all right."

Jenna slipped out, laughing softly.

The restaurant was nestled inside a boutique hotel in one of the city's most elegant quarters. The lighting was low and amber, the tables were draped in crisp white linen, and tea lights cast flickering reflections across wine glasses.

A pianist played softly at the far end of the room.

Ethan rose from his seat the moment Jenna approached.

For a few beats, he simply took her in.

"You look stunning."

Jenna smiled. "Did I pass the test?"

"With honors."

He caught her hand and brushed his lips over her knuckles before pulling out her chair.

Dinner unfolded around unhurried conversation. They talked about Ethan’s workday, about Lucy, and about plans for the coming weeks. Jenna mentioned that she had spent much of the afternoon tending to household errands and preparing documents for her cousin.

Ethan listened intently.

"Do you enjoy continuing to work with Lucy?"

Jenna looked down at her glass. "I do. But lately, I end up completely exhausted."

"I've noticed."

"I think it’s the hormones."

"Could be. Your body is going through quite a lot right now."

Jenna drew a slow breath. "I just want to do everything right."

"Right for what?"

"Everything."

Ethan smiled tenderly. "You have nothing to prove to me."

Jenna fell quiet.

He reached across the white linen and took her hand.

"There's something I want to talk to you about."

Jenna’s expression shifted instantly. "What is it?"

"I've been thinking about your routine."

She waited.

"You work for Lucy, manage half the household, handle the groceries, cook, maintain your appearance, and still try to make yourself available for me."

Jenna smiled softly. "I like taking care of you."

"I know."

Ethan stroked her fingers, slow and deliberate.

"That's why I want to make you an offer."

Jenna looked up into his eyes.

"I want you to step away from the administrative work."

The silence that followed was brief, but long enough for a whirlwind of thoughts to rush through Jenna’s mind.

"Leave Lucy?"

"Yes."

"And what would I do?"

"Whatever you want with your days. I want our home to be your project. I want you to have the time to take care of yourself—to learn to cook new things, redecorate, go out with Lucy, spend time at the salon, shop for clothes, host our dinners, and simply enjoy your life."

A strange mix of thrill and nervous fluttering stirred in her chest.

"But I’d have to depend on you."

"Yes."

The unhesitating clarity of his answer caught her off guard.

Ethan didn't break eye contact.

"I want to provide for us. I want you to have my cards for your personal spending, clothes, beauty treatments, skincare, and everything else needed to sustain the life we’re building. I’ll handle the finances."

Jenna looked back at her glass.

The notion felt daunting.

There was something undeniably vulnerable about the thought of her own income ceasing to be an everyday safeguard. For so long, earning her own living had represented security, independence, and control. Walking away from that meant putting absolute trust in someone else.

And that someone was Ethan.

"And what do you expect from me?"

Ethan’s tone was steady and calm.

"Devotion. Honesty. Tending to our home. Being my partner. I want to come home to a woman who is happy, beautiful, and at peace."

A faint shiver ran through Jenna.

"And the cage?"

A knowing smile touched Ethan’s lips. "It's part of how we relate. If we both want to keep it, it stays."

Jenna lowered her gaze. "I think I want it to."

"Then it stays."

Ethan brought her hand to his lips once more. "I don't want you to quit your job because I'm telling you to. I want you to do it because this life genuinely brings you joy."

Jenna took a deep breath.

Her mind drifted through her mornings before the mirror, the shopping trips, the recipes she had learned, the afternoons spent keeping the apartment immaculate, Ethan’s texts during the day, and that deep sense of fulfillment whenever he stepped through the door to find everything waiting for him.

She thought of Lucy, too.

Of how much her relationship with work had already shifted.

And then she lingered on a word that still brought a modest blush to her cheeks.

Wife.

Ethan seemed to read the thought straight off her face.

"You’d be my woman."

Jenna offered a shy smile. "That sounds very serious."

"It is."

"And a little… shameless."

"Why?"

"Because it sounds like I’d be turning into a kept doll."

Ethan let out a low chuckle. "A very cherished one."

Jenna laughed along with him.

The embarrassment began to dissolve into relief.

She didn't rush into an impulsive decision that night. They talked for hours, worked through the practical details, and agreed that Jenna would speak with Lucy first before making any final move.

Stepping out of the restaurant, the night air was crisp.

Ethan draped his wool coat over Jenna’s shoulders.

She leaned in close, resting her head against his arm as they walked toward the car.

"I think I want to try it."

Ethan looked down at her. "Really?"

Jenna nodded. "I want to see what my life looks like when I can dedicate myself entirely to us."

He pressed a tender kiss to her temple. "Then we'll build that life together."

Jenna smiled.

For the first time, the word dependence didn't carry a threatening weight. Tonight, it felt tied to trust, tenderness, and an intentional choice within their bond.

As the car glided down the city's illuminated streets, Jenna caught her reflection in the passenger window, turning over the conversation she would have with Lucy the following morning.

She knew it would be an important talk.

She also knew that, deep down, her choice had already been made.
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Chapter 3 — Handing Over the Keys

The following morning, Jenna walked into the kitchen with a smile she had been trying to suppress for hours.

She had barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, Ethan’s words from dinner replayed in her mind—the steady, unhurried way he had spoken of their future, and that concept that still felt almost too grand to utter without a nervous flutter.

A full-time wife.

Jenna brewed coffee while Lucy reviewed a set of documents at the table.

"You look far too pleased with yourself."

Jenna tried to focus on the coffee pot. "Do I?"

"Immensely."

Lucy set her tablet aside. "Spill."

Jenna took a deep breath. "Last night, Ethan suggested I leave my job."

Lucy’s eyes widened. "Really?"

"He wants me to be his full-time."

For a second, Lucy sat in silence. Then she sprang from her chair and wrapped Jenna in an enthusiastic hug.

"Jenna!"

Jenna laughed out loud. "I knew you’d love the idea."

"I adore it." Lucy pulled back to look at her. "And what did you say?"

"That I want to try."

Lucy’s expression softened with genuine affection. "Then we have to celebrate."

"Lucy..."

"Tonight."

"Tonight?"

"I’m throwing a dinner."

Jenna knew arguing was pointless. "Who are you inviting?"

"Ethan."

"I figured that much."

"And Mina."

Jenna’s face lit up instantly. "I haven't seen her in so long."

"You met her right when all of this was just beginning. I think it’s fitting she’s here for this step."

The workday carried on with a newfound lightness. Jenna wrapped up Lucy’s pending tasks, answered emails, and mapped out the schedule for the coming days, though every action felt tinged with a quiet sense of farewell. She had handled this job for months. She had learned an enormous amount. She had also proven to herself that she could carry out her duties with efficiency, grace, and discipline.

Now, she was on the verge of closing that chapter.

By late afternoon, Lucy began getting the apartment ready.

Scented candles were set on the table and spaced throughout the living room. Notes of vanilla and cinnamon mingled with the floral fragrance Jenna had chosen for the evening. Champagne flutes, porcelain dinnerware, and neatly arranged silver soon lined the dining table.

Jenna spent over an hour in her bedroom getting ready.

She chose an elegant black dress with clean lines, classic heels, and understated jewelry. She pinned her hair up in a partial updo, leaving soft tendrils to frame her face.

When she stepped out, Lucy looked her over for several beats.

"You grow more stunning by the day."

Jenna smiled. "Thank you."

"And to think I still remember when you needed me to tell you which shoes went with what."

"I don't need help with that anymore."

"I know."

A short while later, the buzzer rang.

Ethan arrived with Mina.

Jenna’s eyes brightened the moment she saw her. "Mina."

"Jenna."

They embraced warmly.

Mina stepped back to take her in. "Wow."

Jenna flushed. "What?"

"You look gorgeous. Last time I saw you, you were still figuring so much out. Now you look completely at ease with yourself."

"I feel that way."

Mina smiled. "I'm so thrilled you’re going to be my sister-in-law."

The word brought a fresh wave of color to Jenna's cheeks. "Thank you."

Ethan walked over and pressed a soft kiss to her cheek. "You look beautiful."

"Thank you."

Lucy raised her glass. "I think we can get started."

Dinner unfolded with warm conversation and easy laughter. Jenna saw to it that no one wanted for anything, pouring drinks, carrying out plates, and quietly ensuring everything ran smoothly.

Lucy watched the scene with evident satisfaction.

"You know something, Ethan?"

Ethan looked up. "What?"

"I think I was training Jenna all along without even realizing it—shaping her into the ideal wife."

Jenna froze mid-pour, wine bottle in hand. "Lucy."

"It's true."

Mina laughed softly. "Training her?"

"When she first moved in, I had to teach her practically everything. How to run a household, how to dress for different occasions, how to manage a schedule, how to host guests."

Ethan looked at Jenna, a slow smile forming. "And now she does every single one of those things flawlessly."

Lucy held up her glass in a toast. "Without even knowing it, I was preparing the perfect homemaker."

Jenna lowered her gaze, completely blushing.

Mina smiled. "I’d say the results speak for themselves."

The conversation carried on for hours.

Mina shared anecdotes from work. Lucy chatted about mutual acquaintances and upcoming dinner plans. Ethan talked about his recent promotion and the new responsibilities he would be stepping into.

Jenna listened along as she poured coffee and cleared a few plates.

At one point, Mina leaned in close to Lucy while the two spoke at the far end of the table.

"Has she always been this devoted?"

Lucy glanced toward Jenna. "More and more every day."

"It shows." Mina smiled. "I'd say Ethan got very lucky."

Lucy nodded. "And so did Jenna."

As dessert wound down, Ethan stood up with easy confidence and offered his hand to Jenna.

"We're heading upstairs for a moment," he told the other two. "Feel free to head out whenever you like. Make yourselves at home."

Lucy arched an amused brow. Mina merely crossed her legs and offered an entirely too innocent smile.

"We won't be leaving just yet," Mina replied. "We still have plenty to catch up on."

Jenna’s heart fluttered as they climbed the stairs together. Ethan kept a firm hold of her hand. The moment they stepped into the bedroom, he kicked the door shut behind them, pulled her into his chest, and kissed her hard—unhurried, but without a trace of hesitation. His tongue parted her lips, demanding and possessive, while his hands slid down her back to firmly cup her leather-clad hips.

"All night, watching you in that skirt," he murmured against her mouth. "Knowing that underneath, you're only wearing that cage..."

Jenna let out a soft gasp as he lifted her effortlessly and carried her to the bed. He laid her across the mattress and knelt between her legs. With slow, almost ceremonial deliberation, he stripped off her lace top and miniskirt, leaving her in nothing but her sheer stockings and minimal lingerie: a whisper of black lace that left nothing to the imagination. The translucent pink cage glinted between her thighs—small, neat, and definitive.

Ethan paused for a few seconds, taking in the contrast.

"Turn over," he instructed in a low voice.

Jenna obeyed, settling on all fours across the bed—knees apart, back arched, hair spilling over one shoulder. She felt him position himself behind her, his hands parting her cheeks with measured slowness. A slicked finger prepped her patiently before the blunt head of his cock pressed against her entrance.

As he pushed inside, Jenna let out a muffled moan, her fingers bunching the sheets. Ethan slid forward inch by inch, sinking deep until he was fully buried within her. From that angle, with every steady thrust, the pink cage swayed gently between her thighs, a constant reminder of everything she had surrendered.

"Look at it move," Ethan whispered, one hand gripping her hip while the other tangled in her hair. "Every time I drive into you… it sways. Like it's reminding you who's in charge here."

Jenna moaned louder, pressing her hips back to meet him, desperate for more. The sensation was overwhelming: the full stretch of his penetration, the weight of the cage shifting with each roll of his hips, and his low voice narrating every detail. He took his time, fucking her with a steady, deep rhythm, toying with the idea of taking her over the edge purely from the pressure and his words.

"You're such a good little slut like this… on your knees, your cage swinging, letting me use you however I want."

Jenna trembled. The orgasm seized her with sudden intensity, clamping down around him as a long, muffled cry broke against the pillow. Ethan followed soon after, burying himself to the hilt and holding still as he spilled deep inside her, his breath ragged against the nape of her neck.

They stayed locked together for a few quiet moments, catching their breath. Then Ethan slowly pulled out and drew her close, pressing a tender kiss to her bare shoulder.

That was when they heard the voices.

Drifting from downstairs, clear through the slightly ajar door, came Lucy and Mina’s conversation.

"…and I swear, it’s obvious. The way she looks at him, the way his hand is on her thigh under the table…"

"Lucy, don't exaggerate."

"I'm not exaggerating. That girl is completely surrendered to him. And Ethan… well, Ethan seems to be enjoying every second of it more than he'd ever admit."

Mina let out a low laugh.

Ethan and Jenna looked at each other in silence. He traced his thumb across her lower lip, a faint smirk forming.

"They're talking about us," he murmured.

Jenna nodded, still trembling faintly, her skin flushed, the small cage gleaming between her thighs.

They dressed quickly: Jenna slipped back into her leather skirt and lace top, though her makeup was slightly smudged and her hair delightfully undone. Ethan buttoned his shirt with easy composure, as though nothing had happened. Before heading out, he gave her one last brief, possessive kiss.

"We go down together," he said. "Let them talk."

Jenna smiled, playful and visibly touched by what they had just shared, and took his hand as they descended the stairs.

They walked back into the living room.

Lucy and Mina were still chatting, now curled up together on the sofa.

Mina looked up at Jenna and grinned. "Everything all right?"

"Perfect."

Lucy raised her champagne flute. "Then I propose a toast."

Everyone lifted their glasses.

"To Jenna," Lucy said.

Mina chimed in, "To Ethan."

Jenna looked at her partner. "To our new life."

The crystal flutes clinked softly.

The clear ring dissolved into laughter and low music. Tonight didn't call for grand speeches or sweeping vows. Jenna’s life was changing through small gestures, quiet conversations, and deliberate choices that, piece by piece, were coming together to forge a completely new existence.

The woman who had arrived at that apartment searching for direction now had a clear future ahead of her.

And for the first time, she could see it with absolute certainty.
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Chapter 4 — Choosing the New Cleavage

The days that followed flew by with disconcerting speed for Jenna.

There were mornings when she woke up convinced she would have plenty of time to quietly tidy the apartment, make breakfast, and review Lucy’s calendar, only to find the afternoon swallowed by calls, texts, and family commitments. The conversation about stepping away from work had set off a cascade of decisions that seemed to expand with each passing day.

She had spoken with her parents.

Elizabeth had wept with joy upon hearing that Jenna wanted to dedicate her life to home and marriage. James had listened thoughtfully, asking practical questions about finances and Ethan’s plans, before concluding that he trusted them both completely.

Then she had spoken with Ethan’s family.

Mina had called to congratulate her, spending nearly an hour chatting about dresses, potential celebrations, and the upcoming chapter of her life.

Jenna had finished that call sitting before her bedroom mirror, studying her reflection with an unfamiliar sense of wonder.

Everything was shifting.

Her name.

Her body.

Her wardrobe.

Her marriage.

Her relationship with her family.

Even the way she envisioned the future.

At times, she tried to recall precisely the person she had been before becoming Jenna. The memory felt hazy, distant, laden with small details that no longer seemed to belong to her. An old photograph might stir a faint curiosity, but rarely recognition. Her present life occupied every corner of her mind.

That morning, she wore a pink silk robe as she unpacked several parcel boxes of beauty supplies. There were moisturizers, serums, hair products, and small bottles of perfume.

Ethan let himself in unannounced, Lucy having unlocked the door for him.

"Busy?"

"Always."

He smiled. "Then you'll just have to make a little room for me."

Jenna looked up. "What's going on?"

"I have a surprise."

Her expression shifted. "What kind of surprise?"

"One I think you're going to love."

She set down the bottle in her hands. "Ethan."

"Trust me."

The simple reassurance sparked her curiosity immediately.

An hour later, Jenna was seated beside him in the car, gazing out at the buildings in one of the city's most exclusive districts.

"Where are we going?"

"You'll see."

The car pulled up before a cosmetic surgery clinic with an understated, elegant facade. Tall glass panels, pale stone, and an amber-lit reception area gave the establishment an aura of quiet luxury.

Jenna stared at the building.

"Ethan."

"Yes?"

"What are we doing here?"

He took her hand. "I want you to meet the doctor."

Her heart gave a small leap.

The intake was brief. An assistant led them into a spacious consultation office where a man in his early fifties waited by a desk.

"Mr. Harrington, Jenna. I’m Dr. Edward Whitmore."

The physician shook their hands. "Pleasure to meet you both."

Jenna took a seat beside Ethan.

The doctor reviewed a file on his desk. "Ethan mentioned you're considering a few aesthetic enhancements."

Jenna glanced at her partner. "A few."

Ethan smiled. "We'd like to explore options."

The doctor nodded. "Understood. First, let's discuss goals. What sort of changes would you like to consider, Jenna?"

The question made her draw a slow breath. "I want my body to look softer... more feminine."

"That can be approached in several ways."

The doctor began outlining different procedures. Some were remarkably subtle: slight contouring, specialized skincare, proportion adjustments, and treatments designed to soften specific bodily contours.

Jenna listened intently.

Each proposal conjured a slightly different vision of herself.

"And her chest?" Ethan asked.

The doctor offered a warm smile. "We can certainly look at breast augmentation. In your case, something around 300 cc would yield a balanced, relatively natural result."

Jenna nodded. "That sounds sensible."

Ethan remained quiet for a beat. "What about something larger?"

The doctor opened another folder. "We can certainly look into it. The choice depends on your anatomy, existing tissue, chest width, and several other factors."

Jenna looked at the reference photographs. "How much larger?"

"There are several options."

The doctor placed a tray of sample silicone implants onto the desk.

Jenna felt a faint shiver.

Seeing them made the entire conversation suddenly tangible.

The doctor explained that the sizers allowed patients to gauge volume and see how specific proportions would reshape their silhouette.

He then gestured toward a frosted glass partition. "If you'd like, we can try them on with specialized fitting bras."

Jenna glanced at Ethan.

He gave a slight, encouraging nod.

She stood and stepped behind the partition.

The room fell quiet while she changed.

When she stepped back out, she was wearing a fitting bra specifically tailored to hold the sizers in place.

Jenna stood before the full-length mirror.

The sight was dizzying.

She was still adjusting to the natural curves her body had developed over the past few months. Seeing such a pronounced enhancement right in front of her stirred a sudden blend of curiosity and bashfulness.

The doctor stepped over to adjust the fitting bra.

"Just relax your posture. We’re assessing overall proportions."

Jenna looked at her reflection. "It feels strange."

"Entirely normal."

Ethan moved up beside her. "You don't have to decide today."

Jenna met his gaze in the glass. "What do you think?"

"I think you could carry something even more pronounced."

The doctor picked up another pair of sizers. "We can easily try."

Jenna slipped behind the partition once more, returning a minute later.

The difference was striking.

Her silhouette took on an unmistakable, hourglass presence. Her waist appeared narrower by comparison, and her shoulders fell into an entirely new proportion.

Jenna’s eyes widened slightly.

"Ethan..."

He was watching her with an expression of pure, unadulterated fascination.

"That’s it."

The doctor tilted his head, assessing the fit. "We’re at roughly 450 cc with this trial pair."

Jenna swallowed. "That’s quite large."

"It is."

She remained still before the mirror.

Part of her felt overwhelmed by the transformation. Another part was already envisioning low-cut dresses, scoop necklines, silk blouses, and the dramatic proportions her figure would command.

Ethan stepped closer, his gaze locked onto her.

"You look stunning."

Jenna looked down, blushing. "I feel so feminine."

"That’s exactly what I want for you."

The doctor noted that the fitting was merely an initial simulation, emphasizing that any definitive choice required a comprehensive medical evaluation. He explained that volume, profile, and placement had to be tailored to Jenna’s anatomy and aesthetic goals.

Jenna listened carefully. "And if I wanted something in between?"

"Certainly an option. There are plenty of sizes along the spectrum."

Ethan glanced back at the mirror. "I’d go with this one."

A flutter of heat rushed into Jenna’s cheeks. "450?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because your waist has trimmed down so much. Your hips are filling out. A fuller volume will create the exact silhouette you’ve been working toward."

Jenna looked back at the glass.

The thought no longer seemed outlandish.

"Do you think I could still look elegant?"

The doctor answered before Ethan could speak. "With proper surgical planning, elegance comes down to proportion, frame, and implant profile. A fuller result can remain remarkably sophisticated."

Jenna drew a slow, steady breath.

The word echoing through her head was prominent.

Her former self was fading into a distant memory.

Now her life was defined by skincare routines, dresses, makeup, hormones, and an impending surgery that would redefine her silhouette once more.

Ethan took her hand. "I want you to be completely happy with the outcome."

Jenna laced her fingers through his. "I like it."

"The size?"

She looked back at her reflection. "Yes."

The doctor took a series of baseline measurements, explaining that prior to scheduling any procedure, they would complete pre-op lab work, a full physical assessment, and an in-depth consultation on surgical risks, recovery, and expectations.

Jenna appreciated that grounding aspect of the visit. The excitement remained, but it was now anchored by a sense of thoughtful commitment.

When she finally changed back into her clothes, she lingered for a moment before the mirror.

Her body had already shifted so much in recent months.

The waist.

The hips.

The softness of her skin.

Her developing chest.

Everything was moving in the same unmistakable direction.

Ethan stepped up behind her. "What are you thinking?"

Jenna watched his reflection in the glass. "That a year ago, I never would have imagined standing here."

"And now?"

She smiled. "Now I want to see just how far I can take this."

Ethan pressed a soft kiss to her temple. "Then we’ll take it step by step."

They walked out of the clinic hand in hand.

In the passenger seat, Jenna rested her head against the headrest and closed her eyes.

The details of the consultation played on a loop in her mind.

Three hundred.

Four-fifty.

A new silhouette.

A new cleavage.

A new expression of who she was becoming.

She pulled out her phone and opened her calendar.

There was so much to coordinate: talking with her parents, transitioning her responsibilities with Lucy, and setting up her new routine as a homemaker.

Yet a small smile touched her lips as she created a new entry.

Medical Consultation.

Jenna looked at the screen for a moment, then turned to Ethan.

"I think I'm ready to begin."

He reached over and squeezed her hand. "Then we begin."

Jenna turned her gaze back toward the city skyline.

For the first time, this physical transformation had a tangible date, a defined shape, and a clear place within the life they were building.

The next step of her journey was officially underway.
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Chapter 5 — Clinic Days and Tender Care

The weeks following the consultation blurred past in a whirlwind of blood work, medical appointments, and an ever-deepening sense of anticipation.

Jenna had assumed making the initial decision would be the hardest part. She quickly learned that the true challenge lay in everything that came after.

There were lab panels, pre-op physicals, clinical photography, detailed measurements, and follow-up discussions with Dr. Edward Whitmore. With every visit, the upcoming transformation took on a more defined and tangible shape.

The surgeon carefully walked her through the alternatives, the surgical risks, the recovery timeline, and the physical limitations she would face during the initial days.

Jenna listened with her hands neatly clasped in her lap.

Ethan never left her side.

"Are you still certain?" the doctor asked during their final pre-op check.

Jenna looked at her partner. "Yes."

"And you understand that the final implant size must be determined by your anatomy and overall safety?"

"Yes."

Dr. Whitmore nodded. "Then we're all set."

The 450 cc figure continued to come up in conversation, though Jenna had learned that a single number never dictated the outcome. The profile, proportions, chest wall width, and tissue elasticity would all play an equally vital role.

That level of clinical precision gave her a deep sense of peace.

Ethan, meanwhile, seemed to delight in a very different kind of preparation.

He had taken to calling her his "future trophy wife," wearing an amused grin every time he caught her lingering in front of the mirror.

Jenna would put on a show of annoyance. "Ethan."

"What?"

"Don't call me that in front of Lucy."

"Why?"

"Because she won't let me hear the end of it."

"Lucy teases you regardless."

That was impossible to deny.

The night before the operation, Jenna set up a video call with her parents.

Elizabeth’s face filled the screen first. "My sweet girl."

Jenna smiled. "Hi, Mom."

James pulled up a chair beside his wife. "Everything packed and ready?"

"Yes."

"And Ethan?"

"He's right here."

Elizabeth glanced off to the side. "Put him on. I want to say hello."

Ethan stepped into the camera frame behind Jenna. "Good evening."

"You take good care of her," Elizabeth told him warmly.

"I will."

Jenna smiled.

The conversation drifted through the details of the surgery, the recovery plan, and the quiet days of bed rest ahead. Elizabeth offered practical tips, while James insisted Jenna follow every single medical instruction to the letter.

At one point, Elizabeth simply paused, gazing at her daughter. "It’s truly remarkable."

"What is?"

"Not that long ago, we were trying to wrap our heads around everything, and now you’re getting married and heading into surgery to complete your transformation."

Jenna looked down, humbled. "I didn't think it would happen this quickly either."

James smiled. "But you're happy."

"So happy."

Elizabeth took a soft breath. "Then so are we."

After hanging up, Jenna sat in silence for a moment, staring at the darkened screen.

There was something undeniably moving about it all.

Her parents had embraced this new reality with an easy warmth she was still learning to accept.

Her mother talked about dresses.

Her father asked after Ethan.

Lucy debated home decor.

Mina welcomed her as a future sister-in-law.

Ethan looked at her as his wife.

Everyone had carved out a cherished place for Jenna in their lives.

And she was finally coming to realize that she had found her own.

The following morning, the private clinic was hushed and calm.

Her private recovery room featured an adjustable hospital bed, a small table beside the window, and an armchair where Ethan could stay by her side. A fresh floral bouquet rested on a side table, and the air held that crisp, sanitized scent unique to surgical wards.

Jenna wore a pale clinical gown, her hair pinned neatly up.

Ethan sat right beside the mattress. "Nervous?"

"Terribly."

He enclosed her hand in his. "Everything is going to go perfectly."

Dr. Whitmore stopped by to check in before they took her back, briefly reviewing the plan one last time.

"When you wake up, you'll feel tightness and soreness. Your chest will feel quite heavy, and you'll need assistance with routine movements. That is entirely normal for the first few hours."

Jenna nodded. "Will I be able to move my arms?"

"With limited range. Avoid pushing, pulling, or lifting, and follow the nursing staff's instructions."

Ethan listened intently. "I'll be looking after her."

The doctor smiled. "Good to hear."

Moments later, the orderly wheeled Jenna down the hall toward the operating suite.

The last thing she remembered before slipping under anesthesia was the firm, reassuring warmth of Ethan’s hand in hers.

When she woke, the room was bathed in soft, dim lighting.

For a few disoriented seconds, she couldn't place where she was.

Then she registered the firm pressure encircling her chest.

A heavy, snug, unyielding tightness.

She started to lift an arm, but winced and froze immediately.

"Easy now."

Ethan’s low voice drifted from the armchair beside the bed.

Jenna tilted her head slightly.

"Is it over?"

"All done."

"Did everything go well?"

"Everything went perfectly."

She closed her eyes in relief. "It hurts."

"I know."

Ethan stepped closer and adjusted the pillow behind her head. "The doctor said that's entirely normal."

Jenna breathed carefully.

Her chest felt compressed beneath the bandages, weighed down by a new heaviness that made every small shift feel foreign. The sensitivity of her skin seemed dialed up to the extreme.

"How do they look?"

Ethan smiled. "You don't need to worry about that right now. First, you need to rest."

Jenna made a slight face. "I want to know."

"You'll see soon enough."

The nurse came in shortly after to check her vitals.

"How are we feeling?"

"Sore."

"That's to be expected."

The nurse inspected the dressings and reminded her to keep as still as possible.

Ethan handled the rest.

He held up a cup with a straw. "A little water."

Jenna drank slowly. "Thank you."

"Of course."

Later, when Jenna needed to freshen up, Ethan asked the nurse for guidance and followed her instructions to gently wipe her face and neck with a damp cloth, smooth her gown, and keep her comfortable without requiring her to lift a finger.

The vulnerability felt absolute.

And with it came an overwhelming sense of being cared for.

"You're getting entirely too comfortable spoiling me," she murmured.

Ethan smiled. "I like it."

"I'm going to turn into a thoroughly pampered woman."

"You already are."

Jenna closed her eyes. "I like the sound of that."

Lucy arrived the following day.

She breezed into the room holding a vase of fresh flowers, wearing an expression that split the difference between concern and amusement.

"Well, well."

Jenna opened her eyes. "What?"

Lucy set the flowers on the windowsill. "Look at my little patient."

"I feel like a wreck."

"You look pretty damn good for someone who just came out of surgery."

"Lucy."

Ethan let out a low chuckle.

Lucy walked up to the edge of the bed, taking in Jenna's exhausted expression. "Now you're truly being pampered, aren't you?"

"He won't let me do a single thing."

"Good."

Jenna glanced at Ethan. "He's treating me like porcelain."

"You have official permission to be made of porcelain for a few days," Lucy replied.

The nurse returned later to change the dressings and fit the surgical compression bra prescribed by Dr. Whitmore.

Jenna stayed still while the staff worked with practiced care.

When they finished, the pressure settled into a distinct, snug contour.

The medical bra held her chest firmly in place.

Jenna looked down.

She couldn't fully appreciate the final outcome through the post-op swelling and tight fabric, but the change in volume was unmistakable.

Ethan stepped up beside her. "What do you think?"

Jenna drew a slow, steady breath. "That we actually went through with it."

"We did."

"I feel different."

"You look different."

She smiled.

Lucy crossed her arms. "Now comes the hard part."

"The recovery?"

"The patience."

Jenna let out a quick laugh, then immediately winced at the pull across her chest. "Ow."

Ethan looked at her with instant concern. "Take it easy."

Lucy shook her head, grinning. "You definitely need supervision."

Over the days that followed, the room became a quiet sanctuary.

Ethan stayed close.

He brought her water.

He fluffed her pillows.

He prepared light meals.

He dabbed lip balm onto her chapped lips.

He helped shift her position whenever she stiffened up.

And every time Jenna tried to do something on her own, a warning look appeared without fail.

"Let me."

"I was just reaching for my phone."

"I've got it."

"I want to sit up."

"Hold on. Let me help."

Jenna ended up laughing. "I am utterly useless."

"You are healing."

"I feel like a pampered princess."

Ethan kissed her forehead. "That was precisely the idea."

One afternoon, with the room bathed in soft golden light, Jenna looked out toward the window and then caught her reflection in the small mirror across the room.

She had envisioned this transformation for months.

Now it was a physical reality.

Her body was sore, exhausted, and strapped into medical garments.

She couldn't see the finished silhouette just yet.

But she could feel the undeniable shift in every fiber of her being.

Ethan sat down beside her. "Are you happy?"

Jenna leaned her head against his shoulder. "Yes."

"Even right now?"

"Especially right now."

He smoothed a hand over her hair. "Then get some rest."

Jenna closed her eyes.

Beneath the sheets, their shared dynamic remained a steady, quiet undercurrent in her daily life. Her chastity cage remained in place, as unwavering as the absolute trust they had built together.

Jenna smiled, remembering Lucy's teasing.

She had gone from needing help picking out a matching pair of shoes to needing help sitting up in bed.

The thought might have embarrassed her once.

Instead, it made her feel deeply protected.

When she opened her eyes again, Ethan was still right there.

"Are you staying?"

"Of course."

Jenna laced her fingers through his. "Then I can sleep easy."

The room slipped into silence.

The faint fragrance of the flowers lingered in the air.

The light softened into dusk.

And Jenna, wrapped in Ethan’s devoted care and cheered on by Lucy’s daily visits, settled into the healing process of a transformation she couldn't fully behold yet—but could already feel with every breath she took.
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Chapter 6 — Revelation

The first weeks of recovery had turned the apartment into a self-contained world of gentle care, strict schedules, and physical limitations. Jenna had learned to move with measured patience, sleep in unfamiliar positions, and let Ethan take care of the simplest tasks—opening a door, passing her a mug, or fluffing a pillow.

Lucy still called nearly every day.

"How’s my favorite patient?"

"Much better."

"Can you walk without looking like a robot yet?"

Jenna laughed. "A little."

"Good. Then soon we can start talking about your return."

That word—return—never failed to draw a quiet pause from Jenna.

Her return to work.

Her final days as Lucy’s executive assistant.

Her desk.

Her inbox.

The meetings she still needed to organize.

The thought stirred a strange blend of nostalgia and relief.

She had genuinely enjoyed that chapter of her life. She had learned to hold her own in a professional environment, shoulder real responsibilities, and prove to herself that she was capable of far more than she had ever imagined.

Yet every time her mind drifted to the future Ethan had laid out, the image of that office seemed to fade further into the distance.

That afternoon, the moment Jenna had been waiting for finally arrived.

Dr. Whitmore had cleared her to have the main dressings removed and to begin a gradual, carefully managed return to normal activity.

Ethan had gotten the bedroom ready.

The amber glow of sunset streamed through the windows, bathing the walls in soft warmth. Across the bed lay several boxes of lingerie that had arrived over the course of the week, some still sealed in their packaging.

Jenna stood before the full-length mirror.

She wore a light robe.

Her hands trembled slightly.

"Ready?"

Ethan’s voice came from behind her.

"I don't know."

"Take all the time you need."

Jenna drew a deep, steady breath.

She had waited months for this single moment.

First came the hormones, followed by the softening of her skin, the blossoming curves, and the heightened sensitivity. Then came the consultation, the sizer fittings, the final decision, and at last, the surgery itself.

Now, she was about to see the finished result.

Ethan assisted her with gentle care, closely following the post-op guidelines.

When she was finally able to view herself without the bulky surgical dressings, Jenna froze.

For several long seconds, no sound left her mouth.

The mirror revealed a completely new silhouette.

Her waist remained trim and tapered.

Her hips swept outward in soft, rounded curves.

And crowning that frame was the prominent new fullness of her chest—still tender and recovering, carrying the expected swelling of the early weeks, with small incision lines that still required time to heal.

Jenna brought a hand to her face.

Tears welled in her eyes.

"They're huge."

Ethan offered a gentle smile. "They're yours."

She couldn't look away from her reflection.

The sight was overwhelming.

There was something almost surreal about seeing her body from this angle. The dresses she had bought before the operation seemed tailored for a different woman entirely. Even the way she carried herself before the glass had transformed.

"I look..."

Her voice hitched.

Ethan stepped closer. "Look like what?"

Jenna searched for the word.

"Feminine."

He wrapped his arms around her with infinite care. "Incredibly so."

Jenna leaned her head against his shoulder. "It’s hard to recognize myself."

"Give yourself time."

She looked back into the mirror.

The new proportions dramatically reshaped her overall line. Her waist appeared even narrower by contrast, while her hips took on a fuller presence. Her skin remained delicate, and the healing incisions demanded ongoing attention, but the overall transformation was unmistakable.

Jenna smiled through her tears. "Lucy is going to be speechless."

"She always finds something to say."

Jenna chuckled softly.

Then Ethan gestured toward the boxes on the bed. "I have something for you."

Jenna dabbed at her eyes. "Another surprise?"

She opened the first box.

Inside rested an exquisite lingerie set, paired with garments specifically designed to support and accentuate her new silhouette during this stage of recovery.

Jenna ran her fingers over the fabric.

The lace was impossibly soft and delicate.

"It’s gorgeous."

"I picked it out with you in mind."

She smiled. "Of course you did."

Ethan opened a second, smaller box.

Jenna caught sight of the compact case before fully understanding what was inside.

"What is that?"

He lifted the lid.

Resting on the velvet was a brand-new chastity cage in a pearlescent pink finish.

Jenna stared at it in silence.

"It's different."

"The old model wasn't suited for your new routine anymore."

She looked up at him. "You chose this?"

"Yes."

Jenna felt that familiar warmth rush straight to her cheeks.

Chastity had accompanied much of her transformation. Over time, it had become a symbol of her relationship with Ethan and the intimate agreements they shared.

The new piece was more delicate and discreet.

"Do you want to try it on?"

Jenna nodded.

Ethan waited until she was ready, following the comfort and hygiene guidelines they had previously established. The act retained the ceremonial quality of past occasions, but this time something felt different.

It was the first day of a new chapter.

When he finished, Jenna stood before the mirror.

The piece remained hidden beneath her clothing.

She smiled.

"Now it really feels made for me."

"That's what I wanted."

Ethan picked up one of the lingerie sets.

"And this, too."

Jenna held it against her body.

"Do you really want me to wear all of this?"

"Whenever the doctor says you can."

"You always have an answer."

"I learned to be patient."

She laughed.

Jenna changed carefully, choosing a piece that accommodated her new proportions. The lace hugged her body delicately, and the cups provided the support she needed during recovery.

Stepping back in front of the mirror, a wave of bashfulness washed over her.

"I look too..."

She trailed off.

Ethan waited.

"Too what?"

Jenna lowered her gaze.

"Voluptuous."

He smiled.

"You like it."

It took her a few seconds to answer.

"Yes."

The response was barely a whisper.

Ethan stood behind her, watching the reflection.

"Your body is changing, and you're still learning to see it."

Jenna nodded.

"I think I need to figure out who I am now."

"You already know."

She looked up.

"I do?"

"Jenna."

Her name hung suspended between them.

She smiled.

That was precisely what she needed to hear.

There was no endless search.

She didn't have to resolve that afternoon who she would be in five years.

She only had to keep being Jenna.

The woman who had built a life with Ethan.

The woman who still spoke with her parents every week.

The cousin Lucy had helped shape.

The wife learning to care for a home.

Jenna looked at her reflection once more.

"Maybe I should stop overthinking."

Ethan arched an eyebrow.

"Overthinking what?"

"Who I’m supposed to be."

She turned toward him.

"Maybe I just need to live."

Ethan smiled.

"That sounds much better."

Jenna turned back to the mirror.

The thought of returning to the office for a final few days felt increasingly foreign.

She imagined the glances.

The questions.

The conversations with Lucy.

The professional attire she had worn for months.

Then she imagined her other life.

Quiet mornings.

Breakfast.

Groceries.

Fresh flowers.

The kitchen.

Dresses.

Dinners.

Ethan coming home.

A smile touched her lips.

"I think I know what I want."

"What?"

"I want to finish my time with Lucy properly."

Ethan nodded.

"And after that?"

"After that, I want to be entirely yours."

He took her hand.

"You already are."

Jenna squeezed his fingers.

"I want to dedicate myself to it."

That evening, as the sun slowly set and the bedroom filled with amber light, Jenna realized the surgery had changed more than just her figure.

It had established a baseline.

Before, she had been learning.

Now, she was beginning to choose.

And one of her first choices was to leave Lucy’s desk behind with gratitude, close that chapter with fondness, and channel her energy into the domestic life she had begun to desire with ever-growing certainty.

Her phone buzzed on the bed.

A message from Lucy.

"How are you doing?"

Jenna took a photo of her smiling face in the mirror, keeping it modest to protect her privacy, and replied:

"Happy."

Lucy’s reply came almost instantly.

"Then you’ll tell me everything tomorrow."

Jenna laughed.

Ethan looked at her.

"What did she say?"

"That she’s going to interrogate me tomorrow."

"Get ready."

Jenna set the phone down and looked at herself again.

Tears had dried on her cheeks.

Her skin remained tender.

Her body still needed time.

Her movements were still measured.

Yet beneath that vulnerability lay a fresh certainty.

Jenna was here.

And she was here to stay.

She stepped closer to Ethan and rested her head against his chest.

"I'm happy."

He kissed her hair.

"I know."

She closed her eyes.

For the first time since the procedure, she stopped dwelling on what had been left behind, on what used to be, or on the uncertainties that might still arise.

She thought of the life ahead of her.

And smiled.
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Chapter 7 — Tradwife Lessons with Lucy

The weeks that followed brought steady, gradual improvement.

Jenna moved through the apartment with confidence once more, slowly regaining her full range of motion and rediscovering the simple pleasures that had been put on hold during recovery. Making breakfast, picking out a dress, arranging fresh flowers in the living room, or lingering in front of the mirror no longer felt like exhausting chores; they fell right back into a familiar daily rhythm.

Ethan visited often.

Some afternoons he arrived straight from work, finding Jenna curled up on the sofa in a silk robe with a book in her hands. Other times he came with Mina, who never showed up without a small gift for her future sister-in-law.

"I brought you these," Mina said one afternoon, handing over a small box.

Jenna opened it to find a pair of delicate drop earrings.

"They're gorgeous."

"I thought they’d look lovely with your dresses."

Jenna put them on before the mirror. "I love them."

Mina watched her with a warm smile. "You look more like yourself every day."

"I feel almost back to normal."

From across the room, Ethan chimed in, "The doctor said you still need to be patient."

Jenna made a playful face. "I know."

"And I’m going to keep reminding you."

"I know that too."

Mina laughed out loud. "You two have your dynamic completely dialed in."

Jenna smiled.

Those visits had become an essential part of her emotional healing, gentle reminders that life was moving forward while her body finished settling into its new shape.

Soon after, she began easing back into her final duties for Lucy.

Just a few hours at first.

Then she started reviewing documents, answering emails, and coordinating meetings from the apartment.

The professional rhythm was returning, but Jenna could tell her relationship to the work had fundamentally shifted.

At the end of every shift, her thoughts wandered back to the proposal Ethan had made.

And to the conversation she would soon need to bring to a close with Lucy.

One morning, after checking off the last item on their to-do list, Lucy shut her laptop and looked across the table at Jenna.

"All right."

Jenna looked up. "All right what?"

"You’ve got enough of your mobility back."

"I should hope so."

"In that case, I have a surprise."

Jenna narrowed her eyes. "Another one?"

"This time it's the real deal."

Lucy stood and headed toward the kitchen.

Jenna followed close behind.

Spread across the counter was an array of fresh ingredients, cut flowers, and several hardcover cookbooks.

Jenna’s eyes went wide. "What is all of this?"

"Your crash course."

"Course?"

"Yep." Lucy held up one of the books. "Perfect Housewife 101."

Jenna burst out laughing. "I knew you were plotting something."

"I know you too well." Lucy arranged a bundle of lilies in a ceramic vase. "Over the next few weeks, I’m going to teach you everything you still need to master."

"Still?"

"Tons."

Jenna put on a look of mock offense. "I thought I was already good at this."

"You are." Lucy smiled. "Which is exactly why I want to take you to the next level."

The first lesson began that very morning.

Before touching a single ingredient, however, Lucy led Jenna back to the living room and sat across from her.

"First, I want to talk."

Jenna settled onto the sofa. "What's on your mind?"

Lucy took a slow breath. "These will be our last few weeks working together."

The smile faded gently from Jenna’s face. "I know."

"And I want us to make the most of them."

Jenna looked down at her lap. "It makes me a little sad."

"Me too."

For a few quiet moments, neither said a word.

Soft classical piano drifted from the speaker.

Jenna idly traced the rim of her coffee mug. "Do you remember how this all started?"

Lucy smiled. "Vividly."

"I didn't understand a single thing."

"That is very true."

"I was terrified of everything."

"Also true."

Jenna let out a quiet laugh. "And now here I am."

"Here you are." Lucy took her hand. "You've grown so much."

Jenna sat with the thought for a beat. "Sometimes I still find it hard to believe."

"Which part?"

"All of it."

Lucy waited.

"My body. Ethan. My family. The way I dress. The idea of quitting my job. Even thinking of myself as a wife."

"And how does it make you feel?"

Jenna took a deep breath. "Happy." The answer was immediate. "Terrified, too."

Lucy nodded. "That's completely normal."

"I just wonder if I’m going to do it right."

"Be a wife?"

"Yes."

Lucy smiled. "Jenna, you’ve spent months learning how to build a life that makes you happy. You don’t have to turn into someone else to deserve it."

A knot formed in Jenna’s throat. "Thank you."

Lucy pulled her into a warm hug. "Besides, you still have these last few weeks to learn all my secrets."

Jenna laughed through a few stray tears. "Then teach me."

Lucy stepped back. "Perfect."

The first lesson was in the kitchen.

Jenna wore a fitted, fifties-inspired dress paired with a dainty lace apron. Her three-inch heels demanded careful balance with every step, though she was already navigating them with practiced grace.

Lucy put on some mellow jazz. "Posture."

Jenna squared her shoulders.

"There."

"Much better."

The meal prep began.

Lucy showed her how to chop vegetables while maintaining an elegant posture, how to organize ingredients ahead of time, and how to keep the kitchen spotless as she worked.

When Jenna leaned too far over the cutting board, Lucy corrected her on the spot.

"Back straight."

"I'm trying."

"Your husband is going to come home to an elegant woman in his kitchen. I don't want to see you hunched over a carrot."

Jenna laughed. "Yes, ma'am."

"That's the spirit."

Next came flower arranging.

White lilies, pale pink roses, and sprigs of greenery were laid out across the counter.

"A good hostess understands spatial balance," Lucy explained.

Jenna adjusted a stem. "Like this?"

"A little more to the left."

Jenna shifted it. "Now?"

"Flawless."

The afternoon flowed into a baking lesson.

The warm aroma of butter, vanilla, and cinnamon filled the air. Jenna couldn't keep the smile off her face as she worked.

"I love this."

"I know."

"I could really get used to it."

"That's the whole point."

By late afternoon, Lucy moved the lesson into the foyer.

"Now for an essential part."

Jenna looked at her with curious eyes. "What?"

"Greeting Ethan."

"I already know how to do that."

"I want it perfected."

Lucy placed a serving tray into her hands, complete with a glass and a small crystal carafe.

"Imagine Ethan walking in after a brutal day."

Jenna stepped toward the door. "Like this?"

"Smile."

Jenna smiled.

"Now open it."

They ran through the exercise several times.

Lucy critiqued every fine detail:

The angle of her shoulders.

The gentle tilt of her head.

The way she held the tray.

The graceful motion of taking his coat.

The exact choice of words.

"Welcome home."

"Warmer."

Jenna tried again. "Welcome home, darling."

Lucy beamed. "Much better."

Next was the bathroom.

Lucy walked her through setting a relaxing atmosphere—dialing in the water temperature, laying out fresh towels, and arranging the toiletries Ethan reached for most.

Jenna took it all in. "Do I really need to know every single detail?"

"If you want your home to be your sanctuary, yes."

Jenna looked around the space.

The apartment was slowly coming alive under her care.

Flowers.

Fragrances.

Linens.

Fresh food.

Music.

Every small touch was starting to carry purpose.

When they finished, Jenna sat at the kitchen counter and poured a glass of water.

Lucy pulled up a stool opposite her. "Tired?"

"Exhausted."

"Happy, though."

Jenna smiled softly. "Beyond happy."

Lucy raised her glass. "To our final weeks working together."

Jenna lifted hers. "To everything we’ve shared."

Their glasses clinked with a soft ring.

Dusk began to settle outside the windows.

Jenna looked over the spotless kitchen, the fresh floral arrangement, and the neatly set dining table.

She thought back to the first day she had stepped into Lucy’s world.

She thought of everything that had unfolded since.

She had learned to walk in heels.

She had learned to do her makeup.

She had learned to cook.

She had learned to keep a home.

She had learned to host guests.

She had learned to carry herself proudly in public as Jenna.

And now, she was mastering something that gave her an entirely new thrill:

How to build a home for the man she loved.

Lucy watched her in silence. "You're overthinking again."

Jenna smiled. "Maybe a little."

"Then stop thinking."

Jenna raised an eyebrow. "And do what?"

Lucy pointed toward the kitchen. "Enjoy it."

Jenna stood up.

She began clearing the counters, then paused in front of the living room mirror.

Her dress was still immaculate.

Her hair was neatly in place.

Her movements felt assured.

Her silhouette had transformed over the last few months, and she was still growing into it every day.

She smiled.

"I think I’m ready."

Lucy walked up beside her. "For what?"

Jenna looked toward the front door. "For my new life."

Lucy wrapped her in a hug. "Then make sure you savor every second of it."

Right then, her phone chimed.

A text from Ethan.

"Leaving the office in twenty minutes."

Jenna checked the clock.

She smiled.

"We have twenty minutes."

Lucy caught on instantly. "Then, Mrs. Harrington, look alive."

Jenna rushed toward the kitchen. "The tray!"

"And the heels."

"Already wearing them."

The soft music swelled through the living room once more.

Jenna stepped toward the foyer with a bright smile, holding the tray steady in her hands, feeling how these little lessons, these shared afternoons with Lucy, and this home she had learned to cultivate were steadily coming together into the life she had chosen.

The door remained closed for now.

Ethan hadn’t arrived yet.

Jenna was already waiting.
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Chapter 8 — Showing Off the Trophy

The morning began with a family video call.

Jenna sat beside Ethan on the sofa, a coffee mug cradled in her hands, her hair styled in an immaculate updo. On screen were Ethan’s parents, who had set aside the hour to catch up with the couple and go over the final arrangements for the wedding.

"It’s getting closer every day," his mother remarked.

Jenna smiled. "I know. Sometimes it still feels unreal."

Ethan wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "She’s loving every minute of it."

The conversation flowed through questions about the ceremony, family arrangements, and ideas for the new house. Jenna answered with calm poise, savoring the effortless way everyone included her as part of the family.

When they hung up, Ethan glanced at his phone.

"By the way, you have another commitment tonight."

Jenna raised an eyebrow. "Another one?"

"Dinner with a few partners from the firm."

Her eyes went wide. "You're taking me with you?"

"I'm introducing you."

The word sent a faint flutter through her chest.

"Is it important?"

"Very."

Lucy heard the news a few hours later, bursting into the apartment before Jenna could finish organizing her closet.

"So the time has finally come."

"What time?"

"Your debut."

Jenna let out a laugh. "Lucy."

"What? You’ve been preparing for this for months."

Several dresses were laid out across the bed.

Lucy inspected them one by one before finally pulling out a black garment bag.

"This one."

Jenna unzipped it.

The dress was emerald-green silk, sleek and form-fitting, with a sweetheart neckline, a tailored waist, and a side slit that showcased sheer stockings and stiletto heels.

Jenna held it against herself.

"It’s daring."

"It’s perfect."

"Lucy..."

"Trust me."

Jenna relented.

The transformation started with makeup.

Lucy worked with meticulous precision, softening features, defining her eyes, and applying a lip shade that complemented the green silk. Then came the hair, styled up to leave her neck and collarbones bare.

When Jenna finally stepped out of the dressing room, Lucy stopped and stared for several seconds.

"Come here."

Jenna walked over.

Lucy let her gaze sweep over the full silhouette.

"Posture."

Jenna squared her shoulders.

"There."

Lucy smiled. "I've done good work with you."

Jenna flushed. "You've done too much."

"And you worked your ass off."

Lucy gently smoothed a strap of the dress.

"Everything falls into place now."

Jenna looked down at her reflection.

The new silhouette was impossible to miss. Her waist was sharply cinched, her hips lent a soft, rounded curve, and the structured neckline accentuated the full results of her surgery.

Lucy smiled. "You look breathtaking."

"I feel a little exposed."

"That's part of elegance too."

Jenna gave a nervous laugh.

Lucy took both of her hands. "Tonight, you don't have to prove a thing. Just enjoy yourself."

Shortly before they were set to leave, Ethan arrived.

He stopped dead in the entryway.

For a few seconds, he didn't say a word.

Jenna felt the heat rushing into her cheeks.

"What?"

Ethan smiled. "Lucy."

"Yes?"

"Thank you."

Lucy raised her hands. "I can't take all the credit."

Ethan walked over to Jenna. "You look stunning."

"Really?"

"Beyond words."

He offered her his arm. "Ready?"

Jenna took a deep breath. "Ready."

The restaurant was located in one of the city's most exclusive financial districts. The private dining room featured dark wood paneling, amber lighting, and tables draped in crisp white linens. Crystal glassware caught the ambient glow as quiet, refined chatter filled the room.

The moment Ethan and Jenna walked in, heads turned.

Jenna caught it immediately.

One glance.

Then another.

A few men tried to play it cool.

Several women studied the dress, the makeup, and the meticulous grooming with far more analytical curiosity.

Jenna held her smile steady.

Ethan rested a hand at the small of her back.

"Breathe."

"I am breathing."

"Good."

One of the partners walked over.

"Ethan, wonderful to see you."

"Richard."

The man shook his hand, then turned his gaze toward Jenna.

"And you must be Jenna."

"A pleasure."

"We’ve heard so much about you."

Jenna offered a modest smile. "Good things, I hope."

Richard laughed.

The introductions continued.

There were corporate lawyers, senior executives, and several couples tied to the firm. Jenna quickly understood the considerable social weight the dinner carried. Ethan was cementing a new standing within his professional circle, and tonight he wanted her by his side as part of that image.

He was proud.

She could see it clearly.

Throughout dinner, Jenna stayed attentive to the conversation without chiming in excessively. She had learned to gauge when Ethan welcomed her input and when he simply preferred her poised presence beside him.

When someone asked about her line of work, she answered with effortless grace.

"I’m currently wrapping up a professional chapter assisting my cousin."

"And after that?"

Jenna glanced toward Ethan. "After that, I want to dedicate myself more fully to the home."

The reply drew several approving smiles.

One of the women seated across the table remarked, "That sounds lovely."

Jenna smiled. "I truly enjoy looking after our home."

Ethan watched her with an expression of quiet satisfaction.

During a lull in the conversation, he leaned in toward her.

"Flawless."

Jenna lowered her voice. "What did I do?"

"Exactly what I wanted."

She smiled. "And what was that?"

"Just being you."

The answer wrapped her in an unexpected warmth.

Later, when the discussion turned toward market trends and finance, Jenna focused on her glass and Ethan’s company.

He poured her wine.

She discreetly straightened his cloth napkin.

Small gestures.

Subtle cues.

The private dynamic they shared was beginning to find its natural rhythm in public.

Ethan tilted his head slightly toward her. "Tonight, I just want you to be my pretty girl."

Jenna met his eyes. "Just that?"

"Just that."

She smiled. "And if I behave?"

"I’ll let you know."

The line made Jenna look down, quietly amused.

Tonight, Ethan seemed to relish the game more than usual.

He treated her with doting attention—pulling out her chair, selecting the vintage, and introducing her with unmistakable pride.

She met the moment with quiet elegance.

The dynamic didn't go unnoticed.

"You two make a striking pair," one of the partners noted.

Ethan smiled. "I couldn't agree more."

Under the table, Jenna felt Ethan’s hand seek out hers.

Their fingers laced together.

The touch was discreet.

Intimate.

More than enough to remind her that the evening belonged to the two of them.

Jenna leaned slightly in his direction. "Are you happy?"

"Immensely."

"With me?"

"Because of you."

The background music shifted.

The plates were cleared away.

The conversation carried on.

Jenna had fully settled in.

The wandering eyes no longer rattled her.

She had even begun to enjoy them.

When another partner complimented Ethan on his fiancée’s elegance, Jenna beamed.

Ethan answered smoothly. "She loves getting dressed up."

Jenna looked at him. "More than anything."

He chuckled. "I know."

Dinner wrapped up near midnight.

Stepping out of the restaurant, the night air was crisp.

Ethan draped his coat over Jenna’s shoulders.

"How did it feel?"

"Like being on display."

"You were."

"I know."

"Did it bother you?"

Jenna considered it for a moment.

Then she smiled. "A little."

"And?"

"I liked it, too."

Ethan let out a soft laugh. "I figured as much."

Jenna took his arm. "I think Lucy would be proud."

"Lucy would be insufferably proud."

Jenna looked out over the city lights.

Tonight, she had realized something vital.

She could walk into a room full of powerful people and hold her head high.

She could command the room's attention.

She could feel beautiful.

She could take pleasure in the pride Ethan felt showing her off.

And she could head home knowing this social circle was only just beginning to open up to her.

Ethan pressed a soft kiss to her temple. "This was only the first of many."

Jenna smiled. "Then I'm going to need a lot more dresses."

"Without a doubt."

She rested her head against his shoulder as they walked toward the car.

"I love this life."

Ethan gently squeezed her hand. "And I love sharing every second of it with you."

The city glittered around them.

Jenna caught her reflection in the car window before slipping inside.

The emerald dress remained pristine.

Her makeup was still flawless.

Her new silhouette looked tailor-made for those lights.

She smiled.

The night was over.

Her new social world had just begun.
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Chapter 9 — A New Home

Jenna’s final days as Lucy’s executive assistant arrived in a haze of nostalgia and celebration.

The office she had come to know so intimately over the past months was shifting around her. Lucy had received a major promotion, and many of those stopping by to congratulate her knew full well the sheer competence of the woman behind her calendar, her meetings, and her endless to-do lists.

On their last afternoon, Lucy shut her laptop and looked across the desk at Jenna.

"Well."

Jenna smiled softly. "Well what?"

"That’s a wrap."

The words left a sudden, hollow flutter in her chest. "It really is."

"It really is."

Lucy stood up and pulled her into a warm hug. "I want you to know something. A piece of this promotion has your name on it."

Jenna laughed. "You're exaggerating."

"Never." Lucy gently brushed her hair back. "You've been an extraordinary assistant."

"And you’ve been an absolute tyrant of a boss."

"That, too."

Both of them dissolved into laughter.

When the time came to leave, Jenna took one last look at her desk. An immense part of her transformation had unfolded right here. She had arrived as a person burdened with doubt, and she was leaving as a confident, poised woman—committed and eager to devote her life to an entirely different kind of work.

The home.

The move began early the next morning.

Mina showed up at the door with an armful of boxes.

Lucy arrived shortly after, armed with a checklist that seemed endless.

"Wardrobe first."

The closet soon turned into a vibrant showcase of dresses, blouses, skirts, heels, coats, delicate lingerie, and accessories.

Mina lifted a smaller box. "This too?"

Jenna blushed. "Yes."

"Understood."

Lucy inspected every single piece. "This goes to Ethan’s bedroom."

Jenna looked at her. "Our bedroom."

Lucy smiled warmly. "Exactly."

The phrase sent a sweet shiver through her.

Our bedroom.

No longer Lucy’s guest room.

No longer her office desk.

No longer an assistant.

An entirely new life was beginning.

When she finally arrived at Ethan’s apartment, Jenna lingered in the entryway for a few quiet seconds.

She had visited countless times before.

Now, it was her home.

Ethan carried in one of the heavier boxes. "Welcome home."

Jenna smiled nervously. "I'm anxious."

"So am I."

She looked at him, surprised. "You?"

"Of course." Ethan set the box down and took both of her hands in his. "This is a big step."

Jenna rested her forehead against his chest. "I want to do this right."

"You already are."

The first few days were a steady flow of quiet discoveries.

Jenna learned where Ethan kept his dress shirts, which coffee blend he preferred in the morning, and which flowers complemented the living room light best.

She learned the building’s rhythms.

She met a few of the neighbors.

She organized the pantry.

She styled the entryway console.

She picked out new throw pillows.

She shopped for dinnerware.

Bit by bit, the apartment began to reflect her touch.

She woke early each morning.

She drew back the curtains.

She let the sunlight flood the rooms.

She brewed fresh coffee.

Then she set about the day's chores.

There was something almost meditative about tending to the space.

Jenna moved through the rooms in breezy day dresses, silk robes, or carefully curated loungewear.

The air stayed fragrant with fresh-cut stems and gentle cleaning botanicals.

Soft music accompanied her mornings.

And every finished detail brought a quiet thrill of accomplishment.

She had discovered that she truly loved curating this space.

She loved seeing it immaculate when Ethan walked in.

She loved planning dinner.

She loved getting herself ready before hearing the key turn in the lock.

The routine quickly deepened into a cherished ritual.

One evening, Jenna finished laying out the silverware and caught her reflection in the dining room mirror.

She wore a tailored house dress cinched at the waist and comfortable flats.

Her hair was swept up neatly.

Her makeup was light and fresh.

Her new silhouette still caught her off guard even weeks later.

Sometimes she would pass a mirror and pause, still growing accustomed to the fullness of her curves.

Now, though, that pause was almost always met with a smile.

She checked the clock.

Ethan would be home any minute.

Jenna headed to the bedroom to change.

She picked out a cream silk dress, put on small stud earrings, and touched up her makeup.

Just as she finished, she heard the key in the lock.

Her heart fluttered.

She smiled.

She walked to the entryway.

Ethan stepped inside, briefcase in hand.

"Hey."

"Welcome home."

He looked her over for several seconds. "You look stunning."

"Thank you."

Ethan set his briefcase down. "How was your day?"

"Perfect."

"And the apartment?"

"Spotless."

He glanced around. "Looks like it."

Jenna took his coat. "Let me."

She hung it neatly on the rack, then returned to his side.

Ethan wrapped his arms around her.

Jenna closed her eyes.

The kiss they shared was long, warm, and rich with familiarity.

She smiled against his lips. "I missed you."

"I missed you too."

That simple exchange was more than enough to make every ounce of effort feel worthwhile.

Over the weeks that followed, the routine took firm root.

Jenna cooked.

Ethan worked.

She kept the home.

He managed the finances.

In the evenings, they dined together.

Some nights they went out.

Other nights they stayed in, curled up on the couch watching a movie.

On weekends, they hosted guests.

Mina visited several times.

Lucy did as well.

Every visit served as proof that the move had been the right decision.

One afternoon, Lucy walked through the apartment, nodding with quiet approval.

"Now it's real."

Jenna smiled. "What’s real?"

"You have your own domain."

Jenna laughed. "You're being dramatic."

"I know you." Lucy pointed toward the flowers. "The table."

"Mine."

"The kitchen."

"Mine too."

"The closet."

"Definitely mine."

Lucy beamed. "Then it’s settled."

Jenna embraced her. "Thank you."

"For what?"

"For everything."

Lucy held her for a long beat. "Enjoy it."

After Lucy left, Jenna lingered by the front door.

She thought back to that initial chapter.

She thought of the apartment where it had all begun.

She remembered the first lessons, the first outfits, the first tentative conversations, and the insecure person who had once needed someone to teach her how to walk.

Now she walked on her own.

She knew exactly who she wanted to be.

That night, Ethan came home later than usual.

Jenna was waiting in the living room.

"Long day?"

"Exhausting."

She stepped forward and gently loosened his tie. "Then you need to unwind."

Ethan smiled. "And what does my wife have in mind?"

Jenna stilled for a moment at the word.

It never failed to send a quiet thrill through her.

"Your wife proposes a quiet dinner."

"Sounds perfect to me."

After dinner, they lingered on the sofa together.

Jenna rested her head against Ethan’s shoulder. "I love our routine."

"Do you?"

"Very much."

"Do you regret leaving your job?"

Jenna thought for a few seconds. "I miss parts of it."

"Like what?"

"Working with Lucy meant a lot to me."

Ethan stroked her hand. "And now you have something different."

"Yes." Jenna looked around the room. "This."

The apartment was peaceful.

The flowers were fresh.

The dinnerware was neatly put away.

The soft ambient lighting gave everything an intimate, serene glow.

Jenna smiled. "I love waiting for you to come home."

Ethan kissed her forehead. "And I love knowing you're here."

Later that evening, officially settled into their life together, Jenna finished getting ready in the bathroom with the unhurried calm of someone who knew she belonged right where she was. She had moved in. A few moving boxes still sat tucked away in a corner of the dressing room, but her wardrobe now hung alongside his, and the bathroom mirror reflected a routine that was settling into something lasting.

It wasn't that she hadn't dressed and presented herself femininely before. She always had. But now, every detail carried a sharper, more intimate intention. She chose a sheer, pale pink chiffon babydoll—short, with delicate spaghetti straps and a neckline that loosely framed her small breasts. Underneath, only a matching thong and the pink cage, ever-present. Her long-wear makeup—a sheer base, a hint of blush, and soft lips—was her secret ally: it kept her looking pristine throughout the day while ensuring she remained undeniably enticing when the night led them to the bedroom.

Stepping out of the bathroom, she found him already in bed, propped against the pillows, waiting. Ethan took her in from head to toe with that familiar blend of pride and quiet hunger.

"Come here."

Jenna approached the bed with slow, deliberate steps. She climbed up and knelt beside him. He pulled her close without hesitation, kissing her softly at first, then with growing demand. His hands traced the airy chiffon of the babydoll, gliding up her thighs to catch the waistband of her thong. He slid it down with measured slowness, leaving her completely bare except for the cage.

Heat flared across Jenna’s cheeks as he looked at her like that—open, exposed, vulnerable.

Ethan laid her on her back, lifting her legs and resting them over his shoulders. The position pinned her gaze directly to his; there was nowhere to hide. He leaned over her, his hardened cock pressing against her entrance, and pushed inside with a deep, controlled stroke.

Jenna let out a muffled gasp. The shame of the cage—pink, translucent, swaying slightly between them—sent a vivid blush flooding her cheeks. Ethan didn't break eye contact. He held her steady as he drove into her, slow at first, then with firmer intent, every thrust making the cage shift against his lower abdomen.

"Look at me," he commanded softly. "Don't close your eyes."

Jenna obeyed, even as her pulse raced. She felt utterly laid bare, completely his. The babydoll had bunched above her chest, leaving her nipples exposed; her legs trembled over his shoulders; and the cage, impossible to ignore, served as a constant reminder of what she could no longer offer any other way.

Ethan fucked her with a steady, deep cadence, his gaze never wavering. Whenever she tried to look away out of bashfulness, he brought her right back with a deeper thrust or a low whisper:

"You're mine like this… caged, blushing, moaning while I fill you up."

Jenna’s cries grew louder, unraveling into breathy gasps. Her fingers bunched into the sheets, her back arching as she instinctively chased the friction. The climax hit her all at once, gripping tight around him as a long, broken moan escaped into the quiet room. Ethan followed moments later, burying himself to the hilt and spilling deep inside her with a low groan, holding her flush against him while she still trembled from the aftershocks.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, their ragged breathing gradually slowing. Then, with gentle care, he lifted her legs down from his shoulders and pulled her flush against his chest. Jenna curled into him, still smiling, her body sensitive and her babydoll rumpled.

"I'm happy."

"I know."

"Lucy was right."

"About what?"

Jenna closed her eyes, still feeling his lingering warmth deep inside her.

"About needing to learn how to enjoy this."

Ethan tightened his embrace, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "Then enjoy it."

Jenna smiled against his skin.

The apartment remained hushed around them. Tomorrow morning, she would draw back the curtains once more. She would brew the coffee. She would pick out a dress. She would arrange the flowers. She would check the pantry. She would make dinner. And when she heard the key turn in the lock again, she would hurry toward the entryway with that very same smile that had become the beating heart of her new life.

Jenna had closed one door behind her.

Now, she was savoring every single thing waiting on the other side.
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Chapter 10 — Family Blessing and the Assumed Role

The doorbell rang just as Jenna finished setting the final wine glass on the table.

She froze for a split second.

She had checked the food twice, adjusted the floral centerpiece three times, and rearranged the flatware until she was entirely satisfied with the layout. The roast beef rested in a porcelain serving dish, the gravy waited in a small silver boat, and in the kitchen, a fruit tart was cooling slowly alongside a tray of assorted pastries.

Jenna took a deep breath.

This visit carried immense weight.

James and Elizabeth were about to see her in person following all of her physical changes.

They had seen photos.

They had talked over video calls.

They had followed every step of her transition.

Yet this would be the very first time they stood face-to-face with their daughter, physically transformed into the woman they had learned to call Jenna.

She smoothed down her dress.

It was fine-knit, ivory-colored, tailored softly at the waist, featuring an elegant neckline that accentuated her new silhouette. Over it, she wore a delicate lace apron. Her three-inch heels lent her an upright posture, ensuring every step carried a practiced grace.

Ethan walked in from the living room.

"Nervous?"

"Terribly."

"You look gorgeous."

"That doesn't help."

He smiled. "Yes, it does."

The doorbell chimed again.

Jenna walked to the entryway.

She opened the door.

Elizabeth simply stared.

For a few long seconds, she didn't say a word.

Jenna felt her heart pounding hard against her ribs.

"Mom."

Elizabeth broke into a warm smile and opened her arms.

"Come here."

Jenna stepped straight into her embrace.

Elizabeth held her tight.

"My sweet girl."

Jenna closed her eyes. "I missed you."

"I missed you too."

When they pulled apart, Elizabeth looked her over from head to toe once more.

Her gaze lingered on Jenna's face, then her hair, her waist, the knit dress, and finally the striking new silhouette that still managed to catch her by surprise.

"You look stunning."

Jenna blushed. "Thank you."

James stepped forward next.

"Hello, Jenna."

The calm, natural way he spoke her name instantly washed away the anxiety that had been building all morning.

She smiled. "Hi, Dad."

James embraced her warmly. "It's wonderful to see you."

"You too."

He stepped back slightly to take her in.

Ethan appeared behind her. "Welcome."

James shook his hand firmly. "Thank you for having us."

"It's our pleasure."

Elizabeth wrapped Ethan in a hug as well. "We finally get to see this home properly."

"Jenna has done practically everything," Ethan said.

Jenna raised an eyebrow. "Ethan."

He smiled. "It's the truth."

Lucy arrived a few minutes later, holding a bottle of wine. "Hope I'm not late."

Jenna hurried over to hug her. "Right on time."

Lucy took a good look at Jenna and grinned. "Well, well."

"What?"

"Your mother just saw you in person for the first time, and I'm still having the exact same reaction."

Jenna laughed. "Here we go."

"You look spectacular."

Elizabeth nodded in agreement. "That's exactly what I was just saying."

The chatter drifted toward the kitchen as Jenna put the final touches on the meal.

Elizabeth insisted on helping. "Let me do something."

"Mom, you're a guest."

"Which is precisely why I want to help."

Jenna ended up giving in.

As they arranged dinner rolls in a basket, Elizabeth watched her daughter's movements closely.

Jenna moved effortlessly between the countertop and the island, lifting a serving platter, checking the temperature of the dishes, and adjusting small garnishes with practiced ease.

"You've learned so much."

"Lucy taught me a lot."

Elizabeth smiled. "It really shows."

Jenna picked up a glass to carry into the dining room.

Her mother watched her with a tender expression. "You look so comfortable in your own skin."

Jenna looked down, smiling softly. "I think I finally settled in."

Elizabeth touched her arm gently. "Your skin looks completely different too."

Jenna smiled. "The hormones have changed quite a lot."

"And the surgery."

Jenna nodded. "Yes."

Elizabeth looked directly at her.

"I’m so glad you feel happy in your body."

A quiet moment settled between them.

Jenna felt the warmth rise to her cheeks. "I really am."

Elizabeth kissed her cheek. "Then that’s all that matters."

The dinner was an absolute success.

James praised the roast beef and asked for the recipe. "This is outstanding."

Jenna smiled. "Thank you."

"Ethan is a lucky man."

Ethan raised his glass. "I know."

James laughed.

The conversation flowed easily.

They talked about Ethan’s work, his promotion, the wedding, and the family.

James discovered he shared Ethan’s enthusiasm for certain sports, and the two ended up debating a recent match for several minutes.

Jenna saw to the table.

Every time she stood up, Ethan offered her an affectionate glance.

At one point, he caught her hand as she sat back down. "You’re doing too much."

"It's fine, I love doing it."

He smiled.

James took note of the gesture. "You two are clearly in sync."

Ethan looked at Jenna. "Very much so."

Jenna gently squeezed his fingers.

The afternoon passed in a blur of laughter and fond memories.

Elizabeth brought up a few childhood stories.

Jenna listened, amused.

James chimed in with others that made her protest. "Dad, that wasn't necessary."

"Your mother thinks it was."

Elizabeth laughed.

Lucy thoroughly enjoyed the show. "I love getting the inside scoop."

Jenna pointed a finger at her. "You’re not cleared to share any stories either."

"I have far too many."

"Lucy."

"Fine, fine."

The table ended up crowded with cleared plates and nearly empty glasses.

Jenna carried the dishes to the kitchen.

Elizabeth followed right behind. "Let me help."

Together, they began cleaning up.

From the living room came the low murmur of Ethan and James talking.

Both sounded completely at ease.

Elizabeth smiled at the sound. "I think your father is taken with Ethan."

Jenna glanced toward the living room. "Me too."

"And Ethan is taken with you."

Jenna looked down. "Yes."

Elizabeth brushed her cheek gently. "That’s obvious to anyone watching."

When the kitchen was sorted, they returned to the dining room.

James raised his glass. "I’d like to say something."

The room fell quiet.

James looked first at Jenna, then at Ethan.

"For a long time, I pictured this moment looking very different."

Jenna felt her eyes well with tears.

James continued. "Seeing you two together, I realize the only thing that ever mattered was seeing you happy."

Ethan nodded. "I’ll take care of her."

James smiled. "That is exactly what I needed to hear."

Elizabeth took Jenna’s hand. "You have our blessing."

Jenna couldn't hold back her tears.

She stood up and embraced her parents. "Thank you."

Lucy watched with a soft smile.

Ethan stepped in beside them.

For several minutes they lingered around the table, discussing the wedding and the new chapter unfolding before them.

When James and Elizabeth finally took their leave, Jenna closed the door and rested her back against it.

She let out a long, slow breath.

Ethan stepped up behind her. "Tired?"

"A little."

"Happy?"

Jenna smiled. "Beyond words."

Ethan glanced toward the dining room. "Your mother was thrilled."

"And your father-in-law was too."

"I noticed."

Jenna moved to gather a few remaining glasses.

Ethan reached out and took her hand. "Leave it."

"It needs to be tidied."

He stepped up behind her as she gathered the crystal and, without a word, wrapped both arms around her waist, pulling her flush against his frame. Jenna felt his hard length pressing against her backside through the fabric.

"Ethan…"

"Keep cleaning," he murmured against her ear, one hand sliding up her ribcage while the other gripped her thigh. "Don't stop."

Jenna tried to keep going, but his fingers slipped under the hem of her knit dress, moving up the sheer tights. He stroked her slowly through the nylon, drawing small circles that made her bite her lip. A low gasp slipped out as he pressed harder, grinding against her.

"You're going to make me drop something…"

"Then be careful."

Ethan kept his hold. Every time she leaned over the sink, he used the angle to cup her backside with both hands, kneading her hips, parting her cheeks through the fabric, and letting his fingers graze the cage through her clothes. Jenna flushed crimson. The water kept running, but her hands were trembling.

"Ethan, please… the dishes."

"The dishes can wait."

He turned her around, pulled her in, and kissed her hard, one hand tangled in her hair while the other slid up beneath her dress, past the nylon waistband to find her damp thong. Jenna moaned against his mouth as he squeezed the cage through the silk, a stark reminder of just how trapped she was.

Taking her by the wrist, he led her upstairs. The bedroom door clicked shut behind them.

Ethan stood her before him and began undressing her with deliberate patience. First, the lace apron. Then the ivory knit dress, which dropped to the floor in a soft rustle. She stood in only her stockings, heels, and a set of black lace lingerie woven with silver shimmer under the dim lamplight—a sheer bralette barely containing her small breasts, a minimal thong, and the pink cage gleaming through the mesh.

He knelt before her and rolled her stockings down her legs, letting them slip past her heels. Jenna stood trembling, laid bare in the provocative lace.

Ethan let out a quiet chuckle as he took her in.

"Imagine what your parents would think if they knew what was under that proper dress." He traced a finger along the glittering black lace. "A complete little slut. So polished up top, such a filthy whore underneath."

Jenna let out a shaky moan, trying not to linger on the thought. He turned her around and landed a sharp, stinging slap across her cheek before whispering with cruel amusement.

"Then again… they probably know. What we do every night. How I put you on your knees. How I open you up and fill you." He leaned in against her ear. "They must have known all along. That they raised a filthy little girl. And the second they walked out the door, you'd drop to your knees to suck me off like the good girl you are."

Jenna was utterly undone. The humiliation burned in her cheeks, but her legs were shaking with raw need. Ethan stepped back, met her gaze, and waited.

She didn't need another word. Dropping to her knees, she worked his zipper down with clumsy, eager fingers and freed his rigid cock. She took him into her mouth at once, sucking hard and deep, letting her own saliva run down her chin as she looked up into his eyes. Ethan gripped her hair and set the pace, savoring the wet sounds in the quiet room.

When he was near the edge, he pulled her up, bent her over the bed on all fours, and dragged the black thong down her thighs. He lined up and drove into her with a single, deep thrust—burying himself in her ass while the cage swung between her legs. Jenna cried out into the sheets. Ethan took her with a hard, relentless rhythm, one hand gripping her hip and the other anchoring her hair.

"Look at you dripping…," he murmured, watching a pearlescent bead of Jenna's own pre-cum leak through the pink cage from sheer, denied arousal. "Even the cage gives you away."

Jenna came first, her body seizing violently, broken cries tearing from her throat as she clamped tight around him. Ethan drove into her a few strokes more before burying himself to the base, emptying deep inside her with a low grunt, filling her while her body still shuddered and her cage dripped onto the linen.

They collapsed together across the mattress. Ethan pulled her into his chest and smoothed back her hair with gentle strokes, a stark contrast to his rough dominance moments before.

"Do you know what I was thinking during dinner?"

"What?"

"Your father was so proud."

Jenna smiled, her breathing still uneven. "I know."

"Your mother too."

"I know."

Ethan held her tighter. "I think they finally understand just how much you love this life."

Jenna rested her head on his chest, feeling his lingering warmth deep inside her.

"I understand it now too."

Outside, the city lights flickered beyond the sheer curtains.

The apartment was still.

The table was set for the morning.

The flowers were still fresh.
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Chapter 11 — Jenna on Paper

The days that followed fell into an easy, almost domestic rhythm, until one morning when Elizabeth called Jenna with news that completely upended her routine.

"We have an update."

Jenna, who was sorting through boxes of documents at her bedroom desk, smiled.

"That sounds mysterious."

"Your family is beyond thrilled about your new life."

Jenna set down the paper in her hands.

"Really?"

"Absolutely. Your aunt called yesterday. Your cousins have been asking about you. Even relatives we hardly ever see have reached out."

Jenna sat back.

"And what are they saying?"

Elizabeth gave a soft chuckle.

"A bit of everything. Some have been wonderfully sweet. Others seem to be writing just because they feel obligated to."

Jenna smiled.

"That counts too."

"Of course it does. The important thing is that everyone is trying to find a way to reach out."

Jenna fell quiet for a moment.

The conversation stirred an emotion she could hardly put into words.

For a long time, she had pictured her family as people who might remain trapped in the past, clinging to an old version of who she was.

Now, she realized each of them was on their own journey.

Some had embraced it right away.

Others needed time.

A few still used clumsy phrasing or asked questions that bordered on uncomfortable.

"Do you know what your Aunt Margaret wrote to me?" Elizabeth asked.

"What?"

"That she can't wait to see you, and that you look gorgeous in your pictures."

Jenna smiled.

"That makes me nervous."

Jenna set the phone on the desk and remained lost in thought.

Her home was established.

Her relationship with Ethan had grown solid.

She had left her job.

Her family had woven Jenna into their everyday conversations.

Now only one formality remained—one that meant far more than a simple signature.

Her paperwork.

Over the preceding weeks, Jenna had gathered forms, IDs, photographs, and every document required to complete her legal name and gender marker change. Ethan had combed through the folder multiple times to make sure nothing was missing.

Lucy had been keeping a close eye on things as well.

"Got everything?"

"I think so."

"Which means no."

Jenna opened the folder.

"ID, forms, photos, receipts..."

Lucy glanced over the pages.

"Perfect."

Jenna smiled.

"I feel like I'm studying for an exam."

"A pretty important one."

The process had demanded patience.

There were applications to fill out, appointments to wait for, and various registries that needed updating as the process moved forward. Jenna had discovered that legally changing one's identity involved far more than receiving a new card in the mail.

Every document held a story.

Every former name lingered in some archive.

Every amendment represented a tiny bureaucratic piece of a life being left behind.

Jenna had wrestled with mixed feelings at first.

There were moments when the bureaucracy was an uncomfortable reminder of the name she had once carried.

Other documents stirred mere curiosity.

And some moved her deeply.

One evening, while looking through the folder with Ethan, she came across a copy of one of the initial application forms.

She stared at it.

"It's strange."

"What is?"

"Seeing it in print."

Ethan sat down beside her.

"Does it bother you?"

Jenna slowly shook her head.

"It just catches me off guard."

She ran a finger across the page.

"For so long, I thought none of this would ever be possible."

"And now you're just days away from finishing it."

She smiled.

"Jenna."

She whispered her own name under her breath.

Then she closed the folder once more.

The day of the appointment finally arrived.

Jenna chose an outfit that was both elegant and understated. She wore a light-colored blouse, an impeccably tailored skirt, modest heels, and carried a small handbag where she tucked away her documents.

Ethan was waiting for her by the front door.

"Ready?"

"I think so."

He offered her his arm.

"Let's go."

Lucy was waiting for them near the building.

Moments later, James and Elizabeth arrived.

When Jenna caught sight of her parents, a wave of emotion washed over her.

Elizabeth pulled her into a hug.

"My daughter."

Jenna closed her eyes.

"Hi, Mom."

James placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

"Nervous?"

"Terribly."

"We're right here with you."

The civil registry office had an atmosphere entirely unlike the polished, comfortable world Jenna had lived in for the past few months.

There were wooden desks, filing cabinets, service counters, and institutional notices on the walls. Everything was plain, functional, and quiet.

A clerk greeted them and carefully reviewed the paperwork.

"Jenna, let's go over the details one more time before we proceed."

She nodded.

The man went down the forms.

First name.

Last name.

Date of birth.

Administrative data.

Jenna listened intently.

When the clerk finished, he set the documents down in front of her.

"If everything looks correct, you may sign right here."

Jenna took the pen.

Her fingers trembled slightly.

Ethan watched her from across the desk.

Lucy stood beside Elizabeth.

James wore a serene, proud expression.

Jenna looked down at the blank line reserved for her signature.

She took a breath.

Then she wrote.

Jenna.

The signature appeared on the page.

Simple.

Graceful.

Final.

Elizabeth brought a hand to her mouth.

Jenna looked up.

Her mother was crying.

"Mom."

Elizabeth smiled through her tears.

"I am so proud of you."

Tears welled up in Jenna's eyes as well.

James stepped forward and wrapped his arms around her once the process was complete.

"You've come so far."

Jenna rested her head against him.

"Thank you, Dad."

He pulled back slightly to look at her.

"You look happy."

"I am."

"That's all I ever wanted."

The clerk went on explaining the next administrative steps and what to expect regarding the updated records.

Jenna listened while clutching the folder against her chest.

It felt surreal.

She had imagined this moment as something spectacular.

In reality, it was just papers, signatures, official stamps, and bureaucratic instructions.

Yet it was precisely that simplicity that gave it such power.

Her true identity was now woven into everyday life.

From that moment on, every document she presented, every record she updated, and every errand she ran would carry the name she had chosen for herself.

Jenna.

When they stepped outside, the afternoon sun hit them squarely in the face.

For a few seconds, no one spoke.

Lucy was the first to break the silence.

"Well."

Jenna looked over at her.

"What?"

"This is it."

Jenna let out a tearful laugh.

"This is what?"

"Now you even have to go update your library card."

James burst into laughter.

Elizabeth drew her daughter close.

"Come here."

Jenna let herself sink into the embrace.

Then she opened her handbag and carefully slipped out the papers they had just handed her.

She looked at her name.

She looked at it again.

Jenna.

Ethan stepped up behind her.

"How are you feeling?"

She lifted her gaze.

"Like I just closed a door."

"And?"

Jenna smiled.

"And like there's another one wide open in front of me."

Ethan took her hand.

"Then let's go."

The family walked to a nearby restaurant to celebrate.

James had insisted on it.

"This calls for a proper meal."

The table was soon filled with plates, glasses, and lively conversation.

Elizabeth couldn't take her eyes off Jenna.

"I want to see the photo again."

Jenna took out the document.

Her mother took it gently.

"You look so beautiful."

"Mom."

"It's the truth."

James looked at the photo.

"You look so grown-up."

Jenna smiled.

"I hope so."

"And so happy."

The conversation flowed on.

Jenna listened, holding Ethan's hand under the table.

Every so often, someone brought up another relative who had sent well wishes.

A cousin.

An uncle.

An old family friend.

Some messages were warm and effusive.

Others were brief.

Jenna understood that each text was a small, genuine effort to reach out and adjust.

And for her, that was enough.

As the meal drew to a close, Elizabeth pulled a small box from her purse.

"This is for you."

Jenna's eyes went wide.

"What is it?"

"Open it."

Inside lay a family heirloom.

A delicate pendant that Elizabeth had kept for years.

Jenna lifted it out with care.

"It's gorgeous."

"I want you to wear it on your wedding day."

Jenna felt the emotion catch in her throat again.

"Are you sure?"

"Completely."

Elizabeth fastened it around her neck.

Jenna touched the small pendant.

"Thank you."

"It belongs to you."

Ethan watched the moment with a warm smile.

When they finally stepped out of the restaurant, dusk was settling in.

Jenna walked beside him, still carrying the handbag that held her new documents.

Ethan leaned in close.

"Mrs. Harrington."

Jenna blushed.

"Not just yet."

"Soon."

She smiled.

Ethan gave her hand a gentle squeeze.

"Your name is on all those papers now."

Jenna glanced down at her bag.

"It is."

"So you have no more excuses to hide."

Jenna looked up at him.

"Hide?"

"From letting the whole world meet my future wife."

She laughed softly.

"Now that, I like."

Ethan drew her into his arms.

Jenna rested her head against his chest.

There was something deeply grounding about that moment.

Her family was there.

Lucy was there.

Ethan was there.

And her name was written on the papers she held close to her heart.

For so long, she had felt as though her identity were something she had to search for.

Now, she knew it was something she could celebrate.

Jenna watched her parents walking a few steps ahead of them and smiled.

Her mother turned back.

"Coming?"

"Yes."

Jenna squeezed Ethan's hand.

"Right behind you."

Together, they walked toward the car as the city lights flickered on, Jenna's life carrying her toward the wedding that everyone, at last, seemed to be anticipating with the very same joy.
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Chapter 12 — The Proposal by the Sea

The trip began with an open suitcase on the bed and Jenna sitting in front of the closet, surrounded by dresses, sandals, and small cosmetic bags.

"How many days?"

"Three."

Jenna looked down at the mountain of clothes she had gathered.

"Then I think I need five dresses."

Lucy, who had dropped by to say goodbye and ensure nothing important was left behind, burst out laughing.

"You really are my star pupil."

"Is five too many?"

"For three days, yes."

Jenna made a face.

"But I don't know what I'll feel like wearing."

"That is exactly what a woman who needs seven dresses would say."

Jenna laughed again.

In the end, she settled on three breezy dresses, two beach outfits, several swimsuits, sandals, heels, an evening dress for dinner, and a silk cover-up Lucy deemed absolutely essential.

"This one."

Lucy held up an ivory silk piece.

"For the afternoon."

Jenna took it.

"Do you think Ethan will like it?"

"I know he will."

Jenna smiled.

"Then I think I'm ready."

Before Jenna closed the suitcase, Lucy studied her for a quiet moment.

"You're so happy."

Jenna paused in folding a blouse.

"I am."

"It shows."

Jenna idly stroked the hem of the fabric.

"I think I'm still trying to wrap my head around just how much has changed."

Lucy sat down beside her.

"Enjoy the trip."

"I will."

"And remember one thing."

"What's that?"

"Let Ethan spoil you."

Jenna smiled softly.

"He never needs much convincing."

The drive down to the coast was filled with music, easy conversation, and leisurely stops along the way.

When they reached the villa, Jenna was breathtakingly impressed.

The whitewashed house was tucked into lush greenery, with floor-to-ceiling windows looking directly out over the ocean. A terrace sloped down toward a private garden, and beyond it, a stretch of golden sand met the water.

Jenna set her bag down on a table.

"Ethan."

"Yes?"

"This is stunning."

"I'm glad you like it."

She stepped out onto the terrace.

The ocean breeze brushed against her bare legs.

She was wearing a light summer dress that fluttered gently in the wind, the fabric brushing against her freshly moisturized skin and outlining her silhouette without clinging too tightly.

Jenna closed her eyes.

She could hear the rhythm of the waves.

She could feel the warmth of the sun resting on her shoulders.

She could catch the salty scent of the ocean mingling with the fragrance she had chosen for the getaway.

Ethan stepped up behind her.

"Do you like it?"

"I love it."

He wrapped his arms around her waist.

"Then we're going to have a wonderful weekend."

Their first afternoon passed quietly.

Jenna changed to head down to the beach.

She picked out a chic swimsuit and the ivory silk cover-up Lucy had recommended, smoothing on sunscreen and a light oil over her arms and legs.

When she emerged from the bedroom, Ethan looked up.

"Wow."

Jenna smiled.

"What?"

"I think Lucy knew exactly what she was doing."

"She always does."

They walked down to the shore.

The sun was sinking slowly, casting golden reflections across the water.

Jenna slipped off her sandals and sank her bare feet into the sand.

"It's warm."

Ethan took her hand.

They strolled along the water's edge.

Seafoam lapped gently around their ankles.

Jenna took in the sea breeze on her skin, the sway of the silk against her legs, and the familiar, grounding presence of her body in the swimsuit.

She had learned to savor every one of these sensations.

During those early months, each physical change had been a source of quiet wonder.

Now, it was simply who she was.

Her waist.

Her hips.

The softness of her skin.

The silhouette waiting for her every time she passed a mirror.

All of it had settled into her everyday reality.

Yet that evening, standing before the vast ocean, she felt once again acutely, beautifully aware of her body.

Ethan was watching her.

"What is it?"

"I'm just admiring you."

"I noticed."

"I like doing it."

Jenna smiled.

"Then be my guest."

Dinner had been arranged for the evening.

Ethan had reserved a private table directly on the sand.

Protected candles glowed softly inside glass hurricanes, with tiki torches flickering around the perimeter. The ocean mirrored the moonlight, and the gentle crash of the waves filled every pause in their conversation.

Jenna appeared in the silk dress Lucy had chosen.

It was simple and elegant.

The fabric flowed over her body with every step.

Ethan stood up the moment he saw her.

"You look breathtaking."

"Thank you."

She took her seat.

Dinner unfolded at a leisurely pace.

Jenna felt remarkably at ease.

The night air was warm.

The candles cast a faint, delicate scent across the table.

The music could barely be heard over the murmur of the sea.

After dessert, Ethan stood up.

Jenna looked at him, curious.

"What are you doing?"

"Come with me."

He held out his hand.

Jenna took it.

They walked a few paces away from the table.

The sand was cool beneath their bare feet.

Ethan stopped.

Jenna’s brow knit slightly.

"What is it?"

He dropped to one knee.

Jenna froze.

She brought a hand to her lips.

"Ethan..."

He pulled out a small velvet box.

Jenna's heart began to race.

"Jenna."

She felt tears welling up in her eyes.

"I’ve watched you grow, change, and build a life with me. I’ve seen your courage, your tenderness, and the way you’ve turned our home into a place I always long to return to."

Jenna wept in silence.

Ethan opened the box.

The diamond caught the flickering glow of the torches.

"I want you to be my wife."

Jenna let out a soft, tearful laugh.

She pressed a hand to her chest.

"Yes."

Ethan smiled.

"Yes?"

"Yes."

He took her hand.

"I want us to walk through whatever comes next, together."

Jenna nodded.

"Yes."

Ethan slipped the ring onto her finger.

The diamond sat in a perfect, effortless fit.

Jenna stared down at it for several seconds.

Then she knelt in front of him and threw her arms around his neck.

"I love you."

"I love you too."

She kissed his cheek.

Then she rested her forehead against his.

The ocean kept lapping softly against the shore.

The torches swayed in the gentle breeze.

Jenna looked at the ring once more.

"It's gorgeous."

"I wanted something worthy of you."

She smiled.

"That's impossible."

Ethan chuckled softly.

"Come here."

He pulled her into a tight embrace.

Jenna closed her eyes.

For a moment, it felt as though the entire world had paused.

Her family.

Lucy.

Her home.

The wedding.

Ethan.

Everything seemed to fall into place.

They walked back to the villa hand in hand. Sand still clung to their ankles, and the salty ocean breeze drifted through the open windows. Jenna couldn't take her eyes off the ring. Every few steps, she lifted her hand to watch how the diamond caught the twilight glow, as if she needed to reassure herself over and over that it was real.

"You're going to stare at it all night, aren't you?"

"Probably."

"Fair enough."

In the bedroom, Jenna draped the silk cover-up over a chair. She slipped into a sheer babydoll that clung lightly to her skin in the warm evening air. Ethan stepped up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, resting his chin on her shoulder. She turned within his embrace to meet his gaze. The ring gleamed between them.

They kissed softly at first, almost afraid of shattering the moment. Then the kiss deepened. Ethan guided her toward the bed without breaking away from her lips. He sat her down on the edge and knelt before her, letting his open hands trace her body with slow, appreciative reverence. He moved up her calves, along her thighs, around her waist. When his hands reached her breasts and brushed her nipples through the sheer fabric, Jenna let out a soft, involuntary whimper.

"Ethan..."

He gave no verbal reply. He simply slipped off her babydoll with deliberate care, leaving her only in her thong and chastity cage. He looked at her for a long, quiet moment, as if committing to memory every curve, every contour, every detail of the woman who had just agreed to become his wife.

"From this night on," he murmured, rising to kiss her again, "we make this truly official."

He settled her in the center of the bed. Taking a pillow, he slid it beneath her hips to elevate her slightly. Then he moved between her legs, met her eyes, and slid into her with an almost reverent slowness. Jenna felt the familiar rush of heat, the close friction of their skin, the sheen of sweat beginning to form between them... but something was different.

The way they held each other's gaze.

The rhythm.

The breath between them.

Everything felt deeper, more deliberate. Ethan never took his eyes off hers. Every thrust was measured, deep, filled with a profound tenderness that needed no words. Jenna felt whole in an entirely new way—not just physically, but deep within, as though every motion were sealing a promise they had been shaping for months.

She gasped softly, gripping his shoulders, never looking away. The ring caught the light with every slight movement of her hand. Ethan kissed her between each slow cadence—on her forehead, her lips, her neck—murmuring her name like a solemn vow.

When her climax arrived, it was slow and all-consuming. Jenna shivered beneath him, releasing a long, trembling gasp, and Ethan followed her almost instantly, burying himself deep and holding still as he spilled into her, keeping his eyes locked onto hers the entire time.

Afterward, they sank together onto the mattress, melted into an embrace where the boundary between their skin and the soft sheets seemed to dissolve. They complemented each other more effortlessly than ever. It was, without question, the most romantic and loving night they had ever shared.

Later, Jenna lay cradled in Ethan's arms. Her hair fell in soft disarray across her shoulders. Moonlight poured through the tall windows. She lifted her left hand, looking once more at the ring.

"It's real now."

Ethan kissed her forehead.

"It always was."

Jenna rested her head against his chest.

She thought of the person she had been months ago.

She thought of Lucy.

Of the first dress.

Of the very first lessons.

Of her parents learning to call her by her name.

Of the move.

Of their new home.

Of every small, deliberate step that had brought her to this bedroom facing the ocean.

She smiled.

"I think this is what happiness feels like."

Ethan gently stroked her hair.

"Like this?"

"Yes. Feeling loved. Feeling at home. Knowing I'll wake up next to you tomorrow."

Ethan held her closer.

"Then stay right here."

Jenna smiled softly against his skin.

"Forever."

Outside, the waves continued rolling against the shore.

And beneath that clear night sky, with the ring gleaming on her finger and Ethan's arms wrapped securely around her, Jenna felt that the future was no longer a distant dream.
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Chapter 13 — Bridal Fittings and a Goddess Silhouette

The morning of the fitting began with an unfamiliar feeling for Jenna.

For years, she had associated certain scenes of life strictly with other people. Conversations about wedding dresses, visits to bridal boutiques, debates over lace, veils, and shoes had belonged to a world she only ever observed from a distance.

Now she was sitting in the back seat of Elizabeth's car, with Lucy beside her and Mina in the front, listening to them discuss flowers, hairstyles, and color palettes.

And every word was about her.

"I think the dress needs to have a showstopping back," Mina said.

"I agree," Lucy replied. "Though we also have to consider the neckline."

Jenna blushed.

"Could you please stop talking about my body as if I weren't sitting right here?"

All three women laughed.

Elizabeth glanced back over her shoulder.

"We're talking about your dress, sweetheart."

"I know."

"And you have a gorgeous figure."

"Mom."

"What?"

Jenna hid a smile.

Mina chimed in.

"My vote is for something that makes her feel like royalty."

Lucy raised an eyebrow.

"We achieved that a long time ago."

Jenna looked out the window to conceal her blush.

The boutique came into view a few minutes later.

It was an elegant atelier nestled along a quiet downtown street, with grand display windows and an understated facade. Stepping inside, Jenna was surrounded by silk, satin, lace, and mannequins draped in white creations.

A polished woman walked over to greet them.

"Welcome. I'm Victoria."

After shaking hands with everyone, she turned to Jenna.

"And you must be the bride."

Jenna smiled.

"Yes."

"Then we are going to have some fun today."

The phrase sparked a quiet flutter in her chest.

The bride.

The word still felt wonderfully new.

Victoria led them toward a private viewing lounge in the atelier.

The room featured an expansive three-panel mirror, a velvet-lined pedestal, and several rolling racks filled with garment bags.

Jenna looked over the designs.

"They're breathtaking."

Lucy stepped up beside her.

"Ready?"

"I think so."

Elizabeth took her hand.

"We're all right here with you."

Mina raised a glass of champagne.

"To the bride."

The four of them clinked glasses.

Jenna took a delicate sip and laughed softly.

"This feels like a conspiracy."

"It absolutely is," Lucy replied.

The first hour was devoted to exploring different styles.

A classic ballgown.

A sleek sheath dress.

One featuring delicate lace sleeves.

Another with a plunging back.

Jenna walked back and forth in front of the mirror while the women offered their critiques.

"Too heavy."

"I love the back on that one."

"The lace is gorgeous."

"Next."

Jenna started to laugh.

"I feel like a doll."

Lucy looked at her fondly.

"A very particular doll."

"Lucy!"

"What?"

Victoria looked on, thoroughly amused.

"I like this group."

After several more dresses, a different kind of gown was brought out.

Victoria slowly unzipped the garment bag.

Jenna fell silent.

It was a mermaid silhouette crafted from bridal satin and delicate French lace appliqués. The bodice was structured to contour the torso and accentuate the waistline. The neckline dipped with an elegant depth, designed to celebrate her figure without sacrificing an ounce of sophistication.

The skirt hugged her frame down to the knees before flaring out into a soft, graceful train.

Mina's eyes widened.

"Jenna."

Lucy smiled.

"I think we found it."

Elizabeth brought a hand to her chest.

"It's stunning."

Jenna gently brushed her fingers over the lace.

"Do you think it's too much?"

Victoria spoke up:

"I think it was made for you."

Jenna took a deep breath.

"I want to try it on."

Inside the dressing room, Victoria and her assistant helped Jenna slip into the gown.

The process was meticulous.

They adjusted the corset.

They checked the placement of the neckline.

They smoothed down every trace of lace.

Then they began fastening the tiny satin buttons along the back.

Jenna stood motionless, watching her reflection.

The gown transformed her posture entirely.

Her waist was sculpted with perfect definition.

The neckline framed her silhouette beautifully.

The skirt traced the curve of her hips before falling effortlessly toward the floor.

When she finally stepped out of the dressing room, the four women fell completely silent.

Jenna felt her heart pounding against her ribs.

"What is it?"

Tears shimmered in Elizabeth's eyes.

"Oh, sweetheart."

Jenna smiled softly.

"Mom..."

Elizabeth walked over to her.

"You look breathtaking."

Lucy stood studying her for a long moment.

"Look how far you've come."

Jenna looked down.

"So far."

"And look how much you've learned."

"That too."

Lucy smiled.

"I am so proud of you."

Those words touched Jenna more deeply than any compliment about the gown ever could.

Mina stepped forward.

"Now I see why Ethan is head over heels."

Jenna laughed.

"You're going to make me cry."

"Then let it out," Elizabeth said. "That's why we're here."

Victoria began pinning a few slight alterations.

"I just need to lift this seam slightly."

Jenna stood still while the seamstress worked.

"Your proportions are lovely," Victoria remarked. "This cut defines your waist impeccably."

Jenna looked into the mirror.

"It's still hard to see myself like this."

"Why is that?"

"Because it still catches me by surprise."

Victoria smiled.

"That will fade with time."

Lucy cut in.

"Or maybe it won't. She still catches herself by surprise in the mirror every now and then."

Jenna made a playful face.

"It's true."

Mina chuckled.

"Well, you'll have to get used to it. You're going to be a stunning bride."

Victoria finally placed the veil in her hair.

The sheer fabric draped over Jenna's shoulders and cascaded down her back.

The transformation was instant.

Jenna was no longer looking at a woman trying on a dress.

She was looking at a bride.

She stood frozen.

"Wow."

Elizabeth broke into genuine tears.

Jenna turned toward her.

"Mom."

Elizabeth stepped forward and gathered both of her daughter's hands in hers.

"Forgive me."

"For what?"

"I'm just so overwhelmed."

Jenna hugged her.

The other women stayed close, smiling softly.

During that embrace, Jenna felt an unexpected rush of warmth.

She had spent so much time trying to figure out who she was that she had never imagined feeling so effortlessly at home among a group of women.

Lucy.

Her mother.

Mina.

Three women chatting naturally about dresses, makeup, shoes, flowers, and weddings.

And there she was, right in the center of it all.

Taking part.

Sharing opinions.

Laughing along.

Being the bride.

The thought brought a smile to her face.

"What is it?"

Mina was watching her.

"You're smiling."

"Just thinking."

"That sounds dangerous."

Jenna burst out laughing.

"I was just thinking that a few years ago, being here would have seemed impossible."

Elizabeth gently stroked her cheek.

"And yet here you are."

"Yes."

Lucy smoothed down a stray lock of hair.

"And we still have plenty of work to do."

Jenna's eyes widened.

"Plenty?"

"A ton."

The afternoon continued with choosing shoes, accessories, and the veil.

Then came a decision that made Jenna want to vanish behind the nearest curtain.

Lingerie for the honeymoon.

Victoria brought out several options.

Jenna stared at the selection.

"Do we really have to do this right now?"

Mina picked up one of the boxes.

"Absolutely."

Lucy grinned.

"It's an essential part of the process."

Elizabeth raised both hands.

"I am bowing out of this conversation."

Jenna laughed.

"Thank you, Mom!"

Elizabeth took a few steps away, pretending to browse the accessories.

Mina and Lucy kept combing through the pieces.

"This set is gorgeous."

"Too delicate."

"Try this one."

Jenna picked up a box.

"I actually like this one."

Lucy looked at her.

"Of course you do."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"It means you've learned well."

Jenna blushed.

Mina burst into laughter.

"I think Ethan is going to need a few minutes to catch his breath."

"Mina!"

The three of them dissolved into giggles.

Jenna finally chose a few elegant pieces—more refined than overtly provocative—and slipped the box back into the bag.

"Done."

Lucy raised a finger.

"One thing left."

"What?"

"Something for the wedding night."

Jenna's eyes went wide.

"Lucy."

"I'm helping you."

"You're torturing me."

"You learned that from me too."

Jenna tried to keep a straight face, but ended up laughing.

After a few more jokes, they finally settled on a special piece for the honeymoon.

By the time they left the atelier, the sky was blushing with shades of pink.

Jenna was carrying several bags.

Lucy walked beside her.

Mina and Elizabeth were a few steps ahead.

Jenna caught the reflection of the four of them in a shop window.

For a moment, a strange and tender feeling washed over her.

They looked like a family of women who had just spent the afternoon getting a bride ready.

And she was right at the heart of it.

"Lucy."

"Yeah?"

"Thank you."

Lucy looked at her.

"For what?"

"For everything."

Lucy understood.

She wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

"Enjoy this, Jenna."

Jenna rested her head against her briefly.

"I am."

She looked down at her engagement ring.

The diamond sparkled under the streetlights.

Then she looked down at the shopping bags.

The dress.

The accessories.

The lingerie.

All of it belonged to a life she would have considered completely impossible just months ago.

Now, it was her reality.

Mina turned back.

"Coming?"

"Yes."

Jenna took a breath and caught up with them.

She felt happy.

Completely supported.

Completely ready.

And as she walked between her mother, her cousin, and her future sister-in-law, she realized that afternoon had taught her something no mirror could ever show.

The wedding wasn't just about putting on a dress.

It was about feeling wanted.

Feeling loved.

Feeling like part of a family.

When Elizabeth excused herself, citing exhaustion and kissing her daughter on the cheek, Lucy and Mina exchanged a knowing look.

"Now the real fun begins," Lucy announced, taking Jenna by the arm.

After a quick pit stop at Mina's apartment, they ushered Jenna into the master bedroom, where a surprise was waiting for her. Jenna hesitated when she saw the clothes laid out for her: glossy, near-transparent pantyhose, a lace corset so sheer it barely covered anything, a G-string that left her chastity cage completely exposed, and a little black dress that ended mid-thigh.

"I'm not sure if..." Jenna began, looking at herself in the mirror.

Mina stepped up behind her and adjusted a strap.

"Ethan specifically asked me to. He's having his bachelor party tonight too. He told me to make sure you have real fun. That you shouldn't just sit quietly in a corner playing the perfect little bride." She gave a mischievous grin. "So tonight, you're ours. And we're going to dress you up like what you are: a little slut about to get married."

Jenna blushed, but she didn't refuse. Minutes later, she emerged completely transformed: the glossy pantyhose clinging to her legs, the slutty lingerie hidden beneath the micro-dress, and high heels that forced her to walk with that deliberate, swaying grace Ethan loved so much.

The venue was an exclusive club hosting a girls-only night. Red lights, loud music, tables packed with dressed-up women, and half-naked male waiters moving through the crowd carrying trays of shots. The host, a tall and charismatic man, took the mic the moment he saw them walk in.

"Look who just arrived! We've got a bride-to-be in the house tonight!"

They placed a short, ridiculous white veil on her head. Lucy and Mina pushed her toward the center while making her down three shots in a row. The alcohol hit her fast. Jenna laughed, dizzy, her veil askew and her cheeks burning.

The dancers began to come out. Muscular, oiled men moving between the tables, letting the women touch them. Lucy and Mina indulged without shame, just like the rest of the crowd. Jenna, still woozy, only watched... until the star dancer made his entrance.

He was burly and tall, with an obscene bulge straining against his tight pants. He made his way around the tables, grinding against the women, rubbing against them, letting them slip their hands into his waist. When he reached Lucy, he stopped, dropped his pants with a theatrical flourish, and pulled out an enormous, thick, semi-hard cock.

Lucy burst out laughing and, without a second thought, leaned in and took him into her mouth. Cheering and whistles filled the room. Jenna stared in disbelief, the veil still perched on her head, her mouth parted.

The dancer moved on to Mina. She didn't hesitate either. She dropped to her knees for a moment, sucked him eagerly, and stood back up laughing, wiping her bottom lip with the back of her hand.

Then came Jenna's turn.

Her head spun. The alcohol, the lights, the cheering... everything was whirling. Mina leaned in close to her ear.

"Don't worry. It's your bachelorette party. You're allowed. Ethan knows. He wants you to have fun."

Lucy and Mina guided her forward. They hitched her dress up a little higher, placed her hands on the dancer's thighs, and drew her closer. Trembling, Jenna parted her lips. The cock was immensely thick. She took him in with difficulty, feeling it stretch her lips. Smiling, the dancer pulled out a can of whipped cream, squirted a generous dollop over the head, and pushed back into her mouth.

The sweet flavor mingling with the salty taste disoriented her even further. She sucked because Lucy and Mina were cheering her on, because the other women were screaming, because the alcohol had torn down all her inhibitions. She didn't register the exact moment he came. She only felt the sudden rush of thick warmth filling her mouth. She gagged slightly, swallowed on instinct, and stayed on her knees, dazed, her veil crooked and her eyes unfocused.

The night went on. More dances. More roaming hands. Jenna was groped relentlessly: hands squeezing her ass, brushing against her breasts, slipping fingers beneath her hemline. At some point, without realizing how, she noticed her glossy pantyhose were gone, discarded on the floor. All that remained was the G-string and the cage, visible every time she bent over.

She didn't stop. She kept laughing, drinking, letting them touch her. The other women looked at her with a mix of envy and admiration.

"The bride-to-be is a real little slut," someone called out.

Jenna, still spinning, with the taste of cream and semen lingering on her tongue, only flashed a crooked smile. The veil slipped down over one shoulder. Her dress was hiked up. And for the first time in a long while, she didn't think about what Ethan might say.

She simply let herself go.


[image: ]

[image: ]


Chapter 14 — The Eve and the Final Key

After a dreadful day of hangovers and overwhelming embarrassment, Jenna was pampered with tender care by Lucy and Mina. Both women were quietly relieved that Jenna didn't remember everything about her bachelorette party—mostly regarding what they themselves had done, but which Jenna had apparently forgotten. Before long, the wedding day was right around the corner.

The eve of the wedding dawned with an unusual sense of peace.

Everything was in place.

The dress hung safely inside its garment bag in a room specially prepared to keep it pristine. Her shoes waited in their box. The jewelry had been polished and inspected. The veil lay neatly folded. The flowers were ordered, and the schedule for the ceremony had been confirmed time and time again.

Throughout the day, Jenna had the distinct impression that everyone else was managing her wedding, while she was simply expected to let herself be swept along.

Lucy called to finalize timelines.

Elizabeth checked in about the makeup.

Mina sent photos of bridal hairstyles.

Ethan texted repeatedly just to make sure she was feeling calm.

Every time Jenna tried to take charge of something, someone would inevitably tell her:

"Leave it to us."

And, curiously enough, she loved it.

That afternoon, gazing at her reflection in an ivory silk robe, a thought crossed her mind that made her smile.

Maybe she could get used to this feeling.

Letting others organize the details.

Being presented with dresses.

Choosing between two pairs of shoes while someone else took care of all the complicated logistics.

Smiling.

Saying yes.

Being the bride.

For a few moments, she imagined what it would be like to always live like this—surrounded by gentle care, making only the small choices, and leaving the grand decisions in the hands of the people she loved.

There was something profoundly comforting in the idea.

She didn't need to overthink it.

She simply savored it.

That evening, Lucy had organized a quiet gathering back at the apartment where everything had first begun.

Mina arrived just after eight.

She carried a bottle of champagne and a bag brimming with small gifts.

"The bride!"

Jenna came out of the bedroom, laughing.

She was wearing pale pink silk pajamas, her hair swept up into an effortless, casual updo.

Mina wrapped her in a hug.

"Nervous?"

"Terribly."

"Scared?"

"A little."

"Happy?"

Jenna smiled softly.

"Beyond words."

Lucy stepped out of the kitchen holding three glasses.

"Then we have exactly what we need."

Jenna raised an eyebrow.

"Champagne?"

"Champagne."

Mina took a flute.

"To your last night as a single woman."

Jenna raised hers.

"To the wedding."

The three clinked their glasses together.

The night kicked off with old photographs.

Lucy pulled out an enormous binder.

"This is cruel," Jenna said, burying her face in her hands.

"This is history."

Lucy turned to the first picture.

Jenna immediately recognized the apartment.

The old living room.

The couch.

The table.

And a far more timid, uncertain version of herself.

Mina looked at the photograph and then back at Jenna.

"That was you?"

Jenna laughed softly.

"Yes."

"You look so nervous."

"I was terrified."

Lucy flipped to the next photo.

"And this is where we truly began."

There were pictures of dresses, hairstyles, shopping sprees, and small domestic moments.

Jenna looked at them with a mixture of slight embarrassment and deep affection.

"I’d forgotten some of these."

"I haven't." Lucy smiled warmly. "I remember practically every single thing."

Mina lingered over one particularly early picture.

"You really have come such a long way."

Jenna looked down gently.

"I have."

"And tomorrow, you're getting married."

Jenna lightly touched her engagement ring.

"Tomorrow."

A quiet moment settled over the room.

Lucy closed the binder.

"Come on."

"Where to?"

"The bathroom."

"What for?"

"Your very last beauty session with me."

Jenna smiled.

"That sounds important."

"It is."

The bathroom quickly filled with sweet, delicate scents.

Lucy set out cleansers, creams, face masks, and an array of small glass bottles.

Jenna sat before the mirror while Lucy worked with practiced, gentle care.

"Relax."

"I'm trying."

"Breathe."

Jenna closed her eyes.

Lucy's hands moved across her face in smooth, attentive strokes.

Mina perched on the edge of the sink counter.

"Do people always do this before a wedding?"

"Brides need to be pampered," Lucy answered simply.

Jenna smiled.

"I'm being pampered quite a lot."

"You deserve it."

Once the facial was finished, they moved on to her nails.

Mina picked out a delicate shade.

"This one."

Jenna inspected the small swatch.

"It's almost sheer."

"It's perfect for you."

Lucy nodded in agreement.

"Very elegant."

Jenna held out her hands.

"I trust you both."

As they worked, the conversation naturally drifted back to the ceremony.

"Have you talked to Ethan?"

"I did."

"What did he say?"

Jenna smiled.

"That he's nervous."

Mina burst out laughing.

"Ethan?"

"Yes."

"I never would have guessed."

"He told me he just wants everything to go perfectly."

Lucy smiled warmly.

"That's only because he loves you."

Jenna looked down at her freshly manicured hands.

"I know."

After the manicure, the three of them returned to the living room.

Soft music played in the background.

The champagne bottle was nearly empty.

Mina had prepared a little game.

"Alright. Questions for the bride."

Jenna groaned playfully.

"Do I really have to answer?"

"Yes."

"This could be dangerous."

Lucy drew a card.

"First question. What was the very first thing you thought when you met Ethan?"

Jenna smiled.

"That he was way too handsome for me."

Mina laughed.

"And now?"

"That I got incredibly lucky."

Another card.

"What part of the wedding are you most excited about?"

Jenna pondered for a few seconds.

"Walking toward him down the aisle."

Lucy smiled softly.

"Good answer."

Mina picked up another card.

"And what makes you the most nervous or embarrassed?"

Jenna buried her face in her hands.

"Everything."

All three of them laughed.

The next question made Jenna blush crimson.

"Who picked out most of your new wardrobe?"

Jenna glanced over at Lucy.

"Between her and Ethan."

Lucy raised her hands in defense.

"I only helped."

"Liar."

"Just a little bit."

Mina looked at Jenna with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"You've changed so much."

Jenna lowered her gaze.

"I have."

Mina gently gestured toward her silhouette.

"And I imagine you're very aware of it, too."

Jenna let out a shy laugh.

"Maybe a little."

Lucy chimed in.

"After everything she's been through, she should be used to it by now."

Jenna idly stroked the hem of her silk robe.

"I think I still catch myself by surprise sometimes."

Mina smiled.

"That'll all vanish tomorrow once everyone sees you in that dress."

A light shiver ran through Jenna.

"I just hope I can keep my composure."

"You will."

Lucy took her hand gently.

"You've learned to walk in front of a crowd. You've learned how to take a compliment. You've learned how to walk into any room and feel right at home."

Jenna looked at her.

"And it all started right here."

Lucy nodded softly.

"It did."

A wave of nostalgia filled the room once more.

Jenna leaned forward and wrapped her arms around her cousin.

"Thank you."

Lucy closed her eyes in the embrace.

"You're welcome."

"I mean it. Really."

"I know."

After a moment, Lucy pulled back with a soft smile.

"Now, only our final inspection is left."

Jenna arched an eyebrow.

"Inspection?"

Lucy gave a discreet nod toward her robe.

Jenna understood immediately.

"Lucy."

"What?"

"It's the night before my wedding."

"Precisely."

Mina laughed.

"Oh, I want to see this inspection."

Jenna shook her head, though she couldn't keep from smiling.

Lucy spoke with tender warmth.

"After tomorrow, your whole life changes again. I just want to make sure everything is completely perfect."

The conversation lingered in that sweet, playful tone—far more like shared secrets between close friends than any rigid formality.

Lucy gently reminded her that her days of being trained were long past.

"You don't need me telling you how to carry yourself anymore."

Jenna smiled.

"I hope not."

"You don't need me teaching you how to put an outfit together."

"That too."

"You know how to host guests."

"I think so."

"You know how to cook."

"More or less."

Lucy chuckled.

"And you know how to take care of the person you love."

Jenna lowered her eyes softly.

"That, I certainly do."

Lucy pulled her into a warm hug.

"Then my work here is done."

Jenna shook her head at once.

"No, it isn't."

"Yes, it is."

"You'll always be my cousin."

"That, I will."

"And my friend."

"Always."

Jenna smiled.

"Then you're never truly done."

Lucy gently stroked her hair.

"I suppose not."

Mina watched the two of them, smiling.

"I have a feeling both of you are going to be in tears tomorrow."

"Without a doubt," Lucy replied.

Jenna sat back down.

The conversation settled into a quiet, gentle rhythm.

They talked about those very first days.

The nerves.

The shopping sprees.

The clumsy mistakes.

The endless laughter.

All the quiet little moments that had built the deep bond between them.

Finally, just past midnight, Jenna's phone buzzed with a message from Ethan.

"Still awake?"

She smiled down at the screen.

"Yes."

"Nervous?"

"Terribly."

"Me too."

Jenna looked at the glowing display.

"I love you."

His reply came through instantly.

"I love you, my future wife."

Jenna pressed the phone against her chest.

Mina caught the look on her face.

"Ethan?"

Jenna nodded.

"Yes."

Lucy gave a warm smile.

"Then off to bed with you."

Jenna stood up.

Before stepping into the bedroom, she turned back to look at them.

"Goodnight."

Mina hugged her tight.

"Goodnight, bride."

Lucy pressed a soft kiss to her forehead.

"Get some rest."

Jenna walked into the bedroom and softly clicked the door shut behind her.

She paused for a few moments before the mirror.

The silk robe draped gracefully over her body.

The ring sparkled under the soft, dim light.

Tomorrow, she would wear white.

Tomorrow, she would walk down the aisle toward Ethan.

Tomorrow, a whole new chapter would officially begin.

Jenna smiled softly to herself.

For the first time that night, she no longer felt like someone who had to brace herself for the future.

She felt completely ready to welcome it.
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Chapter 15 — The Wedding and the Queen of the Home

The morning of the wedding began with golden sunlight pouring through the suite's tall windows.

Jenna woke before the alarm went off and lay completely still for a few moments, staring up at the ceiling with her heart pounding in her chest.

The day had finally arrived.

For months, she had imagined this exact moment. She had chosen the gown, the flowers, the jewelry, the shoes, and even the perfume she would wear. She had talked through the ceremony with Ethan, the fine details with Lucy, the reception with her mother, and practically everything under the sun with Mina.

Now, it was all truly happening.

Jenna sat up slowly.

Her jewelry case rested on a nearby table.

Her engagement ring caught the morning light as she lifted her hand.

She smiled.

"Today."

A soft knock came at the door, and it swung open shortly after.

Lucy walked in alongside Elizabeth.

"Good morning, bride."

Jenna let out a nervous little laugh.

"Good morning."

Elizabeth came forward and gathered her into a warm hug.

"Did you sleep?"

"A little."

"Nervous?"

"Terribly."

Lucy set several garment bags down on a table.

"Then we are right where we need to be."

The hours that followed became a blur of makeup, hair styling, photos, and last-minute touch-ups.

Jenna let herself be taken care of.

The stylists worked with practiced grace on her hair, her face, and her hands. Every detail was inspected again and again.

When the moment finally came to step into the gown, Elizabeth had to turn away for a second to blink back tears.

Jenna stepped in front of the full-length mirror wearing the mermaid gown they had chosen at the atelier.

The bridal satin clung seamlessly to the contours of her body. The lace traced delicate patterns over her bodice, and the veil swept down from her hair to brush softly against the floor.

Lucy smoothed down a final seam.

"Perfection."

Jenna took a deep, steadying breath.

"Really?"

"Really."

Elizabeth came over to her side.

"You look breathtaking."

Jenna met her mother's eyes in the glass.

"Mom..."

Elizabeth gently cupped her cheek.

"I am so proud of you."

Tears shimmered in Jenna's eyes.

"I don't want to cry."

"Then smile."

Jenna smiled.

And that was how she walked out of the room.

The ceremony took place in a private garden adorned with white blossoms, ivory roses, and delicate fairy lights strung through the trees.

The guests stood as the opening chords of the processional began to play.

James was waiting at her side.

Jenna took his arm.

Her father looked at her for a quiet, tender moment.

"Ready?"

Jenna nodded.

"Yes."

James smiled warmly.

"Then let's go."

They began the walk down the aisle together.

Jenna felt every single step.

The brush of the satin against her legs.

The weight of the veil.

The sweet perfume of the flowers.

The swell of the music.

The eyes of all their family and friends.

And at the end of the aisle stood Ethan.

When their eyes met, everything else in the garden seemed to melt away.

Ethan smiled.

A rush of emotion swelled in Jenna's chest.

James gave her arm a gentle squeeze before placing her hand in Ethan's.

"Take care of her."

Ethan replied with absolute conviction.

"Always."

Jenna took Ethan's hand.

The ceremony began.

The officiant spoke of devotion, trust, and partnership.

When the time came for the vows, Ethan looked straight into Jenna's eyes.

"I promise to care for you, to honor you, and to build a home with you where you will never doubt how deeply you are loved. I want to share every chapter of our lives together, standing by your side when it is easy and when it is hard."

Jenna drew a trembling breath.

Then came her turn.

"I promise to love you, to stand beside you, and to care for our home. I promise to listen, to support you, and to share every tomorrow that comes our way. I want to build our life together with tenderness, trust, and joy."

Ethan gently took both of her hands.

The officiant smiled warmly.

"By the power vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife."

The garden erupted into applause.

Ethan leaned in and kissed Jenna.

She closed her eyes.

When they parted, Jenna was crying and laughing all at once.

"Husband."

Ethan beamed.

"Wife."

During the reception, Jenna's family finally had the chance to see her fully in her element as a bride.

James beamed the entire time.

Elizabeth hugged her daughter again and again.

"You look so beautiful."

"Thank you, Mom."

Shortly after, the Harrington family came over.

Thomas and Lillian approached alongside Mina.

Lillian took Jenna's hands into her own.

"Sweetheart, you are simply stunning."

Jenna smiled softly.

"Thank you so much."

Thomas shook Ethan's hand, then drew Jenna into a warm hug.

"Welcome officially to the family."

Those words carried a profound weight for Jenna.

Mina stepped up behind them with a grin.

"Now it's real."

Jenna laughed.

"What's real?"

"You are officially my sister-in-law."

"I love the sound of that."

"I hope you're prepared for all the family dinners to come."

Jenna replied:

"I'll do my very best."

The celebration carried on for hours.

There was music, heartfelt speeches, photographs, and endless toasts.

Lucy gave a speech that had Jenna laughing and crying in equal measure.

"I knew Jenna long before she could ever have pictured herself walking down this aisle in a wedding gown. I have seen her transformation, her doubts, her victories, and her moments of fear. Today, I look at her and see a woman who is radiant and deeply happy. That is all I ever wanted for her."

When Lucy finished, Jenna stood up and wrapped her in a tight hug.

"I love you."

Lucy whispered back into her ear:

"I love you too."

Later, as the tempo slowed, Ethan led Jenna onto the dance floor.

She rested a hand on his shoulder.

"I'm tired."

"Me too."

"But I'm so happy."

"So am I."

They swayed together slowly.

The warm glow of the chandeliers danced across the satin of her gown.

Jenna rested her cheek against his chest.

"Do you realize I'm actually your wife now?"

Ethan kissed the top of her head.

"I think I'm still taking it all in."

She laughed softly.

"Me too."

When the time finally came to leave, Jenna turned back to her parents.

James embraced her tightly.

"I love you, my daughter."

The word resonated deep in her heart.

Daughter.

Elizabeth framed Jenna's face with her hands.

"Enjoy your life, sweetheart."

Jenna smiled.

"I will."

Then she turned to hug Lucy one last time.

"Thank you for everything."

Lucy smiled warmly.

"Now go to your husband."

Jenna walked beside Ethan toward the car.

The night sky was clear.

The city lights sparkled all around them.

The presidential suite awaited them at the hotel. When they stepped inside, Jenna paused for a moment. The room was lit only by candlelight. White and red rose petals were scattered across the king-size bed. The expansive windows showcased the glowing cityscape spread out at their feet.

Ethan closed the door softly. Jenna let out a nervous little laugh.

"This feels like a dream."

"Then I want you to remember it for the rest of your life."

She stepped closer. Both of them were trembling slightly. It had been an overwhelming rush of emotions packed into a single day: the ceremony, their families' watchful eyes, the weight of the ring, and the absolute certainty that there was no turning back. Jenna surrendered herself entirely to Ethan's embrace. The kiss they shared was long, deep, and trembling—lips searching each other with equal parts hunger and tenderness. His hands traced up her back, settled at her waist, and pulled her flush against his body as though trying to melt into her.

They made their way to the bed without rushing. Ethan helped her out of her wedding gown with an almost ceremonial care. Beneath it, Jenna wore precisely what she had chosen for that night: pristine white lingerie, silk thigh-high stockings, a matching garter belt, and, under her lace thong, the pink cage she never took off. The entire ensemble was exquisitely coquettish—almost innocent at first glance, yet deliberately provocative.

Ethan stripped out of his own clothes while watching her. Jenna settled onto all fours at the edge of the bed, her knees parted over the scattered rose petals, her back arched, and her hair spilling loosely over one shoulder. He stepped up behind her, slowly sliding down her thong while leaving her stockings and garter belt untouched, his fingers lightly brushing the cage resting between her thighs.

"Tonight I'm going to knock you up, wife," he murmured against her ear, his voice deep and thick with desire. "I'm going to fill you until there's no room left."

Jenna let out a high whimper as he entered her. Slow at first, inch by inch, giving her time to take in every sensation. The penetration was deep and deliberate. Ethan anchored her by the hips as he pressed forward, occasionally brushing the cage with the tips of his fingers, reminding her just how tightly bound and completely surrendered she was.

The encounter turned into a flawless balance of romance and raw passion. Ethan fucked her in a steady rhythm, alternating between slow, deep thrusts and harder drives that made the mattress shift beneath them. Jenna moaned without holding back, her face buried in the sheets, her fingers clutching fistfuls of rose petals.

"Ethan... oh God... more..."

He loved how she gave in to it all. The way she whispered to him between gasps. The way she pushed her hips back seeking greater depth. The way the cage shifted with every stroke, and the way her cheeks flushed every time he brought it up.

"Look how you open up for me... my little slut wife... my Jenna..."

He held her tighter, leaning down over her back to kiss her neck, her shoulder, the curve of her ear. Jenna trembled, letting out fractured sounds, shamelessly begging for more. When her climax hit, it was fierce and drawn-out: she shuddered around him, gasping his name over and over while a glistening thread of fluid dripped from the cage onto the sheets.

Ethan followed shortly after, burying himself to the hilt and emptying himself inside her with a low, ragged groan, filling her completely as he murmured:

"All mine... forever."

Afterward, they sank down together onto the bed. Ethan drew her against his chest, still connected, and tenderly stroked her hair. Breathing heavily with a soft smile on her lips, Jenna rested her head over his heart.

"What do you want to do tomorrow?"

Jenna smiled, her voice still husky.

"Sleep."

Ethan chuckled softly.

"Good answer."

"And have breakfast with you."

"That too."

She closed her eyes, still feeling his warmth inside her.

"And then go home."

"Our home."

"Our home."

They remained wrapped in each other's arms for a long while. Beyond the glass, the city kept glowing. Jenna looked at her ring one last time before drifting off, her stockings still on, her skin bearing the sweet marks of her husband's love and desire.

She had begun this journey surrounded by uncertainty.

Now, she had a family who called her by her true name, a husband who adored her, a house she felt entirely at home in, and a life shaped around everything she had come to treasure.

Ethan gently brushed his fingers through her hair.

Jenna smiled, half-asleep.

"I love you."

"I love you, Jenna."

She closed her eyes.

And she fell asleep in the shelter of her husband's arms, the wedding dress safely preserved forever, the ring sparkling on her hand, and the serene certainty that this new life had only just begun.
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Epilogue: The Queen of Her Home

A year after the wedding, Jenna's life had settled into such an effortless cadence that on some mornings she found it hard to remember how foreign everything had once felt.

The apartment was bathed in soft afternoon light.

On the dining table stood a vase of fresh roses. In the kitchen, a freshly baked pie was cooling on a wire rack. Jenna had spent the morning running errands, replying to family messages, and preparing the dinner that Ethan would come home to.

She wore a cream-colored silk house dress, a small apron tied around her waist, and a ribbon holding her hair in place.

Her phone rang.

"Hello?"

Lucy's voice came through on the other end at once.

"Finally. What is my star pupil up to?"

Jenna let out a soft chuckle.

"Making dinner."

"Of course."

"And arranging some flowers."

"Naturally."

"And waiting for my husband."

Lucy laughed.

"That last one seems to be your favorite part."

Jenna sank into one of the armchairs.

"Maybe."

"Maybe?"

"Alright, yes."

"You haven't changed a bit."

Jenna smiled.

She looked around the room.

The house was immaculate.

The furniture had been chosen with care. The curtains filtered in a warm golden light. On a console table rested a framed photo from the wedding.

In it, she stood beside Ethan, smiling before both of their families.

"Do you know what the strangest part is?"

"What?"

"That I don't really overthink any of this anymore."

"Any of what?"

"Who I'm supposed to be. How I ought to act. I used to dissect every little detail."

Lucy smiled on the other end of the line.

"And now?"

"Now I just live."

"As what?"

Jenna paused thoughtfully.

"As Jenna."

Lucy laughed softly.

"I love that."

"Me too."

A brief silence fell between them.

Then Lucy asked:

"And how is that husband of yours?"

Jenna felt warmth rush to her cheeks.

"At work."

"When is he back?"

"In a couple of hours."

"And you're counting down the minutes."

"Maybe."

"Jenna."

"What?"

"I know you."

Jenna burst out laughing.

"Fine."

"What's on your mind?"

She idly toyed with the hem of her apron.

"Just that I want him home."

"I already know that."

Jenna lowered her voice, smiling with almost playful bashfulness.

"I want him to hold me."

"Uh-huh."

"And tell me he missed me."

"Uh-huh."

"And..."

Jenna trailed off into silence.

Lucy chuckled.

"Go on."

"No."

"You have to finish now."

Jenna hid her face in her hands.

"I just want my husband home."

"That part seems pretty obvious."

"I want him to spoil me."

"Equally obvious."

Jenna checked the clock.

"Two more hours."

"You'll survive."

"I'll try."

Lucy laughed again.

"Still a pampered little thing, aren't you?"

Jenna smiled softly.

"Yes."

"And happy?"

"Beyond words."

The answer came without the slightest hesitation.

Lucy knew her far too well to need any further explanation.

"Then it was all worth it."

Jenna looked at the wedding photograph.

"Yes."

Outside, the sun was beginning its slow descent.

Jenna stood up to check on dinner.

Before hanging up, Lucy asked:

"What are you going to do when Ethan gets home?"

Jenna smiled.

"Welcome him."

"And after that?"

Jenna let out a shy little laugh.

"That stays between my husband and me."

"Fair enough."

"I'll call you tomorrow."

"Talk soon."

The call ended.

Jenna set the phone down on the table.

For a few seconds, she stood completely still.

Then she walked over to the mirror in the foyer.

She looked at her reflection.

The dress.

The hair.

The subtle makeup.

The wedding band on her hand.

She smiled.

She had learned to inhabit that reflection without feeling any need to justify it.

Just then, she heard the familiar sound of a key sliding into the lock.

Her heart gave a little flutter.

Jenna turned toward the door.

A smile blossomed across her face before Ethan had even stepped through.

"My husband's home."

The door swung open.

Ethan appeared in his work suit, looking tired from the day.

The moment his eyes found hers, he broke into a warm smile.

"Hello, gorgeous."

Jenna walked over to meet him.

"I've been waiting for you."

Ethan set down his briefcase.

"Miss me?"

"Terribly."

He wrapped his arms around her.

Jenna closed her eyes and rested her cheek against his chest.

The day was over.

Her home was peaceful.

Her husband was back.

And the woman who had once harbored so many doubts about the future could now sum up all her happiness in something very simple.

Waiting for him.

Welcoming him.

Loving him.

And smiling all over again whenever he said, with effortless warmth:

"I'm home."
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Afterword

Thank you for lingering until the final page, for savoring every shared secret, every stolen glance, and every whispered promise along Jenna’s path.

Watching her journey unfold has been an intimate delight—from those first tentative steps in borrowed heels to the breathtaking elegance of a woman who chose, with every curve, every blush, and every click of her stilettos, to belong entirely to the life she created.

Here’s to the beauty of total surrender, the quiet power of femininity, and the undeniable thrill of being utterly adored.

If this story brought a warm blush to your cheeks or left you smiling at the mirror just a little longer, then every delicate lace detail was worth it.

Until our next indulgence...

With love and a playful wink,

Sofia Bacon
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Ready for a change of pace?

I think you’ll love these stories where the modern world becomes a playground for transformation. Be careful, though... in my stories, a new job or a simple favor for a friend can quickly end with a very different wardrobe and a total surrender to femininity.
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Elliot thought he was hired as an assistant, but his boss, Vivian, had a much more 'uniform' plan for him. Watch his systematic descent into becoming the most perfect, obedient maid

[START YOUR SERVICE HERE]
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When a winter storm leaves him trapped in a secluded cabin, he discovers that his host has a very specific hobby. To survive the cold, he must learn to become the perfect, silent, and beautifully dressed doll she’s always wanted.

[BECOME HER DOLL HERE]
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Career goals take a feminine turn in this story of workplace transformation. Sometimes, the best way to get ahead in the office is to embrace your softer, silkier side.

[APPLY FOR THE JOB HERE]
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What starts as a game in the bedroom becomes a total lifestyle change. Follow this intimate journey where love and lace go hand in hand, and surrender is the ultimate reward.

[SURRENDER TO HER HERE]
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Can't decide where to go next?

I have spent years crafting over 60 journeys of transformation, lace, and sweet surrender. Whether you crave the discipline of the Academy, the whispers of a magic spell, or the intimacy of a modern romance, my entire library is waiting for you.

[EXPLORE SOFIA’S FULL CATALOG ON AMAZON]
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