




Disclaimer

His Perfect Crossdressed Girlfriend – A Feminization Romance of Desire, Deception, and Becoming His Perfect Girl
By: Sofía Bacon
Original Edition (c) 2025 by Sofía Bacon. All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Important Notice

His Perfect Crossdressed Girlfriend is an erotic psychological romance that explores themes of gender performance, emotional submission, feminization, crossdressing intimacy, and the tension between truth and deception.
The story takes place in a world where desire, identity transformation, and secret femininity intertwine with the dynamics of control, seduction, and vulnerability between two men whose connection becomes dangerously real.

This book contains material intended for adult audiences only, including but not limited to:

• Explicit erotic content:

Scenes involving sexual tension, dominant–submissive dynamics, psychological seduction, and intimate encounters between consenting adults.

• Feminization and identity transformation:

The protagonist undergoes emotional, aesthetic, and behavioral feminization shaving, makeup, lingerie, posture, voice, and presentation as Lena often guided, encouraged, or demanded by a dominant male partner.

• Crossdressing, role-playing, and deception:

A central plot element involves the protagonist assuming the role of a crossdressed girlfriend to maintain a family illusion, blending performance with desire.

• Power imbalance:

The narrative contains emotional dominance, unequal control in romantic and erotic situations, and the psychological tension of longing to be wanted, shaped, and possessed.

• Themes of submission, obedience, and dependency:

Includes sensual training, emotional conditioning, and the protagonist’s internal conflict between who he is and who he is becoming for the man he desires.

• Strong psychological elements:

Identity conflict, secret femininity, longing for acceptance, emotional vulnerability, and the seductive danger of turning a lie into truth.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

This book is intended for readers who enjoy sensual transformation, forbidden romance, crossdressing intimacy, dominant men, and the delicate thrill of becoming the perfect girl in the eyes of someone who should not be trusted so easily.

If you are drawn to soft lingerie, hidden identities, whispered praise, slow feminization, emotional surrender, and the intoxicating pull of becoming the woman he wants…
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Prologue The story of a sweet lie

Some lies are born from fear.
Others from necessity.
And some… from desire.
This is the story of a lie that became all those things at once.

Leo Morgan had always been a discreet boy, quiet, proper in the eyes of the world. A young office worker, polite, almost invisible. But beneath the cheap shirts and timid gestures, there was something more 
a secret that existed only in the shimmer of a lipstick kept in a box.

Her name was Lena.

Lena, the soft voice that only came out when the door was closed.
Lena, the trembling figure walking in heels before the mirror where no one could see her.
Lena, the forbidden fantasy, too beautiful to show, too real to extinguish.

Everything changed the day Adrian Keller appeared in his life.

What began as casual nighttime encounters became a tense thread between them: desire, obedience, quiet tenderness, and that way Adrian looked at her… as if Leo’s feminine lie had a life of its own.

And then came the proposal.

The one that opened every door and every abyss.

A weekend pretending to be his girlfriend.
A distant house where everyone would treat her as a woman.
And Lena accepted.

What Leo never imagined was that the weeks before would transform his body, his voice, his movements; that the feminization would be so deep he would sometimes forget who he had been; that his lips would become fuller, his skin softer, his curves more delicate, his steps more flirtatious… and that each day would be a leap between truth and lie, between panic and pleasure.

He also never imagined that the Keller family would embrace her with such warmth.
That Marlene would take her hand like a daughter-in-law.
That Thomas would call her daughter with a tenderness that hurt.
That other eyes, dangerous, masculine, would desire her without knowing the secret beneath her skin.

Nor that he himself, Leo, would begin to lose himself in Lena.
And that Adrian… maybe as well.

A story of desire, identity, tenderness, and danger.
A story where every caress may be a revelation…
and every kiss, a fall with no return.


Chapter 1 – The Invisible Life of Leo

Leo Morgan was twenty-four, and sometimes he felt his life was a dark room with no windows, a cramped space where he breathed carefully so as not to draw anyone’s attention. He had finished his degree with good grades, had been diligent, proper, the kind of student who never argued with teachers, who turned in impeccable assignments and never broke the rules. The workplace is not designed to reward timidity or silent efficiency. In practice, it rewards projection, assertiveness, and the ability to take initiative.
Leo did everything right as an assistant; he was technically flawless. However, his neatness was so discreet it went unnoticed. It seemed as if his reports completed themselves, or that his follow-up emails appeared by inertia.

No one noticed his contribution. His efficiency was directly proportional to his invisibility. Leo was a perfectly functional cog, but he occupied so little space in the office landscape that, effectively, he was nothing more than another number on the spreadsheet.
He had spent almost a year in that position, and the feeling that assaulted him every morning as he crossed the building’s doors was no longer fear but a silent unease. It was the weight of inertia, the certainty that nothing would change, that the daily routine would end up devouring him if he didn’t challenge it.

His superiors looked at him with a cold indifference tinged with mild annoyance, as though his presence were an uncomfortable reminder of a task they would rather not have.
Leo, in return, swallowed quietly. His strategy was to become part of the furniture: not to inconvenience, not to bother, not to stand out. He only sought to fulfill his function and avoid any friction with the mechanism of an office where, clearly, no one truly cared.

But the office routine was only half the story. The other half, the one that truly mattered, took shape when he closed the door of his apartment. In that intimate space, far from uncomfortable gazes, Leo allowed himself to be.
It was a shedding of skin, a long-awaited breath, a body finally stretching comfortably. There, tucked in discreet boxes inside the closet, lived the wardrobe he didn’t dare show in public but that was part of him. It wasn’t a shameful secret, but a personal treasure and a moment of anticipation: fine lingerie, lace stockings, a pair of black heels, skirts playful, liberating, and short.

He had kept those things since adolescence. The first time he tried on a feminine garment he was fourteen, and his hands trembled so much he almost tore it. It wasn’t only excitement; it was fear, a fear that dug into his stomach and made him hunch over, as if the simple act of imagining himself more feminine were a betrayal, a forbidden door. His family was loving but traditional not strict, but full of silent expectations. “Leo is such a good boy,” they always said. “So responsible,” they added. “So normal.”
That word crushed him. Normal. What a heavy thing when it didn’t match what you carried inside.

Since then, he had been careful. Perfectly careful. He hid everything with mastery, as though his life were a covert operation. The boxes in the closet were disguised with other things on top: old books no one opened, clothes he no longer wore, useless papers. Every time his parents entered his room, he made sure not a single eyelash was out of place, that no scent of makeup lingered in the air, that no trace of shimmer in the trash could betray his secret. He handled deception with a precision he was ashamed to admit: he was too good at hiding.

During the day, he behaved as others expected. He walked with firm but neutral steps, spoke little, replied with short phrases, kept his shoulders straight even though his body wanted to curl inward and become smaller. But at night, when he returned to his room, when the lock made that soft click announcing he was alone, his soul let out a long sigh, like a tiny creature finally released from its cage.

Sometimes, when he stood before the mirror in his room, he wondered who he really was. He saw a slender boy with soft features, brown hair that seemed to want to fall over his shoulders as if remembering another way of being styled. He saw lips that softened when he wetted them, eyes that grew wide and sweet just by lowering his lashes a little. That face had potential, and he knew it. It could be him… or it could be her. It could be Lena.

The name came to him one night without thinking. He looked at his reflection, with a cheap wig and lips painted a too-bright shade of pink, and suddenly he heard it in his mind: Lena. It was soft, feminine, light, like perfume in the air. He repeated it under his breath, and his voice sounded clumsy, insecure, but also excited.
"Lena," he whispered, and a small shiver ran down his spine. It was his most intimate secret, one not even his best friend, Valeria, knew.
Or at least that’s what he thought, because Valeria had that way of looking at him as if she always knew something more, as if she could see the shimmer of eyeshadow he swore he had cleaned perfectly.

But whatever it was, it was his deepest desire. He didn’t just want to dress up; he wanted to exist as something softer, more sensual, freer. He dreamed of walking down the street with a skirt swaying against his thighs, hearing the elegant click-clack of heels, feeling people look at him and desire him from another perspective. He dreamed that someday someone would call him “she” without suspicion or mockery. He dreamed of being seen, because Leo was invisible, but Lena… Lena could be unforgettable.

However, every time he tried to imagine it outside his room, the dream shattered against the hard wall of fear. How could he go out? How could he show himself? How could he breathe without the fear of being discovered, ridiculed, rejected, beaten? That terror caged him, kept him divided, as if half of him lived in dim light and the other in permanent darkness. And he lived like that, between two worlds, belonging fully to neither.

On Friday night, after an exhausting day at the office, Leo entered his home with a heavy body but an anxious mind. He closed the door with a trembling hand, left his keys on the table, and stood still for a few seconds, taking a deep breath. He felt the sweet tingling that signaled the need to transform, as if something inside him were knocking insistently. He had no dates, no plans, nothing to do. And precisely for that reason, it was perfect.

He turned on the soft lights in his bedroom and removed his work clothes with slow, almost ceremonial movements. First the shirt, which he let fall onto the bed; then the pants, which he folded out of habit to maintain the illusion of order; then the boring underwear that reminded him of who he had to be in front of others. His skin was left bare, sensitive, shivering lightly as the cool air wrapped around it. He walked to the bathroom barefoot and closed the door, letting warm steam begin to fill the space as soon as he turned on the shower.

The hot water fell over his back and the sound became a soothing murmur that dissolved the accumulated tension. He soaped himself slowly, his hands running over every curve, every corner of a body that had always seemed too masculine and at the same time too easy to mold. When he picked up the razor, he felt the inner shift like a soft click, a natural transition. He started with his legs, sliding it slowly, leaving the skin smooth, newly born, almost glowing under the dim light. Then his arms, his chest, every part that made him feel trapped in the identity of a man he didn’t always want to embody. The steam fogged the bathroom mirror like a protective curtain, as if the room itself understood the ritual and guarded him in silence.

When he finished, he dried himself with the towel brushing gently over his shaved skin, enjoying the contrast between warmth and softness. He returned to the bedroom quietly, his body light and his mind burning with anticipation. He opened the closet, moved the usual things, and reached the forbidden boxes. The first garment he took out was a pale pink lingerie set: panties with delicate lace and a semi-transparent bralette he had never worn for more than a few minutes because he always feared becoming too accustomed to it.

He put them on with steady hands trembling from emotion. The fabric settled softly against his newly shaved skin, and the effect made him sigh. Then he reached for the lace stockings that rose to his thighs, held in place by thin garters that caressed his skin like expert fingers. After that, he chose a short black skirt, tight just enough to shape a suggestive silhouette, and a white spaghetti-strap top that revealed the lace underneath. He felt delicious, almost dangerous, as if each garment added a new layer of identity.

He sat in front of the mirror and opened his small makeup bag. Small, but full of treasures. Light foundation, concealer, pink eyeshadow, eyeliner he applied with a shaky hand, mascara that made his eyes look larger, soft red lipstick that gave his lips just the right fullness. As he applied his makeup, his expression changed. His inner voice shifted. His breathing grew finer. His smile, sweeter.

Finally, he picked up the heels. They were high, too high for someone who never went out wearing them, but perfect for feeling desired. He slipped them on slowly, watching his legs appear longer, more defined, more feminine. A little light flickered in his eyes as he finished getting ready, as if Lena were peeking out from the mirror to greet him.

"Hello, gorgeous," he murmured softly, practicing that feminine tone no one ever heard. And in that moment, it wasn’t Leo looking at a disguise. It was Lena looking at herself.

He picked up his phone and started taking photos, many of them, each more daring than the last. He played with poses, with angles, with the flirtation he never allowed himself outdoors. The blouse slightly open. The skirt lifting a little. His lips parted. A sigh escaped his mouth, a small “mmm” that floated in the air like a caress.

In that closed room, in those impossible heels, with soft skin, glossy lips, and a bright gaze, Lena existed completely. And Leo… Leo disappeared for a moment.

Before going to sleep, he stayed looking at the photos, without deleting a single one. They were his secret, his parallel life, his hidden identity, the perfect proof that somewhere inside him there was a woman ready to come out.

Even though he still didn’t know how to face the world, there, in intimacy, that woman breathed.
That woman grew.
That woman asked for more.
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Chapter 2 – The First Date with Adrian

Leo had spent the whole afternoon lying on his bed, holding his phone above his face, scrolling through profiles without any real desire. It was one of those days when loneliness mixed with a warm, insistent need, like a current that made his fingers curl without thinking. He had had encounters before, yes, but nothing that left him thinking afterward; quick encounters, faces he forgot the next day, short messages full of intentions but without soul. And even so, he kept searching, as if in that endless collection of male bodies he could somehow find himself.

He swiped a profile. Another. And another. Almost all of them with muscular photos that seemed to repeat themselves. Until a different one appeared. The image showed a bare torso, but not posed: firm skin, dark hair, shadows that suggested real strength. Then another photo: a man in a black shirt, three-day beard, steel-gray eyes. And below, the name: Adrian, 28.

Leo felt a small hit in his stomach, something sweet and trembling, as if an inner string had tightened upon recognizing something he didn’t know he had been looking for. It was a serious masculinity, mature without exaggeration. A man who worked, who had a profession, who looked strong without needing to show it off. That kind of presence that made him melt without being able to avoid it.

He opened the profile with restless hands.

There were few photos, but each one had a different intention: a serious gesture, a sideways glance, a rare smile that appeared only in the last image, like a fleeting flash. Leo felt his throat tighten a little as he looked at each photo.

"He's too handsome," he murmured quietly, almost embarrassed. His finger hesitated a moment before swiping right. A small heartbeat. A second.

Match.

Leo’s heart jumped brutally. A vibration arrived immediately.

Message.

"Hi."

One word. Dry, simple, direct.

But on the screen it felt like a hand gripping him by the waist.

Leo replied timidly:

"Hi… how are you?"

A few seconds passed.

"Good. And you? I like your photo."

Leo closed his eyes for a moment. He had a modest photo, nothing provocative, just his face with a soft expression, illuminated by a warm lamp. The fact that a man like Adrian noticed him unsettled him.

"Thank you… you also look very good."

"What are you doing today?" Adrian asked.

Leo swallowed.

"I'm at home. Resting."

"Do you want to come? I live fifteen minutes from where you are. If you have a car, you get here in less."

He didn’t have a car, but he could walk or take transport. Even so, his heart beat harder. It was fast, more direct than he expected, but encounters worked like that. And yet, something in Adrian’s very confident way left him out of breath.

Before answering, a rush of nerves made him open another conversation on his phone. It was Valeria’s, his only friend who knew the secret he kept under lock in the forbidden box. He typed with trembling fingers: “Val, I talked to a guy… Adrian. I’m scared of how much he attracts me. He invited me to his place now.”

Valeria’s reply arrived almost instantly, accompanied by a winking emoji: “Hunting for men again? Hahaha, maybe Leo is scared, but… what does Lena think?”

Leo couldn’t help smiling. Valeria always had the ability to mention Lena with a naturalness that gave him peace. “Lena is… excited. And scared. He’s exactly her type.”

“Then don’t hesitate, gorgeous,” the message continued. “If he makes you feel good… if he makes LENA feel good, then go. Just remember: do what makes LENA happy. You’re beautiful when you’re yourself. 💖”

Reading those words felt like receiving a blessing. A final approval that dispelled his last doubts.

As soon as the message with the location appeared, Leo was already on his feet. He felt a tingling in his chest...

"I could go," Leo wrote.

"Perfect. I’ll send you the address."

As soon as the message with the location appeared, Leo was already on his feet. He felt a tingling in his chest, a mix of anxiety and excitement, a warm anticipation. He walked to his closet and opened the forbidden box, the one where he kept his true nocturnal skin.

He sighed.

"I'm going as a boy first… and I'll get ready there," he thought, feeling a soft fire running down his thighs.

He put on neutral clothes: jeans, T-shirt, hoodie. Nothing that would give away what he was carrying hidden in the small backpack where he placed the pink lingerie, the skirt, the stockings and the makeup. He walked to the bathroom to check his face; he looked normal, calm. Deep down, a whirlwind was stirring.

The walk to Adrian's apartment felt shorter than expected. It was a modern building, with gray walls and long windows. When he reached the indicated floor, his breathing was already a mix of nerves and desire.

He knocked on the door.

Some steps.

And then it opened.

Adrian was more impressive in person.

Taller, more solid, more man than Leo had imagined. Tight black shirt, dark pants, a warm, masculine scent that wrapped him like an involuntary embrace.

"Hi, Leo," Adrian said with a deep voice that opened something inside the boy.

"Hi…" Leo lowered his gaze for a second before raising it again.

"Come in."

The apartment was elegant, with straight lines, warm light, abstract paintings in sober tones. It wasn't ostentatious, but clearly well cared for. A masculine, orderly, almost intimidating space.

Leo felt his legs tremble a little.

Adrian left his keys on the table and turned toward him.

"Relax. You don't have to be tense," he said in a low voice, taking a step closer. "You can be however you want."

Leo swallowed. "Where… can I get ready?"

Adrian gave a small smile, a slight but dangerous curve. "Go ahead. The bathroom is over there."

Leo walked toward the bathroom with the sensation of entering a magic cave. He closed the door and placed the backpack on the sink. His heart was pounding hard. He looked at himself in the mirror. He had to transform. He had to become the secret version that trembled beneath his skin.

He took out the pink lingerie first. He undressed, leaving his boy clothes in a corner. His bare skin shivered when the lace slid up his thighs, fitting softly. The bralette shaped his chest in a delicate way, creating a feminine form that made him sigh.

Then came the lace stockings, pulling them up carefully so as not to tear them. The black skirt, short, which he pulled up with a firm movement of anxious fingers. The white semi-transparent blouse, perfect for revealing just enough. He opened the makeup bag and began to transform: light foundation, soft shadow, precise eyeliner, lips in a deep pink.

When he finished, he looked at himself in the mirror and felt a shiver run along his skin.

"Lena…" he whispered unintentionally, barely a brush of air.

He took the heels and put them on. They lifted his legs, changed the axis of his body, gave him a different presence.

He took a deep breath and opened the door.

Adrian was standing there waiting for him, arms crossed, neutral expression… until he saw him.

His eyes opened just a little, and a shadow of desire crossed his gaze, slow, dense, deep.

"Wow," he murmured. "You look… incredible."

Leo lowered his gaze, nervous, and his words came out soft: "Really…?"

Adrian approached. Very slowly. When he was a step away, he raised a hand and touched his chin with his fingers.

"Yes. Really. Come here."

Leo felt his body turn to water. He walked toward him and Adrian took him by the waist, pulling him close without rushing, as if enveloping him. There were no words. There was a kiss. A firm kiss, dominant, warm, stealing his breath. Leo let out a small "mmm" against his lips, unable to stop it.

Adrian smiled with his mouth still against his. "That little voice…" he murmured.

Leo trembled.

The man guided her toward the sofa, but without rushing anything. He treated her with a strange mix of gentleness and hunger. A firm hand on her back. Another on her waist. His breath brushing Leo’s cheek.

"You're beautiful," he said, and it was so direct that Leo felt heat rising from his chest to his ears.

They kissed again, deeper, slower. Leo felt his knees weaken, his body wanting to surrender completely. Adrian slid a hand down her thigh, moving up along the stocking, stopping near the softest skin.

Leo let out a low gasp: "Ah…"

Adrian leaned toward her neck. "Don’t get nervous. I want to enjoy you."

Leo felt a shiver run up her spine. Her whole body was waiting for the next step.

"If you want, we can stop," Adrian said, though his voice didn’t seem to want that. "Just tell me."

"No… I don’t want to stop," Leo answered without realizing he had just confessed something deeper.

Adrian looked at her for a moment, as if asking for permission without words, and then guided her gently until her knees touched the carpet. Lena felt the soft texture under her skin and the heat rising up her neck. Adrian unbuckled his belt calmly, unhurried, keeping his eyes locked on hers. When he freed his cock, hard and heavy, it throbbed slightly in the warm air of the room; thick, veined, the tip already shining with desire.

Lena swallowed. Her lips parted on their own.

Adrian ran his thumb along her cheek, barely a touch.

"Look at me," he whispered, low and rough.

She lifted her gaze. Her eyes shone, nervous and hungry at the same time. She moved her face closer slowly, brushing first with her lips against the warm skin of the glans, tasting the salty hint that made her close her eyes for a second. Then she opened her mouth and took him in, soft, letting her tongue slide underneath, tracing the thick vein with devotion.

A deep moan escaped Adrian’s chest. He rested his head back against the wall, his fingers tangling gently in Lena’s hair, not pushing, just accompanying.

Lena took him deeper, centimeter by centimeter, feeling how he filled her mouth, how her own arousal pulsed between her legs as she sensed his absolute rigidity. She moved her head slowly, sucking softly, letting her saliva shine over the tense skin. Each time she reached the back of her throat, a faint wet, muffled sound escaped her, mixed with her rushed breath.

Adrian exhaled through his teeth.

His hips moved just slightly, instinctively, a gentle sway that Lena followed without resistance. She felt him throb against her tongue, growing hotter, more swollen. She closed her eyes, lost in the rhythm, in the texture, in the masculine scent that wrapped everything. Her hands slid to his hips, gripping them as if afraid it would end.

Adrian’s fingers tightened slightly around her nape, not to force her, only to feel her. His breath turned uneven, his abs tensing under his shirt. Lena sped up a little, sucking harder, letting the tip brush the back of her throat once, twice, until a deep growl vibrated in his chest.

She felt him swell even more in her mouth, the veins pulsing against her lips. She kept going, devouring him, until Adrian went completely tense, his fingers trembling in her hair, and with one last low, drawn-out moan he spilled hot and thick across her tongue. Lena swallowed without hesitation, once, twice, until the last drop, feeling the intense taste mark her from within.

When he finished, he was breathing heavily, his hand still caressing her cheek. Lena stayed there a moment longer, gently licking the sensitive tip, before lifting her gaze. Adrian’s eyes were dark, shining, filled with something that wasn’t just desire.

Neither of them said anything. There was no need.

It wasn’t just sex.

It wasn’t just a casual date.

Something inside her sprouted, soft, dangerous, inevitable.
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Chapter 3 – Night Dates That Aren’t Dates

The night always seemed to find Leo just when his excuses started running out. He lived with the constant feeling of having to justify every step, every outing, even when no one was watching him, though every weekend he ended up inventing some reason to disappear for a couple of hours… or the whole night.

That evening, while eating dinner alone in the apartment, he left the plate half-eaten and sent a message to the family chat:

"I'm going to study with some classmates. I’ll probably be back late."

A simple lie, perfectly acceptable, one no one would question.

Because Leo was always responsible.

Always predictable.

Always the boy who didn’t do anything strange.

As he typed, his heart beat faster than his fingers. Adrian had already sent his message earlier:

"Tonight. Whenever you can."

Leo stood up with that mix of nerves and sweetness that filled his chest every time Adrian called him. This time, he got dressed quickly, eager to get there. Jeans and a simple T-shirt, that boy-armor he used for the street, making sure the bag where he carried his real outfit contained everything he needed.

He left home and walked toward Adrian’s building, feeling the anxious weight of anticipation.

When he arrived, he barely had to knock before the door opened. Adrian watched him from the doorway: rolled-up gray shirt, serious gaze, stubble, arms crossed. His eyes, however, held a waiting glow.

"You came," he said in a low voice, measuring the Leo standing before him.

The door closed behind Leo with that soft sound that always made him shiver. Adrian gave him a deep, intentional smile that said: I’m waiting for you.

Leo nodded, a blush rising up his neck, and walked directly to the main bedroom. He closed the door, turned on the soft light and opened the small suitcase as if revealing an altar. He took out the black lingerie he had bought two weeks ago on impulse, thinking, “He’ll definitely like this,” and held it between his fingers with shy reverence.

He undressed slowly, feeling his skin awaken beneath his hands. The lingerie fell over his body like a dark whisper, fluid and organic: lace that hugged his waist, panties that outlined a dangerous femininity, straps that seemed designed to be touched. Then came the stockings, sliding up his shaved thighs with that delicious tingling that always made him close his eyes for a moment.

He brushed his hair, did his makeup.

Little by little, Leo faded away, releasing the secret he had brought with him.

And Lena took his place. Black heels. Lips with teasing gloss. A gaze that trembled without breaking.

When she saw herself in the mirror of Adrian’s room, she smiled, but it was a different smile: soft, wanting, still like a freshly revealed secret. "Come on, Lena," she murmured with a feminine voice, tuned, newly born.

She opened the door and walked out. Adrian was waiting for her right outside, with a glass of wine in his hand, his eyes once again serious but filled with burning intention. His gaze descended over Lena’s figure slowly, without concealment, without hurry, stopping at her waist, then her lips, then her eyes again. A journey that was a silent caress.

"You look… worth the wait," he said. Nothing more was needed.

He set the glass down on a table. Adrian took one step toward her. Then another. And Lena felt the air shrink around them.

He took her by the waist with a firm hand, pulled her close as if she already belonged to him, and Lena let out a soft sigh, a small "ah…" that melted between them, fluid and sweet.

"I like when you come like this," Adrian said, his voice brushing her ear.

"I wanted… to look pretty for you."

"You did. Very."

The man’s lips touched hers, first slow, then deeper, more demanding. Lena clung to his shirt, feeling the big, warm body that enveloped her, and a faint moan slipped from her throat: "mmm…". Adrian smiled against her mouth. "Such a pretty sound," he murmured.

The kiss became more intense, more hungry. Adrian’s hands moved along her back, her waist, her thighs, each gesture firm and sure. Lena felt her knees weaken, her whole body reacting to the contact, to the gentle dominance.

He lifted her by the lower back, as if she were light, natural. Lena wrapped her arms around the man’s neck as he carried her to the bedroom.

He let her fall onto the bed with a deceptive softness.

Lena stayed there, mouth slightly open, trembling breath.

Adrian leaned over her, with a slowness that made her shiver.

"Are you nervous?" he asked.

"Yes…"

"Good."

The rest of the night was a whirlwind of raw, unrestrained lust, with ragged breaths mixing in the air heavy with sex, sweaty skin colliding with skin, deep and possessive caresses exploring every forbidden corner. Lena, that insatiable little tranny slut, surrendered completely to Adrian, her dominant man, loving being used as his personal toy, moaning like a bitch in heat while he fucked her without mercy.

She couldn’t contain herself: she moaned like crazy, loud and shameless, while his thick hard cock penetrated her again and again, stretching her tight, hungry ass. Lena arched under him, trembling with pleasure, gasping with a broken voice at his brutal thrusts, her own tranny cock leaking precum against Adrian’s belly while he pinned her into the mattress.

"Ah… yes… Adrian, fuck me harder!" she screamed, stealing her own air with every obscene moan.

"Mmm… deeper, daddy… break my ass!"

"Please… don’t stop… I’m your slut, use me!"

Every filthy sound from her mouth made Adrian lose control: he leaned over her harder, his big hands gripping her marked hips, leaving bruises, while his pulsing cock filled her to the deepest point, hitting that spot that made her scream. His rough, guttural voice murmured against her sweaty neck, nibbling the sensitive skin:

"Just like that… stay like that, my little tranny slut… yes… pretty girl, squeeze me with that tight ass…"

"I’m gonna fill you with my cum… you’ll feel me inside you for days…"

There were no long words, only animal desire, pure and dirty. Only the certainty that he wanted her like that: soft and trembling at first, then turned into a shaking, begging whore beneath his dominant body, with his hot cum spilling deep inside her in powerful bursts, marking her as his.

When everything ended, after Adrian came deep inside her with a primal growl, they lay on their sides, sharing ragged breaths and the scent of sex that soaked the room. Adrian rested a muscular arm behind his head, while Lena lay with her cheek on his broad, sweaty chest, feeling his warm cum slowly dripping from her stretched, satisfied ass. Her heart was still pounding hard, the two of them exhausted, covered in sweat and fluids, wrapped in that sweet, sticky silence that only appears after an intense, brutal fuck, with Lena smiling like the pleased little slut she was.

Adrian stroked her hair with his big hand, slow, unhurried.

"Do you want water?"

"No… I’m fine."

There was a moment when he looked at her. Not with lust, not with urgency. With interest. With real attention.

"What did you study?" he asked suddenly.

Lena lifted her gaze, surprised.

"Business. But I like creative things more… design, languages…"

"I figured. You speak well. And you think fast."

Lena smiled.

"Really? I thought… I don’t know… you were only interested in seeing me like this."

Adrian ran a finger along her chin.

"I like how you look. A lot. But I also like talking to you."

That comment lit a different kind of warmth in her, not in her body but in her chest.

"I also like talking to you," she said softly.

Adrian took a deep breath, as if he needed to prepare himself before saying what came next.

"But…," he said.

Lena felt a small knot in her stomach.

"I'm not looking for a relationship," Adrian continued, without harshness, only with clarity. "I like my life this way. I like you… I like you a lot. But I'm not in a place for something serious."

Lena nodded, though the truth was more complicated.

"I understand," she murmured.

"Do you?"

"Yes… of course."

Adrian didn’t reply immediately. He stroked her arm with his thumb, thoughtful.

"I like you. And you're smarter than you think. I don’t want to hurt you."

Lena smiled, but with a sweet-bitter edge hidden underneath.

"Don’t worry. I’m not falling in love."

Lie.

She already was.

In every kiss.

In every night with him.

In every short but direct message.

In every way Adrian looked at her as if he saw her completely.

And Adrian, though he didn’t say it, was also beginning to seek her out more often. To talk a little more. To stay with her a few extra minutes after each encounter.

But that complication belonged to the future.

For now, for Adrian they were only “dates that weren’t dates,” borrowed nights that meant nothing.

For Lena, though she wouldn’t admit it even in a whisper, each one was a dangerous spark.

Dawn found them still together, breathing in the same rhythm, sharing a warmth neither of them would acknowledge yet.
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Chapter 4 – The Work

Leo woke up later than usual that Saturday, his body still warm and his mind tangled with the memories of the previous night. He hadn’t seen Adrian in two days, but the man’s scent remained anchored in his memory, just like his deep voice murmuring things he shouldn’t remember so often.

He turned on the light in his bedroom and, as if an inner force guided him, opened the closet without thinking too much. The need, that sweet and burning pulse that always rose when he thought of Adrian, had been there since he opened his eyes. He took the red lingerie he almost never used a daring, delicate set, made to be seen and undressed and held it between his fingers with a sigh.

"Just a little while… just for me," he murmured, though he knew perfectly well who he was getting ready for.

He removed his sleep clothes with slow movements, letting them fall onto the bed. He put on the red panties first, which hugged his freshly shaved skin, then the floral lace bralette that drew soft lines across his chest. Then came the garter stockings, black, sliding up with a delicious tingling along his tense thighs. Each new piece transformed him a little more; each layer brought him closer to Lena, that version of himself who breathed differently, moved differently, felt differently.

He did his makeup with an almost ritual dedication: reddish shadow, thin eyeliner, lips with wet shine. Finally, he put on the high heels he loved so much and that Adrian loved even more. The sound of the steps on the floor made him smile without being able to stop it.

In front of the mirror, the final image took his breath away.

Lena was there.

Ready.

Wanting.

Flirtatious even in the way she breathed.

He picked up his phone and started posing. First photos with his face tilted, lips slightly parted. Then bolder photos, waist arched, hand brushing the edge of the garter, gaze lost as if someone were watching from the bed. Each picture increased that persistent heat already pulsing under his skin.

"Adrian…" he whispered unintentionally, feeling his body accelerate at the sound of that name.

The memory of him leaning in to kiss her.

His firm hand on her waist.

His rough voice saying "Here… come with me…".

Lena took a deep breath, biting her lip as an intense wave ran up her spine. She took a few steps toward the mirror, swaying lightly as if he were sitting behind her, watching her with that hungry expression that melted her.

"You’d like this, wouldn’t you…?" she murmured, letting her fingers travel along her own thigh. "I’m sure you would…"

She turned around, lowering the strap of the bralette a little, showing more skin.

The moisture on her lips increased.

And her cheeks burned.

She leaned toward the mirror, letting her hair frame her made-up face, and let out a small sigh, barely audible, barely an "mmm" loaded with desire. Each movement was an imaginary dialogue with him, each breath a confession she didn’t dare say aloud.

Because, although she didn’t want to admit it yet, she was falling in love.

And the worst or the best part was that she could no longer hide it from herself.

Her phone rang.

Lena jumped involuntarily, thinking for an instant that it was Adrian.

But she saw the name on the screen.

"Valeria."

She answered the video call without taking off the lingerie; she covered herself only with a thin robe, red like the underwear.

"Hi," Valeria said with a knowing smile. "And what’s that little starry-in-love face?"

"What? No… I don’t have any face."

"Oh please," she laughed. "You’re glowing like you dipped yourself in a jar of warm honey. What happened? Did the macho text you?"

Lena bit her lip.

"It’s not… it’s not like that. We just… see each other sometimes. You know."

Valeria raised an eyebrow.

"Aha. And you dress up like a pretty little slut for ‘just seeing each other sometimes’?"

Lena felt the blush rise up her neck.

"It’s just that… I wanted to look pretty…"

"For him."

Lena stayed silent.

Valeria crossed her arms with an expression that mixed affection and mischief.

"You’re very obvious, girl. Very obvious. You like that man."

Lena’s heart jolted.

"I… no. It’s not that. I can’t. He doesn’t want anything serious."

"But you do want something. Even just a little."

The words hit like a soft, precise, inevitable blow.

Lena lowered her gaze. Her heels, her makeup, the lingerie, the photos… everything pointed to the same thing.

It wasn’t simple desire.

It was something deeper, softer, more dangerous.

But before she could respond, her phone vibrated again.

A work notification.

Lena opened the message with trembling hands.

When she read it, she felt her stomach drop like a stone.

The screen said:

"Due to restructuring, we regret to inform you that your position will be eliminated at the end of the month. We appreciate your work with us."

The robe slid off her shoulder a little and she didn’t pick it up. She stayed still, legs tense, teeth clenched, breath frozen.

Fired?

Just like that?

Without explanation? Without an option?

Her parents, who knew nothing about Lena and expected Leo to be a stable professional.

Her identity, which couldn’t be sustained without that financial independence.

"What’s wrong, Lena? You turned pale," Valeria asked, seeing her frozen expression through the screen.

"They… they’re going to fire me," she whispered, finally letting her body fall onto the bed, the red lingerie fully visible, without the energy to cover herself. "Vali, they eliminated my position. I don’t know what I’m going to do…"

Valeria frowned in the video call, worry crossing the pixels.

"My love… breathe. I’m here. I see you, okay? What does it say exactly?"

Lena read her the message.

"It’s just that… I don’t have enough savings, Vali. And if my parents find out… They’ll never understand why I need that money! They’ll tell me to move into my uncle’s office and…"

"Easy," Valeria said in a soft but firm tone. "We’re going to see what options you have. It’s not the end of the world. Now, listen to me."

Lena closed her eyes, feeling her chest grow too heavy, as if her entire future had collapsed on top of her. The minutes flew by, Lena speaking and Valeria listening attentively.

"Hey," Valeria said suddenly, her voice fluid and thoughtful. "And Adrian? Are you thinking of telling him about this?"

"No…" Lena murmured, opening her eyes. "Not yet. I don’t want him to think I’m using him or that I expect him to solve this. Besides, he doesn’t want anything serious. He doesn’t want anything… He only wants me, Lena, when I transform."

"I know. But I mean thinking about it," Valeria insisted. "You’re processing it now. But when you decide the next step, at least he deserves to know you’re going through a rough moment. Not so he’ll save you, but because he matters enough to share it."

Lena didn’t answer. She let herself fall into the pillow, with perfect makeup, perfect lingerie… and her heart in pieces.

Another vibration sounded.

Lena picked up the phone with trembling hands. A message from Adrian. "Are you free this weekend?"

Lena’s breath stopped for a moment. Her heart sped up, first from anxiety over everything happening, then from that soft, familiar warmth only Adrian provoked.

"Yes," she replied, and as soon as she hit “send,” she covered her face with both hands, leaving only her voice for her friend.

Valeria let out a resigned sigh on the other side of the line. "Oh God… you are in love."

"No!" protested Lena, but the tone was weak, almost pleading, a coquettish surrender to the truth.

"Of course you are. But anyway… go see him. Maybe talking to him will help you. Even if it’s just to forget that email for a couple of hours."

Lena ended the call, the emotional trembling becoming uncontrollable. She was left alone in her room, half-naked, the red lingerie a brutal contrast to the sadness in her chest. The panic of unemployment and the sweet anxiety of Adrian mixed into an inseparable knot.

The mirror stared at her from across the room. Lena stood up, trembling, and approached it. She saw herself: beautiful, feminine, wanting… and broken.

"Adrian…" she whispered, not knowing if she sought comfort or more pain.

With her phone still in her hand, she hugged her own reflection for a second.

She had lost her job.

She had lost stability.

But she still had an open door that weekend.

A dangerous door.

A beautiful door.

A door named Adrian Keller.
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Chapter 5 – A hard conversation

The night arrived carrying a weight heavier than usual. Leo walked toward Adrian’s building with a muted heart, dragging the shadow of a defeat he still couldn’t process. Losing the job wasn’t just a practical problem; it was a direct hit to his identity, to that fragile stability that held together his public life and his secret one. But even with that knot in his chest, his body reacted differently whenever he thought about him.

Adrian’s message had been simple:
"Come when you’re ready."
And despite the sadness, Leo needed to be there.

As soon as he entered the apartment, the first thing he did was head to the bathroom without giving many explanations. He looked at himself in the mirror and saw tired eyes, smeared makeup from the previous day, dull hair. He couldn’t show up like that. Not as Leo. Not in front of him.

He opened the backpack he had prepared and took out the black dress he had chosen that morning: short, tight, shamelessly feminine, one of those that hugged the waist and marked every invented curve with dangerous precision. He placed it over the sink as he undressed, letting each piece of clothing fall to the floor as if discarding crumbs of his sadness. When he was left in underwear, he took a deep breath, tied his hair back, and began his transformation.

Soft base.
Dark shadow.
Moist lips.
Marked cheekbones.
Long lashes.
Every stroke of makeup erased another piece of his pain, making space for that other version of himself, the one who knew how to breathe without breaking.

When he put on the dress, the effect was immediate: the fabric embraced his body like firm hands. The black stockings outlined his legs. The high heels forced him to move with a dangerous sensuality.

Lena appeared in the mirror.
Perfect.
Strong.
Delicate.
Desirous.
A whisper of a woman where moments earlier there had been a sad boy.

"This is better," he murmured, touching his hair with a broken smile trying to repair itself.

When he stepped into the hallway, Adrian was already waiting. He was leaning against the wall with his arms crossed, watching her with that look that always melted her from the inside. But this time, the look carried something else: a contained concern he tried to hide.

"You look beautiful," he said as she approached. "But… when you came in, I saw you were sad."

Lena lowered her gaze for a second, but immediately lifted her chin, smiling in a way that didn’t match the deep sadness underneath.

"I am," she said. "But right now I don’t want to think about that."

Adrian took a step toward her.
A second.
A third.
The man’s large hands settled on her waist, his fingers sliding over the perfectly shaped curve of the black dress.

"Lena…" he murmured, with that low voice that made her tremble.

She felt heat rise through her whole body. Desire was stronger than any sorrow.

"I don’t want to talk," she whispered, moving even closer. "I just want to feel you."

Adrian didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. The change in his breathing was enough. The way he grabbed her by the waist, pulling her against his chest, was enough too.

The kiss he gave her, deep, firm, hungry, melted the last trace of sadness she had brought with her.

Lena moaned softly, just a "mmm" full of need and relief.

Her hands clutched Adrian’s shirt, pulling him closer, seeking heat, seeking refuge in the body she desired most.

"I missed you," she murmured against his lips.
"Come here," he answered, his voice rough, his hand gripping her waist with more possession than usual.

Lena pressed herself to him as if her body had been made for that contact.
The sadness was still there, hidden, but every touch pushed it back, dissolving it in a heat that grew quickly.

"Let me make you feel good," she said, in a tone that needed no explanation.

Adrian looked her in the eyes.
There was fire.
There was desire.
There was control.
And there was also a quiet sweetness he himself never admitted.

Lena lowered herself slowly, with dangerous elegance, letting her knees touch the floor in front of him.
The dress rode up just a bit, revealing the edge of the garter beneath the stockings.
Her hands rested on Adrian’s thighs as she looked up at him from below with the most flirtatious gaze she had ever practiced.

"Let me distract you," he said, caressing her hair. "Even if just for a while."
She smiled with glossy lips.
"That’s what I want… only that."

She moaned around his cock, her eyes closing as she took him all the way to her throat, sucking with desperate hunger. Tears of emotion (or relief) rolled down her cheeks, mixing with the saliva dripping down her chin. Adrian was thrusting now, fucking her mouth with a firm, steady, merciless rhythm.

"Take it all… just like that," he murmured between gasps, his voice growing rougher.

Lena did it with devotion, letting out soft moans each time she hit the bottom, feeling his cock strike her throat and steal her air. Her hands clutched his thighs, nails digging into his skin, as if she feared he might pull away and leave her alone with her thoughts again.

Adrian sped up, his head thrown back, his abs tight.
A long, animalistic growl escaped his chest as he spilled into her mouth, hot thick spurts that Lena swallowed eagerly, wasting nothing, moaning with pure relief as she felt him filling her, marking her from the inside.

When he finished, Adrian lifted her with trembling hands, sat her astride his lap, and kissed her hard, tasting himself on her tongue.

"It’s okay, my girl… you’re here with me now," he whispered against her lips.

Lena collapsed against his chest, still dressed, makeup smeared, breathing hard. For the first time in hours, her mind was blank. There was only the strong beat of Adrian’s heart beneath her cheek, the taste of him in her mouth, and the warm certainty that, at least for tonight, her man wasn’t going to let her go.

She breathed unevenly as he held her up to kiss her again, slow, grateful, almost tender.

After a few minutes, already lying on the bed him resting against the headboard, her settled on his chest, the dress still pushed up and the stockings intact calm arrived.
The moment Lena had tried to avoid arrived.

Adrian stroked her arm with his thumb.
"Now… tell me what happened. You came in sad. Very sad."

Lena swallowed.
Tenderness disarmed her more than any kiss.

"I lost my job," she finally said, her voice breaking. "They told me yesterday. Cuts. And… I don’t know what I’m going to do."

Adrian exhaled slowly.
"Come here," he said, wrapping an arm around her more firmly, pulling her close to his chest.

She let herself sink into him, closing her eyes as the whole world seemed to fall on her again.

"I’m sorry," he said, sincere. "Truly."

"I… I thought I was going to be okay," Lena murmured. "But I’m scared."

"You don’t have to go through this alone," Adrian replied.

Lena opened her eyes.
Her heart sped up.
Hope slipped through her seams.

"Does that mean that…?" she began to say.
But Adrian interrupted her, not harshly, but with absolute clarity.

"Lena. Listen to me."

She looked up.

"I'm with you right now. I care about you. I want you to feel good, to feel calm. You can come here whenever you need. You can talk to me. I can hold you. I can take care of you tonight."

His voice was beautiful.
It was sincere.
It was almost what Lena wanted to hear.
But not quite.

"But we’re not together," Adrian continued. "And I’m not looking for a relationship. I don’t want you to get confused. I’m not your boyfriend. And you’re not my girlfriend."

The blow was gentle… and devastating.

Lena felt the pressure in her chest.
That bitter stab she tried to hide with a smile.

"I know. I understand," she said, though she knew she wasn’t being completely honest.

Adrian looked at her for another second, as if making sure his words had really settled.

"I want you to keep coming," he added in a lower tone. "I like being with you. But I can’t give you something I’m not ready to give."

Lena nodded.
"That’s fine. I won’t ask you for anything."

"Good," Adrian replied, caressing her cheek. "Come here."

He pulled her back against his chest, where she curled up, breathing slowly, taking in his scent, his warmth, his rhythm.

It was a sweet embrace.
It was a cruel boundary.
It was all she could have.

And still, she stayed.
Because losing him would hurt so much more.




[image: ]


Chapter 6 – Adrian’s family pressure

Adrian Keller had always valued his life exactly as it was: quiet, orderly, functional. His apartment was a perfect reflection of that clean without being sterile, elegant without excess, with paintings he chose for their colors more than their meaning. He liked his wide bed, his minimalist living room, his modern kitchen he barely used. He liked that the space was his and no one else’s.

That was why, whenever he opened the door for Lena with her sweet scent, her heels clicking on the floor, her glossy lips, her nervous smile he felt a delicious, controlled spark. That precise exchange: passion without commitment. Affection without responsibility. Heat without future.

Adrian had built his life to work exactly that way.
And it worked.

He enjoyed his quiet mornings, liked putting on a suit before going to the office without anyone asking why he had three versions of the same navy-blue suit. He liked working in silence, focusing, being efficient in his own reserved style. He was good at what he did. He didn’t need anything else.

Or so he told himself.

That morning, while adjusting the cuffs of his white shirt and choosing a sober tie, he thought of Lena for a moment. She hadn’t come by his apartment the previous week, and although he wasn’t the type to admit missing someone, he had noticed her absence.

"She must be looking for a job," he told himself while fastening his watch.

He liked believing the distance had a logical reason.
Lena always seemed so fragile, so soft, so… involved.
Adrian preferred keeping a certain emotional distance, though it was becoming harder to ignore the image of Lena biting her lip when she saw him open the door, or the shine in her eyes whenever he grabbed her by the waist.

"It’s fine like this," he murmured, grabbing his keys. "Everything’s fine like this."

But stability rarely asks before breaking.

He arrived at the office in his black car, parked, went up to the floor where he worked, and settled in front of his computer. The emails were clear, the tasks scheduled, the day promised to be normal.

Until his phone vibrated.

On the screen appeared:
Mom.

Adrian sighed. He picked up and answered.

"Hi, Mom."

Marlene’s voice arrived warm, sing-songy, with that enthusiasm that always caught him off guard.

"Adrian, sweetheart! Are you busy? This will just be a moment."

"Not really," he said, though he already knew it would be more than a moment. "What’s going on?"

"Well…" she began, with that tone she used when a piece of news was coming that he couldn’t avoid. "Your father and I were talking. You know we support you in everything, that we love you just as you are."

Adrian leaned back in his chair.
Here it came.

"Yes, Mom. I know."

"And precisely because we love you," she went on, "we think it would be so lovely to meet that special someone."

Adrian frowned.

"What special someone?"

"Your partner, honey! Don’t tell me you’re not seeing anyone. At your age you should have at least one steady date."

"Mom, I…"

"Oh come on, don’t pretend. You’ve always been reserved. But I’m your mother. I’m sorry, I know when there’s someone."

Adrian closed his eyes for a second.
There was no one.
That was the funny part.
Or the tragic one.
Depending on how you looked at it.

"Mom, I’m not in a relationship."

"No?"
There was a disappointed silence.

"But sweetheart… you know we don’t care if it’s a man or a woman, but we do want… well, to meet someone who makes you happy."

"Mom…"

"It’s just that your aunt is coming over for your father’s birthday, and you know how she is. If she even suggests that you’re single because ‘gay men are unstable,’ I swear I’ll throw a pot at her."

"Mom…" Adrian pressed his fingers to the bridge of his nose.

"And besides," she went on, her tone softening, "you have to think that even if you’re gay, you can still give us grandkids. Adoption. Your father is very excited about the idea. He’s already talking about leaving part of the inheritance to them. Imagine that."

That threw him completely off balance.

"Mom… this is too much."

"We’re not pressuring you to get married this very moment," she said though she was doing exactly that. "But we do want to meet someone. Anyone. Just to see that you’re not alone."

"I'm not alone," Adrian said automatically.

But the sentence hung in the air.
His mother didn’t hear it, or pretended not to.

"So… can you bring your partner? I’ll cook something nice. Your father is excited. Says he wants to grill."

"Mom, I’m telling you this is too much."

"We just want to meet him, to see that you’re okay, with someone who cares about you."

"I don’t think that’s best, she’s very shy."

"She?"
Her tone was now openly incredulous.
"Sounds like that slipped out by accident."

Adrian went silent.

Images of Lena surged into his mind as if he had summoned them.
Her standing before him in the black dress.
Her smiling when he held her.
Her resting on his chest, breathing slow.
Her saying his name with that sweetness that disarmed him.

"Adrian… are you still there?"

"Yeah," he said, adjusting his tie. "Yes, I’m here."

The idea hit him hard.
Direct.
Clear.
Unavoidably logical.

Leo.
Lena.

She could pass as a partner.
More than that she was the only person he could bring without anyone suspecting it was a lie.
The only one who would be convincing.
The only one who already had the softness, the sweetness, the femininity… the perfect illusion.

And the worst part:
She was the only person he already had intimacy with.
The one he had slept with.
The one he had shared something that, even if he wouldn’t admit it, brushed dangerously close to emotional.

His mother kept talking.

"We’d be happy just meeting someone who matters to you. We’re not asking for more, even if she’s just your friend."

Adrian closed his eyes.

And he saw himself walking into his parents’ house with Lena on his arm, walking in heels, with that sweet voice that drove him crazy.

He pictured it so clearly it hurt his chest.

"Mom…" he finally said. "I’ll talk to… Lena…"

"I knew there was someone!" Marlene squealed, triumphant. "I’m so happy, sweetheart. Really. We love you so much."

"Yeah. I love you too."

"We’ll be waiting then. With your partner."

"Yeah," Adrian murmured, even though the word burned his tongue.

He hung up.

He stayed staring at the dark phone screen for several seconds, unmoving, as if his brain were trying to process what he had just agreed to.

He didn’t want a relationship.
He had repeated it a thousand times.

But he couldn’t stand disappointing his parents.
He couldn’t stand seeing them sad, worried, insisting that he was alone.

And Lena…
Lena was perfect for that role.
Too perfect.

But precisely because of that, she was also dangerous.

"Leo…" he murmured, running a hand over his face.
"What am I going to do with you?"

He stood from the chair with a new weight in his chest.
He knew he had to talk to her.
He knew he had to ask her for something enormous.
He knew he was about to cross a line that shouldn’t be crossed with someone who already looked at him with those almost-in-love eyes, even if she denied feeling anything.

But he had no other choice.

For the first time in a long time, Adrian Keller didn’t know if he was making a mistake.
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Chapter 7 – The proposal

Leo was lying on his back in bed when he saw the notification appear on his phone.
His heart jumped before he even read the name.
Adrian:
"Can you come tonight?"
The sentence was simple. Direct.
And yet it ignited something warm, sweet, sharp inside him.
It had been days since they had seen each other.
Days that had felt like weeks, loaded with anxiety, sadness, fear about the future. Leo was still unemployed, still felt a knot in his throat every time he checked his bank account, still felt that horrible emptiness that only eased when he thought of Adrian.
He sighed, covering his face with both hands before responding.
"Yes. I'm free."
Free.
What a bitter word when it wasn’t a choice.
Less than a minute later, Adrian replied:
"Good. Come soon. There’s something important I need to tell you."
Leo froze for a moment.
“Important.”
Adrian didn’t usually speak like that. He wasn’t a man of warnings or scheduled deep conversations. And even so, Leo didn’t feel fear. He felt… anticipation. A dangerous mix of curiosity, desire, and that hint of hope he didn’t want to admit he had.
He got out of bed, grabbed the backpack with his outfit, and dressed in Leo’s clothes: jeans and a light jacket. His body, however, reacted to the idea of seeing him: his skin already felt more sensitive, his breathing softer, his fingers more restless. There was a tension that wasn’t just desire but the uncomfortable blend of arousal and the worry about being fired.
He grabbed his things and left.
The trip was quick. Adrian’s apartment always made her feel strange things. A mix of safety and danger. As if crossing that door were the switch to her identity.
Adrian opened before she could knock a second time.
He was wearing a fitted black T-shirt and dark jeans, his hair slightly messy, his jaw shadowed by stubble that made him look even more masculine. But his expression… that expression was different. It wasn’t lustful. It wasn’t anxious. It was serious.
"Leo," he said, noticing instantly the way she arrived. With that low tone that always went through her. "Come in."
Leo stepped inside. Adrian closed the door with a dry sound.
"The usual room," Adrian pointed with a tilt of his head toward the bedroom. His voice was flat.
Leo nodded, immediately sensing the strangeness in the air. Something was out of place, and it wasn’t the lingerie she had hidden. She walked to the room, closed the door, and put the backpack on the bed.
She put on the clothes almost without thinking: black lace lingerie, thin stockings with garter belt, a short wine-colored dress that clung to her body shamelessly.
She applied her makeup slowly, contouring her face until her reflection was closer to Lena than to Leo. High heels, soft perfume, glossy lips. The transformation was fluid, a learned mechanism, but with each brushstroke she felt the weight of Adrian’s silence.
When she saw herself fully in the mirror, she let out a small sigh. "There we go…", she murmured, forcing herself to adopt the flirtatious attitude Adrian expected.
She grabbed her clutch and left the room.
Adrian was standing in the middle of the living room, motionless. His gaze found her immediately, a slow and undisguised sweep that always searched for Lena’s confirmation.
"You look…" he didn’t finish the sentence, but this time, his gaze didn’t feel like a caress. It felt like an inspection.
"Is everything okay?" Lena asked, unable to hide the unease in her voice.

Adrian stepped toward her, without touching her, and she noticed that he too was tense, strange. They both felt odd.
"Yes. It’s just… it’s good that you’re here," he said, but his voice wasn’t convincing.
Lena felt the air tighten. Adrian’s nervousness was so evident that her own, the one coming from the firing and the financial insecurity, was momentarily overshadowed. She was ready for the game, but he didn’t seem willing to start it.
"What’s wrong?" Lena insisted, taking a tentative step toward Adrian.
"Nothing," he replied, finally taking her waist with a firm hand. He pulled her closer, but the pressure was more from need than desire.
And Lena knew, in that instant, that the night would not be easy.
Normally, he took her by the waist immediately.
Or pushed her gently against the wall to kiss her.
Or caressed her face, her neck, her back.
But not today.
Today he looked at her as if he were studying her.
As if he needed the full picture before speaking.
"What’s going on?" she asked, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear. "You seem… tense."
Adrian inhaled deeply.
"We need to talk."
Lena felt a shiver run down her back. Not from fear.
From anticipation.
From the kind of tension that precedes a change.
"Did I say something wrong?"
"No."
"Did I do something wrong?"
"No, Lena. Come. Sit."
Adrian took her hand and guided her to the couch. Lena sat carefully, crossing her legs as she had learned to do to look more feminine. Adrian didn’t sit immediately. He walked a little, as if searching for the right words.
"My parents called me," he began.
Lena tilted her head.
"And…?"
"They want to meet my partner."
The impact was immediate.
She opened her eyes. Then let out a soft, nervous laugh, almost musical.
"Your partner? Well… I don’t think that’s me."
Adrian looked at her.
Serious.
Steady.
"I’m not laughing, Lena."
She stopped smiling.
Silence fell like a weight.
"You’re… serious," she murmured.
"Very. More than I’d like."
Adrian sat beside her, but kept his body slightly turned toward her.
"Lena… I need to ask you something important. Very important."
Her heart sped up.
"Tell me," she whispered softly.
"I need you to be my girlfriend for a weekend in front of my parents."
Lena exhaled sharply.
Her lips parted.
Her hands began to tremble.
"What?"
"You heard me."
"But I… I’m not… Adrian, I’m not… I’m not a real girl."
He didn’t look away.
"You’re the only person who could do it without them suspecting. They know that I… have other preferences."

"But… it's crazy."
"I know."
"And they could find out."
"They won’t."
"And I… I’ve never gone out in public as Lena."
"That’s why I want to prepare you."
Lena looked at him with panic and desire mixed together, a huge knot growing in her chest.
"Prepare me?" she repeated, her voice fragile.
Adrian held her gaze.
"The trip is in two weeks. But I need you for a month. I want you to come before, whenever you can. I want you to learn to move more femininely, to speak more confidently as Lena, to dress for more than a dim apartment. You’re going to walk with me in public. You’re going to eat with me. You’re going to present yourself as my partner."
Lena felt a tremor run through her legs.
"A month… being Lena?" she said, barely audible.
"Yes."
"But… Adrian… I… why me?"
The answer came slowly, but firmly.
"Because I trust you."
Lena’s eyes widened.
"You… trust me?"
"Much more than you think," he said, leaning forward. "And because you’re the only person who could do it without it seeming fake. Because my parents are very perceptive. And you… you already move like Lena. You’re already Lena when you’re here and we’ve talked a lot, I know you well and you know me."
An intense heat rose through the girl’s chest.
Her cheeks turned a deep pink.
Her lips trembled.
"But… what will they think of me?"
"That you’re the woman who’s with me."
"That’s not what I am…"
"Yes, you are. When I’m with you, you are."
A dense, electric silence.
Lena swallowed.
"And if I ruin it?"
"I’m going to train you."
"Train me?"
"So you feel confident."
"A month… with you… every day… as Lena?"
"Yes."
The word hung between them, charged with something neither of them said.
Lena took a deep breath.
Her heart ached.
From fear.
From desire.
From something deeper she didn’t want to name.
"And why me?" she asked again, softer. "Tell me the truth. Don’t lie to me."
Adrian didn’t blink.
"Because you matter to me. And because I know I can trust you. And because you’re the only person who would make me look good."
His voice didn’t tremble.
Lena’s did.
"So… you want me to be your girlfriend for a month…?"
"No," he said.
Lena felt the floor sink beneath her.
"I don’t want you to be my girlfriend," Adrian corrected, leaning closer until his knee brushed hers. "I want you to be my trans girlfriend. I want you to be Lena. I want you to be exactly what you already are when you’re with me."

Lena felt her stomach flip.
A mix of pride, fear, and an unbearable sweetness.
"Adrian…"
"I know. It’s a lot to ask."
"Yes… it’s a lot."
"But I need you."
That sentence broke her.
Lena lowered her gaze, feeling her eyes fill with an involuntary shine.
"Alright," she whispered. "I’ll do it."
"Lena…"
"I’ll do it for you."
Adrian touched her chin and lifted it so he could look at her directly.
"I don’t want you to do it just for me."
"But that’s the real reason," she said with a weak smile. "And you know it."
Adrian closed his eyes for a second. He seemed torn between saying something and holding it back.
In the end, he chose the safe option.
"It starts tomorrow. I want you to practice walking with me, talking with me, going out a little. Nothing too public. Not yet."
Lena nodded.
"And if I get nervous?"
"I’ll be with you. I’ll guide you."
"And if I mess up?"
"You won’t mess up."
She felt a stab in her chest.
Not from fear.
From affection.
"Thank you… for trusting me," she said, her voice small.
Adrian leaned in and kissed her.
Slow.
Soft.
More tender than any he had given her before.
"We’re going to do fine, Lena," he murmured against her lips.
She closed her eyes.
And she knew, with complete certainty, that she was already lost.
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Chapter 8 – The preparation

Leo’s room was a disaster: open boxes, clothes over the bed, shoes thrown into a corner, makeup scattered everywhere as if an entire cosmetics store had exploded inside. In the middle of all that chaos, Valeria stood with her hands on her hips and an expression of absolute indignation.
"Leo, for God’s sake… are you listening to me? Are you really going to do such a crazy thing?"
Leo was sitting at the edge of the bed, still in pajamas, hair tied up in whatever way. Even so, there was that soft brightness in the eyes that always appeared after seeing Adrian.
"I already decided," he said, hugging a pillow as if it were a lifesaver. "I’m going to do it."
Valeria brought a hand to her forehead.
That friend of his was living fire when she wanted to be.
"You are… a lovesick fool. That’s what you are."
"I’m not in love," Leo muttered, with a suspicious blush.
"Sure. And I’m the Virgin Mary."
Leo pouted.
"Don’t exaggerate."
"I’m not exaggerating! Do you realize he asked you to be his trans girlfriend for an entire month? Do you get the magnitude? A month, Leo? All that time acting as Lena in front of the Keller family?"
Leo lowered his gaze.
"I know… but it’s important to him."
Valeria huffed.
"Yeah. I know. I get it. But the real question is: and for you? What does it mean to you?"
Leo squeezed the pillow tighter, as if some silent answer was hidden in that embrace.
"I don’t know. I only know that… I want to help him."
"Because you’re in love."
Leo didn’t answer.
And that silence said everything.
Valeria sighed, let herself fall beside him on the bed, and rested her head on his shoulder.
"I adore you, Leo. But you’re an emotional disaster. A beautiful disaster, yes."
Before Leo could respond, his phone vibrated.
His heart sped up so fast that Valeria lifted a brow immediately.
"Is it him?" she asked.
"Yeah…"
Leo unlocked the screen.

Adrian:
"I’m going to send you information. I need you to study it."

And then:

"My parents: Marlene and Thomas Keller. They live in a warm area of the country. Very hot. Light clothing. Sandals. Fresh outfits. Simple makeup. Natural tone. Prepare yourself."

Another message arrived right away.
Each one more formal than the last.

"Place: vineyard area. We’ll arrive on a Friday. We’ll return on a Sunday. I need you to make a list with all the clothes you’re going to need. Two weeks practicing. Two weeks at my parents’ house."

Then:

"I trust you. Don’t stress. I’ll always be by your side."

Leo had to set the phone aside just to breathe.
His chest was pounding.
His hands were trembling.
His whole body seemed to ignite with a soft heat, as if Adrian’s words were fingers tracing over his skin.
Valeria read over his shoulder.
"Okay… this is no longer a game. This is serious. S-e-r-i-o-u-s."
"I know…" Leo murmured softly. "That’s why I need you."
Valeria crossed her arms, pretending to be annoyed.

"Do you want me to help you turn into the perfect trans girlfriend of your almost-boyfriend who according to you is not your boyfriend but sends you messages that look like military orders filled with affection?"
Leo smiled, shy, biting his lip.
"Yes… exactly that."
"Ufff… you poor thing. Of course I’m going to help you. But when your heart collapses, I don’t want to hear an ‘you didn’t warn me’. Because I’m warning you right now."
Leo laughed, though his laugh carried a vulnerable edge.
"Thanks, Vali. Really."
She stood up and clapped loudly.
"Alright. Let’s get to work. This is going to require strategy, logistics, and a budget that will probably make us cry."
Leo stood, feeling a sweet tremor run along his thighs.
It was fear, yes.
But also excitement.
Valeria opened her notes app.
"Okay, first: clothes for hot weather. No impossible heels during the day, girl. Feminine sandals, comfy platforms, cute flats."
Leo nodded.
"Second: summer dresses. Soft skirts. Feminine shorts. Spaghetti-strap tops. Light colors. Pastels, no drama."
"Adrian said natural makeup," Leo murmured.
"Uh-huh. And that means: light foundation, soft concealer, peach-tone blush, heat-proof mascara, nude lipsticks."
Valeria began writing everything down.
Leo grabbed his laptop and started browsing clothes online.
When he found a short white dress with a discreet neckline and a fitted waist, he stared at it for a moment.
"I think this would look good on me."
Valeria looked at it and smiled mischievously.
"Adrian would love that one. It has that ‘I’m innocent but treat me nicely’ vibe that comes naturally to you."
Leo felt a blush climb all the way to his ears.
"Don’t say things like that…"
"One, you love that I say them. Two, it’s true."
Leo, hidden behind sunglasses, walked through the mall halls arm-in-arm with Valeria, wandering through the shops looking for inspiration and listing everything Lena was going to need.
They kept going for hours.
Laughing.
Trying on clothes from Lena’s secret stash.
Touching his hair to decide if a bob cut would suit him or if it was better to let it grow out.
Valeria made sarcastic comments, Leo smiled nervously, the room filled with new clothes, summery colors, soft perfumes that Valeria recommended with expert knowledge.
"You need a scent that says ‘I’m a sweet and kind girl, but with a secret’. This one is perfect," she said as she sprayed a sample on his wrist.
Leo smelled the fragrance.
"I like it…"
"Adrian is going to like it even more."
Leo hugged his own arm, shy, excited in a way he didn’t know how to handle.
After a long day of shopping, laughter, and existential panic, they had everything planned or so they thought.
His parents noticed his strange energy during dinner.
"You look pensive," his mother said.
Leo swallowed.
It was now or never.
"I was offered a temporary job," he announced, trying to keep his voice from cracking. "A month as an assistant on a project… out of the city."
His father raised his eyebrows in clear approval.

"One month? That’s good, Leo. It’ll give you experience. And some money while you look for something stable."
"Yeah," Leo said. "I think it’ll be… positive."
His mother smiled with relief.
"I’m so glad opportunities are coming your way. I knew something would show up."
Leo smiled back, feeling guilt tighten in his stomach.
But it was necessary.
It was his cover.
His alibi.
His independence for a while.

That night, as soon as he reached his room, he grabbed his phone and wrote:
"I already have the excuse ready. My parents think I’ll be working out of town for a month. Everything fits."

Adrian’s reply arrived seconds later.
"Perfect. Just in time."

Leo felt a sweet shiver run down his back.
It was anxiety.
It was desire.
It was fear.
It was happiness.
It was everything mixed together.

He let himself fall onto the bed with his legs bent, eyes closed, and a long sigh that sounded like a wordless confession.
The preparation was only just beginning.
The lie was growing.
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Chapter 9 – The training

Valeria had been standing with her arms crossed ever since they got out of the taxi, staring at the modern building where Adrian lived as if it were an enemy fortress. Leo, carrying one small suitcase and another larger one filled with clothes, makeup, and freshly bought accessories, breathed somewhere between nervous and excited, feeling his heart race every time he imagined the days ahead.
Two full weeks.
Two weeks living in Adrian’s home.
Two weeks being Lena.
Not as a game.
Not as a fantasy.
But as a real role.
A new skin.
A temporary life.

Valeria glanced at him sideways.
"Ready for your princess-trans internship?"
Leo bit his lip, nervous.
"It’s… necessary."
"It’s insane."
"Yeah, but… I promised."

Before Valeria could reply, the building door opened and Adrian came out to receive them.
For a second, Leo forgot how to breathe.
Adrian wore a white rolled-sleeve shirt, dark pants, and that serious, masculine air that made him irresistible without trying. His gaze landed on Leo first, a silent acknowledgement that warmed the boy’s cheeks… and then on Valeria, assessing her with polite distance.
"Hello," Adrian said, extending his hand. "You must be Valeria."
Valeria looked him up and down without hiding it.
"Yeah. And you’re the famous Adrian."
"Famous?"
"My friend talks about you a lot."
Leo felt his soul launch itself out of his mouth.
"Valeria!"
She let out a short laugh.
Adrian raised one eyebrow, and although he didn’t smile, something in his eyes softened.
"Come in. I prepared everything."

They went up in the elevator in a strange silence: tense at times, amusing at others. Leo kept his hands clasped together, trying not to look as nervous as he felt, but every step toward Adrian’s door reminded him of what he was about to do.
Two weeks living as Lena.
Not as Leo.
Not as himself.
As the most feminine, polished, vulnerable version of him.
He didn’t know if he was ready.
But he did know he wanted it.

When Adrian opened the apartment door, Valeria and Leo froze.
Not because it was Leo’s first time in that space he knew it far too well but because of what Adrian had done to it.
"Right this way," Adrian said, guiding them to one of the spare rooms.

Leo felt a knot tighten in his throat when he saw it.
The room was completely transformed.
The bed had a soft white comforter with pastel pink details.
A warm lamp lit the nightstand with an intimate, welcoming glow.
The closet was half open, and Leo could see new hangers organized by type of clothing: dresses on one side, skirts on the other, summery blouses, feminine shorts clipped neatly.
In one corner, a drawer unit full of makeup, brushes, creams, perfumes.
Everything organized, elegant, delicate.
A space for Lena.
A space where Leo had no place.

"This…" Leo said, unable to finish the sentence.
"Most of the things you ordered for have already arrived," Adrian explained in a calm voice. "And I added a few details. I want you to have your own space. If you’re going to be here for two weeks… you should feel comfortable."

Valeria let out a low whistle of surprise.
"Okay… I admit it. You have good taste."
Adrian looked at her, almost amused.
"Thank you."
"But I still don’t like you," Valeria added without blinking.
Adrian didn’t take offense.
He simply looked at Leo for a second, as if he already expected that reaction from the protective friend.

"We have a lot of work ahead of us," Adrian continued.
Valeria crossed her arms.
"Yeah, they have a lot of work. I’m only here to drop my friend off and make sure she doesn’t turn into an emotional disaster in your house."
Adrian shook his head.
"No. I said we. You, me, and Leo. All three of us."

Valeria let out a short laugh.
"Me? No, darling. I’m just a visitor."
"Leo told me you’re the one who helps her with the clothes, the makeup, the styles. That you know Lena better than anyone."

Leo blushed.
Adrian had said it without hesitation, using feminine pronouns, as if Lena existed even without being present.

Adrian continued:
"If I’m going to take Lena to my parents, she needs to be perfect. And you have part of the tools to make that happen."
Valeria raised an eyebrow.
"Tools?"

Adrian took a note from his pants pocket.
He wrote something on it with a pen.
Folded it.
Handed it to her.
"This is your compensation for these two weeks. If you accept, it will be a full commitment."

Valeria opened the note.
Her eyes widened.
A lot.
"Are you… serious?"
"Completely."

Leo frowned.
"Adrian, you don’t have to pay "
"He does have to pay," Valeria interrupted before he could finish. "Deal’s done."
"Valeria!"
"What? With the amount he just offered, I’ll teach you to walk like a runway queen if necessary. Don’t argue."

Adrian smiled barely, but satisfied.
"Perfect. Then the three of us start tomorrow."
"Tomorrow?" Leo asked, feeling the impact straight in his stomach.
"Yes. Because today I want you to settle in. Get used to the room. Go through your clothes. Touch every garment. I want Lena to feel this is her space. Not Leo."

Valeria gave him a light nudge.
"See? That’s why I came. To remind you this isn’t a game."

Leo swallowed and looked at the room again.
The mirror.
The soft bed.
The neatly organized feminine clothes.
The perfect makeup.
The sweet perfume on the nightstand.

An alternate life waiting to be used.
And him… feeling that life fit him a little too well."

"But…", Leo murmured, voice small. "I’m going to be here. In front of Adrian. How… how am I supposed to handle that?"

Adrian heard him.
"By being honest with yourself."

Leo looked up, startled.
"When you’re Leo," Adrian explained with steady calm, "I see you uncomfortable. Rigid. You avoid looking at me. You walk differently. You lower your voice. You hide."

Leo tried to speak, but nothing came out.

"But when you’re Lena…" Adrian continued, stepping closer slowly, enough that Leo felt the shift in the air, that quiet gravity he had. "Your body opens. Your voice. The way you move. The way you look at me. You transform. It’s not just makeup. It’s not the clothes. It’s something of yours. Something real."

Leo felt warmth rise in his chest.
A sweet warmth, almost painful.

Valeria watched him, her expression softening.

"That’s why I’m scared," Leo finally said.
"Of what?" Adrian asked.
"Of… Lena feeling more real than me."

Adrian answered without hesitation.
"Maybe because she is."

The silence that followed was so deep Leo felt the air vibrate.

Valeria cleared her throat.
"Okay, okay… enough existential intensity. We have tasks."

She went to the closet and began checking the clothes.
"Sandals, perfect. Dresses, gorgeous. Shorts… way too short, which means they’re perfect too."

Adrian crossed his arms.
"I want her to practice speaking. Posture. Mannerisms. I want her to pass as a woman in public secure, steady, sweet. I don’t want her to look like it’s her first time going out as Lena."

"Well, yeah, you two have a lot of work," Valeria said.
"We," Adrian insisted.
She shot him a defiant look.
"Alright, fine. I’ll accept I’m part of the team. A little bit. But only because I want Leo…"

She paused.
Looked at her friend.
Sighed.
"Because I want Lena not to end up with a broken heart."

Adrian didn’t look away.
"I’m not going to hurt her."
Valeria gave him a wry smile.
"I don’t think you can avoid it… but you’ll try your best."

Leo wanted to protest, but the knot in his throat was too tight.

Hours later, after Valeria left and Leo was alone in his new room, he walked slowly through the space.
He touched the dresses.
Looked at himself in the mirror.
Tried on one sandal.
Opened the drawers full of makeup.

It was like entering someone else’s bedroom.
A girl who existed only in certain reflections, certain touches, certain moments when he breathed differently.
Someone he’d known since he was a teenager but had never fully accepted.

And now he would have to be her.
All the time.
For two weeks.
And then during the trip.

Leo sat on the bed, hugging his knees.
"Am I going to be able to…?" he whispered.

Adrian appeared at the doorway.
Leaning on the frame.
Looking at him as if he could see every thought running through his mind.

"You will," he said.

Leo lifted his gaze.
"How are you so sure?"

Adrian crossed the room, leaned down, and tucked a strand of hair behind Leo’s ear, as if he were already touching Lena.
"Because when you’re Lena," he murmured, voice lower than ever, "you’re the most authentic person I’ve ever seen."
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Chapter 10 – The feminization

Leo woke with a jolt, sunk into sheets he didn’t recognize.
The room had a scent that wasn’t his: soft, floral, a mix of light vanilla and something citrus he couldn’t place. The light coming in through the window was warmer than in his own room, more golden, quieter.

For an instant he thought everything had been a dream.
Adrian’s proposal.
The room prepared for Lena.
The temporary move.
The two weeks he would have to live as a girl.
That absurd and wonderful adventure.

But when he stretched and saw on the nightstand a note written by Adrian, he understood he hadn’t woken up in his house.
He had woken up in his new life.

He picked up the note with trembling hands.

"Lena, I left early for the office. There’s a lot of work before the trip. Use the apartment however you want. There’s money in the kitchen in case you need anything. Train. I trust you.
A."

Leo felt a soft warmth spread through his chest.
The firm handwriting.
The word Lena written without hesitation.
The idea that Adrian trusted her enough to leave her his space, his home, his intimacy.

He pressed the note to his chest for a second, breathing deeply, trying to process where he was… who he was in that moment.

"Lena…" he murmured, testing the name first thing in the morning.

He stood up slowly, walked to the bathroom, and looked at himself in the mirror.
He was still Leo physically, hair messy, a pillow mark on his cheek, the old T-shirt he used to sleep in.
But something in his posture wasn’t the same.
Something had shifted since he crossed that door the day before.

Before he could dig into that feeling, the doorbell rang.
And only one person would show up that early without warning.

Valeria.

Leo opened, still half asleep.
"Good morning, queen," Valeria said as she walked in without asking, carrying a huge bag in each hand. "Did you eat breakfast?"
"No… I just woke up."
"Perfect. You have ten minutes. Then we start."

Leo blinked.
"Already? This early?"
"This early? We have exactly two weeks to turn you into the most convincing girlfriend in the country. Hurry, time is cruel."

Leo sighed, resigned, because he knew Valeria had taken command without discussion.

They shared a light breakfast of chopped fruit with yogurt, sitting at the island of Adrian’s modern kitchen.
Leo ate slowly, trying to calm his nerves, while Valeria watched him as if she were evaluating his posture with every spoonful.

"Sit straighter," she said.
Leo corrected himself.
"Arms softer. That’s way too Leo."
Leo lowered his gaze.
"And when you finish, clean mouth, lips together. No sharp movements."
Leo swallowed slowly.
"Can we just have a normal breakfast… at least one day?"
"No," Valeria said without blinking. "Until we leave this place you will be Lena at all times. Only Lena. You've already wasted too much time being shy."

Leo felt a shiver.
But it wasn’t fear.
It was something closer to adrenaline.

The training began the moment they put the dishes in the dishwasher.

"Take off that T-shirt," Valeria said with the efficiency of a professional stylist. "Today we start with the basics."
Leo obeyed without protest.

She handed him a complete hair-removal kit.
"This will be the foundation. Soft skin, perfect legs, no hair on your arms. You cannot show up to the Keller parents’ house with a shadow of stubble anywhere."

Leo tensed.
"That… will take time."
"Exactly. Which is why we start today."

Valeria put on gloves and began the process with ruthless precision.
Leo clenched his teeth from time to time, but he knew it was necessary.

"Lena needs softness," Valeria said as she worked. "From head to toe. Your skin has to be delicate. Your way of moving too."

After the process, Leo touched his legs, surprised at how smooth they were.
A part of him felt vulnerable.
Another part felt closer to what he had dreamed of since his teenage years.

"Now, a shower," she ordered firmly. "I want you to wash thoroughly, get rid of any residue from the mask and… from what you were. Use the products I left on the counter. They smell delicious, they’re for you. But remember no scrubbing. Soft movements."

Lena nodded, heading to the bathroom, whose tiles, scents, and delicate towels screamed feminine luxury. She removed the last bits of clothing she still had on remnants of her former life and turned on the shower, letting the hot water begin to flow.

While the steam filled the space and the water streamed over Lena, Valeria acted with military efficiency. She entered the room, now full of the scent of soap and fine perfume. Her eyes scanned the space quickly.

On a chair lay Leo’s last clothes: a sleeveless T-shirt, rough fabric shorts. In the corner, under the bed, Valeria found a sports backpack, apparently forgotten. She opened it. Inside were two emergency changes of clothes.

"No," Valeria whispered to herself with a disapproving look. "Not even the option."

Quickly, she gathered every remaining piece of masculine clothing including the ones Leo had just worn and put them into a small opaque bag. Her mission was to leave Lena with no alternative, no escape route back to the old self.

She made sure that only dresses and blouses hung in the closet, and that the drawers held nothing but lace lingerie and silks.

When the sound of water stopped, Valeria had already erased the last trace of Lena’s former identity.

Lena, wrapped in a soft cotton towel, stepped out of the bathroom with her face clean and feeling renewed. But when she opened the bedroom door, reality struck her. The clothes she had left on the chair were gone. The sports backpack had disappeared.

She went to the closet by instinct, expecting to find something anything but there were only light fabrics and vibrant colors. Valeria had kept her word. She was completely stripped of her old identity. A girl twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, with no possibility of a “day off.”

A nervous but genuine smile drew itself across her face.

At noon, makeup classes began.

Valeria spread a row of products across the dining table: foundations, concealers, powder, palettes, brushes.
"Today you’ll learn the basics. Tomorrow we repeat. And the day after that. Until you can do your makeup in your sleep."

Leo looked at the cosmetics with a mix of excitement and nerves.
"Adrian said natural makeup," he reminded her.
"Yes. But natural doesn’t mean simple. It means precise."

Valeria took Leo’s face between her hands.
"Today you’ll learn to soften features, to highlight the right places, to disguise what Adrian doesn’t want noticed."

"Noticed… what?"
"That underneath all of this there’s a man who fell in love with the wrong guy."

Leo lowered his gaze.
"Don’t say that."

"Is it a lie?"
Leo didn’t answer.
"Come here. Eyes up. Mouth relaxed."

The makeup began.
Light foundation.
Concealer under the eyes.
Soft peach-toned blush.
Discreet lashes.
Rosy lips.

Leo looked at himself in the mirror.
It was Lena.

"You’re beautiful," Valeria said.

Leo felt a warm shiver run across his torso.

Then came the heel training.
Valeria drew an imaginary straight line down the hallway.
"Walk to the end. Soft heel. Point your toes. Loose hips."

Leo took the first step and almost lost his balance.
Valeria laughed.
"You're not a disaster, but you lack rhythm. Your steps need to be short. Weight on the ball of your foot. Back straight. Imagine a string pulling you upward."

Leo tried again.
Step.
Step.
Stumble.
Nervous laugh.
Recovery.
And again.
And again.
And again.

"Softer. Slower. The hips not too much. You’re not a caricature. You’re a woman."

Leo felt his whole body training: tense calves, trembling thighs, firm back, controlled breathing.

"Like this…?" he asked in a soft voice.
"Better. Not perfect, but better."

In the afternoon, Valeria opened the closet.
"Fashion class. Take notes."
Leo obeyed.

"Pair this white dress with these nude sandals. This yellow skirt with this sleeveless blouse. These shorts with this soft top. No very dark colors during the day. Lena is light, Leo. Don’t dim her."

Leo touched each garment with a slight tremor.
Seeing feminine clothes in a catalog was one thing… touching them knowing he would have to wear them in public was something else entirely.

"Vali… I’m scared."
"I know. Scared of failing?"
"Yes."
"Of being looked at?"
"That too."
"Of Adrian… not seeing you anymore if something goes wrong?"

Valeria looked at him with a mix of affection and pity.
Leo lowered his head.

The first week flew by.
Adrian left early and returned late, busy with work, organizing everything for the trip, leaving the space free so Leo and Valeria could focus on the process.

Meanwhile:
Leo woke up, showered, exfoliated his skin, applied lotion.
Ate a light breakfast.
Valeria arrived with military punctuality.
They started with the day’s makeup.
Walking lessons.
Posture lessons.
Speaking lessons softer, sweeter, clearer.

"Less throat. More softness. More air," Valeria said.

Leo practiced greetings, simple phrases, feminine expressions.
"Say: 'hello.'"
"Hello…"
"Softer. Smile. Relax your neck."
"Hello…"
"Now yes."

He also learned gestures: how to hold a glass, how to cross his legs, how to move his hands while talking, how to sit without looking tense.

Everything was new.
Everything was exhausting.
Everything was exciting.

And every night, as he lay down in his new bed, Leo had only one thought:
"I have to be more feminine. I have to be more feminine. I have to be more feminine…"

The echo repeated in his head until he fell asleep.
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Chapter 11 – The dinner

Adrian opened the door to his apartment past eight at night, exhaling a slow, deep breath, as if the entire day slid off his shoulders. It had been an exhausting day: meetings, deliveries, endless emails, a persistent boss, decisions that couldn’t be postponed. And on top of that, the preparations for the trip to his parents’ house, which seemed to multiply with every passing hour.
He ran a hand through his hair, tired.

But when he lifted his gaze…
the fatigue transformed into something completely different.

Lena was there.
Standing in the middle of the living room.

A velvety silk robe in wine color, tied with a soft bow that marked her waist, refined now by practice.
Thin heels highlighting her freshly shaved legs.
Big curls in her hair, held by golden clips that glowed under the apartment’s warm light.
Her face delicately made up: pink lips, rosy cheeks, sweet and timid eyes.

Adrian felt a blow to the chest.
A silent but intense impact.
As if he had forgotten, for a second, how much he liked Lena.
Not the fantasy.
Not the performance.
Her.

Lena approached with small, delicate, practiced steps now so natural they seemed part of her.
"You look tired," she said with the soft voice she had practiced all week. "Do you want me to make dinner for you? Valeria left early. She said she has appointments tomorrow and will come later… I… could make something simple."

Adrian looked at her without speaking.
A dense silence.
Surprised.
Moved.
Attracted.

She lowered her gaze, uncertain for an instant.
"If you prefer ordering something, that’s fine. I just… wanted to help you. I’m a little scared this last week will be so intense, but I’m going to do it well, I promise. I can…"

"Wait," Adrian said.
He took her hand.
Calmly.
Firmly.
Stopping her without force.

Lena lifted her face.
And he kissed her.

Not a kiss of immediate desire.
Not a kiss guided by urgency.
But a slow, deep, warm kiss.
A kiss he had needed for days, even if he didn’t admit it.

Lena lost her breath.
"You…" she murmured when he pulled back just slightly. "I didn’t think that…"
"I missed you today," he confessed in a low voice. "A lot."

She felt her heart melt.
"Let me make you dinner," Lena said with a soft, almost shy smile.

Adrian nodded.

They ate together at the dining table, under the dim light that made the atmosphere more intimate than any formal date.
Lena had made a simple pasta with vegetables and a touch of garlic; nothing complicated, but made with care.

She listened while Adrian explained how chaotic the day had been: documents, bosses, meetings that seemed endless.
"And then my boss told me we had to move up a report for tomorrow," he said as he twirled his fork. "I find it hard to believe he still hasn’t understood how real time works."

Lena laughed softly.

"You have to be patient. Not everyone is as efficient as you."

Adrian looked at her as if that phrase had touched something deep.

"Why do you say things like that to me?"

"Because they're true."

They ate slowly, talking calmly, a routine that felt… too domestic. 

Too much like a couple. 

Too dangerous.

When they finished, Lena cleared the plates while Adrian watched her from the table. 

The way she walked. 

The way she held her posture. 

The softness with which she moved her hands. 

In one week, Lena had changed. 

And he noticed it in every gesture.

After cleaning the kitchen, Lena said goodbye in a low voice.

"I'm going to bed. It's been a long day. Tomorrow I have a lot to practice."

Adrian nodded. 

But something in his eyes followed her as she walked toward her room.

Lena felt it. 

That weight. 

That attention. 

That tension.

When she reached the doorframe, she decided to pause for a second. 

Just one second. 

On impulse, out of nerves, out of coquettishness that already felt natural.

She rested one hand on the frame. 

And slowly slid one leg back, barely brushing the wood with the stocking she was wearing. 

A soft gesture. 

A subtle gesture. 

A gesture that said without words: "I'm here. Look at me."

She didn't need to see Adrian's face to know it had worked. 

She felt it. 

She felt it on her skin. 

In his breathing.

And then he came closer. 

Without saying anything. 

He didn't have to.

He stopped behind her, took her leg with one large, warm hand, running it slowly along the stocking, almost reverently. 

And he kissed her. 

An intense, deep kiss, full of pent-up hunger. 

Not explicitly sexual, but so charged with desire that Lena's knees buckled.

"Lena," he murmured against her thigh. "What you've done in just one week…"

She trembled.

"I'm just trying to do it right."

"No," he said, lifting his gaze. "This is more than effort. You've changed. You've become… so feminine."

Lena felt a sweet shiver in her chest.

"Do you like that…?"

"So much."

She was still wearing the half-open red robe, her curlers half undone, stockings and heels on. Adrian, now shirtless, only in his unbuttoned suit pants, had her beneath him, kissing her like he wanted to devour her alive.

Their tongues tangled slowly, wet, desperate. Lena moaned softly into his mouth every time Adrian bit her lower lip.

"Take everything off me except the stockings and heels… I want you to fuck me like this," she whispered against his lips, her voice shaking with desire.

Adrian growled, yanked open her robe in one pull and let it fall to the side. Her small, sensitive breasts were exposed; he lowered his mouth and sucked hard on one nipple until Lena arched her back and let out a high-pitched little whimper.

"Daddy… please…"

He positioned himself between her legs, lifting her knees until the red heels pointed at the ceiling. With one hand he pulled down his pants and boxers completely; his cock sprang out hard, heavy, the tip already wet. He rubbed it slowly against Lena’s hole, already lubricated and throbbing.

"Look at me," he ordered in a hoarse voice.

Lena opened her glassy eyes and looked at him as Adrian pushed in. First just the head, slowly, opening her. She let out a long, feminine sigh.

"Ahh… yes… come in…"

Another thrust, deeper. Lena clutched the satin sheets with her hands, her curlers spilling over the pillow like a disheveled goddess.

"Adrian… you’re splitting me… so big…"

When he reached the bottom in one single slow, firm stroke, they both released their breath at the same time. He stayed still for a second, feeling how Lena’s ass gripped him like a hot, wet glove.

"Fuck, Lena… you’re perfect… look at you… all mine…"

He started moving: pulling out almost completely and sliding back in to the balls, with a deep, steady rhythm that made the bed creak softly and Lena’s heels sway in the air.

She couldn’t stop moaning, those delicate, high-pitched moans that drove Adrian wild.

"Oh… Daddy… deeper… yes, right there… there!"

Every time he hit her prostate, Lena writhed and her red-painted nails dug into Adrian’s back. He sped up, sweat running down his chest and dripping onto her breasts.

"Listen to yourself… moaning like a bitch in heat… you’re driving me insane, Lena…"

He grabbed her hips, lifted her a little, and started fucking her harder, the wet, obscene sound filling the pink room.

"Adrian! I’m gonna come… don’t stop… please!"

"Come, my girl… come with my cock inside you…"

Lena tensed completely, her body shaking, and came without being touched: hot, clear jets splattering Adrian’s stomach while she screamed his name in that sweet, broken voice.

Seeing her like that, lost in pleasure, curlers undone, makeup smeared, heels still on, made Adrian lose control. He buried himself to the hilt one last time and came with a long, animal groan, filling her with hot cum, spurt after spurt, marking her from the inside.

They stayed like that, pressed together, breathing heavily among the satin sheets. Adrian kissed her forehead, her eyelids, her trembling lips.

Lena, eyes shining, caressed his cheek.

"Stay inside a little longer… I never want you to pull out."

And he held her tighter, still hard, still hers, in that room that now smelled of both of them forever.

The next morning, as Adrian got ready for work, Lena woke before him. 

She came over, wrapped her arms around his waist, and without a word pampered him with soft, delicate, feminine devotion… an intimate way of saying “I’m with you,” only hinted at by the blush on her cheeks and the way Adrian later caressed her face, satisfied, grateful, almost tender.

"Thank you," he said quietly. "You’re incredible."

She only smiled, trembling.

When he left, Lena stepped into the shower. 

The hot water ran over her freshly smooth skin. 

She washed her hair with scented foam. 

Then, in front of the mirror, she applied makeup with ever surer movements. 

She chose a soft summer dress, delicate earrings, a sweet perfume.

And finally, when she was ready, she stopped in front of the mirror.

She looked at her reflection.

It was Lena. 

Completely. 

Without a single crack.

"When… did this happen?" she whispered. "When did I become so… me?"

She touched her collarbone. 

Then her lips. 

And for a moment, butterflies fluttered in her stomach.

"Why does this feel so good…?"

She didn’t have time to answer herself. 

The doorbell rang. 

A familiar voice came from the entrance:

"Lenaaa, open up! I brought coffee and a hell of a workout for you."

Valeria had arrived. 

The feminization had to continue.
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Chapter 12 – The Last Week

Valeria walked into the apartment without waiting for Lena to finish opening the door. She carried a folder under her arm, a coffee in her hand, and an expression somewhere between exhaustion, triumph, and suspicion.
As soon as she crossed the threshold, she stopped.
She literally went still, looking at Lena from head to toe.
Lena was wearing a light pink dress, her hair loose in wide waves, long eyelashes, delicately glossy lips. Her shaved legs looked smooth and firm, and the posture she had been practicing for days made her seem like a confident, sweet, serene woman.
And that detail, that serenity, was the first thing Valeria noticed.
"What…?" murmured Lena, uneasy at the silence.
Valeria narrowed her eyes.
"You're very obvious."
"Obvious about what?" asked Lena, opening the door a bit more.
Valeria walked past her as if inspecting a work of art.
"Your face. Your neck. Your glow. Your relaxed posture. Your silly smile. Your soft little walk. I don't need to be a detective."
"Vali…"
"You slept with your man."
Lena blushed so intensely she looked lit from within.
"It's not… it wasn't… I didn't…"
Valeria let out a short laugh.
"Yeah, yeah. Keep denying it. Let your conscience believe you, I'm not buying it."
Lena pressed her lips together, embarrassed, but said nothing.
It was impossible to hide.
Adrian had touched her with a mix of restrained hunger and tenderness that still made her tremble when she remembered it. And ever since, her whole body seemed to float in a strange, soft, sweet, dangerous state.
Valeria set her bag on the table.
"Well, little lady… whatever you did is your business now. The point is that this week we have to finish what we started. Ready?"
"I'm… nervous," Lena confessed.
Valeria nodded with an unusual seriousness.
"I know. But you've made incredible progress. And today's and tomorrow's appointments are going to polish you like a diamond."
"Appointments?"
"Yes. I booked procedures for you at the feminization clinic I mentioned."
Lena's eyes widened with surprise.
"Today? Now?"
"In two hours. You better finish your coffee and get ready. It's going to be intense."
The clinic was white, elegant, with a soft lavender scent and calm music. Lena walked in with Valeria holding her arm, feeling that each step in her heels brought her closer to something irreversible.
The receptionist smiled.
"Miss Lena Morgan. Welcome."
Lena swallowed.
Hearing her feminine name like that, in an official place, made something vibrate inside her chest.
"Yes… that's me."
"We’ve been expecting you."
Valeria murmured: "See? You’re a lady. Period."
Procedure 1: Lips
The first room had dim lighting.
The doctor explained the process calmly.
"We’re going to apply a very light hyaluronic acid. Nothing exaggerated. We want soft, harmonious lips, with a feminine contour."

Lena closed her eyes as the small injections brushed along the edge of her lips.
It didn’t really hurt; it was more the sensation that something in her face was changing.
When it was done, the doctor offered her a mirror.
Her lips were a little swollen, pink, with a fuller, rounder, softer shape.
"What do you think?" asked Valeria.
Lena touched her lower lip with the tip of her finger.
"They’re… beautiful."
And inwardly she thought: Adrian is going to notice.

Procedure 2: Cheekbones and soft contour
"We want to soften your angles," said the doctor. "Nothing drastic. Just harmony."
The micro-injections lifted her cheekbones with impressive delicacy.
A slight curve.
More light in her gaze.
Less harshness.
Valeria gave a thumbs-up.
"You're a doll."

Procedure 3: Botox in eyebrows and forehead
"This will help relax your expression and lift the eyebrow a little. It opens your gaze more."
Lena felt the pricks as a slight tickle.
When the doctor finished, she explained:
"In a few days you’ll see the full effect. Your expression will be softer, more rested."
Valeria murmured close to her ear:
"More feminine. More you."

Procedure 4: Carboxytherapy
Lena took a deep breath as small injections created a warm sensation beneath her skin.
"It will improve your brightness and firmness."
And she could already notice the freshness when she looked at herself.

Procedure 5: Gentle peeling
An aesthetician applied a light solution that left her skin pink, glowing, like new.
"Your complexion is turning out beautiful," said Valeria.
"I feel… different."
"You are."

Procedure 6: Mesotherapy
Lena’s face received vitamins, minerals, and hyaluronic acid in micro-doses.
"This will give you glow. A lot of glow," explained the aesthetician.

Procedure 7: Lymphatic drainage
On a treatment bed, Lena closed her eyes while expert hands moved over her face, neck, legs, arms.
It was soft.
Relaxing.
Delicate.
Feminine from beginning to end.
"Breathe," said Valeria from a chair. "It’s good for you."
Lena felt her body flow, lighter.

Procedure 8: Wood therapy
The therapist shaped her thighs, waist, and hips with rhythmic movements.
Lena let out a soft moan as she felt the controlled pressure, that touch that seemed to draw new curves along her skin.
"You're getting a gorgeous figure," commented Valeria. "Your waist is already beginning to slim."
Lena blushed.
"Really…?"
"Completely."

Procedure 9: IPL
The warm light kissed her skin as they reduced residual hair on her legs, armpits, abdomen, and face.

"It’s not permanent yet," the technician explained. "But you’ll have entire weeks of smooth skin."
Lena looked at her leg at the end.
The skin was like silk.
Literally.
She took a deep breath.
"Vali… this is real."
"It always was."

When all the procedures were done, Lena was exhausted.
Truly tired.
As if her body had lived an entire day of deep transformation.
Valeria and she returned to the apartment in silence.
Lena walked slowly, with a sweet tremor in her legs.

When they entered, Valeria set her bag on the couch.
"This has been a lot," she said. "But you’re almost ready. Very ready."
Lena touched her lips, her cheekbones, her neck.
"I feel… like someone else."
"No, Lena. You’re you. Finally you."
Lena hugged herself.
"Thank you… for everything."
Valeria looked at her fondly, though she pretended annoyance.
"Yeah, yeah, don’t get sappy on me. I have to go. I’ll see you early tomorrow."

The door closed.
Lena was alone.
She went into the bathroom, undressed slowly, and let the warm water caress her renewed skin.
She caressed her smooth legs, her fuller lips, her defined cheekbones, her shaped waist.
It was her.
But it was also someone else.
Someone who had wanted to come out for years.

When she got out of the shower, wrapped in the towel, she walked to the large mirror in the room prepared for her.
The soft light of the lamp illuminated her still-damp face.
Her neck.
Her collarbones.
Her new lips.
And her gaze.
That gaze…
It was Lena.
Not Leo.
Not a costume.
Not a character.
Lena.
Her.
Real.
Tangible.
Undeniable.

"When… did this happen?" she whispered, touching her face delicately. "When did I become… this?"
She got no answer.
She didn’t need one.
The truth was in the mirror.
And it was impossible to ignore.
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Chapter 13 – The Doubt

Valeria watched Lena from the other side of the room with her arms crossed and an analytical expression, like a seamstress evaluating her final creation after days of work.
Lena was standing beside the large mirror, radiant under the warm light falling from the ceiling lamp.
Her hair, longer thanks to perfectly placed extensions, fell in a low wavy ponytail, with loose strands framing a soft, illuminated, almost ethereal face.
The navy-blue dress embraced her newly defined curves: sleek without being vulgar, with a deep neckline that hinted without overflowing, and a side slit climbing up to mid-thigh, revealing a leg lengthened by silver high heels.
Lena took a step.
The fabric flowed with grace.
Another step: her hip moved in an almost natural sway.
She sat down.
She picked up a slice of fruit with delicacy, her fine fingers holding the fork as if she had been born that way.
Valeria raised an eyebrow, nodding.
"Good. Again. How do you say… 'I would love to try the white wine'?"
Lena straightened her back, crossed her legs gently, and replied:
"I would love to try the white wine… please."
Valeria snapped her fingers.
"Perfect. Soft voice, impeccable posture. Hips in place. New lips, lip gloss. Really, Lena, you’re… complete."
Lena swallowed.
That word cut deeper than she expected.
"Complete?"
"Yes," Valeria said, approaching. "You’re a princess. A complete little woman ready for any elegant dinner. You look like you’ve lived this way your whole life."
Lena lowered her gaze to her hands.
Painted nails.
Delicate rings.
Soft skin.
Long lashes.
Who was she in that moment?
Valeria seemed to read her mind, because she touched her arm softly.
"You did amazing. I’m proud. But also… exhausted. I need to sleep before I drop dead."
Lena smiled weakly.
"Thank you for everything."
Valeria hugged her, squeezing her tightly.
"You’re going to be fine. You’ve got one last push to go. Then comes the trip. And… him."
Lena didn’t respond.
Valeria pulled away, grabbed her purse, and winked.
"Rest, princess."

When she left, silence fell over the apartment like a cloak.
Lena stepped toward the mirror.
Each step seemed like a soft echo on the floor.
Her reflection looked flawless: a young, elegant woman with a delicate, sensual poise.
There were no traces of Leo.
No shadow of physical doubt.
Only Lena.
A version that, until weeks ago, had been just an intimate game.
Something bubbled in her chest.
Uncertainty.
Fear.
And a deep vertigo.
"What… did I do?" she murmured. "Who am I now?"

She touched the skin of her chest.
Then her fuller lips.
The softened chin.
The smooth skin.
The more defined waist.
Suddenly, her breathing quickened.
A feeling of panic rose from her stomach.
"I need… to talk to Adrian. I need to tell him that… that this feels too real. That I don’t know how to go back. That I don’t know if I want to go back…"

The apartment door opened suddenly.
Lena turned.
Adrian walked in.
Dark suit, tie half undone, hair messy from the day.
He was clearly tired.
But when he saw her…
Time stopped.

Adrian let out a rough “wow,” almost without noticing.
The tie froze halfway between his neck and his hand.
His eyes traveled over Lena from head to toe with a mix of shock, desire, and something deeper.
"Lena…" he murmured, almost breathless. "God…"

She swallowed, feeling his gaze wrap around her, capture her.
"Adrian… I need to talk to you. Just a moment. It’s important."
He nodded immediately, as if he couldn’t deny her anything in that dress, in that state of perfect transformation.
"Of course. Let’s go."

They sat on the couch.
Lena with her legs crossed, hands together on her lap; Adrian leaning forward, but unable to take his eyes off her.
"It’s just that…" Lena began, timidly. "I… I’m confused. This… all this transformation… this whole process… I don’t know what it means. I feel things I didn’t feel before. I look in the mirror and… I don’t know if I’m still me. I don’t know if it’s Lena, or if it’s me being Lena, or if "
"Lena," Adrian said.

She continued, trying to find words.
"And I’m scared. Scared of what’s going to happen there. Scared of not knowing who I’ll be in the end. Scared that you… you…"
"Lena," he repeated.

She frowned.
"Could you listen to me? I’m talking "

She didn’t finish the sentence.
Adrian took her face in his hands and kissed her.
An intense, deep kiss, without asking for permission.
Lena let out a small moan, a mix of surprise and relief.
Her body trembled, but not from fear from recognition.
The kiss pulled her in, disarmed her, ignited her.
Her thoughts tangled, her worries dissolved into the warmth of those lips she already knew too well.

When Adrian pulled back just slightly, Lena gasped.
"I… was saying… that… I…"

But he didn’t let her finish.
He looked at her with that intensity that always left her soft, fragile, ready to melt.
"Lena," he said in a deep voice. "You don’t have to be afraid right now."

She felt her heart speed up, her skin prickle.
Adrian stood up slowly, without breaking eye contact.
She remained seated, breathing hard.

And then…
without thinking, without hesitating, without remembering what she wanted to discuss…
Lena followed her impulse.
That feminine, sweet, hungry impulse that had become so natural in her.

She leaned toward him.
She undid his belt with trembling fingers.
Her mind was no longer on the discussion, but on the need to feel him close, to calm her own vertigo with something familiar, warm, addictive.
Adrian let out a deep sigh.
Lena looked up at him with her lips slightly parted, her eyes shining, a gesture so feminine and full of desire that he had to brace himself against the backrest not to tremble.

The rest happened in soft shadows, quick breaths, touches that disappeared beneath the dim light of the living room.
Nothing explicit.
Only the clear image of Lena leaning in, giving herself to that moment with a sincere, sensual, and transforming devotion…
until the tension broke in a deep exhale from him, a stifled sigh from her, and a sweet silence that filled the room.

When it was over, Lena straightened slowly.
She wore a soft, satisfied, feminine smile.
A smile she hadn’t practiced.
A smile that rose from the center of her body.
A smile that said, without words:
I am Lena. And I enjoy it.
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Chapter 14 – The Last test

Lena still had her breath unsteady, her pulse racing, her lips sensitive, when the sound of Adrian’s phone broke the silence. She blinked several times, trying to regain her composure, even though her body was still trembling from what had just happened.
Adrian answered the call with his usual deep voice, as if nothing had happened moments ago, nothing that had left her mind floating in pink clouds. Lena remained seated on the couch, her fingers intertwined over her knees, trying to calm her heart as it pounded hard in her chest.
But he didn’t give her much time.
He ended the call.
He turned toward her.
He took her hand.
"Lena. Come on."
She blinked, confused.
"Where? I… Adrian, wait, we need to talk."
"No time. We have a reservation."
"Reservation?"
Adrian nodded, already pulling her hand gently to lift her.
"I talked to Valeria this morning. That’s why she put you in that dress. Today is your final test before the trip."
Lena’s stomach tightened; a whirl of nerves and desire mixed like a dangerous cocktail.
"But I wasn’t… ready to go out. I wanted… to talk to you."
"We can talk later. Right now I want you to come with me."
He handed her a small silver purse that matched her heels perfectly.
"Valeria prepared it. Take it."
Lena held the purse, feeling the cold metal against her trembling fingers.
And he wrapped an arm around her shoulders to cover her and guide her toward the elevator.
"Adrian…", she murmured, trembling.
"Don’t worry, Lena. I’m with you."
The words did more for her than the night breeze.
She let herself be guided.
When they stepped out of the building, Lena lost her breath again.
Adrian unlocked a sleek black car with the key fob, a current model, elongated headlights and paint so polished it reflected the entire city.
"Is this… yours?"
"Yes."
Lena swallowed.
The interior was even more impressive: dark leather, fine stitching, a masculine and expensive scent that made her feel wrapped in him.
She settled into the passenger seat, crossing her legs carefully. Adrian got in, set up the hands-free system, and started the engine. Soft music filled the air.
A call came through almost immediately.
"Adrian, I need that report in my email," said a male voice through the speaker.
"I’ll send it to you tomorrow morning," he replied, professional, confident, dominant.
Lena watched him speak.
His firm profile.
His strong jaw.
His large hands on the wheel.
At every light, every stop, he looked at her and gave her a slight smile, as if he enjoyed seeing her nervous, trembling, feminine.
In one of those pauses, he placed a hand on her leg.
Lena held her breath.
The touch was firm, warm, reassuring, yet also electrifying.
His fingers glided over her skin through the dress, slow, as if testing the new softness resulting from all the treatments.

She tensed, but she didn’t pull away.
She couldn’t.
She loved it.

When they arrived at the restaurant, Lena felt her legs give out for a moment.
It was an elegant place, full of people, warm lights, low music, tables occupied by carefully dressed couples. The kind of place where anyone would feel watched.

"Lena," Adrian said, noticing her trembling. "Look at me."
She did.
"You look beautiful."
"It’s just… there are too many people."
"Come."

He offered his arm.
She took it.
In that simple gesture, Lena felt her fears compress a little, as if Adrian absorbed half of them just by being there.

They walked together toward the table.
Every step was an examination.
Every glance a test.
Every gesture a verification of her feminization.
Adrian seemed completely relaxed.
She, inside, was a whirlwind.

He leaned in when they reached the reserved table.
"I talked to Valeria. She told me what you like. I already ordered a soft white wine and a dish you’re going to love."

Lena opened her eyes, surprised.
"You did all that… for me?"
"Of course."

She lowered her gaze, feeling the blush rise up her neck.
She sat with movements so delicate even she didn’t recognize herself.
Her hands rested on the napkin with grace.
Her posture was natural.
Her voice, when she asked for water, sounded soft, feminine, effortless.

And then she noticed.
She had stopped thinking about how she should behave.
She was simply doing it.

"Adrian…", she said in a barely audible tone. "I’m acting like… like a girl. Without… without thinking about it."
"Because you’re very good," he replied.

She opened her mouth to answer, but suddenly felt an urgent pressure in her bladder.
"I need… to go to the bathroom," she whispered.
"Go. I’ll wait for you."

When she stood up, her legs trembled again.
And when she reached the hallway leading to the restrooms, terror hit her full force.

Ladies… or gentlemen?

She froze.
Paralyzed.
Trembling.
She drew in a breath.

"I’m Lena… I’m Lena…", she told herself.

She entered the ladies’ room.
Her heart lodged in her throat.
Her hands cold.

Inside, two girls her age were touching up their lipstick. They looked at her.
First surprised.
Then smiling.
One of them said:
"Where did you buy that dress? It’s amazing."

Lena blinked.

"Uh… thanks. I… I picked it with a friend’s help."
The other girl let out a playful giggle.

Lena opened her purse on instinct.
Inside there were:
A soft red lipstick.
A couple of tissues.
Cash.
Compact powder.
And… condoms.

Lena went as red as a tomato.
"Valeria… what did you do…"
"And that purse… you can totally tell you’re here for something naughty."

Both girls laughed, wished her luck, and left as quickly as they had entered.

She touched up her lipstick with trembling hands and stepped out of the bathroom with her heart racing.

When she reached the table, Adrian was watching her calmly, as if he could feel everything she had gone through from his seat. Lena sat down quickly.

"Adrian… I… I can’t. Everyone is looking at me. They can tell. I’m dying of embarrassment."
He shook his head and leaned in, placing a hand over hers.
"No. No one notices anything."
"Yes they do. I know it. They’re looking at me weird."

Adrian smiled gently.
"They’re not looking at you weird."
"Then why…?"
"Because you’re perfect."

Lena was left speechless.
"They don’t think you’re strange. They think you’re beautiful."

She felt something flip inside her.
Her eyes grew wet.
"I… honestly…"
"Relax. Enjoy. I’m with you."

And she did.
The wine arrived.
The food too.
Lena stopped tensing her shoulders.
Her laughter began to come out naturally.
Her gestures flowed without thought.
And every time Adrian brushed her hand on the table, a sweet shiver ran through her.

She drank more than she meant to, yes.
But between nerves, relief, and his company, it was almost inevitable.

In the car on the way back, Lena rested her head on the seat, wearing a soft smile.
"I did it…", she murmured. "I was Lena… for real."
"You are," Adrian said as he drove.

She looked at him with shining eyes.

When they arrived at the apartment, he offered her his arm again.
He walked her inside.
And Lena, still with wine in her blood and the dress sparkling under the lights, felt… alive.
Complete.
Whole.
Seen.

The final test was over.
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Chapter 15 – The Preparations

Lena woke slowly, as if rising from a warm, bubbly depth.
First she felt the heat.
Then the gentle weight of an arm wrapped around her waist.
Then the familiar masculine scent that filled the pillow.
She opened her eyes.
The soft morning light slipped through the curtain.
She was lying, practically cradled, against Adrian’s chest.
And there, on his skin, were small pink marks.
Lipstick.
Lena froze, caught between tenderness and panic.
"What… what am I doing…?" she whispered very quietly, bringing both hands to her face.
She didn’t want to wake him yet.
She didn’t want to face that reality so soon.
She remembered the dinner.
She remembered the wine.
She remembered the kiss in the parking lot.
She remembered Adrian carrying her for a moment because her heels were killing her.
She remembered… flashes.
Very soft.
Very sweet.
Very dangerous.
Adrian breathed deeply behind her.
Lena held her breath.
And then she heard his rough, just-woken-up voice:
"Lena…"
She swallowed.
"Good morning…" she whispered.
Adrian pulled her a little tighter against his chest before opening his eyes.
He looked at her as if waking up beside her were a normal part of his life.
"I’m officially on vacation now," he said with a slow smile. "Today we pack our bags."
Lena blinked, confused by how ordinary it all sounded.
How intimate.
How… couple-like.
She still didn’t dare move.
Until Adrian slid a finger along her cheek.
"But first…" he murmured. "Come here."
He kissed her.
Slowly.
Deeply.
In a way that unraveled any attempt at rational thought.
Lena felt the world shrink to that single contact.
To the large hand stroking her back.
To her own body, dressed only in the blue lingerie she vaguely remembered choosing before bed: fine lace, delicate straps, stockings held by garters.
Her breath hitched when he slid his hand along her waist.
"You look beautiful like this," he said against her lips. "Too beautiful."
Lena closed her eyes.
She knew where that caress was going.
She knew what he wanted.
She knew what she wanted.
"Adrian…"
Lena surrendered to the moment. Her lips parted on their own, her tongue seeking his with quiet hunger. Adrian’s hands moved down her back, feeling the lace, until he squeezed her ass with gentle possession.
"Mmm… you’re already wet for me, aren’t you?" he whispered against her mouth when he felt her rubbing against his thigh.

Lena only moaned softly and, without saying anything, moved by instinct. She got on her knees on the bed, leaned forward with her hands on the headboard, arching her back until the blue thong sank between her cheeks and left her hole exposed, already shiny with lubricant and desire.
Adrian straightened up behind her in a second, his boxers falling to the floor. His morning cock was hard as iron, throbbing as he saw her offering herself like that.
"Fuck, Lena… look at how you get yourself ready…" he growled, running his fingers over her entrance, checking how open and ready she was.
"Please… put it in… I need you inside," she begged with that sweet, trembling voice, pushing her ass back.
Adrian didn’t wait any longer. He grabbed the fabric of the thong and pushed it aside (he didn’t take it off, just moved it enough), and placed the thick tip at her hole. He pushed in slowly, centimeter by centimeter, feeling how Lena opened for him, how she took him all the way with a long, feminine moan.
"Ahh… yes… like that… fill me, Adrian…"
When he reached the bottom, he stayed still for a moment, both of them panting. Then he began to move: slow at first, deep, savoring every brush of the lace against his skin, every tremor from her.
"You’re mine… all mine… look at you in this lingerie… you drive me insane in the mornings," he panted, gradually speeding up.
Lena could only moan, pushing back to meet every thrust, wrapped in the blue bodysuit, the black lace brushing her hardened nipples.
"Harder… fuck me like you’re never going to stop!"
Adrian grabbed her by the hips and obeyed. He started pounding her hard, the bed creaking, both of them sweating under the morning light. Lena’s moans grew loud and desperate, more and more feminine, more surrendered.
"I’m coming… Adrian… I’m coming with you inside!"
"Come, love… come while I fill you…"
And Lena came, trembling all over, her cock spilling inside the blue thong without anyone touching it, hot spurts soaking the fabric. Adrian followed a second later, burying himself to the hilt and releasing inside her with a long, animalistic groan, spurt after spurt, marking her again.
They stayed like that, him on top, still inside, kissing her sweaty nape.
After a warm shower, after fixing her hair, after lightly doing her makeup to look presentable even on a packing day, Lena began preparing her suitcases.
Summer dresses.
Sandals.
Denim shorts.
Makeup.
Skincare products.
Everything Valeria had approved.
Adrian kept passing by her side, as if he couldn’t help getting close.
Every time he did, he hugged her from behind, kissed her on the neck or the temple, murmuring soft things.
"I like seeing you like this."
"That dress looks good on you."
"Don’t rush, Lena."
Lena melted a little more each time.
She was falling in love.
It was obvious.
Too obvious.
But she couldn’t stop it.
Before leaving her apartment for the trip, she took her phone and wrote:
To her parents:
"This week I’ll be very busy with the new project. I might not answer quickly. Love you."
To Valeria:
"I’m leaving today. Wish me luck. And thank you… for everything."
Valeria replied with a heart emoji and a warning emoji.
Very her.
Adrian loaded the suitcases into the car while Lena admired the imposing vehicle again.
She had decided to wear a cream-colored summer dress, light, knee-length.
The sandals gave her comfort, though not the elegance she would have preferred.

"Valeria chose it for you," Adrian commented when he saw her adjust the belt.
"I know you’d prefer shorter things… but this one will be perfect when we arrive."
Lena sighed, but smiled.
"Yes… you’re right."
They settled into the car.
The engine purred softly.
The city faded behind them.
The drive would be about four hours.
Adrian placed his hand on Lena’s thigh as soon as they started off.
An automatic gesture, possessive, complicit.
She felt immediate warmth run across her skin.
He spoke while driving, going over the family information as if it were a script:
"My mother, Marlene. Artist, creative, loving, very expressive.
My father, Thomas. University professor, observant, kind.
They treat people very well. You don’t have to be afraid of them."
Lena nodded, memorizing every detail.
"My cousin Nick will be there too. He’s… very sociable. But don’t worry about him."
She raised a brow.
"Should I worry?"
"Just… stay close to me."
The tone was so direct that Lena swallowed.
Then Adrian continued:
"This is the story we’ll tell them. We met on a dating app. We started talking. And after a while… we fell in love. We’ve been together for months."
Lena opened her eyes, surprised.
"But… Adrian… that story is… it’s almost ours."
He glanced at her, with a small smile.
"I know. You won’t have to make much up."
She lowered her gaze.
Something tightened in her chest.
A soft, sweet, bitter little stab.
"Except the falling in love part," she murmured.
The air grew tense for a second.
Adrian didn’t answer right away.
His hand stayed on her leg, stroking gently.
"Yes," he said finally. "Except that."
Lena bit her lip, without looking at him.
"Of course…"
They both fell silent.
A silence loaded with something they didn’t want to name.
The car moved along the highway.
The wind hit the windows.
Adrian’s hand remained steady, warm, real.
And Lena, looking out the window, thought:
"I’m in too deep.
Too far.
Too… in love."
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Chapter 16 – Arrival at the Keller Home

The car stopped in front of a large house, modern alpine style, with big windows and well-kept flower boxes.
The sky was already turning pink, and the sunset light painted everything with a warm glow that made Lena feel a knot in her throat.
She didn’t know if it was fear, excitement, or both mixed into a cocktail far too intense.
Adrian turned to her.
"Lena. Breathe."
She nodded, though her hands trembled slightly over the summer dress.
"I’m fine… I think."
He brushed her knee with his fingers, that warm, calming gesture she already knew so well.
"You’re going to be perfect. Just stay close to me."
Lena swallowed, took the small purse Valeria had prepared for her, and opened the car door.
The air smelled of wood, flowers, and home.
And that only heightened her nerves.
They hadn’t taken even four steps when the front door swung open.
A woman with light brown hair, styled in an artistic and elegant bun, practically ran toward them with a bright smile.
"Lena, darling, finally!" exclaimed Marlene Keller, opening her arms without hesitation.
Lena barely had time to react before she was completely enveloped in a warm, soft, maternal, and surprisingly natural hug.
Her body tensed for a second… and then relaxed as Marlene’s floral perfume surrounded her.
"But how lovely you are," the woman said, pulling back just enough to take Lena’s hands. "Adrian told us you were beautiful, but he undersold it."
Lena felt her cheeks burn.
"It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Keller."
"Oh, please, call me Marlene. No formalities between women."
Between women.
Lena felt a small sweet dizziness run down her spine.
Behind her appeared Thomas Keller: tall, with a calm presence, blue eyes, and a deep voice.
"Lena," he said with a warm smile as he extended his hand. "Welcome. We’ve heard a lot about you."
She took his hand carefully, trying not to tremble.
"The pleasure is mine, Mr. Keller."
"Thomas," he corrected. "And I want you to feel completely at home. We’re happy to meet you."
His eyes were intense but kind.
And the most surprising: they weren’t searching for flaws, weren’t scanning, weren’t doubting.
They looked at her with simple naturalness.
With acceptance.
As if Lena were exactly what she appeared to be.
And that disarmed her inside.
"Come, come, come in," said Marlene, practically taking them by the hand toward the inside. "We have so many things to show you, and dinner is almost ready."
The house was bright, full of abstract paintings made by Marlene, light wood furniture, and that homey scent that made Lena want to sigh.
"Adrian," Thomas said as they walked, "your mother spent all morning preparing the room. I didn’t let her put flowers on the pillow because I thought it’d be too much."
"Thomas, don’t say such things," Marlene answered, laughing. "It was a lovely detail."
Adrian shook his head gently.
"Mom, I promise we appreciate what you did."
Lena watched the interaction with a warm knot in her chest.
This family was… the complete opposite of what she expected.
They were close.
Loving.

Modern.
Cozy.
She felt small within so much warmth.
"This is your room," Marlene announced as she opened a door.
Lena froze in the doorway.
A large matrimonial bedroom, with a light-wood bed, soft white sheets, blue cushions, a small table with fresh flowers, and two reading lamps.
In one corner there was space for the suitcases.
And in the other, a small vanity with a mirror.
A vanity.
For her.
"I wanted you to feel comfortable," Marlene said. "I know how hard a transition can be. You have all the space you need here. And if you need makeup, creams, anything… I use them too, darling, so don’t hesitate to take whatever you need."
Lena felt her eyes grow wet without meaning to.
"Thank you… truly. It means a lot to me."
Thomas smiled.
"Adrian has worked hard these last few years. We’re glad to see him happy. And we’re glad that you’re part of that."
Adrian placed a hand gently on her back, as if claiming her in front of his parents.
"We’re very good together," he said.
Lena’s heart gave a painful leap.
It was acting.
All of it was acting.
But it hurt how real it sounded.
After settling in, they left their bags arranged and went downstairs for dinner.
Marlene had prepared homemade pasta, fresh salad, and warm bread.
The entire dinner was smooth, comfortable, filled with kind questions:
"How has your transition been for you?"
"What would you like to study or work on in the future?"
"Have you two been planning this trip together for long?"
No invasive questions.
No suspicious looks.
Only sincere affection.
Lena smiled more at that dinner than she had in many months of her life.
She felt… seen.
Heard.
Validated.
As if being Lena were an evident and respected identity.
As if she did not have to act.
Adrian watched her, attentive.
Proud.
Or perhaps surprised at how quickly she adapted.
When dinner ended and Marlene was gathering plates, she approached Lena with a mischievous smile.
"Darling… I know you’re a young couple. We’re not going to impose strict rules. You’ll have full privacy in your room. So if you want to… enjoy your time together, feel free. This is your home."
Lena felt her soul leave her body.
"Marlene… I…"
"Oh, sorry, I made you blush. That wasn’t my intention."
The woman hugged her gently.
"I just want you to be comfortable. And to know you’re welcome."
When Marlene stepped away, Lena let out her breath slowly, feeling her cheeks burn.
Adrian came up behind her, with that calm presence that always enveloped her.
"Are you okay?" he whispered.
Lena nodded, still blushing.
"Yes. It’s just… they’re very kind."

"They are," he said. "And you’re doing amazing."
That night, after everyone had gone to bed, Lena entered the room, closed the door behind her, and opened the suitcase with trembling hands.
She took out a soft babydoll, light blue, semi-transparent, with delicate lace on the bust.
She put it on with slow, ritualistic movements.
She looked at herself in the mirror.
The reflection staring back was feminine.
Sweet.
Sensual.
Lena swallowed.
When Adrian entered, he froze.
"Lena…"
She lowered her gaze, shy.
"It’s just… I wanted to sleep comfortably."
Adrian approached her, slowly, as if afraid to break something precious.
He took her by the waist, pulled her gently against his chest, and hugged her.
She rested her head on him, feeling the steady heartbeat under her ear.
And for an instant… just one…
Lena wished the lie were true.
Wished that embrace weren’t part of a plan.
Wished she were truly his.
His real girlfriend.
His woman.
She wished… to stay like that forever.
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Chapter 17 – The House, the Clothes, the Heat

The heat of dawn slipped in through the thin curtains when Lena opened her eyes.
She didn’t know exactly when she had fallen asleep, she only remembered the feeling of Adrian’s firm chest against her back, the scent of wood and man that thickened in the room, and the faint murmur of distant voices as the Keller household settled into a new day.
Waking up in his arms was…
intense.
Strange.
Dangerously sweet.

"Good morning," Adrian murmured, his rough voice vibrating against Lena’s neck.
She slowly turned to see him better, her dark hair falling over the light-blue babydoll she was still wearing.
She felt light, soft, lost somewhere between fantasy and reality.

"This is so strange," she whispered, as if confessing a sin. "I can’t believe that… that all of this is happening. This house, your parents, you… me…"
Adrian traced a finger along her cheek.
"You’re beautiful. More than ever."

The comment warmed her from the inside, like a caress made of words.
She bit her lip.
She didn’t want to admit how much it affected her.

"Your mom…" she said quietly, remembering the direct insinuation from the night before. "She said that… we have privacy. That we can… you know…"
Adrian arched a brow, amused.
"She said it."

Lena covered her face with both hands, laughing nervously.
"I can’t believe she brought it up like that."
"She’s my mother. And she likes you. A lot."

The silence that followed grew heavy with heat.
A heat that didn’t come only from the warm climate of the region, but from their physical closeness, from the brush of their legs under the sheets, from the slow, deep way Adrian’s gaze traveled over every inch of her skin.

Lena went still.
Her breathing turned soft, trembling.

"Adrian…"
He understood the tone.
He slid his hand down to her waist.
Drew her closer.
Kissed her, slow at first, then deeper, soft yet firm, as if savoring every second of her.

Lena felt her body loosen.
There was no room for thinking.
No room for doubts.
Only for desire.

Adrian was lying on his back when he felt the scrape of painted nails sliding down his abdomen. Lena slipped beneath the sheets like a cat.

"Fuck… Lena…" he growled the moment he felt her warm lips wrap around the tip of his already hard cock.

She didn’t answer with words. She only went lower, taking him all the way in at once, until her nose brushed Adrian’s stomach. She began sucking with slow, hungry depth, her tongue teasing underneath, her suction tightening every time she pulled up.

Adrian gripped the sheets, his muscles tensing.
"Yeah… my gorgeous little woman… take it all…"

Lena moaned around his cock, the vibration traveling all the way to his balls. She quickened her pace, her head moving fast beneath the sheets, saliva dripping, until Adrian couldn’t hold back anymore: he lifted his hips and came with a long, rough groan, releasing hot spurts straight into her throat.

She swallowed everything, licked the sensitive tip, and emerged from under the sheets with swollen, glistening lips and eyes glazed with pleasure.

Adrian took her by the nape and pulled her in with force, kissing her with tongue, tasting himself in her mouth.
He held her tightly, skin against skin, the two of them trembling under the pink morning light, breathing at the same quickened rhythm.

"Are you okay?" he asked.
She nodded, with a fragile, love-struck smile.
"Yes… very okay."

Later, after a quick shower and some light makeup, Lena went downstairs dressed in pale shorts, a light blouse, and sandals that showed off her pink pedicure.
The clothes Marlene had recommended were fresh, summery, perfect for the weather… and far too revealing for her shyness.
She felt naked.
Exposed.
But also… free.

Adrian, already ready and elegant in a polo shirt, looked her up and down.
"You look gorgeous," he said simply.
Lena felt her cheeks warm.

The day began with them accompanying Adrian’s parents to the local market.
There were tourists, neighbors, families strolling.
Too many people.
Too many eyes.
Lena walked close to Adrian, as if he were her shield.

"Are you okay?" he murmured, leaning slightly toward her.
"I don’t know… I feel like everyone’s looking at me."
"They look at you because they like you."

She wished she could disappear.

Thomas, walking ahead, commented on local fruits, while Marlene pointed out flowers they could use to decorate the garden table.
Both of them treated Lena as if she were part of the family.

"This would look beautiful in your hair," Marlene said, placing a small flower behind her ear.
Lena was left speechless.

Thomas watched her from the side with that analytical but warm look that defined him.
"Lena," he said gently. "Adrian told us about your process. It must be complex. But I admire you. Not everyone has the courage to be themselves."
Lena’s heart lurched so hard she almost lost her balance.
"Thank you…", she murmured, her voice cracking a little. "Sometimes… it’s not easy."
"I know," Thomas said. "But here you are. And that’s admirable."

She almost broke.
Almost let the tears fall.
But she stayed steady.
She smiled.
And kept walking. But her “in-laws” noticed.

The family meal was warm, full of laughter and affectionate comments.
Marlene told anecdotes.
Thomas asked curious yet respectful questions.
Adrian touched Lena’s leg under the table from time to time, as if anchoring her to the world.
Lena ate, smiled, responded, helped serve.
And most surprising of all:
She felt happy.
Truly happy.
She could almost believe she was living a real life.
A life where she was Lena, a beloved trans girl, accompanied, cared for.
A life where Adrian was her boyfriend, where his hand sought hers without needing to act.
A lie so beautiful it hurt.

When the afternoon dimmed, when the golden sun bathed the Keller house, when the family kept talking at the table over glasses of cold lemonade, Lena realized something:
She wasn’t acting.
Not with them.
Not with Adrian.
Not with herself.
She was living.
Feeling.
And falling in love more than she could control.
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Chapter 18 – Living Together Becomes Dangerous

The second day dawned warm, with that soft light that slips through the curtains of a house that wakes up early.
Lena opened her eyes first, though not fully: she was kneeling in front of Adrian, between the still-warm sheets, with her hands on his waist and her lips brushing his skin.
It was an intimate moment, charged with that electricity the two of them seemed to seek without admitting it.
Adrian let out a deep, uneven breath, leaning toward her to gently caress her cheek.
"Lena…" he murmured, with that rough voice that made her tremble.

She was about to continue, lost in that masculine scent, when suddenly:

Knock, knock, knock.

They both froze.
A cheerful and familiar voice sounded on the other side of the door:
"Sweethearts? Breakfast is ready. Come down whenever you like."

Lena felt the blood in her veins turn cold.
Marlene.
Right there.
At that moment.

Adrian straightened immediately, running a hand through his hair.
"Let’s get dressed quickly," he said, half laughing and half urgent.
"This is a nightmare!" Lena whispered, searching for the robe she had left on the chair. "She’s going to hear us… she definitely heard us."
"Relax," he said, brushing her hip in a reassuring gesture. "She didn’t hear anything. And if she did… we’ll pretend nothing happened."

Lena put on a light blouse and a flowing cream-colored skirt. Adrian chose a linen shirt and shorts, perfect for the warm weather.
When they stepped out of the room, she was breathing fast, trying to convince herself she had enough composure to face the day.

Downstairs, Marlene was already dressed for the weather: wide skirt, light blouse, low heels, and soft but elegant makeup.
When she saw Lena, she smiled with that natural affection that always disarmed her.
"Lena, darling," she said, taking her arm with familiarity. "Come with me, I need help with breakfast."

Lena felt a shiver of surprise.
No one had ever taken her like that, as if she were truly part of a family.
As if she were… a daughter-in-law.

"Of course," she replied with a shy smile. "Tell me what to do."
"First, cut fruit. Then help me with the special toast," Marlene said, winking. "Adrian loves them."

Lena started working carefully.
Thanks to Valeria, she knew enough not to make a fool of herself: delicate movements, feminine posture, soft smiles at the right moments.

Suddenly, a young girl entered the kitchen with overflowing energy.
"Good morning!" she exclaimed, tossing a blonde ponytail in a messy bun. "You must be Lena?"
Lena turned to look at her.
The girl was cheerful, spontaneous, radiant.
"I’m Sophie, Adrian’s cousin. Well, the favorite one."
Lena laughed.
"Nice to meet you. I’m… Lena."
"I know," Sophie said with a conspiratorial tone. "We’re going to be good friends, you’ll see."

Lena blushed without meaning to.
Sophie had contagious energy, but she also looked at her with genuine curiosity, without a trace of malice.
"Need help with anything?" Sophie offered.
"Yes, darling," Marlene intervened. "You can set the plates on the table."

Just as they were finishing, firm footsteps approached the kitchen door.

Nick.
Sophie’s older brother.
Only two years younger than Adrian, tall, attractive, with an easy smile and that relaxed confidence that seemed to come built-in from birth.
"Good morning," he said, looking first at Adrian walking through the hallway… and then stopping on Lena.
He looked her over.
Smiled.
And stepped forward to give her a kiss on the cheek.
"So you’re Lena," he said in a warm voice. "My cousin has a very beautiful girlfriend."

Lena felt her skin go up in flames in seconds.
"Thank you…", she murmured, lowering her gaze.
Sophie rolled her eyes, amused.
"Nick, stop flirting."
"What? I’m just telling the truth," he replied, smiling at Lena, who nearly stumbled with the bowl of fruit.

Adrian appeared right then and his eyes sharpened slightly when he saw Nick standing so close.
Nick raised his hands as if surrendering.

Breakfast was lively.
The cousins talked enthusiastically.
Thomas commented on a new article he had read.
Marlene told family anecdotes.
And several times:
"Lena, you look so pretty today."
"Lena, you have beautiful style."
"Lena, you look very happy."

She smiled, answered delicately, took sips of juice with perfect posture… and tried not to explode from nerves.
Adrian, beside her, touched her under the table in subtle but constant ways: her knee, her hand, her thigh.
And Lena… let herself be cared for.

When they finished, Sophie stretched her arms.
"It’s hot. We should go to the pool," she suggested.
Lena almost spat out her sip of water.
Pool?
Her?
In a swimsuit?

Adrian answered before she could find any words:
"I don’t think today."
"Come on, cousin!" Sophie insisted. "You haven’t been here in months. Don’t be boring."

Nick turned to Lena and gave her a dangerous smile.
"Lena, do you want to come?"
Lena felt a terrible vertigo.
"I… thank you, but maybe another day."
Nick nodded in acceptance, though his eyes said something else.
Sophie simply sighed and carried on with the conversation.

Adrian said nothing… but his arm slid around Lena’s waist, pulling her to him in a protective, possessive, silently jealous way.
She almost melted right there.

The rest of the morning passed with conversations, short walks through the garden, and couple gestures that were too comfortable, too natural: Adrian brushing her hair, Lena resting her head on his shoulder, shared smiles.
But as the afternoon fell, while the family rested and the heat eased, Lena slipped away for a moment to breathe.
Everything was too much.
Marlene’s tenderness.
Thomas’s attention.
Sophie’s friendliness.
Nick’s direct flirting.
Adrian’s sweet possessiveness.

And the fact that everyone treated her like a real girl.
Like Adrian’s real girlfriend.
Like part of the family.

Lena wrapped her arms around herself, looking at the trees at the back of the garden.
"It’s only the second day…" she thought, her heart pounding hard.
"And I already don’t know how I’m going to survive the whole month."
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Chapter 19 – Dangerous Signs

Lena woke with a different feeling in her chest.
It wasn’t desire.
It wasn’t warmth.
It was… emptiness.

Adrian was already up, sitting at the edge of the bed, checking something on his phone.
For the first time since they had arrived, he wasn’t touching her, wasn’t kissing her, wasn’t reaching for her to start the day wrapped in that fire that always consumed them.

She sat up slowly, the babydoll sliding over her skin like a soft veil.
"Good morning," she said, her voice small.
Adrian looked up.
"Good morning. We won’t be able to… you know. My aunt Claire arrives soon. Sophie and Nick are helping prepare her room."

Lena nodded.
She didn’t know why it hurt so much.
It made sense that they couldn’t do anything in a house full of people, but…
she felt a strange hollow, almost childish, something she didn’t want to analyze.

Adrian set his phone aside.
"And about Nick…" he said, in a tone that immediately made her tense.
"What about Nick?"
"He’s always been like that. Flirty with anything that breathes, especially with whoever I’m dating." Adrian frowned. "And it bothers me. A lot. Especially that he doesn’t show you respect."

Lena felt a shift in her chest.
Was that…?
Was that a real sign of affection?

But before her mind could build a castle of illusions, Adrian added:
"Even if this is a lie, he should behave."

The emotional structure collapsed in on itself.
"Of course…", Lena murmured, lowering her gaze. "You’re right."

Adrian didn’t notice the change in her expression.
Or he noticed but didn’t understand why.

After the family breakfast, Marlene walked up to Lena with that soft, elegant gait of hers, carrying a small silver box in her hands.
"Lena, will you help me with my makeup? Just a little. You do it so beautifully."
Marlene’s voice had a tenderness that melted the soul.
And Lena, without thinking, nodded with a sincere smile.
"Of course. I’d love to."

At Marlene’s vanity, Lena picked up a brush, a bit of pink blush, and began applying it with gentle movements.
Marlene closed her eyes, relaxed, as if she trusted her completely.
"What delicate hands you have," she murmured. "You’re a good girl, Lena. A very good one. Adrian is lucky."

Lena swallowed hard.
Those words went straight, deep, into a place she didn’t even know existed.
"Thank you…", she whispered.

"Oh, before I forget," Marlene said, getting up. "I have something for you."
She went to the wardrobe and pulled out a long box.
When she opened it, Lena saw a pale pink dress, with a flowing skirt, thin straps, and a soft shimmer.
"I want you to have it," Marlene said, offering it to her. "I think it would look beautiful on you."

"I… I can’t accept this," Lena said, her voice breaking. "It’s too much."
"It’s not too much, darling. I want you to wear it. It would be an honor for me."

Marlene hugged her, soft, maternal, warm.
Lena rested her head without thinking.
And for a moment, she wished everything were real.
She wished she were that daughter-in-law, that cherished girl welcomed by the Keller family.
She wished she could be Lena… without lies.

In the afternoon, Claire and her children arrived.
Aunt Claire was an elegant, sophisticated woman, with a sharp smile and eyes that saw everything without saying anything.
"Lena, darling, I’ve heard so much about you," she said, hugging her with an expensive perfume.
Lena blushed up to her ears.

Sophie appeared to help in the kitchen, and Marlene said:
"Girls, let’s get to work. Claire, you and I will chop vegetables. Lena, darling, you handle the dressing."
Lena obeyed, delighted to feel like part of the Keller women.

But it didn’t take long before Nick walked into the kitchen almost silently.
"Hi," he said, stepping toward Lena with a smile that was far too comfortable. "You looked very busy. Need help with anything?"
She felt her chest tighten.
"I’m fine, thank you."

Nick placed a hand on the counter, leaning toward her.
"You know… my cousin doesn’t usually bring girls here."
His eyes traveled over her with shameless sweetness.
"He never wanted a serious relationship. Ever. I told Sophie years ago. It’s not his style."

Lena felt a chill.
"Why are you telling me this?"
"Because it’s not fair to you," Nick said, lowering his voice. "If you’re here, it’s because he matters to you. That’s obvious. But… do you matter to him the same way?"

Lena pressed her lips together.
"I’m here because I love him."
Nick sighed, as if he had expected that answer.
"Maybe. But ask yourself something, Lena… does he love you?"

She stepped back half a step.
Her heart cracked a little more with each word.
"You shouldn’t…"
"I just don’t want him to hurt you. Because you don’t seem like a game to me."

And Nick drew even closer, too close, just centimeters from her face.

Before she could say anything, Sophie appeared with a plate.
"Nick, Mom wants you. Now."
He moved away, but not without giving her one last intense look.

Lena felt she couldn’t breathe.

Dinner was pleasant on the surface, but Lena barely ate a thing.
Adrian looked at her from time to time, but he couldn’t decipher her sadness.
She only smiled automatically.

At nightfall, when they went up to their room, Adrian closed the door and approached her from behind.
"Lena… you’re acting strange. Are you okay?"
She shook her head.
"Not today. I’m… tired."

He slid his hands along her shoulders, then down her back, and began massaging her gently.
"Relax. Let me give you a massage. You don’t have to talk if you don’t want to."
"I’m not in the mood."
"Just… let me take care of you," he murmured, bringing his lips to her neck. "Like before. Like when you came to my apartment. Just the two of us. Nothing else matters."

She shut her eyes tight, losing resistance for a moment.
But even so, she whispered:
"All of this is a lie…"

Adrian turned her gently to look her in the eyes.
"Then let it be a sweet lie."

Lena felt something break inside her.
Because yes, it was sweet.
Terribly sweet.

He kissed her.
Slow.
Deep.
Every touch was an attempt to convince her that this moment was real, even if it was an illusion.
She gave in.
She held him.
She let him into that vulnerable space she had sworn to protect.

The white sheets were already a mess when Adrian positioned himself on top of her. Lena trembled under his weight, the mint-sheer babydoll pushed up to her waist, the matching thong moved to the side. The soft glow from the bedside lamp washed her skin in an almost unreal tone.

Adrian looked at her for a second, saying nothing. He only leaned down to kiss her slowly, deeply, as he pushed in. The thick tip parted her lubricated entrance and slid inside with torturous slowness. Lena let out a long, soft moan against his mouth.
"Mmm… ah…"

Centimeter by centimeter, he filled her, stretching her, burning her inside with that delicious pressure she already knew. When he reached the bottom, Lena felt her breath disappear; she was so full, so completely taken, that her eyes filled with tears without meaning to.

Adrian began to move, slow, very slow, sliding in and out to the very last millimeter. Each thrust was a long, hot glide that brushed her prostate and made her arch her back under the babydoll.
"Ah… Adrian…"

He kissed her on every moan, swallowing her sounds, her breaths, her name. His large hands caressed her waist, her thighs, the mint lace, as if he wanted to memorize all of her. Lena clung to his shoulders, her nails digging in, her open legs trembling.

Another deep push. Another sharper, more broken moan.
"Ahh… there… don’t stop…"

The movements grew a little more intense, deeper, but never rough. It was as if Adrian wanted to stretch the moment forever. Lena drifted away; the world shrank to the heat of his cock opening her, the brush of fabric against her nipples, the smell of both of them mixing under the sheets.

Her moans became continuous, small, sweet.
"Mmm… yes… more… ah…"

Adrian let out a low growl against her neck, speeding up just slightly, until he felt her tense beneath him. Lena came first, without touching herself, a slow and deep orgasm that made her whole body shake, her insides tightening around him in waves.

That broke him. Adrian sank one last time all the way in and spilled inside her with a long, rough groan, hot, thick, filling her until she felt she was overflowing.

They stayed wrapped around each other, sweaty, trembling, lost among the tangled sheets and the scent of mint and sex. Neither spoke. Only ragged breaths and the beating of two hearts.

Afterward, Adrian fell asleep, breathing calmly, an arm around her waist.
Lena didn’t.
She lay there with her eyes open, staring at the ceiling, her heart beating far too fast.

She didn’t know what was going to happen.
She didn’t know what any of this meant.
She didn’t know if he loved her.
Or if he only needed her.

She only knew one thing:
She was in love.
And that was the most dangerous sign of all.
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Epilogue – The Call That Hurt More Than the Lie

Lena waited until the Keller house fell silent.
Adrian slept deeply beside her, his heavy arm wrapped around her waist, breathing with that calmness that broke her heart.
She slid her hand carefully, just enough to free herself without waking him, and slowly got out of the bed.
The babydoll moved over her skin like a whisper.

She walked to the window, where the moon lit the garden, and picked up her phone.
Her heart trembled.
She dialed Valeria’s number.
Her friend answered immediately.
"Lena? What happened? It’s two in the morning. Are you okay?"

Lena pressed her lips together, taking a deep breath before letting her voice out, soft, trembling.
"No, Valeria… I’m not okay."

There was a brief silence on the other end.
A silence of real concern.
"Talk to me, princess."

Lena swallowed hard.
"Val… it’s only been three days. Three. And I feel like… like this is my life. Like this house is my home. Like… this family is my family."

Valeria didn’t interrupt.

"It’s terrible, Val. Terrible because I like it too much. Because Marlene calls me darling and hugs me as if I were her real daughter-in-law. Because Thomas calls me daughter without realizing it and I… I almost cry. Because Sophie treats me as if we’d been friends forever. Because Claire looks at me like I’m welcome. Because… because everyone sees me as a woman. Because…"

Her voice broke completely.
"Because I feel free. Because I feel… happy. And I shouldn’t."

Lena pressed a tissue to her mouth so she wouldn’t sob too loudly.

"And Adrian…" she added in a shattered whisper. "I don’t know what I’m doing. I don’t know what I feel. But he… he kisses me in a way I can’t resist. He touches me as if… as if I were real to him."

Valeria exhaled softly.
"Lena, love… this is too much for you alone. If you want me to go get you, I will. Really. If you want to stop lying, if you want to come home, if you want to leave right now, just tell me and in less than a day I’ll be there with you."

Lena closed her eyes, letting a tear slide down her cheek.
"No."

"No?" Valeria repeated in surprise.
"No," Lena said with more strength. "I don’t want to leave. Despite the pain, despite the lie. Even though I’m falling in love with someone who is never going to love me back."

"Lena…"

"It’s true. I know. It makes no sense. But I want to stay. I want to help him. I know he needs it. And I… I’m in love with Adrian."

That confession fell between them like an inevitable bell strike.
Valeria took a deep breath.
"I knew it."

"I just have to survive these two weeks," Lena said, trying to convince herself. "After that… after that I’ll leave Lena behind. I’ll go back to being Leo. I’ll leave. And I won’t see Adrian again. Ever."

The silence on the other end was heavy.
Full of compassion.
And sadness.

"Lena, my love," Valeria finally said. "What you’re saying… it’s as brave as it is painful. But if you decide to stay, I’m with you. Even if it hurts me for you. Even if it scares me. I’ll support you."

Lena smiled through tears.
"Thank you, Val. You’re the only person who knows who I really am."

"And I love you exactly as you are," Valeria replied. "But promise me something."
"What?"
"Promise me you’re not going to fall apart alone. If it hurts too much, if everything becomes unbearable, you call me. I’ll go get you. I’ll pull you out of there even if you have to jump out the window, understood?"

Lena let out a small, trembling laugh.
"I promise."
"Good. And now… breathe, princess. Tomorrow the show continues."

Lena nodded, even though Valeria couldn’t see her.
"Thank you. Really."
"I love you, Lena."
"I love you too, Valeria."

She hung up the call with her hands still trembling.
She looked at her reflection in the window: bright eyes, damp lips, a babydoll far too feminine to remind her of who she had once been.

She went back to the bed slowly.
Adrian slept on his back, peaceful, beautiful, completely unaware of the emotional chaos burning in her chest.

Lena slipped beside him.
She felt him, still asleep, automatically pull her into his arms.
As if his body sought hers even without thinking.

She closed her eyes and rested her forehead against his chest.
"Two weeks," she whispered to herself.
"Just two more."

But deep down, she knew surviving them would be the hardest thing she had ever done.
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Afterword

Thank you for reaching the end of His Perfect Crossdressed Girlfriend.

If you made it this far, it means Lena and Adrian’s journey resonated with you in some way.
Maybe you saw yourself in Leo’s secret softness…
in Lena’s blooming femininity…
or in the dangerous sweetness of wanting to be seen, chosen, shaped, and loved.

Thank you for giving this story your time, your curiosity, and your heart.
As an indie author, every reader matters deeply.

With love, softness, and endless gratitude,
Sofía Bacon
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