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If you are drawn to stories of soft fabrics, whispered expectations, hidden truths, emotional surrender, and the quiet thrill of becoming someone you were never supposed to be… then welcome to Lena’s truth.

Book 2 of the His Perfect Girl Series.


Prologue

It began as a well-thought-out lie, a practical solution to an uncomfortable problem, a performance with clear rules and an expiration date.
In the first book, the reader learned of that pact: to pretend to be the perfect girlfriend during a family vacation to soothe the expectations of insistent parents. Nothing more. Nothing less. A cold, almost businesslike agreement, leaving no room for feelings, promises, or shared futures.
But lies, when lived for too long, begin to breathe.
Lena did not appear all at once. She was built patiently, through training, through fear and curiosity. At first it was only clothes, makeup, gestures rehearsed in front of the mirror. Then it became a voice that softened without thinking, a posture that turned natural, a way of being looked at that awakened something deep and dangerous: the desire to stay.
The Keller family became the unexpected stage for that transformation.
Marlene, with her overflowing affection and protective instinct, saw in Lena the woman she had always wanted to see by her son’s side. Thomas, with his steady calm, treated her with a respect that disarmed any defense. And Adrian… Adrian was the center of everything: the origin of the agreement and, without knowing it, the trigger of the conflict.
Because Adrian desired Lena, but did not want to name her. He wanted her close, but not bound. He needed her, but was not willing to change his way of living. For him, everything had to remain part of the plan, even when the plan was no longer enough to explain what was happening between the sheets, in the glances, in the silences.
What began as an act became identity. What was a temporary role began to feel like home. And what was supposed to end at the end of the trip began to hurt just to think about.
The first book was the story of awakening: of the body, of desire, of a femininity that could no longer be packed into a suitcase at the end of the vacation. It was also the story of a dangerous illusion, sustained by well-intentioned lies and cowardly silences.
This second part begins precisely when those lies start to take their toll.
Here it is no longer just about pretending or not pretending. It is about accepting consequences. About deciding which name remains and which is lost. About facing love when it does not fit into plans, and identity when it stops being reversible.
The vacation continues, but time is running short.
The family watches.
Desires intersect.
And what began as a game threatens to become truth.
This book does not promise easy endings.
It promises intimacy, guilt, tenderness, desire, and decisions that hurt.
It promises Lena walking ever farther from what she was, and ever closer to what she is.
Because there are lies that are enjoyed.
And truths that, when they arrive, change everything.


Chapter 1 The Next 3 Days

The morning sun filtered through the heavy linen curtains of the guest room in the Keller country house, bathing the space in a dense golden light. Leo no longer existed in that room; only Lena remained, waking between Egyptian cotton sheets with her skin still sensitive from the caresses of the night before.
The summer heat in the province was different from that of the city. It was not a suffocating asphalt heat, but a vibrant humidity that seemed to invite skin to reveal itself. Lena sat up in bed, stretching her arms above her head. Her body felt different: lighter, more fluid. When she looked at her legs, perfectly shaved and gleaming thanks to a moisturizing lotion, she felt a small shiver of satisfaction.
She got up and went to the closet. Leo’s clothes had been forgotten in a suitcase hidden in Adrian’s apartment; now her universe was reduced to what Valeria had selected for her. She chose a skort, that mix of skirt and shorts in a cream color, dangerously tight, accentuating the curve of her hips and leaving her legs completely exposed. She paired it with a silk blouse in a light color, so fine that it became slightly transparent if the light hit it head-on.
As she went down the stairs, the sound of the thin-strap sandal heels against the wood click-click, click-click became the metronome of her new identity. Each step was an affirmation.
In the kitchen, the family was already active. Marlene looked up from the newspaper and smiled with a warmth that always made Lena’s heart clench.
"Good morning, dear. You look lovely, that color suits you beautifully," the woman said, pointing to the coffee maker.
"Thank you, Marlene. I slept wonderfully," Lena replied, modulating her tone with the practice of someone who no longer needs to make an effort.
Adrian was sitting at the table, drinking coffee. His gray eyes traveled over Lena’s body with an intensity that almost made her stumble. She knew what he was looking at: the way the skort tightened over her ass and how the little blouse, slightly damp from the morning heat’s sweat, clung to her chest.
Lena approached the table to pour the coffee. As she did, she leaned a bit more than strictly necessary, allowing the neckline of the blouse to fall forward. She felt Adrian’s gaze burning into her skin, fixed on the rise of her chest and the curve of her neck.
"Do you want more coffee, Adrian?" she asked, with a spark of mischief that would never have belonged to Leo.
"Please," he replied, his voice a little rougher than usual.
The brush of their fingers as she handed him the cup was electric. In that moment, under the Keller roof and in front of his parents, the danger of the lie mixed with the adrenaline of desire.
The second day was even more intense. Family activities short walks, outdoor lunches, and board games forced Lena to keep the mask on twenty-four hours a day. But the mask was merging with her face.
During the afternoon, while she helped Marlene pick some flowers in the garden, the heat became almost unbearable. Sweat ran down her back, making the blouse cling to her curves like a second skin. Lena gathered her hair into an improvised bun, exposing her nape. She realized that she didn’t mind Adrian’s cousins or his aunt looking at her; in fact, she enjoyed it. She felt powerful being the center of attention, being the beautiful woman everyone admired.
However, the true climax of each day came when the bedroom door closed and the rest of the world disappeared.
That night, the air was charged with electricity. Adrian locked the door and, before Lena could say anything, grabbed her by the waist, pinning her against the cold wood.
"You drove me crazy all day with that sway of your hips," he growled into her ear.
"I was just being a good girlfriend, Adrian," she purred, wrapping her arms around his neck.
Lena slid down with feline grace, dropping to her knees on the carpet. Her movements were fluid, instinctive. With skilled fingers, she freed Adrian from his pants. Her lips, painted a soft red that had become her personal signature, closed around him with an eagerness that understood nothing of performances.
Moaning in broken sounds, Lena devoted herself to the task with an almost religious devotion. She felt small, submissive, and at the same time, in absolute control of the situation.
"That’s it, bitch… you do it so well," Adrian whispered, burying his fingers in her hair.

Lena responded with a deep moan, letting him use her, enjoying the sensation of being claimed. Shortly after, he pulled her to her feet, turning her around so she was braced against the bed. He took her from behind, urgently pushing the skort aside. The first thrust was slow, allowing her to open and get used to his size.
"More, daddy… please, harder," she begged, arching her back, surrendering to the passion of her male.
Each thrust drove her deeper into an abyss of pleasure where the name "Leo" was a distant, meaningless echo. In that moment, as her nails dug into the sheets and her body vibrated from the impact, the truth hit her harder than the orgasm that was about to come.
The third day dawned with a deceptive calm. Lena walked barefoot through the house, enjoying the contact of her well-cared-for feet against the floor. The click-click of her sandals had been replaced by the silent brush of her skin, but her attitude was the same; in fact, her feet, already accustomed to heels, almost always walked on tiptoe.
She found herself looking at her reflection in the hallway mirror while the family was on the porch. She was no longer searching for traces of Leo. She was no longer trying to see if her jaw was too wide or if her shoulders gave anything away. She only saw Lena: a young, vibrant woman who loved summer and who loved the man sleeping at her side.
"This isn’t acting," she thought, with a fear that quickly turned into euphoria. "This is what I always wanted to be. This life, this body, this desire… this is what’s real."
She went down to the porch where Thomas Keller was reading. The man lowered his glasses and smiled at her with a paternal tenderness that would have made Leo cry, but that made Lena smile back with confidence.
"Ready for the afternoon boat ride, Lena?" Thomas asked.
"More than ready, Thomas. I love the water," she replied, sitting beside him and crossing her long legs with natural elegance.
As she watched Adrian approach from the dock, Lena understood that the two-week deadline was no longer a countdown to returning to her previous life. It was, in fact, the time she had left to decide whether she would ever allow Leo to exist again.
Every orgasm in the darkness, every compliment from Marlene, every lascivious glance from Adrian under the midday sun pulled her another mile away from the gray office and cheap shirts. Lena was not just pretending; she was being formed, being born again in the heat of that family summer, embracing the sweet lie until nothing remained but the truth of her own femininity.
"Only eleven days left," she thought as Adrian winked at her from a distance. "Eleven days and everything will be over, I hope…"
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Chapter 2 Mother and Daughter Makeup

Marlene’s room had that special light of rooms that always receive the morning sun. It was not a direct or harsh light, but warm, enveloping, perfect for looking at oneself in the mirror without cruelty. Lena noticed it as soon as she crossed the threshold, as if her body quickly learned to relax in spaces where no one seemed to be setting a trap for her.
"Come, sit here with me," Marlene said, pointing to the vanity. "Ever since you arrived I feel like my hands don’t work the same anymore, and you have such a delicate touch."
Lena smiled shyly, that smile of hers that began on her lips and took a second longer to reach her eyes. She sat beside her, carefully crossing her legs; the shorts she was wearing brushed against her shaved thighs. She had on a light, fresh little blouse that left her shoulders bare. The heat made everything more intimate, slower.
"I’m not an expert," Lena replied, almost apologetically.
"Please," Marlene laughed. "I’ve seen you. Always so pretty, so soft. Besides, I like how you do your makeup, but today I want you to help me."
She handed her the foundation, then the brushes, and Lena began to work with a concentration that isolated her from the world. She leaned slightly forward, so close she could smell Marlene’s perfume, a light floral fragrance. Her fingers moved carefully, as if she were touching something fragile.
"Like this, slowly," Lena murmured, more to herself than to the other woman.
"You’re so lovely when you focus," Marlene commented naturally, with no double intention.
Lena felt the heat rise to her face. She lowered her gaze for a second, embarrassed.
"Thank you…"
"Do you know what I like about you?" Marlene continued, watching herself in the mirror while Lena outlined her eyes. "That you’re very sweet. Very respectful."
Lena tensed slightly, a minimal stiffness that only she noticed.
"Well… I just do what makes me feel comfortable."
"And that’s perfect," Marlene said immediately, turning her head a little to look at her. "But don’t hold back because of us. No one here is going to judge you. You can do your makeup however you want, dress however you want. You’re young, you’re beautiful… enjoy it."
Lena swallowed.
"Really?"
"Of course, sweetheart. Besides," she added with a knowing smile, "Adrian doesn’t seem to mind."
That comment made her blush instantly. Lena turned back to the mirror, pretending to concentrate, but her lips curved into a small, contained smile. She finished the makeup carefully and took a step back.
"Done."
Marlene looked at herself and clapped softly.
"I love it! Look, come."
She stood up and went to a small wooden jewelry box. She opened it as if sharing a secret. Rings, bracelets, necklaces rested in velvet-lined compartments.
"Try this," she said, taking out a thin ring and sliding it onto Lena’s finger without asking permission. "It looks beautiful on you."
Then a bracelet. Then another. Lena let her do it, feeling that feminine contact, that almost maternal gesture that disarmed her. She looked at her hands, the accessories shining against her skin.
"It’s too much," she murmured.
"Not at all," Marlene replied. "You look lovely. And put on the lipstick you like most, not that discreet one you always wear."
Lena laughed nervously.
"Isn’t it too much?"
"Too much would be if you weren’t yourself," Marlene said, with a certainty that closed Lena’s throat.
Lena did her makeup a little more than usual that day. A slightly more intense color on her lips. Nothing excessive. But enough to make her feel different. More visible.
When she left the room, Thomas was in the living room, looking over some papers. He looked up and smiled immediately.
"Hello, Lena. You look very nice."
"Thank you, Thomas," she replied, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

He watched her for a second longer, not with desire, but with that warm attentiveness of men who take care of others.
"Adrian told me about your job," he said gently.
Lena felt a small knot form in her stomach.
"Yes… well. Things happen."
"Would you sit with me for a moment?" he asked, gesturing toward the armchair. "If you don’t mind."
She sat down beside him, carefully crossing her legs. The heat made her skin stick slightly to the seat. Thomas took out a sheet of paper.
"Do you have your résumé handy?"
Lena nodded and looked for it on her phone. She changed the name from Leo to Lena with slightly trembling hands. Thomas read it attentively, furrowing his brow from time to time, not in disapproval, but in concentration.
"You have a very good profile," he said at last. "Sometimes the market is cruel; it has nothing to do with you."
"Thank you…" she replied, lowering her gaze.
"You know," he continued, "I went through something similar at your age. You feel lost, like the ground is shifting beneath you."
Lena looked up, surprised.
"Really?"
"Of course. And it always helps when someone reaches out a hand. I have a few contacts. I can make some calls, see if something comes up."
She felt a sharp pinch in her chest.
"I don’t want to cause trouble…"
"You’re not causing any," Thomas said firmly. "You’re part of the household now. And besides," he smiled, "I like you very much."
Lena had to make a conscious effort not to cry. She nodded, unable to say much more.
"Thank you. Truly."
Thomas gave her a gentle pat on the hand, a paternal, sincere gesture.
"Everything will be fine."
When she was alone a few minutes later, Lena went to the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. The makeup, the borrowed accessories, the light clothing… everything fit too well.
I’m a liar, she thought, with a sweet, aching knot in her chest.
But they treat me like a real little princess.
She rested her hands on the sink, breathing deeply. The reflection returned an image that was serene, feminine, almost happy.
And that was what broke her the most.
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Chapter 3 Adrian Can’t Stop Looking

Adrian realized something had changed when he stopped hearing full conversations.
It wasn’t that he wasn’t interested; it was that his attention kept slipping away on its own, as if someone had shifted his internal axis without asking permission. He was sitting at the dining table, a cup of already cold coffee between his hands, while his mother talked about some household matter, and yet his eyes kept returning again and again to the same point.
Lena.
She was standing by the window, her body outlined against the morning light. The heat of the day had already settled in shamelessly, and she seemed to adapt to it with an almost irritating naturalness. She was wearing a skirt, short but elegant, and a light blouse that clung a little more to her skin every time she moved. Her loose hair fell over her shoulders, and each of her gestures had a fluidity that didn’t seem rehearsed.
She leaned lightly against the window frame, crossed one leg over the other with grace, and let out a soft laugh when Marlene said something from the kitchen. A laugh that wasn’t loud or forced; it was light, almost intimate, accompanied by that habit of bringing a hand to her chest as if she needed to hold the emotion so it wouldn’t escape.
Adrian clenched his jaw.
Don’t look like that, he told himself, unsuccessfully.
It wasn’t just desire. That would have been easier to handle. It was that strange, uncomfortable feeling of watching something that fit too well in a place that was supposed to be temporary. Lena moved through the house as if she had always been there: barefoot at times, then in those heels that made a soft click against the floor; sitting down carefully, adjusting her clothes without exaggeration, listening with genuine attention when someone spoke.
Too real.
"Adrian," his mother said from the kitchen, "can you pass me the salt?"
He blinked, coming back to the present.
"Yes, of course."
He stood up, passed by Lena, and as he did, he caught that faint scent that always surrounded her. Nothing heavy. Nothing invasive. Something clean, sweet, dangerous in how easy it was to associate it with the idea of home.
This isn’t real, he reminded himself as he returned to his seat.
It’s an agreement. A practical solution.
He had been clear from the beginning. With her. With himself. Pretend to be in a relationship so his parents would stop insisting, so family dinners wouldn’t turn into interrogations, so he could breathe easily. Nothing more.
And yet.
Lena sat down across from him, crossing her legs with that learned care that traced the outline of her thighs. Adrian didn’t look away in time. The memory hit him without warning: those same legs trembling, that same mouth parted, those soft sounds that clung to his body even hours later.
He averted his gaze. Took a sip of coffee.
"Everything okay?" Lena asked, tilting her head slightly.
"Yes," he replied, quicker than necessary. "Just… heat."
She smiled.
"Yeah, it’s unbearable today."
The word hung between them with a double meaning neither of them commented on.
The rest of the morning passed with a deceptive normality. Marlene came and went, Thomas read the newspaper, and Lena moved among them as if she were a piece that had always been there, asking questions, helping, listening. Adrian found himself noticing details that wouldn’t have mattered to him before: the way Lena rested her weight on one hip when she stood still, how she modulated her voice when speaking to his parents, how she seemed to shrink just a little when she felt she was the center of attention.
It’s just acting, he insisted internally.
She’s good at this because she has to be.
But that explanation was no longer quite enough.
At one point, when they were alone in the living room, Lena sat down on the opposite armchair, tucking her legs beneath her. The skirt slid a little higher, revealing skin. It wasn’t a direct provocation; it was comfort. And that disarmed him more than any conscious attempt at seduction.

"My parents are happy with you," Adrian said, breaking the silence.
Lena looked up, surprised.
"Really?"
"Yes. They like you a lot."
She smiled, but immediately lowered her gaze.
"They’re… very kind to me."
"They always are," he replied. Then he added, without thinking too much, "With you, more so."
Lena fidgeted with her fingers.
"That makes me a little nervous."
Adrian frowned.
"Why?"
"Because I don’t want to disappoint them," she said softly.
The phrase hit him like a blunt blow to the chest.
I am deceiving them, he thought. We both are.
And for the first time since he’d had the idea, the word deception stopped feeling so comfortable.
He watched her in silence. The midday light streamed in through the window, tracing soft shadows across her face. She looked young. Vulnerable. Beautiful in a way that didn’t shout, that didn’t demand attention, but held it all the same.
For a second, just one, the fantasy slipped in without asking permission: coming home with her, not as a role, but as a choice; not having to measure gestures; not having to remember the agreement. Imagining her being introduced without excuses, without asterisks, without lies.
The thought unsettled him.
He shook his head slightly, as if he could physically expel it.
No, he told himself firmly.
This isn’t what I want. It’s not what I planned.
He had his life arranged. His routines. His way of being alone without feeling lonely. He didn’t need complications. He didn’t need explanations. He didn’t need to take responsibility for other people’s expectations.
And yet, when Lena stood up and passed by him on her way to the kitchen, his body reacted before his reason. A low, persistent tension reminded him with uncomfortable clarity of everything they shared when no one else was watching. How she gave herself. How she trusted. How her voice changed when she felt desired.
Adrian closed his eyes for a second.
This isn’t fair, he suddenly thought.
Not to her. Not to my parents.
The idea settled into him with a new weight. Not as paralyzing guilt, but as a question he hadn’t wanted to ask before: how long? How long could he keep up that farce without someone getting hurt?
Lena returned with a glass of water and offered it to him with a smile.
"You look tense."
"I’m fine," he replied, taking it. Their fingers brushed as he took the glass. A minimal contact. Enough.
She didn’t pull her hand away immediately.
They looked at each other for a second too long.
They didn’t say anything.
Later, when evening fell and the heat began to ease, Adrian found himself watching her from the other end of the living room, almost without realizing it. Lena was talking with Marlene, laughing softly, moving with that femininity that no longer felt like a disguise, but like a way of being in the world.
And for the first time since everything had begun, Adrian didn’t think only about what he was gaining from the plan.
He thought about what he was risking.
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Chapter 4: Shopping and Beauty

The day dawned with a clear sky and a gentle warmth that promised to become insistent before noon. Lena knew it the moment she opened her eyes and let the warm air enter through the bedroom window. She stretched slowly, feeling her body light, her skin sensitive, as if each day under that roof had been refining her a little more.
"Today we’re going out," Marlene announced from the hallway, with contagious energy. "No staying cooped up."
Lena smiled even before answering.
"Going out… where?"
"Shopping, of course. And then I have a surprise."
There was no way to refuse. Marlene was already waiting for her with her bag on her arm and oversized sunglasses, ready to drag her outside with that mix of determination and joy that made it impossible to say no. Adrian said goodbye from the doorway, watching them leave with an expression Lena couldn’t quite decipher.
The first stop was a bright boutique, full of light fabrics and soft colors. Summer dresses hung on perfectly ordered racks, and the air conditioning offered a delicious relief from the heat outside.
"This one," Marlene said without hesitation, pulling out a light, short, flowing dress. "Try it on."
Lena took it carefully, as if it were something fragile.
"Isn’t it too… short?"
"It’s summer," Marlene replied, winking at her. "And you have gorgeous legs. Don’t hide them."
The fitting room was small, intimate. Lena changed slowly, watching herself in the mirror as the dress fell over her body as if it had been made for her. The fabric moved with each breath, shaping without exaggeration, hinting without shouting. She looked at herself from the front, from the side, turned a little.
When she came out, Marlene clapped softly.
"My God… Adrian is going to go crazy."
She said it jokingly, laughing, but Lena immediately felt the blush rise to her face.
"Marlene…"
"It’s a joke, it’s a joke," she insisted, though she kept smiling. "Well… more or less."
They kept trying on clothes. Dresses, light blouses, skirts that showed just enough. Marlene had a keen eye for choosing things that enhanced Lena’s femininity without turning her into something excessive. Each new garment seemed to reinforce something that was already there.
Then came the lingerie section. Lena hesitated as soon as they crossed the threshold. Delicate lace, soft fabrics, colors that seemed designed to be discovered slowly.
"This isn’t for just anyone," Marlene commented naturally, picking up a set. "But you can wear it."
"To… wear it?" Lena repeated, her voice a little lower.
"Of course. To feel beautiful. And well," she added with a light laugh, "so Adrian really goes crazy."
Lena brought a hand to her chest, embarrassed.
"You shouldn’t say things like that…"
"Why not?" Marlene replied without malice. "I’ve never seen my son so happy."
They paid and went out with bags in hand and a new sense of complicity floating between them. Marlene walked proudly, as if she were holding someone very dear by the hand, and Lena let herself be carried along, feeling that strange mix of joy and guilt that had already become familiar.
The surprise came after lunch.
"Now yes," Marlene said, stopping in front of an elegant façade. "We’re going in here."
The beauty salon was exclusive, discreet. Soft light, delicate aromas, low music. They were welcomed with professional smiles and curious glances that lingered just a second longer on Lena.
"Welcome," said one of the specialists. "Facial and body treatments?"
"Everything that makes her feel good," Marlene replied without hesitation.
Lena let herself be guided into a private room. Refreshing masks, treatments that promised to soften the skin, small care rituals that made her close her eyes and sigh without realizing it. Then came the gentle laser hair removal, almost imperceptible, and “natural” treatments that spoke of balance, of harmony, of enhancing what was already there.

"Your skin responds very well," one of the specialists commented as she worked. "It’s clear you’ve already done some temporary treatments."
"Temporary?" Marlene repeated, interested.
"Yes," the woman explained naturally. "There’s an evident feminization. Nothing permanent, but consistent. Many people come looking for exactly this."
Lena remained silent, her heart beating a little faster.
"She’s beautiful," Marlene said, almost to herself. "And she has my son’s support… I wonder why she hasn’t taken a more definitive step."
The specialist smiled discreetly.
"Every process has its own timing. What matters is that she feels accompanied."
On the way back home, Lena was quiet, looking out the window. The words echoed in her head: process, definitive, accompanied.
That night, alone in her room, she took out her phone. She searched without thinking too much: information, testimonials, before-and-after photos. Stories of real changes, of decisions that couldn’t be undone.
She looked at herself in the mirror. Touched her skin, soft, sensitive. She closed her eyes and let the question appear without censorship.
"And what if this were no longer a disguise?"
The thought sent a shiver through her from head to toe.
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Chapter 5 The Guilt That Excites

Lena closed her bedroom door carefully, as if the simple gesture could contain everything she was carrying inside. The hallway was silent, the house submerged in that warm calm of the afternoon nap, when no one seems entirely awake nor entirely absent. She sat on the bed, slowly crossed her legs, and took the phone in her hands. She hesitated for a second before dialing.
The screen lit up.
Valeria appeared on the other side, her brow slightly furrowed, as if she already knew something was wrong.
"Hi," Lena whispered, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.
"Hi…" Valeria replied, lowering her voice by reflex. "Everything okay?"
Lena shook her head, even though she knew Valeria couldn’t quite see her.
"Every day it hurts more to lie to them," she confessed in a murmur. "They’re so sweet with me… and I’m still here, smiling, pretending."
Valeria watched her in silence for a few seconds.
"Lena… that doesn’t sound good."
"I know," she replied right away, pressing her lips together. "But I can’t stop either. They look at me like one more member of the family. As if… I belonged."
The word hung suspended between them.
"And you?" Valeria asked carefully. "How do you feel in all this?"
Lena lowered her gaze.
"Confused. Excited. Guilty. All at the same time." She let out a brief, nervous laugh. "It’s horrible to say it like that."
"It’s not horrible," Valeria corrected. "It’s honest."
Lena took a deep breath.
"I’ve been thinking a lot," she continued. "About who I am. About who I could be when I go back."
Valeria tilted her head.
"What do you mean?"
"Maybe…" Lena swallowed. "Maybe the one who returns won’t be Leo. Maybe it will just be me. Lena."
The silence on the other side was dense, but not uncomfortable.
"That’s a real possibility," Valeria finally said. "And it doesn’t have to be a bad thing."
"It scares me," Lena admitted. "Because I don’t know which part of this is real and which part is part of the staging. Adrian, his parents… everything is so intense."
"Have you done anything concrete?" Valeria asked.
Lena nodded slowly.
"I’ve been researching hormones. For real. Not just what they recommended to me at the salon. Real things. Permanent changes."
Valeria closed her eyes for a second.
"That’s a big step."
"I know. And I don’t know if I want it for myself… or because everything here seems to push me toward it."
"And Adrian?" Valeria asked softly.
The name brought an involuntary smile to her face.
"I’m in love," she confessed, lowering her voice even more. "I’ve never felt like this. I adore him. The way he is… he’s affectionate, funny. He looks at me as if…" she stopped, biting her lip. "As if my body were exactly what he desires."
Valeria watched her with a mix of tenderness and concern.
"That can be very powerful, Lena. But also very dangerous."
"I know," she replied. "That’s why I’m calling you."
They said goodbye with promises to talk soon. Lena left the phone on the bed and stared at the ceiling, her heart pounding hard. She felt naked, exposed, and strangely alive.
Later, she found Thomas on the terrace, sitting with a cup of tea. The afternoon sun fell at an angle, gilding the furniture and softening the contours of everything.
"Am I bothering you?" Lena asked from the doorway.
"Not at all," he replied immediately. "Come, sit with me."
She settled into the chair across from him, carefully crossing her legs. Thomas looked at her attentively, that clear gaze that always seemed to see beyond words.
"Marlene told me you’ve been thinking a lot about your future," he said.

Lena nodded.
"Yes. I suppose I’m at a strange point."
"It’s normal," Thomas replied. "Sometimes you need to stop and ask yourself what you truly want."
She toyed with the edge of her blouse.
"And what if what I want isn’t what’s expected of me?"
Thomas smiled warmly.
"Then you’ll have to learn to love yourself enough to choose it."
His words tightened her chest.
"You’re always very kind to me," she murmured.
"Because you deserve it," he said without hesitation. "You’re a sensitive, intelligent girl. And you have the right to seek your happiness."
Lena felt her eyes fill with tears. She blinked quickly, holding them back.
"Thank you."
Thomas leaned forward slightly.
"Whatever path you take, I hope you do it with pride."
When she stood up to leave, Lena felt something inside her finally come undone. Leo, that old version, grew blurry, distant. In his place remained that intense, almost forbidden feeling of being adored, cared for, looked at as a woman.
And the guilt, far from fading, blended with a soft, persistent pleasure that ran through her entire body.
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Chapter 6 Waking Up in Love

Lena was dreaming.
In the dream, the heat was not uncomfortable; it was enveloping, almost protective. Tangled sheets, mingled breaths, the echo of a night that still vibrated in her body. She did not remember precise images, only sensations: the pressure of a firm embrace, the low murmur of a voice near her ear, the absolute certainty of not being alone.
She woke slowly, with that languor that comes after intense intimacy. She opened her eyes without moving, letting reality settle in little by little. The first thing she saw was Adrian’s chest, rising and falling in a calm rhythm. He was lying on his back, one arm wrapped around her almost unconsciously, as if his body had not yet received the order to put distance between them.
Lena remained still, watching him.
Asleep, Adrian seemed different. Less controlled. His features relaxed, his mouth slightly open, a shadow of vulnerability he never showed when awake. Lena felt something tighten in her chest, an emotion so clear that it frightened her to name it.
I’m madly in love, she thought, without drama, as if it were a simple, blunt truth.
Her gaze traced his face, memorizing it as if she feared forgetting it. Then, without thinking too much, she leaned in slightly and brushed her lips against his. A soft kiss, almost chaste, charged with a tenderness she could not hide.
Adrian tensed instantly.
He opened his eyes and, in the same movement, withdrew his arm. Not abruptly, but with a clarity that hurt more than any violent gesture. He sat up a little, resting his back against the headboard.
"Lena…" he said in a low voice.
She was already looking at him, her eyes bright, still wrapped in that warm haze of waking.
"Sorry," she murmured. "I didn’t mean to…"
"Don’t get confused," he interrupted, running a hand over his face. "This is part of the plan. Nothing more."
The sentence fell between them like a bucket of cold water.
Lena felt the world blur slightly. She blinked, trying to keep her composure.
"I know," she replied immediately, too quickly. "I’ve always known."
Adrian looked at her closely, as if searching for signs of reproach, of complaint.
"It’s important that we’re clear about this," he insisted. "I don’t want this to get complicated."
She swallowed.
"Don’t worry," she said, forcing a small smile. "When these holidays are over… you won’t hear from me again."
The silence that followed was thick. Adrian frowned, as if he wanted to say something more, but he didn’t. Lena moved slowly, gathering the clothes she had left scattered the night before. Every gesture was careful, contained, as if she feared breaking something fragile still floating in the air.
She dressed without looking at him and left the room with her back straight, even though inside everything was trembling.
The hallway seemed longer than usual. She went down the stairs at a slow pace, feeling the wound truly open only now, far from him. The contrast was almost cruel: the house was full of light, of soft voices, of that family atmosphere that always welcomed her warmly.
"Good morning, beautiful," Marlene said from the kitchen. "Did you sleep well?"
Lena took a deep breath before answering.
"Yes," she said, surprised that her voice sounded steady. "Very well."
She sat at the table, accepted a cup of coffee, smiled when Thomas winked at her from the other end. Each kind gesture tightened her chest a little more. The bitter taste of what had happened upstairs grew more intense precisely because of that constant sweetness.
And then she saw him.
Nick was leaning against the counter, chatting animatedly with Thomas. When she saw him, Lena paused for a second. Nick was, essentially, a softer, more jovial version of Adrian. He had the same strong features and enviable bone structure of the Kellers, but while Adrian was pure granite and steel, Nick was light. His hair was a bit lighter, intentionally tousled, and his eyes, the same gray as his cousin’s, did not seek to dominate but to invite. He looked like Adrian if Adrian allowed himself to laugh more often.

Nick had been the only one who, after the toasts and laughter, had given her a look charged with a strange understanding. While the others saw in Lena the perfect “trophy girlfriend,” Nick seemed to have detected a crack in the perfection of that story.
When he saw her come in now, Nick’s eyes lit up immediately.
"Well, if it isn’t the woman of the moment," he said, approaching with that natural closeness that Lena found so disarming.
"Hi, Nick. I didn’t know you were such an early riser," she replied, nervously adjusting the strap of her blouse, which was slipping off her shoulder because of the fine sweat from the morning heat.
"Impossible to sleep with this sun… and knowing there’s such charming company at the table," he replied with an open smile.
Lena felt a different kind of warmth than the one Adrian stirred in her. What Adrian awakened was a fire, a need to be possessed; what Nick inspired was like a cool breeze in the middle of August. She sat beside him at the oak table, close enough that their knees, bare because of her short skort, almost brushed.
"Do you mind if I sit here?" he asked, even though he was already doing so, leaning toward her.
"No, it’s fine," Lena murmured, feeling the hair on her freshly shaved legs prickle at the proximity.
During breakfast, Nick never stopped watching her. He did not look at her like a stranger, but like someone he wanted to decipher. He asked her about the city, about what she really liked to do, ignoring the rehearsed narrative Adrian had made her memorize. Nick truly listened to her, nodding, fixing his gaze on her red lips every time she spoke.
"You know, Lena…" he said softly, taking advantage of the moment when Thomas had been distracted by the coffee maker. "Adrian has always had good taste, but with you… I feel there’s something more. Something he doesn’t quite know how to appreciate."
Lena tensed. Did he know? Had he uncovered the lie? Before she could answer, Nick stretched to reach the bread. In the movement, his hand deliberately brushed Lena’s bare thigh. It was not a fleeting touch; his fingers lingered for a second on her smooth, warm skin. Lena felt a jolt run up her spine. Nick did not withdraw his hand immediately; he looked her in the eyes with a playful spark and something protective, as if he sensed that Adrian was only using her to play a role.
"Sorry," he said afterward, though his eyes said he wasn’t sorry at all.
"It’s okay," she replied, even though her heart was pounding hard against her ribs.
She realized, with a mix of surprise and guilt, that something was stirring in her stomach.
Adrian appeared in the kitchen a few minutes later. Lena avoided looking at him, focusing intensely on her cup of coffee, but she noticed how the atmosphere cooled instantly. Adrian stopped, observing the closeness between his “girlfriend” and his cousin.
"I see you’re really enjoying breakfast," Adrian said, his voice like low thunder compared to his cousin’s.
"Just catching up with Lena," Nick replied, standing up with relaxed elegance and extending his hand toward Adrian. "You’re lucky, cousin. She is… very beautiful."
Adrian shook Nick’s hand, but his gray eyes locked onto Lena. The tension between the two men was undeniable: one represented the security of the contract and carnal passion; the other, a dangerous curiosity that threatened to shatter the illusion.
Nick turned back toward Lena before heading out to the garden, lowering his voice just enough for only her to hear.
"Later you’ll tell me more about yourself, about the real Lena," he said, winking at her conspiratorially.
She nodded, unable to articulate a word. As breakfast continued under Adrian’s watchful gaze, Lena felt a new unease. For the first time, her world in that house did not revolve solely around the man who had created her. There was a fissure in the plan, and that curiosity, far from frightening her, made her feel more alive than ever.
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Chapter 7 Nick, the Sweet Danger

The afternoon settled slowly over the Keller house, thick with heat and scents. The sun filtered through the open kitchen windows, drawing golden rectangles on the floor. Lena came in intending to help prepare the meal, her head still swirling from the morning, from Adrian, from that uncomfortable feeling of waking things she didn’t know if she wanted to face.
Nick was there.
Shirtless.
The impact was immediate, almost physical. He was turned away, checking something in the high cupboard, his skin shiny with sweat, muscles defined by effort and heat. He moved naturally, without posing, as if unaware of the effect he caused. Lena stood still a second too long, feeling the blush rise from her chest to her cheeks.
"Ah, just who I needed," Nick said when he noticed her. He turned with a wide, easy smile. "Can you help me with this?"
Lena swallowed.
"Yes… of course."
She approached slowly. She was wearing a light little blouse, almost too much for the heat, and she felt a stab of embarrassment at how her body reacted: the fabric clinging slightly, her breathing becoming more shallow. She told herself it was the weather, nothing more.
Nick stretched his arm toward a high shelf and frowned.
"I can’t quite reach from here."
"Neither can I," she replied with a nervous laugh.
"Then come here," he said, gently taking her by the waist to pull her closer. It wasn’t rough or invasive; it was a firm, confident gesture, as if he knew exactly where to place his hands. Lena felt the contact like a warm, unexpected current. His fingers closed a little more than necessary, just barely.
"Like this…," Nick murmured, guiding her.
Lena stretched her arm, leaning on him without meaning to. Their bodies ended up far too close for a long second. The air grew dense, charged. She managed to grab what they needed and immediately stepped back, adjusting her blouse with an automatic gesture.
"Thanks," she said, avoiding his eyes.
"That’s what I’m here for," he replied, with a smile that didn’t fully hide the spark in his eyes.
The door opened at that moment.
Adrian appeared in the kitchen and the scene froze. His eyes swept the space quickly, stopping on Nick, on Lena, on the closeness that hadn’t quite dissolved yet. He didn’t say anything. He just tightened his jaw.
"Food will be ready soon," Nick commented with total naturalness.
"Good," Adrian replied curtly. He threw one last look at Lena and left.
The air took a few seconds to start moving again.
Nick set the utensil down on the counter and sat on one of the high stools, turning it slightly toward Lena.
"Your boyfriend has a special talent for making rooms uncomfortable," he commented, half joking.
Lena forced a smile.
"He’s… like that."
Nick watched her closely, without hiding it.
"Can I tell you something?" he asked.
She hesitated, but nodded.
"Adrian never commits," he said quietly. "Not really."
Lena felt a stab in her chest.
"You don’t know him that well."
"Well enough," Nick replied. "And you deserve someone who truly loves you."
As he spoke, his knee brushed against hers under the table. A light, lingering contact that didn’t withdraw immediately. Lena stayed still, trapped between the urge to pull away and the curiosity that set her skin alight.
"It’s not that simple," she murmured.
"It is," Nick insisted gently. "It’s okay to tell the truth. What you’re doing is cruel to everyone."
Lena looked up, surprised.
"What do you mean?"
"That even if you said it, even if everything came out into the open, the Kellers wouldn’t throw you out," he replied with certainty. "It’s obvious they care about you. A lot. If anyone would take the blame… it would be Adrian, for controlling you."
He leaned a little closer as he said it. Too close. His voice was low, intimate.
Lena felt her heartbeat in her ears. Part of her wanted to believe him. Part of her wanted to lean into that borrowed certainty and let herself go.
But then she thought of Adrian. Of the morning. Of the distance. Of the open wound that still hurt.
She shook herself, almost physically, and pulled her leg away.
"No," she said with more firmness than she felt. "I can’t."
Nick looked at her, surprised, but not upset.
"Why?"
"Because…," Lena took a deep breath. "Because even if it’s a bad decision, it’s mine. And because I’m not going to betray him."
"Even if he doesn’t return it?" he asked with brutal honesty.
She lowered her gaze.
"Even if he doesn’t."
The silence that followed was tense, but not hostile. Nick leaned back in the chair, studying her with a mix of respect and something harder to name.
"You’re dangerous," he said at last, with a crooked smile. "For reasons you don’t fully understand yourself."
Lena didn’t respond. She focused on the food, on mechanical gestures, on anything other than the lingering sensation of having been on the verge of crossing an invisible line.
She knew she had chosen the more painful option.
And even so, it was the choice of someone in love.
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Chapter 8 Adrian Crosses the Line Without Meaning To

The house slowly dimmed, as if the day had decided to surrender without protest. The lights were left low, footsteps grew scarce, and the night silence settled in with that particular density that only places filled with too many unspoken emotions possess.
That night, Adrian and Lena went to bed early.
It was not a joint decision; it simply happened that way, as so many things between them had lately. He was already in bed when Lena entered the room, wrapped in a light babydoll that barely brushed her skin. The fabric was soft, almost ethereal, meant for sleeping… or for quite the opposite. Adrian lifted his gaze for barely a second and then looked forward again, as if holding her eyes would mean admitting something he did not want to name.
Lena said nothing. She moved to her side of the bed and, with deliberate motions, placed a wall of pillows between them. An improvised barrier, perhaps childish, but necessary. She slipped under the sheets without looking at him.
The silence between them tightened.
Lena brought her hands to her face and began removing her false eyelashes. The exhaustion of the day, the stubborn glue, the emotional knot weighing on her chest… everything conspired to make the gesture frustrating. She tugged a little harder than she should have and let out a small, annoyed sigh.
"Wait," Adrian said, turning slightly. "Can I…?"
She hesitated.
"Yes."
Adrian sat up and moved closer, respecting the pillow boundary as if it were something sacred. He took a wet wipe from the nightstand and, with unexpected concentration, began gently cleaning Lena’s makeup. His fingers brushed her cheek first, then the contour of her eyes. The touch was slow, careful, intimate in a way that did not require nudity.
Lena closed her eyes without realizing it.
Adrian’s thumb passed near her lips, lingering a second longer than necessary. Both of their breathing grew more audible. When she opened her eyes, they found themselves looking directly at each other, too close to pretend indifference.
For an instant, Lena thought everything was already perfect. That all she wanted was to say it out loud, to ask for it plainly: to be his girlfriend, without plans, without agreements, without disguises.
Adrian, for his part, felt an uncomfortable clarity. He thought everything would be perfect if no one pressured them. If there were no outside expectations, no questions, no prewritten endings. He thought yes, that he was in love with Lena… but he did not want rigid promises, nor definitive labels, nor the feeling that his life was being pushed into an imposed direction. He wanted to choose her without that meaning losing himself.
Neither spoke.
Adrian finished cleaning her face, withdrew his hand carefully, and returned to his side of the bed. Lena rearranged the pillows again, this time with less conviction. They turned their backs to each other, each trapped in a different desire, equally intense.
Dawn found them awake.
And Lena was the first to give in. Nostalgia weighed on her chest like an old longing. She slid the pillows aside and moved closer to Adrian, timidly seeking his back. To her surprise, he was awake. He did not pull away. On the contrary, he drew her in with a firm arm.
The gesture was enough for her to release a trembling sigh.
Adrian rested his lips against her neck, just a brush, and then another, slower. Lena let out a soft, involuntary moan that vibrated between them. She turned to look at him and he kissed her with a contained, urgent passion, as if that kiss were the only permitted way to say what they did not dare to speak.
They stayed that way, entwined, until sleep overcame them.
The next day, the house filled with voices again.
The morning passed with a deceptive normality, until Marlene suggested a family photo in the garden. Everyone gathered in front of the camera. Adrian wrapped a firm hand around Lena’s waist, tighter than necessary for a casual gesture. She tensed at the pressure, the heat of his body behind her, a closeness that made her tremble from head to toe.
She smiled for the photo, but inside everything unraveled.
Afterward, Adrian avoided her. He passed by without touching her, replied in monosyllables, kept his distance as if it were a survival strategy. But every time Lena looked up, she found him watching her. Not with tenderness. With silent hunger.
His eyes traced her as if stripping every gesture, every movement bare. It was a look that promised and denied at the same time.
Lena did not know what to think.
Adrian, for his part, did everything possible to keep his distance… and failed again and again. He did not want to talk about it. He did not want to open that door. But every time he saw her, something inside him tightened, demanding a decision he was not yet ready to make.
And so, without saying it, both of them knew that something had changed. That the line had already been crossed.
Even if neither dared to name it.
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Chapter 9 Lena No Longer Remembers How to Be Leo

Lena woke before the sun had fully risen, wrapped in a strange stillness that was neither entirely calm nor entirely restless. For a few seconds she remained motionless, listening to her own breathing, feeling the warm weight of the sheets on her body. She didn’t think about anything specific. She didn’t take inventory of guilt or desire. She simply was.
When she finally sat up, she did so with a smooth, almost feline movement that no longer caught her attention. She sat on the edge of the bed and let her feet touch the cold floor. The gesture was automatic, natural. There was no correction, no conscious adjustment. Her body knew how to move.
She went to the wardrobe without overthinking it and opened the doors wide. The clothes hung neatly, a mix of garments she had brought with her and others she had added almost without realizing it. Light dresses, soft blouses, skirts, delicate underwear. None of it felt foreign.
She picked a light blouse and a comfortable skirt.
She dressed slowly, enjoying the brush of fabric against her skin, the way each piece fell where it should. When she looked at herself in profile, she noticed the softness of her lines, the cumulative effect of so many “temporary” treatments that no longer felt so temporary.
She stepped closer to the bathroom mirror and studied herself carefully.
Her voice, when she greeted herself in a barely audible murmur, came out naturally soft, higher than she would have imagined months earlier. She didn’t force it. She didn’t rehearse. It simply sounded that way.
"Good morning," she told herself, and smiled.
As she got ready, a blurry memory came to mind: an old version of herself, rigid, contained, with more angular movements, with a way of occupying space that now felt alien. She tried to summon it more clearly, but the image resisted. It was like trying to remember a dream that dissolves upon waking.
How long would it take to go back?, she suddenly wondered.
The thought unsettled her. She looked at her reflection more closely. The smooth skin, the different glow, the way her shoulders relaxed, how her hips swayed even when she was standing still. Could she undo all that? Go back to walking differently, speaking differently, looking in the mirror and not seeing Lena?
The answer didn’t come as words, but as a clear sensation: she couldn’t imagine it. Not without something breaking.
She leaned on the sink and closed her eyes for a moment. In her dreams lately, there were no longer transitions or disguises. She dreamed as a complete woman, without questions, without cracks. She dreamed of a life that flowed without the constant weight of comparison.
Later, back in the bedroom, her phone vibrated. Valeria’s name appeared on the screen. Lena smiled and answered.
"Hi," she said, naturally.
"Hi… Leo," Valeria replied, then immediately corrected herself. "Sorry, Lena."
The effect was immediate and disconcerting. Hearing that old name opened something inside her like a small void. It wasn’t exactly pain, but it was an unexpected absence, as if someone had knocked on a door that no longer existed.
"It’s okay," Lena replied, though her voice sounded a little lower.
They talked about everyday things, small details, but Lena couldn’t shake that feeling. When she hung up, she left the phone on the bed and stared at the ceiling.
Leo, she thought.
The name felt distant. Not offensive, not tragic. Simply… alien.
She got up and went back to the mirror, this time the full-length one. She looked at herself without hurry. She brought her hands to her chest, carefully touching the false breasts that were part of her daily silhouette. She held them for a moment, feeling the weight, the shape, the way they completed her image.
Soon they could be real…, she thought.
The idea ran through her body like a warm, intense current, unexpectedly arousing.
It wasn’t just physical desire. It was something deeper: the possibility of total coherence, of her body ceasing to be a provisional agreement and becoming a definitive affirmation. The mere thought made her shiver.
She sat on the bed, hugging her knees. She thought of Adrian, yes, inevitably. Of desire, of confusion, of the open wound. But for the first time, that thought didn’t take up all the space.
She realized something with new clarity: regardless of what happened with him, regardless of sex, the agreement, the farce… she was happier this way. More comfortable. More alive. Her body no longer felt like a prison she had to endure, but like a place she could inhabit.
She couldn’t imagine returning from that trip and resuming a life where Lena didn’t exist. She couldn’t see herself hiding gestures, modulating her voice, correcting movements. She didn’t want to.
The question was no longer whether Leo would return.
The question was what to do if he didn’t.
And for the first time, that possibility didn’t frighten her. It filled her with an expectant calm, as if something important were about to begin.
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Chapter 10 Intimacy That Brings Them Back Together

Lena had made a silent decision that morning, without ceremony or drama. She was not going to think about what came after. Not about Leo, not about returning, not about what would be necessary to undo if one day she decided to do so. She had understood that her mind, her body, and even her way of inhabiting the world had feminized in a deep, organic way, and that trying to reverse it now would be a long task, almost unnatural.

So she chose something else.
She chose to enjoy.

She chose to walk through the house with her head held high, with her back relaxed, with that new freedom that was born inside her. She chose to put on a light dress, one of those that move with the air, without asking herself if it was too much. She chose not to correct her voice when she spoke, not to police her gestures, not to tense up when sitting down or laughing.

And Adrian noticed.

He noticed from the way Lena came down the stairs that afternoon, with calm steps, as if every stair belonged to her. The dress brushed her thighs, her shoulders were left bare, and there was in her a different serenity, a confidence that did not ask for permission.

"You look… different," he commented, leaning against the doorframe.

Lena smiled.

"Is that good or bad?"

"It's… different," Adrian replied, without clarifying further.

The heat of the day ended up pushing them into an inevitable truce: the shower. Not together, not entirely, but not separated as before either. The curtain in between was a fragile, almost symbolic border. The sound of the water filled the bathroom, wrapping them in steam.

Lena closed her eyes under the hot stream, letting the water run over her body. On the other side, Adrian moved in silence. Without seeing each other, they felt each other. One of her hands rested unintentionally against the curtain. On the other side, the response was immediate: firm, warm fingers, seeking that same spot.

They said nothing.

Their hands met through the fabric, pressing gently, recognizing each other without haste. The contact was brief, contained, but charged with an electricity that raised goosebumps on their skin. When they pulled apart, it was with a shared sigh, almost imperceptible.

Later, already dressed, Lena came out of the room with tired feet after a long day. Adrian watched her sit on the edge of the bed, taking off her shoes with a slow gesture.

"Come," he said.

He knelt in front of her and took one of her feet in his hands. The contact was careful, attentive. His fingers traced the sole, the arch, the ankles, with a patience that dismantled any defense. Lena rested her hands on the bed, leaning back a little.

"Adrian…" she murmured.

"You’ve been on your feet all day," he replied, as if that explained everything.

The massage became deeper, more deliberate. Lena closed her eyes, letting out small sounds she did not try to control. They were not open moans, but low, honest sighs, born from relief and the simple pleasure of being cared for.

When Adrian finished, he stayed there, looking at her. Then he stood up and, without saying anything, positioned himself behind her to adjust the zipper of the dress she was wearing. His fingers brushed her back, went just a little lower than necessary, and Lena held her breath when she felt that contact so close to her chest, so close to a sensitivity she could no longer deny.

They looked at each other through the mirror.

For a second, they both thought the same thing: this could be enough.

The night went on and Marlene insisted that they practice a little for the family dinner over the weekend. A slow dance, nothing formal. Adrian put on soft music and held out his hand.

Lena took it.

They moved closer slowly, their bodies finding their place with an ease that no longer surprised them. They danced without defined steps, just swaying, breathing at the same rhythm. Adrian rested his forehead against hers.

"You’re so beautiful…" he whispered.

The sentence was simple. Without adornment. And even so, Lena’s eyes filled with tears. She rested her head on his shoulder, feeling the steady beat of his chest, the total closeness. She cried in silence, not out of sadness, but from an emotion too large to contain.

That night, the dim light of the bedside lamp bathed everything in a soft amber glow. The closed door isolated them from the rest of the world, from the distant voices of the family, from the lie that had brought them there. Lena, still wearing subtle makeup that highlighted her smoky eyes and her still-painted lips, wore a light blue semi-transparent babydoll, with delicate lace that brushed against her hardened nipples and let the soft curves she had shaped so carefully show through. The short hem danced over her shaved thighs every time she moved, and the thin straps slid over her shoulders like a constant invitation.

Adrian looked at her from the bed, already shirtless, with that serious, hungry expression that always unraveled her inside. Lena didn’t say anything at first. She just smiled, coquettish, biting her lower lip as she approached with slow, swaying steps, like a little woman who knows exactly the power she holds. Her hips swayed with a natural, feminine grace, without a trace of the rigidity that had once belonged to Leo. That night, Leo did not exist. Only Lena remained: desirous, playful, surrendered.

She stopped at the edge of the bed and let her fingers brush Adrian’s chest, slowly sliding down his tense abs to the edge of his boxers.

"I want to feel desired tonight," she whispered in that soft, higher-pitched voice, loaded with coquetry.

As she lifted her gaze to lock it into his eyes. She didn’t look away for a single second. Her long lashes blinked slowly, promisingly, as she knelt between his open legs.

Adrian let out a rough sigh, his hands gently tangling in her hair, not pushing, only guiding. Lena smiled again, that mischievous, feminine smile that drove him crazy, and carefully pulled down his boxers. His cock, already hard, throbbed before her, thick and veined, and Lena let out a small "mmm…" of anticipation, licking her glossy lips before leaning in.

First a soft kiss on the tip, a playful brush of her tongue that made him tense. Then she took him in slowly, centimeter by centimeter, maintaining eye contact the entire time: big, bright eyes looking up at him from below, full of devotion and desire. Her warm mouth wrapped around him with slow, deep suctions, her tongue swirling underneath, brushing every vein with adoration.

"Ah… Lena… fuck, what an amazing mouth you have…" he moaned softly.

She sped up a little, her head moving with a coquettish rhythm, going up and down while her hands massaged his strong thighs. She didn’t break eye contact; she looked at him with that submissive, mischievous little-woman expression, as if saying "this is for you, only for you." Adrian tensed further, his fingers tightening in her hair, until with a deep, prolonged groan he spilled hot into her mouth. Lena swallowed everything, licking the sensitive tip tenderly, without averting her gaze for even a moment, until he pulled her up to kiss her hungrily, tasting himself on her lips.

But they weren’t finished. Lena straddled him, the babydoll riding up over her hips, revealing the blue thong pushed to the side and her entrance already slick and eager.

"Now I need you inside… please," she begged in a trembling, feminine voice, guiding him with her hand as she slowly sank down onto his still-hard cock.

"Ahhh… yes… so big… fill me, Adrian…" A long, high-pitched moan escaped her throat.

She moved like a true little woman: undulating hips, arched back, hands braced on his chest as she rose and fell with a sensual rhythm, swaying, grinding, squeezing him with her hot interior.

"Mmm… ah… deeper… yes, daddy, like that…!" Her nipples brushed against the fabric, and she threw her head back, hair cascading down, lost in pleasure.

Adrian grabbed her hips, thrusting up hard from below.

"You’re mine… look at you, so slutty and so beautiful… my perfect little woman." For both of them, in that moment, there was nothing left of Leo: only Lena, feminine down to the very last moan, completely surrendered to passion, arching, trembling, coming without touching herself in intense waves that clenched around him. Adrian followed her, plunging all the way in and filling her with hot spurts, marking her as his.

They collapsed together, sweaty and panting, wrapped in the rumpled sheets. Adrian held her tight against his chest, kissing her forehead, her nape, her lips. Lena curled up there, with a satisfied, feminine smile, feeling desired, loved, complete. That night there were no barriers, no doubts, no memories of who she had been before. Only the two of them, lost in a passion that felt real, even if it was part of the lie.

And Lena fell asleep like that, in his arms, living her femininity without fear, as if that moment could last forever.
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Chapter 11 Valeria Sees the Inevitable

The video call came in as the Keller house sank into that soft point of the afternoon; a suspended moment where the sun no longer burned, but the air still held a golden, heavy haze. Lena had just finished her beauty routine. She was wearing a pearl-colored silk dress that slid over her skin like water, and open-toe stiletto heels that forced her calves to maintain an elegant, feminine tension even while seated.

She sat on the edge of the large bed, feeling the caress of the fabric against her thighs. Her skin, treated with oils and moisturizing lotions, gave off a satin glow under the warm light. She answered without thinking too much, letting the phone capture her best angle.

"Hi," she said simply.

Valeria appeared on the other side of the screen. She needed no more than that two-syllable greeting to frown and lean closer to the device.

"Hi…," Valeria replied, stretching the vowel with a mix of amazement and suspicion. "Your voice, Leo… your voice."

Lena blinked, adjusting a strand of her brown hair that fell perfectly over her shoulder.

"My voice?"

"Yes," Valeria insisted, scrutinizing the image. "It’s… very different. It’s not just the tone, it’s the cadence. It’s pure velvet."

Lena cleared her throat automatically, an old reflex from her former identity, but the sound that came out was just as soft, a delicate, melodic vibration that rose from the deepest part of her new nature. She stayed still, suddenly aware of the sophistication of her gestures: the way her legs were crossed gracefully, her hand resting on her thigh with relaxed, long fingers, and the soft clinking of her bracelets as she moved.

"I guess I’m getting used to the role," she said with a small smile, one that showed a self-confidence Valeria did not remember.

Valeria did not return the smile. Her eyes traveled over the neckline of the dress and Lena’s impeccable manicure.

"Are you still acting… or are you already her?"

The question landed without violence, but with surgical precision that cut through the air. Lena looked away for a second, focusing on a distant point in the room, where the linen curtain swayed with a breeze that carried the scent of the garden. She felt the softness of her own skin against her arms and the structure of the heels holding her posture.

"I don’t know," she finally replied, her voice barely a whisper loaded with femininity. "Does it really matter?"

"It matters if you no longer know where to draw the line," Valeria said with honest concern. "A few days ago you said you had it clear. That when you returned to the city you would leave Lena behind forever and take your life back."

Lena felt a knot in her stomach, a mix of nostalgia and rejection toward the idea of returning to the roughness of her past.

"I know. But things have… changed."

"I just don’t think you can go back to being Leo just by changing clothes anymore," Valeria continued, without beating around the bush. "And judging by your face of…," she stopped, letting out a heavy sigh. "By your lovestruck face, I don’t think you want to."

Lena closed her eyes for a moment. It wasn’t out of embarrassment, but because Valeria’s truth had struck the center of her new reality. She felt so comfortable in that dress, so full in that skin, that the idea of loose pants felt very foreign.

"I’m aware of everything it would involve," she said softly, stroking the silk of her skirt. "I’m not running from reality, Valeria. In fact, I already have a plan."

Valeria raised an eyebrow, waiting.

"When the contract ends and I have to leave the Keller house, I won’t go straight home," Lena explained, her gaze lost on her heels. "I’ll stay a few days, maybe a week, at a discreet hotel on the outskirts. I need time for the temporary feminization treatments to reduce their effect gradually. I need to detox from Lena before the world sees Leo again."

She paused, and her voice trembled slightly.

"But right now…," she took a deep breath, filling her lungs with that summer calm. "Right now no one judges me. Here, I’m desired, I’m respected, and above all, I feel beautiful. I want to enjoy it. Be Lena with all the consequences. Live something I might never have the courage to repeat."

Valeria watched her in silence for a long minute, assessing a transformation that went far beyond the physical.

"I’m not saying this to scare you," her friend clarified. "I’m saying it because I love you and I don’t want the crash with reality to be fatal."

"I know," Lena replied, giving her a smile full of gratitude. "That’s why you’re the only person I can be this honest with."

Valeria relaxed her shoulders, surrendering to the evidence.

"Whatever you decide at the end of those days at the hotel," she said firmly, "I’ll be there. If you decide to come back as Leo, if you decide that Lena is here to stay, or if you need a middle ground. I’ll be there for you."

Lena’s eyes grew moist, making the mascara on her lashes emphasize her deep gaze even more.

"Thank you."

The call ended, leaving an echo of confessions in the air. Lena set the phone down on the silk bedspread and stood up. She walked toward the full-length mirror, listening to the rhythmic click of her heels against the wood, a sound that now felt as natural as her own pulse.

She didn’t look for flaws. She didn’t look for traces of Leo in her jaw or her shoulders. She looked at herself with the tenderness reserved for something precious and long desired. She recognized the newly acquired softness of her skin, the elegance of her neck, and the peace emanating from her face. For the first time in her life, she didn’t feel the urgency to decide the future. She only felt a calm, powerful certainty: there, wrapped in silk and perfume, being Lena, she felt complete.


[image: ]


Chapter 12 Preparations That Make Her Shine

Marlene had gone into “mission mode” very early. Lena knew it the moment she saw her appear in the doorway of her bedroom with a phone in one hand and an oversized boutique bag in the other. The eyes of her “mother-in-law” shone with a focused, almost predatory energy, fixed on a single decorative objective.
“Tonight,” Marlene announced without preamble, dropping the bag onto the bed with a dull thud, “you are going to be the most beautiful woman. I will not accept arguments.”
Lena laughed, though a trace of nervousness ran through her stomach.
“Marlene, don’t exaggerate… it’s just a family-and-friends dinner.”
“I’m not exaggerating at all,” she replied, gently pushing her toward the vanity while already starting to pull layers of tissue paper from the bag.
The dress was hanging on the rack minutes later like a dangerous promise. It was a silk piece in a deep emerald green tone, summer-cut but extremely sophisticated. It had thin straps like threads that left her shoulders completely bare, a draped neckline that settled with a sinful softness over her chest, and a fall that hugged her hips before flowing downward, hinting at every curve of her legs. It was too feminine. Too perfect.
Lena ran her fingertips over the fabric. She felt that by putting it on, she would be crossing a point of no return.
“It’s… a lot, Marlene. It’s almost a gala dress.”
“It’s exactly what you need so Adrian can’t take his eyes off you,” Marlene declared with a wink. “Trust my instinct.”
The transformation process was exhaustive. A professional makeup artist arrived shortly after. Lena surrendered to the ritual, feeling the cool touch of the brushes and the powdery scent of the eyeshadows. The expert worked her face with surgical precision: she highlighted the structure of her cheekbones, lengthened her lashes until they became dark fans, and defined her lips with a satin lipstick that screamed confidence.
When she finished and looked at herself in the mirror, Lena felt a shiver. There was not a single trace of Leo left. The woman looking back at her was sophisticated, ethereal, and vibrant. She had never seen herself so clearly as in that moment of absolute fiction.
The door opened and Adrian walked in. He stopped short in the doorway, forgetting what he was about to say. His gaze traveled over Lena from the stiletto heels that made her look taller and more slender, up to the sparkle in her eyes.
He approached slowly, the scent of his cologne mixing with her floral perfume. He placed his hands on her lower back, right where the silk of the dress met the curve of her buttocks. The contact was electric; a protective and intimate gesture that brushed that dangerous line they had both sworn not to cross outside of bed.
“Breathe,” Adrian murmured in her ear, noticing how her chest rose and fell quickly. “You look incredible, Lena. Truly.”
That whisper, laden with an admiration that did not seem feigned, calmed her more than any sedative.
Nick, passing through the hallway, stopped without hiding it. His eyes traced Lena’s figure with a masculine frankness that made her swallow. It was not a crude look, but one of pure recognition. As if he were seeing a work of art he finally understood.
“Wow,” Nick said simply. “Adrian, you are officially the most envied man in the county.”
The family gathered at dusk. Thomas was there, always kind; Adrian’s aunt, a woman of classic elegance and an easy smile; Nick and his Sophie, who greeted Lena with a spontaneous hug that took her by surprise.
“You look incredible, babe,” Sophie said, stepping back to admire her. “We have to go out together one of these days.”
Lena smiled, though she felt the weight of the attention beginning to grow suffocating. In Adrian’s car, she took the passenger seat. The brush of her dress against the leather seat and the sound of her jewelry were the only noises in the moments of silence. Nick and Sophie, in the back seat, did not stop feeding the narrative.
“You really have a beautiful girlfriend,” Nick said, looking at Adrian through the rearview mirror. “You should think about locking this down. Make her your wife before someone with more initiative gets ahead of you.”
The silence that followed was dense, charged with a tension that Lena felt in the tips of her fingers. Adrian held Nick’s gaze in the mirror with a hint of calm defiance.
“Lena is my partner,” Adrian said with a firm voice that rang out strongly. “And we’re happy building what we have day by day. If one day she decided she wants to be somewhere else or with someone else, she’s free. I’m not going to tie her down.” He paused briefly, and his voice dropped a decibel into brutal sincerity. “But I love her. And that should be enough.”
Lena felt her heart leap out of her chest. Her eyes immediately filled with moisture and she had to turn her head toward the window, feigning interest in the twilight scenery so they wouldn’t see her emotion. She didn’t know how much of that was part of Adrian’s masterful performance for his family and how much was a real confession leaking through the lie.
At the restaurant, the evening was a display of deceptive normalcy. There was laughter, toasts with expensive wine, and complicit glances over the candlelit table. Adrian behaved like the perfect gentleman: he pulled out her chair, held her hand under the tablecloth, a warm contact that kept her anchored to reality, and looked at her as if she were the center of his universe.
However, the weight of the mask began to make her dizzy. The idea that all those compliments were for a woman who, technically, was a laboratory construction made her feel a sudden emptiness. Sophie, noticing her momentary pallor, cracked a joke that made time stop.
“Are you okay, Lena? You seem a little out of it… you’re not pregnant, are you?”
The table burst into laughter. Adrian, for a microsecond, showed a flash of genuine panic in his eyes, the fear of the mess that would imply, if it were possible of course, before letting out a perfect laugh and squeezing Lena’s hand.
“Don’t pressure us so much,” he said, coming to the rescue.
Lena took a deep breath, leaning her weight against Adrian’s shoulder. From the outside, they were the picture of perfection: the ideal couple, the bright future of the Kellers. On the inside, Lena shone with the intensity of a star about to explode, trembling at the idea that the more perfect Lena became, the harder it would be to find the way back home.
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Chapter 13 The Event Where Everyone Desires Her

The lunch had been announced early on as something big, one of those gatherings that don’t last just a couple of hours, but stretch on until the sun shifts position and the conversations begin to repeat with a more intimate tone. For Lena, the idea was as exciting as it was overwhelming. She had gone from being a discreet guest to becoming, without realizing it, the gravitational center of the Keller family.
Before leaving, Adrian found her in the hallway, adjusting an earring in front of the mirror.
“Nervous?” he asked, leaning against the wall.
Lena looked at him through the reflection and smiled.
“A little. I feel like everyone is going to be looking at me today.”
“Because they are,” he replied naturally. He stepped closer and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, his fingers brushing her cheek. “But I’m with you.”
That simple gesture calmed her more than any promise. Lena took a deep breath and nodded.
During the drive, Adrian kept his hand on her thigh, a constant contact, possessive without being rough. From time to time, his fingers traced small circles, as if he needed to remind her, or remind himself, that they were in this together.
The restaurant was full of voices and laughter when they arrived. A long table was waiting for them, already partially occupied by family members and acquaintances who stood up to greet them. Lena received kisses on the cheek, compliments, curious questions. She responded with a naturalness that surprised even herself, as if that role of “perfect girlfriend” were no longer an act, but a second skin.
“Lena, dear,” said one of the aunts, taking her hands. “You’re even prettier in person.”
“Thank you,” she replied, feeling the blush rise to her face.
She sat next to Adrian. Nick ended up close, too close, and Sophie on the other side, smiling and complicit. From the first toast, Lena noticed how the gazes settled on her. They weren’t just curious; there was admiration, an attention charged with contained desire that ran down her back like a tingling sensation.
Adrian noticed it too. Every time someone lingered a little longer in a comment toward her, he leaned in, drawing closer, marking territory with small gestures: a hand at her waist, a brush against her lower back, a sustained look that said she’s mine without the need for words.
Halfway through the meal, Lena felt that the warmth of the wine and the intensity of the gazes were overwhelming her a bit. She needed a moment alone in front of the mirror.
“Excuse me, I’m going to the restroom for a moment,” Lena announced, preparing to stand up.
Before she could do it alone, Sophie immediately got to her feet with a gesture full of feminine camaraderie.
“I’ll go with you, Lena. That way we can take advantage and gossip a little,” Sophie said with a conspiratorial smile.
Without waiting for an answer, Sophie took Lena by the arm affectionately, linking their limbs as she guided her away from the table. The physical contact, so natural between women but new for Lena’s former identity, made her blush immediately. Feeling the softness of Sophie’s arm against hers and being treated as “one of the girls” reinforced that sensation that her femininity was no longer a disguise, but her accepted reality.
“You look incredible today,” Sophie whispered as they walked. “Adrian doesn’t know how lucky he is.”
“Thank you, Sophie,” Lena replied, still a bit flustered by the closeness, but enjoying the genuine acceptance.
On the way out of the bathroom, the combination of light chatter with Sophie and the height of her heels worked against her. Lena walked back toward the table, trying to maintain an elegant posture on the restaurant’s polished floor. Sophie had stepped a few paces ahead to greet an acquaintance, leaving Lena alone for a moment.
Suddenly, one of the thin straps of her sandals seemed to give way. Lena let out a small, muffled cry as she lost her balance. But before she could fall, strong arms wrapped around her.
Adrian, who had kept his eyes on her the whole time, caught her at the exact moment. Because of the momentum, he ended up seating her directly on his lap as he settled back into his chair.
The restaurant seemed to fall silent. Lena was sitting on Adrian’s firm thighs, one hand on his shoulder to steady herself. Their faces were mere inches apart. She was completely flustered, her cheeks burning a deep crimson red and her breathing uneven.

Adrian didn’t let her go. His hands closed around Lena’s waist, sinking into the silk of her dress. They looked at each other deeply; in that instant, the contract and the farce disappeared. Only raw desire existed.
Unable to help himself, Adrian closed the distance and kissed her. It wasn’t a kiss of “performance”; it was a hungry, deep kiss that Lena returned with a soft moan that was lost in his mouth. She clung to his neck, completely forgetting that they were surrounded by the entire Keller family.
When they pulled apart, Lena was trembling, visibly flushed and with bright eyes. Marlene let out a sigh of adoration.
Lena settled back into her own chair, trying to regain her composure, though she felt heat coursing through her entire body. Adrian, far from looking embarrassed, held her hand under the table with a new firmness.
The conversation drifted through various topics and finally turned toward the future.
“So what plans do you two have?” someone asked from the other end of the table. “Trips, projects…”
Lena answered without thinking too much about it.
“Enjoying the moment,” she said with a calm smile. “We’re in a really beautiful stage.”
Adrian swallowed. The answer had sounded too real. Too comfortable.
“And the wedding?” another blurted out, jokingly.
Adrian felt himself start to sweat. He brought the glass to his lips, buying time.
“We’re taking things step by step,” he finally said. “There’s no rush.”
Marlene watched the scene with shining eyes. At one point, she raised her glass and stood up.
“I just want to say something,” she announced, her voice trembling. “Since Lena came into our lives, everything feels more… complete.”
Lena felt a knot form in her throat.
Thomas stood up as well and placed a hand on Lena’s shoulder.
“To us,” he said with emotional firmness, “she’s already like a daughter.”
The restaurant seemed to disappear for a second. Lena blinked, fighting back tears. Adrian looked at her, surprised by the intensity of the moment, and drew her a little closer to himself.
During dessert, the atmosphere grew even more intimate. Soft laughter, shared anecdotes, glances going back and forth. Adrian leaned toward Lena and whispered to her,
“You’re doing amazing.”
She rested her head on his shoulder for a moment, seeking refuge.
“This is a lot,” she admitted softly.
“I know,” he replied. “But look at them… they adore you.”
And it was true. Too true. The pressure grew, wrapping around them both. Lena felt desired, loved, chosen… and that made her shine and tremble at the same time.
When the lunch ended, and they stood amid hugs and promises to see each other again soon, Lena knew that something had changed. Not just for her, but for Adrian as well.
The line between farce and reality was becoming more and more blurred. And everyone, without exception, seemed to want her on their side.
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Chapter 14 Desire That Confuses Everything

The return from the event was silent.
Not a comfortable silence, but a thick one, full of thoughts no one dared to say out loud. Adrian drove with his gaze fixed straight ahead, hands firm on the steering wheel, his expression closed off. Lena sat beside him, leaning back against the seat, her body exhausted and her mind still vibrating from everything she had experienced.
It had been too much.
Too many looks. Too many words loaded with expectations. Too much affection received with no apparent conditions. Lena felt the accumulated exhaustion in her shoulders, in her neck, in her chest, as if her body had been holding an emotion that was too big for hours.
Adrian didn’t speak during the entire drive.
She glanced at him a couple of times, searching for a sign, any hint of what was going through his head. But he seemed shut inside himself, as if he had raised an inner wall she had no access to.
When they arrived at the house, Lena got out of the car slowly. As soon as her feet touched the ground, she felt a slight wave of dizziness. She held onto the door frame for a second longer than necessary.
“Are you okay?” Marlene asked.
“Yes,” Lena replied, forcing a smile. “I’m just tired.”
The goodbyes were brief. Hugs, promises to see each other again soon. Lena silently thanked the fact that the night was ending. She needed silence. She needed space.
She was heading toward the stairs when a voice stopped her.
“Lena.”
Nick.
She turned, her heart accelerating a little more than it should have. He was leaning against the hallway wall, away from the others, with that relaxed expression that always seemed to hide something more.
“Yes?”
“Can I talk to you for a moment?” he asked, lowering his voice.
Lena hesitated. She instinctively looked toward where Adrian was talking with his parents. He wasn’t looking at them. He didn’t seem to notice anything.
“All right,” she said at last.
Nick led her to a more secluded area, near an open window. The night air came in cool, contrasting with the heat still running through her body.
“I didn’t want to say this in front of everyone,” he began. “But I can’t keep pretending I don’t see it.”
“See what?” Lena asked, though she sensed the answer.
“Who you are,” Nick said bluntly. “And what you’re doing here.”
Lena felt a shiver run through her.
“Nick…”
“You deserve to live as the woman you are,” he continued, stepping a little closer. He didn’t touch her, but the closeness was enough to tighten her skin. “Not pretending. Not acting to fit into anyone’s plan.”
She took a deep breath, trying to keep her composure.
“Things aren’t that simple.”
“For me they are,” he replied with a dangerous softness. “I would give you everything for real. No lies. No half measures.”
The words struck her chest with unexpected force. Lena felt her body react before reason did: a slight tremor, an electricity running down her spine. It was exciting. And terrifying.
“Nick…” she murmured, taking a small step back.
He stopped, respecting the distance, but didn’t withdraw his gaze.
“I’m not saying this to pressure you,” he added. “I’m saying it because someone had to.”
From the other side of the hallway, Adrian saw them.
He didn’t hear the words, but he didn’t need to. He saw the closeness, the tension in Lena’s body, the way Nick leaned toward her. Something burned in his chest with an intensity he hadn’t expected. It wasn’t just jealousy. It was something deeper, more uncomfortable.
For an instant, he thought something that unsettled him: maybe Nick really could give her what she’s looking for. A clear relationship. A commitment without fear. A life without disguises.
The idea hurt.
And even so, he didn’t want to let her go. He didn’t want to lose her. Even if he understood that maybe he wasn’t capable of giving her all that, he wanted her for himself. Selfish, contradictory, human.
Lena, unaware of the storm breaking out a few meters away, gathered her strength and shook her head.
“I can’t,” she said with trembling firmness. “Not now.”
Nick looked at her for another second, as if weighing whether to insist or not. Then he nodded.
“I understand,” he said. “But think about it. That’s all.”
She passed by him and headed for the stairs with her heart racing. She didn’t look back.
Adrian followed her with his eyes until she disappeared from view. He said nothing. He did nothing. But something had changed inside him.
Desire, jealousy, fear… everything mixed together, confusing everything.

[image: ]


Chapter 15 The Break

The house had fallen into a strange silence, the kind that brings no rest but rather a soft, insistent tension. The lights were low. The clock marked an imprecise hour, as if time itself hesitated to move forward.
Lena moved around the room with slow steps, barely wrapped in her babydoll. The light fabric brushed her skin with every movement, and she was aware of it, of her own body, of how she felt watched even when Adrian was not looking at her directly. Or perhaps precisely because of that.
He was sitting on the edge of the bed, elbows resting on his knees, head tilted forward. He said nothing. He did nothing. But his stillness was more eloquent than any words.
Lena stopped in front of the mirror, pretending to fix her hair. In reality, she was looking for courage. The air between them felt charged, thick, as if something inevitable were about to break.
Adrian lifted his gaze. It was enough. His eyes darkened, and a low growl escaped his throat, as if the sight of her, so delicate, so his, had snapped the last thread of his self-control. He got up abruptly, crossed the distance in two long, confident steps, and Lena, with a small gasp of anticipation, threw herself into his arms like a cat in heat.
"Adrian… I need you so much," she whispered against his neck, wrapping her legs around his waist with feminine grace, pressing her soft body against his, rubbing coquettishly to feel his hardness growing against her belly.
He did not answer with words; he just grabbed her with large, possessive hands, one on her round ass and the other on her nape, pulling her into a fierce, hungry kiss. Their tongues tangled in a passionate, desperate dance, with Lena moaning softly.
Adrian lifted her effortlessly, as if she were light as a feather, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her ass through the lace. She clung to his shoulders, nibbling his lower lip with playful teeth, while he carried her toward the bed with firm steps, his cock already throbbing, pressing against the heat of her entrance.
Suddenly, with a dominant and raw movement, Adrian threw her onto the soft mattress, making the babydoll ride up to her waist, revealing her soaked panties and trembling skin.
"Ah! Adrian…" Lena let out a coquettish, high-pitched little cry, stretching her arms toward him with a mischievous smile, her legs open in shameless invitation.
He hovered over her for a second, tearing off his shirt in a hurry to reveal his muscular, hairy torso, then his pants, freeing his thick, hard cock that pointed straight at her like a dirty promise. "You are so fucking perfect, my little tranny slut… look at you, all wet for me," he growled, lowering himself to rip the panties aside with an expert finger, exposing her pink, eager hole, already lubricated by desire.
Without further preamble, Adrian positioned himself between her trembling thighs and pushed, the thick tip opening her with a torturous slowness that made her arch her back like a little woman in ecstasy.
"Ahhh… yes… put it all in me, daddy… fill me!" Lena moaned loudly and femininely, her painted nails digging into his shoulders as he sank in centimeter by centimeter, stretching her, burning her inside with that delicious fullness.
For her, in that instant, there was nothing left of Leo: only her feminine body responding, her hips lifting to meet him, moving with soft, coquettish undulations, squeezing him with her hot interior as if she wanted to devour him whole.
Adrian began to thrust hard, deep, the bed creaking beneath them as their bodies collided in a wild, sticky rhythm.
"Fuck… what a delicious ass you have… squeeze me like that," he panted, one hand on her hip to guide her, the other pinching a hardened nipple beneath the lace of the babydoll.
"Mmm… ah… harder! Fuck me like your dirty little woman… yes, there… oh God, Adrian, you’re going to break me!" Lena moaned uncontrollably, her voice high and broken with pleasure.
She moved beneath him like a goddess of desire, her legs wrapping around him, her pink-painted toenails arching in the air, her hair spread across the pillow like a crown of silk. Each thrust made her bounce, the babydoll rising and falling, and she responded by rolling her hips, sucking him deeper inside, lost in waves of pleasure that made her whole body tremble.
For Adrian, it was the same: he saw her as Lena, pure femininity given over, his cock buried in that trans warmth that drove him crazy, her feminine moans resonating in his chest like forbidden music.

“He’s mine… all mine… come for me, love…,” he murmured hoarsely against her neck, nibbling at her sensitive skin as he sped up, hitting that sweet spot that made her scream.
Lena came first, a brutal, feminine orgasm that left her convulsing, her small cock dripping against her belly.
“I’m coming… ahhh… Adrian, yes… fill me too!”
He didn’t need to be asked twice; with a primal growl, he plunged all the way in and spilled himself inside her in hot, thick spurts, marking her, filling her until she felt she was overflowing, their bodies sticky and joined in the climax.
They collapsed together, sweaty and panting, Adrian still on top of her, kissing her with post-passion tenderness as his cock softened inside her. Lena curled up against his chest, with a satisfied, coquettish smile, running her nails over his back in lazy caresses.
She was the first to speak.
“It hurts,” she said softly, broken. “It hurts that nothing is real… because I want it to be.”
Adrian closed his eyes for a moment. When he spoke, his voice sounded hard, almost cruel, as if he needed to hurt in order to protect himself.
“This is just an agreement.”
The words fell like a blunt blow.
Lena turned her head to look at him, her eyes shining.
“For me it stopped being that weeks ago,” she replied. “And you know it.”
He sat up, running a hand over his face.
“That wasn’t the deal,” he said, more to convince himself than her. “I’m never going to be able to give you what you’re looking for.”
“And what is it that I’m looking for?” Lena asked, with a mix of sadness and defiance.
“Something I don’t want,” Adrian replied without looking at her. “A life I’m not willing to live. You should look for someone else. Someone like Nick.”
The name was the final stab.
Lena felt something break inside her. Tears began to fall before she could stop them. She sat up and covered her face with her hands, her body shaken by a silent, deep cry.
Adrian looked at her, and regret pierced his chest.
“I didn’t mean to…,” he started, but stopped. He knew it was already too late.
He got out of bed and picked up his T-shirt from the floor.
“I’m sorry,” he murmured, before leaving the room without looking back.
The door closed with a soft click that sounded far too loud.
Lena was left alone.
She curled up on the bed, hugging a pillow to her chest as if it were a lifeline. The crying returned, this time without restraint, soaking the fabric, choking back sobs. Her chest hurt, her body hurt, her heart hurt… and even so, beneath all of it, desire kept beating, stubborn, alive.
She thought of Adrian. Of his hands. Of his voice. Of everything that could not be.
She closed her eyes, exhausted.
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Chapter 16 Consequences

Lena woke up with that heavy feeling in her chest that comes when crying has been silent and prolonged. It took her a few seconds to orient herself, to remember where she was, and when she did, the absence was immediate. The other side of the bed was untouched. Cold. Too neat.
Adrian wasn’t there.

She sat up slowly, the baby doll wrinkled against her body, her disheveled hair falling over her shoulders. For a moment she stayed seated, her gaze lost, feeling how the sadness settled back inside her as if it already knew the place.

Maybe I should end everything, she thought.

The idea appeared without force, like a distant possibility… but it didn’t disappear.

She got up and walked barefoot down the hallway, dragging her feet a little. The house was awake, but calm. The smell of freshly made coffee floated in the air, inviting her to something ordinary, simple. Necessary.

Nick was in the kitchen.

As relaxed as always. Light T-shirt, sleeves rolled up, leaning against the counter with a cup in his hand. When he saw her come in, he smiled naturally, as if there were no tension between them at all.

"Good morning, beautiful," he said.

Lena tried to return the smile, but it didn’t quite work. She went to the coffee maker and poured herself a cup, her hands trembling slightly.

Nick watched her in silence for a few seconds.

"You didn’t sleep well," he commented.

"No," she admitted, without looking at him.

He set his cup down on the table and stepped a little closer, not invading, but present.

"If you want to talk…," he offered.

Lena shook her head immediately.

"It’s nothing."

Nick raised an eyebrow, skeptical.

"Lena, were you crying?"

She froze. She lowered her gaze to the coffee, as if she could hide there.

"I’m tired," she said softly.

"Tell me the truth," he insisted, this time with a more serious tone. "Tell me what’s going on and I’ll take care of it."

The words unraveled her a little. For an instant she was about to say everything. To drop the lie, to let someone else carry the weight. But the memory of Adrian, of the promise, of the tacit agreement, stopped her.

"I can’t," she whispered.

Nick exhaled sharply.

"Then tell me why you were crying."

Lena didn’t answer. Her eyes filled with tears and she turned her face toward the window, unable to hold his gaze.

Nick took a step back, frustrated.

"My cousin is an idiot," he said, with a mix of anger and disappointment. "You don’t treat such a beautiful woman like that."

He left the kitchen without waiting for a response.

From the dining room, Marlene and Thomas had watched the scene from a distance. They didn’t hear the words, but they didn’t need to. They saw Lena’s posture, the obvious sadness, the reddened eyes.

During the meal, they did everything possible to pamper her.

"Do you want a little more?" Marlene asked, serving her without waiting for an answer.

"If you don’t like it, I’ll make something else," Thomas added, with a gentle smile.

Lena was grateful, eating slowly, trying to seem present. But inside she was far away, trapped in her thoughts. She felt Adrian’s absence like a constant hollow, even when he was at the same table.

Because he was there.

But he didn’t touch her.

There were no hands on her back, no casual brushes, no lingering looks. Adrian avoided any direct contact, as if the simple act of getting close could break something else. He barely spoke. He barely looked at her.

And even so, she felt him.

Later, when the house grew quiet and everyone retreated into their own space, Adrian locked himself in his room. He closed the door and rested his forehead against it, breathing deeply.

This was supposed to be easy, he thought.

An agreement. A paper. Nothing more.

But Lena had gotten under his skin. Into his head. Into his body. He couldn’t get her out of his mind even when he tried to distract himself. The image of her sad, walking through the house with slumped shoulders, was driving him crazy.

He let himself fall onto the bed, closing his eyes. Thinking about her was inevitable. Her laughter. The way she moved. The way she looked at him when she thought he wasn’t noticing.

Desire appeared, intense, messy, mixed with guilt and frustration. It wasn’t just physical. It was emotional. And that scared him more than anything else.

In another room, Lena lay down hugging a pillow, staring at the ceiling. She felt her body sensitive, her mind tired. She didn’t want to make decisions. She didn’t want to run away. She just wanted it to stop hurting.

She wasn’t going to break the promise.

Not today.

Not yet.

Love, or whatever that was that was growing between them, wasn’t making anything easy.

And they both knew it.


[image: ]


Chapter 17 Secrets That Explode

Lena got dressed with a calm she didn’t feel inside.

She chose her clothes the way she already did automatically, without thinking about Leo, without wondering whether it was too much or not. A simple dress that fell perfectly over her body; flat sandals; her hair loose, shining with a softness that no longer felt strange to her. She looked at herself in the mirror and what she saw was not a disguise or an act, but a confident, feminine, radiant woman despite the emotional exhaustion weighing on her chest.

When she woke up and once again found the other side of the bed empty, something settled inside her.

This time it wasn’t pain. It was decision.

She went down to breakfast with her heart beating steady. Marlene was in the kitchen, humming while she made coffee. Thomas read the newspaper at the table, his glasses resting on the tip of his nose.

"Good morning, dear," Marlene said when she saw her. "You look beautiful."

"Thank you," Lena replied, with a sincere smile.

During breakfast she barely spoke. She listened, nodded, drank her coffee with calm movements. Inside, she went over the words she was going to say again and again, as if she feared that saying them out loud would make them fall apart.

When they finished, she took a deep breath.

"Thomas," she said softly. "Can I talk to you for a moment? Alone."

He looked up, surprised for barely a second.

"Of course," he replied immediately. "Come."

He led her to a small, bright room where the morning sun came in. He offered her lemonade and a chair across from him. His expression was kind but attentive, as if he already sensed that the conversation would not be trivial.

"I thought maybe you wanted to talk about what happened with Adrian," he said carefully.

"No," Lena replied, shaking her head. "It’s not that."

Thomas raised his eyebrows slightly, inviting her to continue.

Lena clasped her hands in her lap.

"I’ve been thinking a lot about what you told me days ago… about helping me find a job."

Thomas nodded.

"I remember."

"I want to accept," she said, with gentle firmness.

The silence that followed was not uncomfortable. Thomas watched her for a few seconds, as if evaluating not the idea but the conviction behind it. Then he smiled.

"Of course," he said, extending his hand to take hers. "I’m here to help you. That’s what we’re here for."

The gesture almost made her cry.

"Thank you," she whispered.

They spent a good part of the afternoon talking about possibilities, about companies, about contacts. Thomas listened to her with respect, without questioning her, without trying to steer her. And in that space, Lena felt something like stability. Like a future.

Later in the afternoon, in the kitchen, Marlene asked for help preparing dinner. Lena moved among pots and dishes with mechanical concentration, grateful to have something to do with her hands.

It was in one of those moments, when Marlene stepped away to look for more ingredients, that Nick approached.

"Lena," he said softly.

She looked up.

"Yes?"

Nick took a deep breath. He didn’t have his usual smile.

"I don’t want to keep this to myself anymore."

Lena’s heart gave an uncomfortable jump.

"Nick…"

"I think I’m feeling something for you. I care about you, Lena, and I want to see you happy," he said, without beating around the bush.

The world seemed to stop for a second.

Lena looked at him, unable to respond immediately. Even a real man desires me as a woman, she thought, with a mix of disbelief and vertigo. The idea didn’t fill her with pride; it shook her.

"I…," she began, but couldn’t find the words.

"I’m not asking you for anything," Nick continued, lowering his voice a little. "Just don’t tie yourself to someone who can’t give you what you’re looking for. If you decide to stay, I’ll respect it. But I want you to know you’re not alone."

From the hallway, Adrian had heard part of the conversation.

Not all of it. But enough.

He felt a knot tighten in his stomach, an uncomfortable mix of jealousy, fear, and a fierce desire to protect something that felt like it was slipping through his fingers. Seeing Nick so close to Lena, hearing those words, confronted him with a truth he had avoided for far too long.

She was desired. Wanted. Seen.

And he… he was about to lose her.

Thomas found Adrian shortly after, in the yard. He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t make reproaches. He just said:

"Your girlfriend is suffering. Support her."

The words weighed more than any argument.

Night fell with a new tension over the house. Lena went to sleep with her head full of thoughts, aware that secrets were beginning to come to light.

The vacation was ending soon.

And with it, the possibility of continuing to pretend.
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Chapter 18 The Silence Where Truths Are Born

Night had fallen with a deceptive stillness.

Lena put on the baby doll almost by inertia, like an intimate gesture that was no longer meant to seduce anyone, but to feel comfortable with herself. The soft fabric rested on her skin like a familiar caress. She sat on the edge of the bed, brushing her hair with slow movements, trying to organize the thoughts that had accompanied her all day.

Then there was a knock at the door.

It wasn’t loud. It was restrained. Hesitant.

Lena stayed still for a few seconds, her heart speeding up without permission.

"Yes?" she finally asked.

"Lena… it’s me," Adrian’s voice answered from the other side. It was hoarse, tired. Different.

Lena got up and opened the door just enough to see him. Adrian was there, his shoulders slightly slumped, his hands in his pockets, looking at her as if he didn’t quite know what to ask for.

"Can I come in?" he asked. "Just… to sleep here."

Lena hesitated. Her immediate impulse was to refuse. To protect herself.

"I don’t know if that’s the best idea," she said honestly.

Adrian lifted his gaze then, and Lena saw something she hadn’t seen before. It wasn’t desire. It wasn’t control. It was fear. Pure vulnerability.

"Please," he said. Just that.

The silence stretched.

"Come in," she finally allowed. "But we’re not going to have sex."

"No," he nodded immediately. "I promise."

Adrian entered and sat on the bed, leaving a respectful space between them. He lowered his gaze, took a deep breath.

"I want to apologize," he finally said. "Truly."

Lena leaned against the wall, crossing her arms gently, not defensively, but holding herself.

"I thought all this would be easier," he continued. "That no one would get hurt. That I could handle it without getting too involved." He let out a humorless laugh. "Now I see how selfish I’ve been."

Lena listened without interrupting him.

"It’s already late," she said when he finished. "We both did wrong. And if we want to sleep well again… we have to tell the truth."

Adrian lifted his gaze. His eyes met hers for a long second. Then he lowered them again.

"Maybe you’re right," he murmured.

They said nothing more.

They lay down side by side, without touching at first. The room was dark, barely lit by the moon coming in through the window. After a few minutes, Lena stretched out her hand and took Adrian’s. He accepted it without squeezing, without pulling away.

That’s how they fell asleep.

The next morning, Lena woke up with a new clarity.

It wasn’t euphoria. It wasn’t total relief. It was a calm, steady certainty that ran through her chest. She got up and dressed carefully, choosing feminine, bright clothes, enjoying each gesture as if she were aware that those days might be numbered.

Maybe soon I’ll have to face rejection, she thought.

The city. The neighbors. Her family.

But not today.

Today she was going to be Lena.

She spoke with Valeria on the phone, telling her everything without filters. The fight. Nick. The conversation with Thomas. The night with Adrian.

"I hear you stronger," Valeria said at the end. "Clearer."

"I’m scared," Lena admitted. "But I don’t want to go back."

"You don’t have to," Valeria replied softly. "I’m with you. No matter what."

Lena smiled, her eyes damp.

Later, Adrian asked his parents for a moment to talk. His voice was firm, determined.

"I need to tell you something important."

Lena watched him from the hallway, her heart beating fast.

She knew that what came next would change everything.

And even so, for the first time, she didn’t want to run away.
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Chapter 19 Truths That Break the Silence

The atmosphere was charged even before anyone said a single word.
Marlene and Thomas knew it the moment they saw Lena and Adrian walk into the living room together, too serious, too restrained. There were no hands held, no automatic smiles. There was something broken floating between them, something that demanded to come to light.

Thomas closed the newspaper slowly. Marlene set aside what she was doing and stepped a little closer, her expression worried.

"What’s going on?" she asked, though deep down she already knew.

Lena took a deep breath. Her hands were clasped in front of her body, her shoulders tense. She had chosen to dress the way she had been lately, feminine, delicate, as if that gave her strength. Or as if it were the last time she could do so without fear.

"They’ve been beautiful days," she began, her voice soft but trembling. "Maybe the most beautiful of my life."

Marlene smiled faintly, still not knowing where this was headed.

"But I can’t take it anymore," Lena continued. "It’s not fair to anyone."

She swallowed. Lifted her gaze, meeting both of their attentive eyes.

"It’s not fair after the way you’ve spoken to me… the way you look at me… the way you take care of me."

Her voice broke.

"I don’t deserve any of that."

Tears began to fall uncontrollably. Lena brought a hand to her chest, as if it hurt to breathe.

"I’m sorry," she said through sobs. "I’m so sorry."

Marlene took a step forward, clearly intending to hug her.

"Sweetheart…," she murmured.

"No," Lena said, stepping back slightly. "I don’t deserve your affection."

The silence grew heavy.

Thomas slowly turned his face toward his son. His expression was no longer just concern. It was firmness. Expectation.

Adrian sighed. Closed his eyes for a moment, like someone bracing for a blow.

"It’s true," he finally said. "Lena is not my girlfriend."

The words fell like an object shattering against the floor.

Marlene’s eyes widened, incredulous.

"What…?"

"I do care about her," Adrian continued quickly, as if trying to control the damage. "But I don’t want anything formal. I don’t want marriage. I don’t want that kind of commitment."

Thomas said nothing. He stared at him.

"I want a free life," Adrian went on, increasingly tense. "Without expectations I can’t meet. That’s why I asked Lena to pretend. So you would think I already had someone."

Marlene brought a hand to her mouth.

"We met online," Adrian added. "What we had was casual. Nothing serious."

Lena didn’t stop crying.

"I accepted," she said through tears. "I lied. I lied to you. I’m sorry. I never wanted to hurt you."

Thomas took a step forward.

"I never thought I’d say this," he said with a calm that froze the blood. "But I am deeply disappointed."

Adrian lowered his gaze.

"What you did was horrible and selfish," Thomas continued. "Did you ever think about how much you would hurt everyone with your lies?"

"No…," Adrian murmured. "I’m sorry."

The silence that followed was long. Dense. No one moved.

Adrian walked toward the door, as if trying to escape the pressure.

"Maybe we should leave," he said, without looking at anyone. "Lena and I."

Then Marlene stepped between him and Lena.

"Enough," she said with a firmness no one had known she possessed. "You’ve hurt her enough."

Lena shook her head, still crying.

"No… I don’t deserve to be defended."

Thomas approached her, his brow furrowed.

"My son manipulated you," he said clearly. "He used you knowing how you felt. And that was cruel."

Lena let out a deep sob, her body giving in. Her legs buckled and she fell to the floor, shattered.

Marlene didn’t hesitate. She knelt beside her and held her tightly, as if trying to protect her from everything.

"We’re sorry," Thomas said, looking at Lena. "We are the ones who must apologize."

Adrian watched the scene, motionless. The disapproval in his father’s gaze was clear, final.

Without saying anything else, he turned around and left.

The door closed behind him.

Lena cried in Marlene’s arms, undone, while Thomas remained standing, watchful, as if making sure no one else would ever hurt her again.

The truth had come out.

And nothing would ever be the same again.
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Chapter 20 An Unexpected Refuge

Marlene poured the tea with steady hands, though inside she still felt the tremor of everything that had been said minutes before. The soft aroma filled the room, trying to bring some calm to an atmosphere that had been marked by truths that were too big.
Lena was sitting on the sofa, her back straight but her body rigid, as if she still didn’t know how to relax after the collapse. Her hands wrapped around the hot cup without drinking, her fingers trembling slightly. She had told everything. The agreement. The prior training. The time of preparation. Every lie told with the intention of not hurting anyone, and even so, the damage had happened.
From time to time, a silent sob rose from her chest and escaped without permission.
“I’m sorry…”, she murmured again, as if the word were the only thing she had left. “I really am so sorry.”
Thomas, seated across from her, set his cup down on the table and leaned forward a little. His voice was firm, but not harsh.
“I understand that you feel this way,” he said. “But you have to stop. This is not your fault.”
Lena shook her head, the tears welling up again.
“I lied to you. I abused your trust. And when this comes out… it’s going to make you look bad. Your family.”
Marlene set the tray down and approached without hesitation. She sat in front of Lena and took her face in her hands with a decisive, maternal gesture that did not allow rejection.
“Look at me,” she said gently. “You are our guest. And what I truly regret is that my son was foolish enough to build such a big lie when he could simply have been happy with you without pretending.”
Lena sobbed, closing her eyes at that contact she felt she did not deserve.
Thomas sighed and ran a hand over his face, rubbing his eyes tiredly.
“What would truly be shameful,” he added, “would be for others to think that my son kept a young man confined, forcing him to behave like a woman.”
He fell silent for a moment, as if trying to understand at what point everything had gone so wrong.
“How did we get to this…?”, he murmured, more to himself than to the others.
Lena straightened abruptly, as if driven by one last attempt at control.
“I don’t want to be a burden,” she said with a broken voice. “I’ll leave immediately. You won’t hear from me again. I won’t cause any more problems.”
Marlene shook her head firmly.
“No,” she said without raising her voice. “That’s not going to happen.”
Thomas nodded.
“We’ll move Adrian’s things to another room. If he comes back, he’ll sleep somewhere else. You are our guest, Lena. And when your vacation is over, we’ll take care of your transportation.”
Lena looked at them as if she didn’t fully understand what was happening. The generosity was overwhelming.
Marlene stood up.
“I’m going to prepare something for you to eat,” she announced, as if that everyday gesture were a way of restoring stability to the world.
When they were alone, Thomas turned to Lena with a gentler expression.
“I want to apologize to you,” he said. “I wish all of this had happened in a better environment.”
Lena lowered her gaze.
“You don’t have to do anything else for me.”
“Listen,” he continued. “I spoke with some friends. There’s a company very interested in meeting you. You would have an interview when you return to the city.”
He took out some papers and showed them to her. The name of the position, the company, everything seemed too big to process at that moment.
“This is too much,” Lena whispered. “Are you doing this because you feel guilty about what Adrian did?”
Thomas shook his head.
“No. I’m doing it because the time we’ve talked and what I’ve seen tell me that you’re capable. I spoke with your former company. They didn’t know any Lena… but they did know a Leo who was fired recently.”
Lena held her breath.
“I was able to see your work,” Thomas continued. “And I think you deserve this opportunity.”
They ate together shortly after, the three of them around the table. Lena didn’t cry again. Not because the pain had disappeared, but because the way she was treated held her up with an unexpected gentleness.
She spent the afternoon in her room, sitting by the window, thinking. She recorded a very long audio for Valeria, telling her everything, without pauses, without filters. Every word was a way of putting the chaos in order.
At the end of the day, she lay down on the bed and looked again at the job offer on her phone. Her heart was pounding.
It was a dream come true.
And for the first time, that dream carried her name.
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Chapter 21 The Farewell That Is Not Said

Lena drifted between sleep and wakefulness when the voices reached her.
They were not clear at first, just a tense murmur filtering through the walls of the house, blending with the slow rhythm of her breathing. Then, little by little, the words began to take shape.
“Why did you move my things?”, she recognized Adrian’s voice, rough, loaded with alcohol and frustration.
Lena barely opened her eyes, her heart immediately racing. She did not get up. She did not want to listen… but she could not avoid it.
“Because it’s better this way,” Thomas replied, firm, without raising his tone. “For everyone.”
“That’s not your call,” Adrian insisted. “That’s my room.”
“And this is my house,” Thomas replied with dangerous calm. “And you’ve already hurt enough.”
There was a brief, tense silence.
“I want to talk to Lena,” Adrian said then, his voice breaking slightly. “Just talk.”
“No,” Thomas replied without hesitation. “That’s not going to happen.”
“Dad…”
“You’ve already made her cry enough,” Thomas continued.
Lena squeezed her eyes shut. She felt a knot tighten in her chest, a mix of sadness and relief. She did not know how much time passed before the voices faded and the house regained its silence.
When she fell asleep again, she did so with a restless heart.
The next morning brought a different energy.
Marlene was awake early, organizing, moving furniture, checking lists. Thomas’s birthday would be celebrated that night and she was determined that everything be perfect. Lena, still carrying the weight of the night before on her shoulders, found herself offering to help almost without thinking.
And so, without many words, she became her right hand.
They tidied, decorated. Lena moved through the house naturally, focused on simple tasks that gave her a strange sense of belonging. Marlene guided her with gentle gestures, complicit smiles, as if that day were a silent truce.
“Thank you for being here,” Marlene said at one point, as they set the table. “Truly.”
Lena smiled.
“Thank you for letting me.”
The afternoon passed quickly. When night came, Marlene appeared at the door of Lena’s room with a dress in her hands.
“This one,” she announced. “I want you to wear this.”
It was elegant, understated, feminine without being excessive. Lena took it carefully.
“It’s beautiful,” she said.
During dinner, the atmosphere was warm, almost normal. Thomas smiled, grateful. There were toasts, soft laughter, shared memories. Lena sat close to Marlene, attentive, present.
Adrian arrived later.
His presence was felt immediately, even though he kept his distance. He did not approach Lena. He did not try to speak to her. They barely exchanged fleeting glances, loaded with things left unsaid.
Thomas thanked everyone for being there, raised his glass and spoke sincerely. Lena listened, feeling a strange calm, as if she were living something that did not entirely belong to her, but that nonetheless embraced her.
When dinner ended and Lena stood up to go to sleep, Adrian took a step toward her.
“Lena…”, he murmured.
Nick stepped in with firm naturalness.
“You’ve already done enough,” he said, without aggression, but without allowing a reply.
Adrian stayed still. He nodded slightly and stepped back.
Marlene accompanied Lena to her room. She closed the door behind them and looked at her tenderly.
“Thomas and I have thought about staying a few more days,” she said. “If you want to stay, you’re welcome.”
Lena shook her head gently.
“Thank you. But I need to go back.”
She smiled faintly, with a touch of tired coquetry.
“Besides, I think you deserve your space. Your privacy.”
Marlene hugged her tightly, for a long moment.
“You will always have a place here,” she whispered.
Lena lay down that night without knowing what the coming days would bring. She did not have a clear plan. Only a sense of closure that hurt and soothed at the same time.
Before turning off her phone, she saw a new message.
From Adrian.
“I’m truly sorry.”
Lena left the phone on the nightstand and closed her eyes.
She did not reply.
And for the first time in a long while, she slept without pretending.
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Chapter 22 The Path That Begins Alone

Lena woke up before any alarm went off.
The dawn light filtered through the window with an almost shy softness, painting the room in pale tones. For a few seconds she remained still, listening to the silence of the house, that different kind of silence that announces farewells. There were no footsteps in the hallway. There were no voices. There were no familiar sounds.
She sat up in bed and took a deep breath.
It was the last day.
She got up without hurry and began to pack her bags. Folding the clothes felt almost ceremonial: every dress, every feminine garment she had worn there was imbued with a memory, a version of herself that had blossomed in that safe space. She did not cry. Not yet. She only felt a gentle pressure in her chest, a mix of gratitude and melancholy.
When she looked out the window, she noticed it immediately: Adrian’s car was not there. Neither were his things. The absence was clear, definitive. It did not surprise her. Somehow, she had expected it.
She finished closing the suitcase and went downstairs.
Marlene was in the kitchen, making coffee. Thomas was reading the newspaper, like so many other mornings, but he looked up as soon as he saw her.
“You’re already awake,” Marlene said, with a smile that hid sadness.
“Yes,” Lena replied. “I wanted to thank you… for everything.”
Her voice trembled slightly as she said it.
Thomas set the newspaper aside.
“We’re very sorry about how things turned out,” he said honestly. “It wasn’t the ending we would have wanted.”
“But we hope,” Marlene added, coming closer, “that someday you can forgive everything you went through here. And… we’d like to see you again.”
Lena nodded, her eyes bright.
“Thank you. Truly.”
They exchanged phone numbers, open promises, without pressure. It wasn’t a final goodbye. It was a see you later that needed time to come true.
Lena picked up her bag.
“I’m going to call a taxi to go to the station,” she announced.
“No,” Thomas said, standing up. “I already took care of it. It shouldn’t be long.”
She was about to protest, but she didn’t have time.
The door opened.
Nick came in with a wide smile and a calm energy that contrasted with everything else.
“Your carriage awaits, mylady.”
Lena opened her eyes, surprised.
“I can’t accept that.”
“Of course you can,” Marlene intervened. “Don’t argue.”
Thomas nodded firmly.
Nick took the suitcases naturally, as if that gesture were the most logical thing in the world.
“Come on,” he said. “I’ll take you.”
The drive began in silence. Lena looked out the window, letting the landscape slide by like a slow film. She felt light and heavy at the same time.
Nick drove calmly.
“I’ll take you right to your front door,” he commented. “I have to take care of some errands in the city.”
Lena tensed slightly. She turned her face toward him.
“I can’t arrive like this.”
Nick looked at her, understanding immediately.
“Your parents don’t know.”
“Not yet,” she replied softly.
“Then I’ll take you to a hotel,” he said without hesitation. “So you can change, get ready. Do it at your own pace.”
Lena smiled, grateful.
“Thank you.”
After a few minutes, Nick spoke again.
“Marlene told me that you and Adrian fought.”
She closed her eyes for a moment.
“I don’t want to make you uncomfortable,” he added right away. “I just wanted you to know that you can count on me. For anything.”
Lena sighed.
“I know.”
For a moment, when she closed her eyes, she saw Adrian. Smiling like at the beginning. A silent tear escaped and rolled down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away. She let it be.
She took her phone and wrote a short message.
“I’m on my way.”
She sent it to Valeria.
The car kept moving forward, carrying her toward a city that awaited her different. Stronger. More aware. More herself.
Lena rested her head against the seat and took a deep breath.
The journey was not over.
It was only just beginning.
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Thank you for walking with her
If you made it this far, it means you walked alongside Lena for the entire journey. That you sat with her in silent rooms, that you felt the uncomfortable heat of lingering looks, the unexpected tenderness of caring hands, and also that knot in the chest when loving stops being simple.
Lena began this adventure as a temporary solution. A role. A disguise.
And she ended up becoming a truth that asks no permission.
Maybe it hurt to see her cry.
Maybe you fell a little bit in love with her, with the way she walks, with her coquettish insecurity, with the way she feels everything too deeply.
That’s okay.
Lena is not perfect. She makes mistakes, doubts, gives herself when she shouldn’t, and stays when maybe leaving would hurt less. But she also learns. She grows. She gets back up. And, little by little, she begins to choose herself.
Hopefully we’ll get to see her again soon.
Hopefully we can accompany her as she faces the city, work, family, love without conditions.
Hopefully we’ll see her continue to grow, to make mistakes, to enjoy her body, her femininity, her voice… her life.
Thank you for reading slowly.
Thank you for not letting go when it hurt.
Thank you for wishing her the best.
Lena keeps walking.
And this story, even if today it closes its pages, is still breathing.
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