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Disclaimer

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

Important Notice:
Living as Her Doll: A Forced Feminization & Crossdressing Story is an erotic psychological narrative that explores themes of control, identity transformation, and feminization through emotional conditioning and domestic reeducation. The story follows a gradual and immersive journey in which boundaries between role, self-perception, and submission quietly dissolve within an intimate, female-led dynamic.

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

	Erotic themes: Sexual tension, psychological intimacy, and sensual power dynamics. 
	Forced feminization and crossdressing: The protagonist undergoes a progressive mental and social transformation under female authority. 
	Identity reshaping: Exploration of denial, acceptance, and internal conflict as part of a feminization process. 
	Power imbalance: Female-led control dynamics presented in both private and social settings. 
	Psychological submission: Emphasis on routine, discipline, emotional dependency, and behavioral training. 


Reader discretion is strongly advised. This story is not intended to reflect real-world relationships, nor does it promote non-consensual behavior outside of its fictional framework.

If you are drawn to whispered instructions, quiet surrender, soft fabrics, domestic routines, and the unsettling comfort of becoming her doll… then welcome.


Chapter 1 — Hangover, Coffee, and a Dress That Was Too Short

Jenna woke up with the uncomfortable sensation of being in a place she didn’t quite recognize. It wasn’t fear, nor alarm. It was something subtler. A soft sense of unfamiliarity, like when you put on a garment inside out and take a few seconds to notice.

The ceiling wasn’t hers. Too high. Too white. The light coming in through the window had an urban tone, filtered by sheer curtains she didn’t remember ever choosing. The air smelled different. Of overly sweet detergent, of feminine perfume, of something warm and enveloping that didn’t belong to her routine.

She closed her eyes again, her head heavy, throbbing inside as if someone had left music playing too loud all night. Hangover.

She shifted slightly, and then she felt it.

First the stockings. Tight, soft, climbing up her tired legs. Then the fabric of the dress, short, dangerously short, settling against her thighs when she tried to stretch. And underneath… the lingerie. There. Holding her. Holding her body with a familiarity that no longer surprised her, but that still sent a slow, delicious, and shameful shiver through her at the same time.

She opened her eyes fully.

The dress wasn’t hers. Or at least, she didn’t remember it as hers. Black, fitted at the waist, with a soft drape that left her legs far too exposed even by the standards she had learned to accept. She brought a hand to her temple, breathing deeply.

"What did we do last night…?"

The bedroom door opened with a soft, almost careful sound.

Lucy appeared as if she had been summoned by that thought. Radiant even at that hour, hair loose, wearing an oversized T-shirt and tiny shorts. In one hand she carried a steaming mug.

"Good morning, sleepyhead."

Lucy’s voice was exactly what Jenna needed and feared at the same time. Warm. Reassuring. Dangerously normal.

"What happened…?" Jenna began, but her throat was dry, her voice barely a whisper.

"A girls’ night," Lucy replied with a sweet smile as she walked over to the bed. "Music and dancing, with lots of drinks in between."

She held out the mug.

"Coffee. Strong. Before you start asking unnecessary questions."

Jenna took the coffee with both hands. The warmth ran through her fingers, up her arms, and gave her a faint sense of grounding. She took a sip and closed her eyes, grateful.

"Thank you…"

Lucy sat on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs naturally. Her eyes traveled over Jenna without the slightest attempt at discretion.

"You look adorable with a hangover," she said. "That dress looks criminal on you."

Jenna lowered her gaze, aware of the way the fabric clung to her body, of how the stockings traced every line of her legs.

"I don’t remember putting this on."

Lucy tilted her head, amused.

"That doesn’t mean you didn’t."

The coffee kept going down, and with it, the memories began to settle. Not like a clear movie, but like flashes.

Music. Laughter.

Singing at the top of her lungs in front of the bathroom mirror, sharing a lipstick her cousin said was perfect for her. Dancing in the living room, heels striking the floor with a rhythm her body already knew far too well. Lucy spinning her, celebrating every step, every sway of her hips that no longer needed correcting.

"You were amazing last night," Lucy commented, as if reading her mind. "You danced for hours. And those heels… not a single complaint."

Jenna smiled faintly, but when she moved her legs she felt the accumulated fatigue. A delicious, deep weight in her muscles. She was used to it, yes. But that didn’t make them any less sensitive.

"They hurt a little," she admitted.

Lucy rested a hand on her knee, without squeezing, without any apparent intention.
"It’s normal. You walked, you danced, you showed off. Your body knows it."

That touch stirred something in her memory.

The night hadn’t ended with music.

It had ended with silence. With dimmer light. With her phone vibrating on the nightstand.

Ethan.

The name appeared in her mind like a sigh.

Jenna took another sip of coffee, slower now.

"Everything okay?" Lucy asked, watching her closely.

"Yes… just… remembering."

And she remembered.

The call had started innocently. Soft voices. Low laughter so as not to wake anyone. Ethan saying he imagined her in the dress, that he liked how her voice sounded when she was tired. Jenna lying back on the bed, staring at the unfamiliar ceiling, feeling the brush of the lingerie every time she breathed.

The conversation had shifted in tone without her being able to pinpoint exactly when.

She remembered her own breathing growing uneven. The small sounds she hadn’t been able to hold back. The way her body reacted even before her mind accepted it.

By instinct, her hand had gone down.

And then, the cold metal. The limit. The cage reminding her of her place.

That memory made her shiver even now, sitting with a cup of coffee between her hands.

There had been a second of frustration. Of confusion.

Then, the suitcase.

Jenna remembered how she had gotten up slowly, her heart pounding hard in her chest, careful with every movement so as not to make noise in the dark room. Her legs trembled slightly, the brush of the chastity cage against her sensitive skin a constant reminder of her pent-up frustration, that heat consuming her ever since Ethan’s deep voice had begun whispering promises on the other end of the line.

With clumsy, hurried fingers, she rummaged through the suitcases, her pulse throbbing in her temples. There it was: the dildo Lucy had given her with a mischievous smile, "to practice," she had said, "so you learn to know your body in a different way, like the sissy you are." It was soft to the touch, thick and curved, perfect for the need devouring her from the inside. She pulled it out with a muffled sigh, lubricating it quickly with the gel she kept nearby, while Ethan kept talking, his hoarse voice telling her what he would do to her if he were there, how he would take her hard.

She lay back on the bed, the phone on speaker over the pillow, and spread her legs with a low moan she couldn’t contain. The cage was tight, reminding her of her submission, but that only stoked the fire. She pushed the dildo in slowly at first, feeling it fill her, stretching her with a delicious pressure that made her arch her back. "Ethan…" she murmured, her voice broken, as she pushed deeper, the rhythm syncing with his words. On the other end, she heard him panting, the unmistakable sound of his hand moving over himself, masturbating to the rhythm of their shared moans.

She sped up the movement, the dildo sliding in and out with a wet sound that drove her wild, each thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing against the barrier of the cage, making her small, trapped penis throb uselessly. She moaned louder now, without shame, "Yes, like that… faster," she begged Ethan, imagining it was him penetrating her, dominating her like the submissive transvestite she was. He answered with growls, his breathing ragged, telling her how he was coming thinking of her, of her yielding body.

The climax hit her like a wave, her body convulsing around the dildo, a long, trembling moan escaping her lips as Ethan reached his at the same time, their voices entwined in that telephone ecstasy.

When it was over, Jenna ended the call with a soft, shaky voice, a "Good night, Ethan" that sounded like a promise. Then she fell asleep almost immediately, exhausted and satisfied, the dildo still warm at her side, with no space left in her mind for anything but the echo of that forbidden pleasure.

The coffee cooled a little between her fingers.

Lucy watched her in silence, as if she knew exactly where her thoughts had traveled.

"Does your head hurt, or is it just nostalgia?" she asked with a slight smile.

Jenna looked up.

"A bit of both."

Lucy leaned forward and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, with a gesture so everyday it was impossible to argue with it.

"Last night you were very you," she said softly. "Not Jamie. Jenna."

That name settled in Jenna’s chest with a familiar weight. Sweet. Uncomfortable.

She drank the last sip of coffee.

There were mixed feelings, yes. One part of her observed everything from a distance, wondering when she had crossed so many lines. Another, however, felt strangely at peace, wrapped in stockings, dress, and coffee, sitting in her cousin’s apartment as if it had always been this way.

Lucy stood up, satisfied.

"Finish your coffee. Then we’ll see if we have breakfast… or if you’d rather keep remembering."

Jenna smiled, tired, sensitive, dangerously comfortable.


Chapter 2 — You Can’t Stay Like This… Or Can You

Breakfast passed with a deceptive calm.
Jenna was sitting at the kitchen counter, one leg crossed over the other, absently swinging her bare foot as she finished her second cup of coffee. The dress from the night before no longer seemed as scandalous as it had upon waking, but it still felt out of place for a bright, domestic morning.

Lucy moved around the kitchen with ease, making toast, cutting fruit, humming something soft. She was the image of an established routine, of someone who knew exactly where everything went. Jenna watched her without realizing it, feeling that familiar mix of admiration and dependence that had become far too natural.

"Want more?" Lucy asked, pointing at the coffee maker.

"I’m fine like this," Jenna replied. "Thanks."

After eating, Lucy cleared the plates without a word. Jenna hesitated for a second… and then stood up.

"Let me help."

Lucy smiled without surprise.

"Sure. That way you don’t feel like a guest."

That sentence hung between them.

Jenna washed the dishes while Lucy dried them. The sound of the water, the occasional brush of their hands, Lucy’s soft perfume mixing with the detergent created an almost domestic intimacy. There was no obvious tension. Just a comfort that felt dangerous in how easy it was.

"You left your things on the couch last night," Lucy commented casually. "Do you want to change before we start the laundry?"

Jenna looked at the dress, then at her legs.

"Yes… that would be better."

Lucy opened a drawer in the hallway cabinet and took out a neatly folded outfit.

"This should fit you. It’s mine, but you know… we share a size in almost everything."

Jenna took the clothes. Soft fabric shorts, light-colored, short without being provocative. A light blouse with thin straps, effortlessly feminine.

"It’s not… too much?" she asked, though she already knew the answer.

Lucy looked her up and down, assessing her calmly.

"It’s comfortable. And it fits you."

The bathroom once again felt like a transitional space. Jenna took off the dress carefully and left it folded on the sink. When she put on the shorts, she noticed how they hugged her hips in a way no men’s clothing ever had. The blouse fell softly over her chest, brushing without pressing.

She looked at herself in the mirror.

There was no shock. No resistance.

Just a quiet acceptance.

When she came out, Lucy looked up and nodded, satisfied.

"See? Much better."

Jenna blushed slightly.

"Yes… it’s more comfortable."

The rest of the morning passed with small tasks. Sweeping, tidying up, folding clean clothes. Nothing extraordinary. And yet, each gesture settled something new. Jenna moved with ease now, no longer guarding every step, every posture. Her body seemed to understand the role before her mind did.

It was in front of the washing machine, while they separated light and dark clothes, that Lucy spoke.

"Jenna… we need to talk a bit."

There was no severity in her tone. Just that calm that always announced important changes.

Jenna looked up.

"Is something wrong?"

Lucy held a T-shirt in her hands, folding it carefully.

"It’s not that something is wrong right now. It’s just that… this can’t go on like this indefinitely."

Jenna’s stomach tightened.

"Like this how?"

Lucy set the clothes down on the table and leaned lightly against it.

"Staying here without saying anything. Without explaining anything. Sooner or later someone is going to ask. Your parents, for example. Or friends."

Jenna swallowed. She had avoided thinking about that. About the unanswered calls. About the excuses that were becoming more and more fragile.

"I know…" she murmured.

Lucy stepped a little closer.

"I’m not saying it to kick you out. On the contrary. I’m worried you’re putting pressure on yourself."

Jenna rested her hands on the washing machine, staring at the floor.

"Time is running," she said softly.

"Yes," Lucy agreed. "But it doesn’t have to run you over."

There was a brief silence.

"I could… stay a few more days," Jenna said, barely looking at her. "Just until I sort things out a bit."

Lucy didn’t answer right away. Jenna looked up, nervous.

"Would that be a problem?"

Lucy smiled. Too fast. Too easy.

"Of course not."

That answer should have reassured her. Instead, it sent a strange tingling through her chest.

"Ethan is coming to the city in a few days," Jenna added, as if justifying herself. "If I’m here… I wouldn’t have to make anything up to see him. It would be… simpler."

Lucy tilted her head.

"See? You’re already thinking clearly."

Jenna exhaled, relieved.

"So… can I stay?"

Lucy took a small step toward her. Just enough to invade her personal space without touching her.

"You can stay," she said softly. "But not ‘like this’."

Jenna blinked.

"Like this…?"

Lucy raised an eyebrow, amused.

"Improvising. Floating. Without structure."

She placed a hand on the edge of the washing machine, close to Jenna’s.

"If you’re going to be my roomie… we need some things to be clear."

The word echoed strongly.

"Roomie?" Jenna repeated.

Lucy smiled.

"It sounds more adult than ‘cousin staying a few days’."

Jenna felt a slow warmth climb up her neck.

"What kind of things…?"

Lucy began to list them with the same natural ease she had used to make breakfast.

"Routines. Schedules. Some basic rules."

"Rules?"

"So you feel comfortable," Lucy clarified. "And so no one suspects anything strange."

Jenna nodded, though she wasn’t sure what that meant.

"For example," Lucy continued, "if you go out, you tell me. If someone calls, we don’t improvise different stories. And…"

Her gaze dropped, traveling over the shorts, the legs, the blouse.

"If you’re going to be here, you stay like this. No changing just to keep up appearances."

Jenna opened her mouth, but didn’t protest.

"It’s more coherent," Lucy added. "More believable."

The washing machine beeped, breaking the moment.

Lucy stepped away and opened the lid as if nothing had happened.

"Think about it," she said. "You don’t have to decide right now."

Jenna watched her take out the wet clothes, hang them with precise movements.

But she had already decided.

She stayed there, her body dressed in feminine comfort, in the apartment that was beginning to feel dangerously like home, understanding that it wasn’t about staying or not staying.

It was about how to stay.

And Lucy already had all the answers.


Chapter 3 — Morning Training

Jenna took longer than she would have liked to say it out loud.
Not because she didn’t know it, but because once spoken, it would stop being a comfortable idea and become a real agreement.
Lucy was sitting across from her at the kitchen table, a cup of tea between her hands, watching her with that patience that always seemed to hide something more. Morning light came in through the window, clear and almost optimistic, contrasting with the soft tension that had settled between them.
"I guess that…" Jenna began, fiddling with the edge of her blouse. "Nothing is going to happen to me for stopping being Jamie just a little longer."
The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable. It was expectant.
Lucy smiled. Not a big smile, but a slow, satisfied one, as if she had heard exactly what she was hoping for.
"I’m glad you see it that way."
Jenna looked up.
"Just a few days," she added, almost like an excuse. "Until everything settles."
Lucy nodded.
"A couple of days. Nothing dramatic."
She stood up and walked around the table naturally, stopping behind Jenna’s chair. Her hands rested lightly on her shoulders, without squeezing.
"So we’re officially roomies."
That minimal contact was enough to make Jenna shiver.
"First," Lucy continued in a practical tone, "we’re going to talk to your parents. We’ll tell them you’re staying with me because with my new position I have a lot of work and need support. Nothing strange. Nothing that raises questions."
"Will that… work?" Jenna asked.
Lucy tilted her head.
"It always works when it doesn’t sound like an excuse."
Jenna nodded. It sounded logical. Too logical.
Lucy removed her hands and sat back down across from her.
"Second," she said, crossing her legs, "like we talked about, if you’re going to stay, you have to be Jenna. All the time."
Jenna swallowed.
"All the time?"
"Without exceptions," Lucy confirmed with firm gentleness. "If I feel that you hesitate, that you hide, or that you backslide… the deal is over."
There was no threat in her voice. That made it worse.
"I understand," Jenna said softly.
Lucy watched her for another second, as if making sure.
"And that includes continuing to use your chastity cage," she added, as if mentioning something as trivial as brushing your teeth. "We’re not going to break consistency now."
Heat immediately rose through Jenna’s body.
"Yes…" she replied, without lifting her gaze.
Lucy smiled again.
"Perfect."
She stood up and gave a couple of light claps.
"So, let’s start the day right."
Jenna frowned.
"Now?"
"Now," Lucy confirmed. "Just like at the cabin."
The word training wasn’t said right away, but it floated in the air.
Lucy led her to the living room, clearing a bit of space. Jenna stayed standing, arms close to her body, suddenly feeling too aware of every inch of herself.
"Posture," Lucy said lightly. "Straight back."
Jenna obeyed, straightening a little more than necessary.
"Not tense," Lucy corrected, stepping closer. "Elegant."

She placed two fingers on the small of her back, guiding her.
"Like that. Relaxed. Pretty."
Jenna let the air out slowly.
"Now… walk."
She took a few clumsy steps at first.
"Shorter," Lucy indicated. "You’re not marching."
Jenna adjusted her pace.
"That’s it. Much better."
Lucy walked a circle around her, evaluating her without hurry.
"Sit."
Jenna looked at the armchair and let herself drop into it, crossing her legs automatically.
Lucy clicked her tongue, amused.
"Not like that."
Jenna straightened up immediately.
"Legs together," Lucy said gently. "Or crossed at the ankles."
Jenna corrected her posture, feeling how the shorts rode up just a bit more than she would have considered prudent some time ago.
Lucy smiled.
"You learn fast."
The training continued through simple tasks. While they swept, Lucy corrected the way Jenna held the broom, the angle of her hip. In the kitchen, she taught her how to cut vegetables, guiding her hands.
"Slower," she would say. "There’s no rush."
Sometimes she made comments that made her laugh.
"If you keep frowning like that, you’re going to get little wrinkles."
Or ones that made her blush.
"How obedient you look when you concentrate."
Jenna didn’t know how to react. She laughed nervously. Lowered her gaze. And obeyed.
The voice came next.
"When you speak," Lucy explained while Jenna stirred a sauce under her supervision, "you don’t have to lower the volume, but you do have to soften the tone."
"Like this?" Jenna asked, trying to sound lighter.
Lucy shook her head.
"Less forced."
Jenna tried again.
Lucy nodded, satisfied.
"Much better, Jenna."
Every time she said her name like that, something settled a little more inside her.
By the end of the morning, Jenna was tired in a different way. Not just physically, but emotionally. As if she had been holding a version of herself the entire time, making sure it didn’t fall apart.
Lucy noticed.
"Come," she said, guiding her to the armchair. "Rest a bit."
Jenna sat the way she had been taught, without thinking.
Lucy sat beside her.
"You’re doing very well," she said with an affectionate smile. "Sometimes I don’t know if you want to laugh, hide… or behave even better."
Jenna felt the heat rise to her cheeks.
"Neither do I," she admitted.
Lucy laughed softly.
"That’s part of the training."
And Jenna, caught between embarrassment and pride, knew she had crossed more than a temporary agreement.
She had started the week as a guest.
She was ending it as an apprentice.


Chapter 4 — Chastity and Toys

Breakfast was light, almost silent.
Jenna ate slowly, her hair tied back, still carrying that worked-body feeling that mornings with Lucy left behind. Every movement reminded her that she was no longer improvising a temporary stay: there was rhythm, structure… and expectations.
Lucy set her cup in the sink and looked at her over her shoulder.
"Go change."
Jenna looked up.
"Now?"
"Yes. While we’re roomies," she said casually, "we’re going to do routines together."
She opened a drawer in the hallway cabinet and took out a neatly folded set. Athletic. Tight. Too small to have ever been meant as neutral.
"Pilates and a bit of fitness," she added. "Nothing extreme."
Jenna took the clothes.
"I’m not very good at that…"
Lucy smiled.
"That’s exactly why."
The outfit felt different from anything she had worn before. The elastic fabric hugged her body without hiding it, outlining every curve she still struggled to recognize as her own. When she came out of the room, Lucy had already cleared the living room.
"Perfect," she said, looking her over. "It fits you better than I expected."
Jenna shifted uncomfortably.
"It’s very… tight."
"It’s functional," Lucy corrected. "And pretty."
They started with gentle stretches. At least that was what Lucy called them. For Jenna, every movement was a negotiation with her balance, her breathing, and her modesty. Some exercises forced her to bend more than she would have liked. Others left her exposed, aware of her posture, of how her body responded.
Lucy, meanwhile, moved with an insulting ease.
"Relax your shoulders," she said, laughing. "You’re not taking an exam."
"It’s easy for you," Jenna muttered between breaths.
Lucy stopped in front of her.
"It comes naturally to me," she replied with a smile. "Just like it’s starting to come naturally to you to obey."
The comment disarmed her more than any exercise.
When they finished, Jenna was sweaty, her legs trembling slightly, and an uncomfortable sensation growing beneath the surface. She wiped her forehead.
"I’m going to take a shower," she said, almost pleading.
Lucy shook her head slowly.
"Not yet."
Jenna blinked.
"Why?"
"Because your routine doesn’t end here."
Lucy walked to the bedroom and came back with a small object that Jenna recognized immediately. She didn’t hold it provocatively. She placed it on the table, as if it were just another tool.
"This is also part of the training."
Jenna felt the heat rise into her chest.
"Lucy…"
Lucy handed her a piece of paper folded into quarters.
"They’re exercises," she explained. "Educational. So your body doesn’t get distracted or build up unnecessary tension."
Jenna looked at the paper without opening it.
"I thought that…"
"That chastity was just an idea?" Lucy finished gently. "No. It’s a constant."

She sat down in the armchair, crossing her legs calmly.
"Continuous chastity. Educational toys. Daily challenges," she listed as if reading a grocery list. "Not as punishment. As preparation."
Jenna swallowed.
"Preparation for what?"
Lucy tilted her head.
"For feeling good about yourself. For not depending on disordered impulses."
Jenna hesitated for a second, the heat from the workout still clinging to her skin like an insistent caress. The cage tightened with every breath, turning the sweat into something more than fatigue: it was pure, accumulated desire with no outlet. She wanted to refuse, but Lucy’s soft voice wrapped around her like a promise.
"Come on, my little doll, this isn’t your first rodeo," she commented, handing her the paper with a delicate, almost playful gesture.
Jenna opened it slowly. There were no direct orders, just a suggestive sequence: deep breathing, precise timings, postures that forced her to open up, to arch, to contract those muscles that lately were driving her crazy with need. The dildo waited on the side table, already lubricated, shiny under the dim light, as if Lucy had prepared it with affectionate anticipation. Jenna understood everything without needing words.
"It’s just to calm down… just for a little while," she told herself in a coquettish whisper, almost as if convincing herself with caresses.
Lucy stepped closer, her soft, sweet voice brushing her ear.
"Do you trust me, pretty?"
Jenna lifted her eyes, bright and vulnerable.
"Yes… very much."
"Then do it, enjoy it. I’ll stay right here… listening to you, taking care of you," Lucy whispered, brushing her arm with her fingertips, a light touch that raised goosebumps on her skin.
Jenna took the dildo with trembling hands, the silicone warm and soft against her palm. She went into the adjoining bathroom, closed the door, but not with the lock; she wanted to feel that Lucy could come in whenever she wanted, that she wasn’t alone in that surrender. She didn’t look at herself in the mirror yet. She sat on the edge of the bathtub, breathed deeply just as the paper indicated: inhale deep through the nose, exhale slowly through the mouth, relax the whole body.
She opened her legs carefully, the cool air brushing her sensitive skin and making her shiver. She applied a bit more lubricant, the cold gel pulling a soft little moan from her. She placed the tip at her entrance and pushed slowly… very slowly. The sensation of being opened, of being filled centimeter by centimeter, drew out a long, trembling sigh.
"Oh… it feels so good," she murmured, eyes closed, head tilted back.
She followed the instructions to the letter: keep it inside for ten seconds, contract those inner muscles hard, relax, repeat. Each contraction made the cage shift slightly, a useless, torturous brush against her trapped clitoris that drove her wild with desire. She picked up the pace when the paper asked her to: now it moved in and out with a slow but deep rhythm, the wet, obscene sound bouncing off the walls of the small bathroom.
She imagined Lucy on the other side of the door, listening to every little moan, every broken breath. That excited her so much that she sped up without meaning to, the dildo sliding easily, hitting just that spot that made her arch her back and bite her lower lip.
"More… please, more…," she whispered to herself, her voice broken with pleasure, almost pleading.
She reached the final set: all the way in, rapid contractions, deep, broken breathing. The pleasure built like a huge wave contained by the cage, impossible to fully release, but just as intense, just as devastating. Her body tensed all at once, thighs trembling, a long, sweet moan escaping her throat as her interior clenched around the dildo again and again. She didn’t ejaculate, she couldn’t, but the orgasm tore through her completely, leaving her panting, with tears of relief shining on her lashes.
When the time was up, she withdrew the dildo very slowly, her body still sensitive and trembling. She cleaned herself carefully, splashed her face with cold water. When she came out, her cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen from biting them so much, her hair messy, and a coquettish calm in her eyes, as if she had just discovered a delicious secret.
Lucy was still there, sitting on the bench, with that soft, proud smile.
"You did so well, my girl… you look beautiful like that, all flushed and relaxed," she said softly, extending her hand to caress her cheek tenderly.
Jenna approached without saying anything, sat beside her and rested her head on her shoulder for a second, still floating in that sweet haze.
Lucy handed her a bottle of water and brushed a strand of hair from her forehead with infinite delicacy.
"Better?"
Jenna nodded.
"Yes…"
"See?" Lucy said, standing up. "Not all pleasure is disorder. Sometimes it’s discipline."
Jenna left the object where Lucy indicated and leaned against the wall, tired.
"I thought it would be more… humiliating," she admitted.
Lucy stepped closer and adjusted her hair with an affectionate gesture.
"That depends on how you look at it," she said. "To me it seems like you behave better every time."
Jenna felt a strange mix of relief and embarrassment.
"You can go shower now."
As she headed to the bathroom, Jenna understood something that unsettled her more than any new rule.
She had accepted everything because it was temporary.
But her body…
her body was no longer so sure about that.


Chapter 5 — Jamie by Text, Jenna in the Body

Jenna came out of the shower wrapped in steam and a strange feeling of lightness. Her freshly shaved skin still tingled, too sensitive to the touch of air, as if every centimeter had been exposed to something more than temperature.
She ran the towel slowly over her legs, aware of how soft they felt, of how different it was to move like this. She was bending down to pick up her underwear when the phone vibrated on the sink.
Mom.
Her heart gave a small jump.
"Perfect," she murmured to herself.
She answered before thinking too much.
"Hello."
"Jamie, sweetheart," said the voice on the other end, warm and familiar. "Did I wake you?"
Jenna stayed still for a second. Jamie. The name sounded strange in her mouth, like a word in another language.
"No, no… all good," she replied, lowering her tone immediately, forcing it into a neutrality that no longer came naturally.
While she listened to her mother speak, she carefully put on her stockings, slowly pulling them up her still-damp legs. The automatic gesture felt absurdly intimate for a family call.
"Your father and I just wanted to know how you were," her mother continued. "You didn’t call last night."
"Yeah, sorry," Jenna said, trying not to let her voice soften too much. "I lost track of time."
There was a brief pause.
"Everything okay over there?"
"Yes. Everything’s fine."
Too brief. She realized it immediately.
She stepped closer to the mirror and started doing her makeup while she listened. A bit of concealer, soft eyeliner. She forced herself to frown slightly, to harden her expression, as if that might help change the tone.
"You’re sure you’re not staying longer than necessary?" her mother asked.
"Just… a few days," she replied. The word just came out almost whispered. She cleared her throat. "Lucy needs help."
As she spoke, she noticed movement behind her reflected in the mirror.
Lucy walked through the hallway, calm, barefoot. When she reached her side, without saying anything, she rested her hand on her bare thigh and slid it lightly, like a distracted caress.
The contact was brief.
But enough.
Jenna shuddered from head to toe and a small sound escaped her before she could stop it.
"What was that?" her mother asked instantly.
Jenna brought her free hand to her mouth, horrified.
"Interference," she said quickly. "The signal cuts out a bit."
Lucy stepped away with an amused smile, leaning against the doorframe to watch her.
"Well," her mother said, doubtful. "Take care, Jamie. And don’t forget to call."
"Yes. Of course."
She hung up and set the phone on the sink, breathing deeply.
"Lucy," she whispered, turning immediately. "Are you crazy?"
Lucy shrugged.
"You were super tense," she replied. "I thought it would help you relax."
"I was talking to my parents!"
Lucy laughed softly.
"Exactly. You’re pulling the elastic too tight. You have to be careful."
Jenna crossed her arms, still blushing.

"It’s not funny."
"A little bit it is," Lucy admitted. "But it’s training."
Jenna opened her mouth to reply when the doorbell rang.
They both froze.
"Are you expecting someone?" Jenna asked.
Lucy glanced at her phone.
"No. Although…"
Her expression lit up.
"Oh. It’s here."
Jenna frowned.
"What is?"
Lucy pointed toward the door.
"Food."
Jenna blinked.
"Food?"
"Chinese. We ordered it a while ago. From your phone."
Before she could process it, Lucy was already gently pushing her toward the door.
"You open it."
Jenna took a deep breath and turned the knob.
The delivery guy was standing in the hallway, holding a large bag with a restaurant logo.
"Order for Jamie," he said, looking at his phone screen.
Jenna felt the blood rush to her face.
"Uh…"
The delivery guy looked up and studied her with obvious confusion. His eyes dropped for a second, too slow, traveling over her legs barely covered by stockings.
"I’m sorry," he said. "I think I’ve got the wrong apartment. There are only two girls here."
Lucy appeared behind Jenna, resting her chin on her shoulder naturally.
"You didn’t get it wrong," she said with a charming smile. "She’s Jamie."
"Lucy," Jenna hissed, red to the ears.
The delivery guy’s eyes widened a little.
"Oh. Sorry. I didn’t mean—"
He quickly held out the bag.
"Sorry. Have a good day."
"Thanks," Jenna murmured, taking the order with clumsy hands.
She closed the door and leaned against it, breathing hard.
"Why did you do that?" she asked, not looking at her.
Lucy burst out laughing.
"Because it was too perfect to let it pass."
"He saw my legs," Jenna said quietly, mortified.
Lucy nodded calmly.
"Of course he saw them."
Jenna closed her eyes.
"Lucy…"
"And if he could read what he was thinking," Lucy added with a mischievous smile, "you’d be a lot more embarrassed."
Jenna dropped her gaze immediately, clutching the bag against her body.
"Don’t say that."
Lucy stepped closer and lifted her chin with two fingers.
"Relax. It’s normal. You’re learning how to exist like this."
Jenna didn’t answer. Her heart was racing, her mind full of questions she didn’t dare voice.
Jamie replied to messages.
But Jenna…
Jenna was in the body.


Chapter 6 — Going out… just a little

Jenna was finishing whisking the eggs when she realized the movement no longer made the same thick sound as always. She looked at the bowl, then at the open carton on the counter.
"Lucy…" she called softly. "We’re out of milk."

Lucy appeared from the hallway, her hair still casually tied up, checking her phone.
"We’re missing other things too, right?"

Jenna nodded.
"Sugar. And coffee. I think detergent too."

Lucy set her phone down on the table and smiled, as if she had been waiting for exactly that answer.
"Then it’s time."

Jenna blinked.
"Time for what?"

Lucy took a sheet of paper and a pencil and began writing the list calmly.
"For you to go shopping."

Jenna’s heart gave an uncomfortable jump.
"Me?"

Lucy looked up.
"Of course."

She finished the list and headed to the bedroom with soft, determined steps. She came back with a perfectly folded outfit, wrapped in tissue paper like a precious gift, too carefully handled to be anything casual.
"This," Lucy said with a mischievous smile, holding it out to her.

Jenna took it with hesitant hands, feeling the silky brush of the fabrics against her palms. She unfolded it slowly, and the outfit revealed itself completely, coquettish and absolutely designed to make her feel small, desired, and completely surrendered.

From head to toe: black heels with thin straps crossing over the instep like caresses, gleaming with a satin finish that promised to make her wobble deliciously. Above them, ultra-sheer stockings with a perfect back seam that ran up her legs to mid-thigh, held in place by a black lace garter belt with small pink bows on each clip, hugging her waist like a promise of submission.

The panties were tiny, translucent black lace with a pink bow in the center, barely enough to cover the cage, leaving the curve of her ass exposed and tempting. The matching bra, a push-up with soft padding, black lace and very thin straps adorned with tiny pearls, designed to enhance and create a coquettish cleavage that invited looking.

Completing the outfit was a pale pink pleated skirt, very short, made of satin that barely brushed the tops of her thighs, moving with the slightest step. A white blouse that complemented the set perfectly hugged her waist, with long sleeves that fell over her wrists, very feminine.

Jenna looked at everything, her heart pounding, her cheeks burning.
"Lucy…" she began, already anticipating the protest, her voice trembling with someone who knows she’s going to give in.

Lucy raised a finger before she could continue.
"You’ve gone out dressed before."

"Yes, but—"

"The only difference between before and now is the number of people," Lucy continued calmly. "And that’s exactly what you need."

Jenna swallowed.
"It’s a step every woman has to take," Lucy added. "Learning to deal with being seen."

The word seen lodged itself in her chest.

She changed in silence. Each garment seemed heavier than the last. When she came out, Lucy looked her up and down, satisfied.
"Perfect," she said. "Breathe."

Jenna took the reusable bag and the keys.
"I’ll be right back."
"Walk slowly," Lucy corrected. "And remember your posture."

The door closed behind her.

The building hallway already felt too narrow. The sound of her heels echoed more than she remembered. Every step made her aware of her body, of how the skirt moved, of how the stockings hugged her legs.

When she stepped outside, the noise of the city hit her all at once.

She walked with her eyes forward, trying not to think about the looks. But it was impossible not to feel them. Some quick. Others lingering. A couple of men turned their heads as they passed. Jenna felt the heat rise to her face.

"Relax," she told herself. "It’s just some shopping."

She went into the small corner supermarket. The cold air made her shiver. She took a basket and started down the aisles, focusing on the list.

Even so, she noticed the looks. Not all of them were the same. Some curious. Others appraising. A couple frankly shameless. Jenna felt her pulse speeding up, an uncomfortable mix of nerves and something else… something she didn’t want to name.

At the register, the cashier smiled at her.
"Hi."
"Hi," Jenna replied, her voice a little softer than she meant it to be.

As the items were scanned, the cashier looked at her for a second longer.
"Don’t be nervous," she said kindly. "You look pretty."

Jenna blinked, surprised.
"Thank you…"

She paid and left, clutching the bag against her body like a shield.

Halfway back, her phone vibrated.

Ethan.

The name brought an automatic smile to her face.
"How’s your day going?"

Jenna hesitated for a second… and then dared. She stopped in front of a shop window, lifted her phone, and took a quick selfie. She didn’t pose. She didn’t exaggerate. Just her, the skirt, the stockings, the city behind her.

She sent it before thinking too much.

The reply didn’t take long.
"You look incredible."
"And very brave."

Her chest filled with something warm. She walked back with a slightly more confident step.

Almost at the building, she passed by a group of guys leaning against a wall. They laughed among themselves. One said something she didn’t quite catch, but the tone was enough. Another whistled.

Jenna felt a shiver run down her spine.

She didn’t stop. She didn’t respond. But she couldn’t stop her body from reacting either, from that inappropriate attention sending a strange jolt through her, exciting and embarrassing at the same time.

She climbed the stairs with her heart racing.

When she entered the apartment, Lucy was waiting for her.
"So?" she asked, smiling.

Jenna set the bag on the table.
"I was seen," she replied, not sure whether to laugh or hide.

Lucy laughed softly.
"That’s going out… just a little."

Jenna lowered her gaze, her skin still sensitive, understanding that this small step had changed something inside her.


Chapter 7 — Practical Lessons in Femininity

Lucy watched from the armchair while Jenna walked from one end of the living room to the other.
She didn’t say anything. She just watched.

Jenna was wearing mid-height heels, more practical than provocative, but still enough to demand attention with every step. She moved slowly, focused, her shoulders relaxed as she had been taught. Even so, from time to time she lost the rhythm and made a small awkward motion that made her frown.

Lucy smiled.
"Softer," she finally said.

Jenna let out a small nervous laugh.
"I’m trying."

"I know," Lucy replied.

She stood up and walked in front of her, slightly exaggerating the sway of her hips, without making it vulgar.
"You let the floor hold you. You don’t fight it."

Jenna nodded and tried again. This time, the movement was different. More fluid.

Lucy clapped softly.
"That’s it. See?"

Jenna smiled, proud… and a little embarrassed to be proud.

Later, as they got ready to take out the trash, Lucy handed her a bag and looked at her expectantly.
"Your turn."

"Mine?" Jenna asked.

"Of course. It’s your turn."

The building hallway no longer seemed as intimidating as the first time. Even so, when they ran into a neighbor on the landing, Jenna felt the urge to hide behind Lucy.

"Hi," the woman said with a curious smile.

"Hi," Lucy replied. "She’s my little cousin."

Jenna raised her hand in a shy gesture.
"Nice to meet you."

The neighbor smiled back.
"That’s a cute skirt," she commented before continuing on her way.

Jenna stood still for a second.

Lucy glanced at her from the corner of her eye.
"So?"

"So what?"

"You were given a compliment."

Jenna blinked.
"Oh… thanks," she murmured, with no one left to say it to.

Lucy laughed.
"Not like that. When someone says something nice to you, don’t freeze, return the gesture."

"How?"

Lucy stopped in front of her.
"You smile. You make eye contact. And you say ‘thank you.’"

Jenna nodded slowly.

Back in the apartment, Lucy leaned her back against the counter and crossed her arms.
"Let’s practice."

Jenna sighed, but obeyed.

Lucy looked at her with an exaggerated smile.
"Jenna, you look very nice today."

Jenna felt the heat rise to her face.
"Thank you," she said quickly, lowering her gaze.

Lucy clicked her tongue.
"Eye contact."

Jenna lifted her gaze.
"Thank you," she repeated, more slowly.

Lucy nodded, satisfied.
"Much better."

The following days filled up with small tasks. Longer grocery trips. Going down to pick up packages. Taking out the trash at less convenient hours. Sometimes Lucy went with her. Other times, she stayed home, watching from the window.

"You’re looser," she commented one afternoon. "I don’t see you as fearful anymore."

Jenna was surprised to realize it was true.

One morning, while they were having coffee, Lucy set her cup down on the table and sighed.
"I wanted to tell you something."

Jenna looked up immediately.
"Is something wrong?"

"No. Quite the opposite." Lucy smiled. "Like I mentioned before, I have new responsibilities at work, and I can’t handle everything on my own from here."

"Are you leaving?"

"Just for a few hours. Most of it will still be remote. So… everything stays the same."

Jenna relaxed her shoulders without realizing it.

"That said," Lucy continued, "while you’re my roomie, I need you to take care of the house."

Jenna blinked.
"Take care of it how?"

Lucy counted on her fingers.
"Shopping. Cleaning. Meals. Organization."

"Like… a housewife?" Jenna asked, half joking.

Lucy smiled sideways.
"Exactly."

Jenna felt a strange mix of modesty and something like pride.
"I think I can do it."

Lucy stepped closer and tucked her hair behind her ear.
"You already are."

As the days went by, Jenna started getting to know more neighbors. The doorman who always greeted her with a smile. The woman on the third floor who asked if she could help her with some bags. The guy from the apartment across the hall who looked at her while trying not to be obvious.

Lucy watched it all with quiet amusement.

"Learning how to handle looks is important," she explained one night. "Not all of them mean the same thing."

"And how can you tell the difference?"

Lucy shrugged.
"By how they make you feel."

Jenna thought about it for a moment.
"Some make me uncomfortable," she admitted. "Others… not so much."

Lucy laughed softly.
"That’s part of finding yourself too."

That night, while Jenna was folding clothes on the couch, she realized something that surprised her.

She wasn’t playing a role.

She was learning one.

Lucy watched her from the doorway, with a calm smile, enjoying seeing her get lost… and find herself, step by step, in every everyday gesture.


Chapter 8 — The Reflection That Doesn’t Go Away

Jenna finished her fitness routine with her breath coming in ragged bursts and her muscles burning in that pleasant way she was starting to adore. She leaned against the living room wall for a moment, eyes closed, letting her pulse slow little by little while sweat slid down the back of her neck and between her breasts. Lately her body responded differently: more sensitive, more alert, as if every squat, every plank, every stretch left a warm mark that accumulated inside her, right where the cage pressed with sweet cruelty.

She tied her damp hair back with a simple elastic, walked barefoot to the bedroom, the soles of her feet feeling the coolness of the floor, and without looking at the mirror took the dildo that had already become part of her daily routine. She did it with a naturalness that weeks earlier would have made her blush. There was no rush. No anxiety. Just the soft, deep desire to release that restless energy that had settled into her since she went out earlier that morning: the looks that lingered on her hips, the murmured comments that brushed her ears like forbidden caresses, the subtle rub of her clothes against her thighs as she walked with shorter, more coquettish steps, unable to help it.

She didn’t think about details. She thought about sensations.

About how she had felt watched.
About how her body had reacted to those looks, hardening uselessly inside the cage.
About how she had kept walking with her head held high… and about what her mind had imagined in the meantime: чуж hands, low voices, whispered promises.

A sigh slipped from her, soft, almost a little moan, involuntary.

She sat on the edge of the bed, spread her legs with deliberate slowness, and applied the lubricant with trembling but precise fingers. She placed the tip against her entrance and pushed slowly, feeling it fill her centimeter by centimeter. She closed her eyes and began a slow, deep rhythm, synchronized with her exercise-roughened breathing.

Each thrust was an echo of the routine: strong contractions, relaxation, repetition. The wet, obscene sound mixed with her soft moans, each one louder, more surrendered. The cage throbbed in vain, a delicious reminder of her submission that only stoked the fire. She sped up without realizing it, imagining that it wasn’t just a toy, but someone, Ethan, taking her like this, firm and tender at the same time.

The climax came like a held-back wave: her whole body tensed, thighs trembling, a long, sweet moan escaping as her insides clenched around the dildo again and again. She came, and the pleasure tore through her completely, leaving her panting, with tears of relief clinging to her lashes and a small, satisfied smile on her lips.

When it was over, she stayed seated for a moment, eyes closed, breathing deeply. There was no guilt. Just a strange calm, almost reflective, as if her body had finally found its place.

The shower was long and slow. Hot water traced her skin unhurriedly, sliding over her curves, washing away sweat and lubricant, but not erasing the sensation of having been used, and of having enjoyed it so much. Jenna rested her forehead against the cool tiles, let the steam wrap around her like an embrace, and sighed once more, this time in pure satisfaction.

When she got out, wrapped in a soft towel, she felt light… but thoughtful.

In the kitchen, as she prepared the meal, the sound of utensils set a calm rhythm. Cutting, stirring, tasting. Gestures that no longer felt borrowed.

That was when the thought came to her clearly.

Two weeks.

Two weeks since she had returned to the city. Two weeks living as Jenna consistently. And when she searched her memory, she couldn’t find a recent recollection of having dressed as a man. Not as a forced omission. It simply… wasn’t there.

The idea didn’t scare her. That was what unsettled her the most.

Lucy appeared in the kitchen when the aroma had already filled the space.
"Smells really good," she said, coming closer.

Jenna smiled faintly.
"It’s almost ready."

They ate together, like so many other times, until Jenna set her cutlery down on the plate with a small sigh.
"Lucy…"

Lucy looked up immediately.
"Yes?"

Jenna hesitated for a second.
"I was thinking a lot today."

Lucy waited, patient.

"It’s been a while," Jenna continued. "And… I don’t feel like changing anything."

Lucy didn’t react immediately. She just looked at her attentively, without interrupting.

"I don’t remember the last time I dressed as a man," Jenna admitted quietly. "And that… doesn’t bother me."

Lucy leaned a little closer and caressed her cheek with her fingers, a tender, almost maternal gesture.
"Beautiful," she said softly. "That’s part of discovering yourself. Of living."

Jenna lowered her gaze, fiddling with the edge of the tablecloth.
"But all of this is just a game," she said, clinging to the familiar idea. "You know that yourself. I told you. It’s temporary."

Lucy smiled, not withdrawing her hand.
"It doesn’t have to be temporary if you don’t want it to be."

Jenna looked up sharply.
"What do you mean?"

Lucy stood up slowly and held out her hand.
"Come."

She led her to the hallway mirror. Jenna looked at herself without fully wanting to, as if she feared what she might find.

Lucy stood beside her.
"Look," she said in a low voice. "There’s Jenna. Not in your mind. Not as a fantasy."

She pointed at the reflection with a minimal gesture.
"She’s here. Flesh and blood."

Jenna felt a shiver run through her body. She bit her lip without realizing it, remembering every moment lived as Jenna: the outings, the looks, the growing comfort, the desire that no longer asked for permission.

"I know…" she murmured.

"It won’t be easy," Lucy continued, resting a hand on her shoulder. "But I’m going to be by your side. I’m going to help you, little cousin."

Her voice became a bit firmer.
"I’m going to push you if necessary."

Jenna closed her eyes.

"And one day," Lucy added with a calm smile, "you’re going to thank me."

Jenna turned and hugged her without thinking, seeking refuge in that familiar body, in that borrowed certainty. Lucy returned the embrace calmly, holding her a second longer than necessary.

Jenna didn’t fully understand what she was accepting in that gesture.

Lucy did.

When they separated, Lucy was smiling.

The reflection was still there.

Waiting for the next step.


Chapter 9 — Two Days to Be Real

The room no longer felt provisional.
It took Jenna a few seconds to realize that when she woke up. It wasn’t a clear thought, but a sensation: the way the light came in through the window, filtered by new curtains; the soft scent that seemed to linger in the sheets; the small details that hadn’t been there before.
A full-length mirror leaning against the wall.
A lamp with warm light on the nightstand.
A small armchair, covered with a light-colored throw.
Lucy hadn’t said anything, but little by little she had been transforming that space. Making it more welcoming. More hers. More… Jenna.
She stretched slowly beneath the sheets, aware of the light babydoll she was wearing, of the stockings that hugged her legs even while sleeping. It was already a habit. A comfort she didn’t question.
She picked up her phone to check the time… and stopped when she saw the message.
Ethan.
She opened the conversation with her heart racing.
"In two days I’ll be there."
Jenna sat up abruptly, a huge smile spreading across her face before she could contain it.
"Two days…" she murmured, bringing a hand to her chest.
Her body buzzed with excitement. She walked barefoot down the hallway, still holding the phone, and went into the kitchen where Lucy was reviewing her agenda.
"Lucy," she said without preamble. "In two days. Ethan is coming in two days."
Lucy looked up and smiled immediately.
"Then we have a lot to do."
Jenna laughed, nervous and excited at the same time.
"So much."
She went to get changed to prepare breakfast, moving with a different kind of energy. She put on a light blouse and a comfortable skirt to be at home, her hair pulled back casually. While she was putting things away, she realized they were out of sliced bread.
"I’m going to the store," she announced. "I’ll be right back."
Lucy nodded.
"Perfect. Take advantage."
Jenna understood exactly what she meant.
She left with a light step, while Lucy watched her walk away through the window, her phone in her hand making a call.
"Hello?" a female voice answered on the other end, unfamiliar and confident.
"It’s Lucy," she said without hesitation. "Yes… in two days. I’ll go with my cousin. Make sure everything is ready."
There was a brief pause.
"Perfect," the woman replied. "We’ll be waiting."
She hung up without adding anything else.
The store was a few blocks away. Jenna went in with a distracted smile, picked up the bread, a couple of other things. People looked at her, yes, but she no longer shrank. She walked naturally.
She was wearing a light blouse, a mid-length skirt that moved softly as she walked, discreet but feminine heels. Nothing exaggerated. Everything coherent.
When she stepped outside, the sun hit her full in the face. She walked back with the bag hanging from her arm, humming without realizing it.
In the distance, she saw them again.
The same group of guys from before, leaning on the same corner. This time they didn’t say anything. They just looked.
Jenna felt the heat rise to her face. She didn’t speed up. She didn’t stop. She kept walking, biting her lip with a gesture she didn’t know whether was nervous… or conscious.
When she got back to the apartment, Lucy was waiting for her.
"You look happy," she commented.
Jenna set the bag on the table and smiled.
"I am."

Lucy watched her closely, noticing every small change, every new gesture.
"Two days," Lucy repeated.


Chapter 10 — Ready to Be Looked At

The two days passed with a gentle, constant intensity.
Jenna woke up early and went to bed tired, but satisfied. Lucy had adjusted the routines with almost affectionate precision: fewer useless repetitions, more focus. Higher heels, longer postures, exact pauses to breathe and hold eye contact. Her voice, already trained, came out naturally, light, effortless.
Even the most intimate exercises had taken on a calm logic. There was no urgency, only control. Results that Lucy observed with a satisfied smile and the occasional brief comment.
"You’re doing very well."
That was enough.
The day of the date arrived with a permanent flutter in Jenna’s chest. From the moment she woke up, her phone didn’t stop vibrating. Messages from Ethan, one after another, full of contained enthusiasm.
"I can’t believe we’re going to see each other again."
"Are you nervous?"
Jenna smiled every time she replied, biting her lip, sitting on the bed already dressed in comfortable but feminine clothes.
Lucy watched her from the doorway.
"My little cousin is very much in love," she said in a teasing tone.
Jenna looked up immediately.
"No," she replied quickly. "It’s not that."
Lucy raised an eyebrow.
"No?"
"It’s just that…" Jenna hesitated. "He knows me as Jenna. He treats me that way. And I like how he does."
Lucy nodded slowly.
"That also says a lot."
Before Jenna could respond, Lucy checked the time.
"Hurry up. We have an appointment."
"An appointment?" Jenna frowned. "Where to?"
Lucy smiled.
"To the beauty salon."
Jenna’s eyes widened, surprised.
"Today?"
"Today," Lucy confirmed. "Trust me."
The salon was bright and welcoming, with a subtle elegance that invited you to let go: high ceilings, soft cream-colored walls, large windows that flooded everything with natural light, and coquettish details like fresh flowers, pearl-gray velvet armchairs, and antique mirrors with golden frames that multiplied temptation. They were greeted by a woman in her mid-thirties, broad and warm smile, hair in a flawless bun, a fitted black dress that outlined her curves with class, and heels that echoed with gentle authority. Her expert gaze traveled over Jenna from head to toe in a second, knowing and complicit, as if she already knew exactly what that beauty needed.
"So you’re Jenna," she said, extending her hand. "Lucy has told me a lot about you."
Lucy settled into a nearby chair.
"I trust you completely."
The stylist nodded and gently guided Jenna.
"We’ll start."
There was no rush. Everything was explained calmly. Skin treatments that left her face glowing. Scalp massages that made her close her eyes and sigh. The dye was applied carefully.
"A little lighter," the stylist explained. "Nothing radical. It’s going to suit you very well."
Jenna hesitated for a second.
"It’s temporary, right?"
The stylist smiled.
"Trust me."

While they worked, Lucy watched without intervening, satisfied.
Then came the makeup. Delicate, precise. The lip plump made Jenna look at herself in the mirror with surprise when she felt the slight tingling.
"It’s just volume," the stylist explained. "Nothing exaggerated."
There were also small body treatments, adjustments that refined lines, that softened transitions. Jenna didn’t ask much. She repeated the same thing to herself over and over.
Everything is temporary.
When they put the earrings on her, she felt a brief pinch. Nothing more.
"All set," said the stylist. "Now, the dress."
It was beautiful. The dress clung to her body like a second skin where it mattered most: cinched at the waist to mark that delicate curve Lucy loved to highlight, fitted at the chest to enhance the coquettish neckline that the push-up bra created masterfully. From there it fell loose and playful, the pale pink pleated skirt ending right at mid-thigh, brushing sensitive skin with every step, rising just enough to reveal the black lace of the garter and the stockings with their perfect back seam. The twelve-centimeter black stiletto heels completed the ensemble with absolute naturalness: they lifted her hips, forced her to walk with that subtle, feminine sway that made the whole outfit seem made for her, for her to feel small, desired, and completely exposed in the most delicious way possible.
When she finally looked at herself in the mirror, she was left speechless.
She didn’t look disguised.
She didn’t look exaggerated.
She looked… beautiful.
"Is this… also temporary?" she asked, almost in a whisper.
The stylist laughed softly.
"Of course. Although, if one day you want something more permanent… I can help you with that too."
Lucy smiled from the back of the room.
Jenna took a deep breath.
A taxi was waiting outside. Lucy walked her to the door.
"Send me a message," she said, fixing her hair. "In case you decide to spend the night out."
Jenna nodded, her heart pounding.
When the taxi pulled away, Lucy stayed watching, smiling.
Everything was ready.
And Jenna, without fully knowing it,
was too.


Chapter 11 — When the World Starts to Look

Jenna couldn’t stop looking at herself.
The reflection in the taxi window, the phone screen, even the metallic shine of the rearview mirror returned an image that made her smile without realizing it. She adjusted her hair, tilted her head slightly, stretched her neck, crossed her legs with studied naturalness. Each reflection was a new game, a different pose, a small learned gesture now executed without thinking.
She felt light. Pretty. Confident.
That was when she noticed it.
The taxi driver was looking too much. Not in a crude way, but constant. His eyes went down, came back up, went down again. Jenna’s legs, carefully crossed, barely covered by the skirt and the stockings, seemed to have a life of their own under that чуж gaze.
The heat appeared slowly.
Jenna changed her pose almost by reflex. She stretched one leg a little more, let the edge of the skirt rise just enough. She didn’t look directly at the driver, but she knew he noticed. The silence inside the taxi grew thick, charged with something that didn’t need words.
When the vehicle stopped in front of the shopping plaza, Jenna reacted abruptly. She got out of the taxi with a shy smile, paid, thanked him. The man looked at her one last time, captivated, before driving off.
Jenna took a deep breath.
The fresh air cleared her head, but it didn’t take away the tingling running through her body. She walked slowly toward the central fountain, aware of every step, every movement of her hips. She knew they were looking at her. And, for the first time, she didn’t want to hide it.
She searched for her phone inside her purse to say she was running late, but she stopped.
There he was.
Ethan Harrington.
The same face she had seen so many nights on the screen, the same man with whom she had shared laughter, confessions, and heavy silences on a frozen mountain. Now he was there, flesh and blood, smiling faintly as he recognized her.
Jenna didn’t think. She walked straight toward him.
Ethan welcomed her with open arms. She took refuge in that embrace as if it were the most natural thing in the world. The kiss was sweet, slow, full of an emotion that didn’t need to be explained.
"You look… incredible," he murmured, still close to her face.
Jenna smiled, feeling her chest swell with pride.
They walked hand in hand without letting go. Jenna didn’t care about being seen. She didn’t care about the looks, the reflections, the silent comments. Her whole world narrowed to that firm hand holding hers, to that presence at her side.
First the movie theater. They shared ice cream, popcorn, soft laughter in the darkness. Ethan couldn’t stop looking at her, as if he wanted to memorize every gesture. Jenna settled into the seat carefully, crossing her legs, leaning toward him when she spoke.
Then, dinner.
Ethan ordered a hamburger. Jenna chose a roasted chicken baguette. They ate slowly, talking about everything and nothing. He kept telling her how beautiful she was, how lucky he felt.
"Really," he said at one point, looking at her intently. "I can’t believe you’re here with me."
Jenna lowered her gaze, blushing, then lifted it again with a confident smile.
"Neither can I."
When they left the restaurant, it was already night. The lights of the plaza illuminated their path.
"My parents have an apartment nearby," Ethan said, almost casually. "We could go… have a drink, if you feel like it."
Jenna didn’t hesitate. She kissed him first, decisively.
"Of course."
As they walked, Jenna felt the phone vibrate inside her purse. She didn’t take it out. For now, she didn’t want interruptions. Just that night, that version of herself walking hand in hand, confident, desired, fully Jenna.
And somewhere, without fully knowing it,
the next step was already in motion.


Chapter 12 — Crossing the Threshold

Jenna followed him to the car with a smile she couldn’t hide. The vehicle was elegant, spacious, with that faint scent of clean leather that made her feel comfortable right away. Between nervous laughter and light comments, they both got in and settled themselves. Ethan started the engine and they began to move through quiet streets, lit by soft streetlights.
Jenna crossed her legs naturally, resting her purse on her lap. She surprised herself at how easy it was for her to move, to sit, to look. She no longer thought about it. It simply happened.
"Are you okay?" Ethan asked, glancing at her.
"Yes," she replied, smiling. "Very well."
The apartment was only a few minutes away. When they arrived, Ethan got out first and walked around the car to open her door. Jenna accepted the gesture with a grateful smile, stepping out carefully, aware of her posture, her heels, of the way her body moved effortlessly.
Inside, the place was warm and tidy. Jenna stood still for a moment, observing, while Ethan went to the kitchen.
"Sit down, please."
She did so on the sofa, settling herself elegantly. When he returned with two glasses, the pink liquid reflected the dim light of the lamp.
"To seeing each other again," Ethan said, raising his glass.
"To us," Jenna replied.
They toasted. The first sip was smooth, refreshing. Jenna felt the warmth slowly descend, relaxing her even more.
The kiss came without haste. First shy, then more assured. Jenna leaned closer, resting a hand on his chest, feeling the steady heartbeat beneath the fabric. Ethan responded with a protective gesture, wrapping her up with ease.
They walked together to the main bedroom. The bed, wide, invited rest. Jenna stepped back a little, turning gracefully, posing almost without realizing it. Ethan watched her with a mix of desire and amazement as he took off his shirt.
"You’re beautiful," he murmured.
Jenna felt a sweet knot in her chest. She moved close again, taking refuge in his arms. Ethan’s skin was warm, firm. She felt safe there, small and desired at the same time.
The kisses grew deeper, more urgent, tongues dancing hungrily as Ethan’s hands explored every curve beneath the fine fabric of the dress. Jenna closed her eyes, surrendering to the heat of his mouth, to the rough brush of his beard that made her skin prickle, to the broken sound of their mingled breaths filling the dim apartment.
At one point, Jenna pulled back just enough to let the dress slide from her shoulders and fall to the floor with a soft whisper. She stood before him, confident and exposed: the black garter belt with bows holding up the stockings, the translucent lace panties barely containing the chastity cage that gleamed with a silvery flash under the dim light, the push-up bra lifting her breasts into a tempting cleavage with tiny pearls trembling on the straps. Ethan traced her with his gaze, eyes dark with pure desire.
"You look gorgeous like this… all mine, my girl," he murmured in a hoarse voice, moving closer to kiss her again, this time with a slow, possessive smile that made her pulse race.
They lay down on the bed, bodies entwined, skin against skin. Ethan turned her carefully, leaving her face down, knees bent, her ass raised in a silent invitation. Jenna clutched the sheets, letting out a small moan when she felt his lubricated fingers brush her entrance, preparing her with patience and firmness. The cage pressed against the mattress with every small movement, a delicious reminder of her submission that only stoked the fire.
When Ethan penetrated her slowly, centimeter by centimeter, Jenna arched her back and let out a long, sweet moan.
"Yes… like that… please," she whispered, pushing back to ask for more.
He moved with a controlled rhythm at first, deep, letting her feel every thrust all the way in, pressing just where it drove her crazy. Jenna moaned without shame, her hips moving in time, the cage throbbing uselessly as pleasure built in contained waves.
"Harder… Ethan, harder…," she begged in a broken, trembling voice.
Ethan sped up, hands gripping her hips, the sound of skin against skin mixing with his growls and her surrendered moans. The climax hit her like a current: her whole body tensed, thighs trembling, a muffled cry escaping as her insides clenched around him again and again. The orgasm tore through her completely, devastating and sweet. Ethan followed seconds later, growling her name as he spilled inside, their bodies shaking together in that absolute surrender.
When it was over, they lay beside each other, sweaty and sated, breathing deeply in the comfortable silence that only comes after something so intense and real. Ethan pulled her against his chest, kissing her forehead with infinite tenderness.
Jenna nestled against him, the cage still warm against her skin, eyes closed and a small, satisfied smile on her lips, floating in that absolute calm. Jenna reached her hand toward her purse. She found her phone with slow movements, still wrapped in that warm sensation. She typed a short message.
"I won’t be coming home to sleep tonight."
She sent it.
And as she rested her head on Ethan’s chest, without fully realizing it, she understood that she had not only crossed the door of an apartment.
She had crossed a much deeper threshold.


Chapter 13 — What Is Not Said Out Loud

Jenna remained in Ethan’s arms, her head resting on his chest, listening to the slow rhythm of his breathing. He held her carefully, as if he feared that any sudden movement might break that moment. His fingers traced her back with calm, lazy gestures, and from time to time he placed a soft kiss in her hair.
"I missed you," he murmured, almost like a confession.
Jenna let out a low, relaxed laugh.
"It was only a couple of weeks."
"Even so," Ethan replied without hesitation. "I was afraid. I thought maybe I wouldn’t see you again."
Jenna fell silent for a few seconds. The comment pierced her chest with a mix of tenderness and guilt. She lifted herself just enough to look him in the eyes.
"I had the chance to stay a few days with my cousin," she said in a more serious voice. "But… it can’t be forever. I have to go back to my parents at some point. I’ve already stretched this a lot."
Ethan watched her attentively, without interrupting. Then he leaned in and kissed her softly, resting his forehead against hers.
"You’re very beautiful," he said slowly. "And you look happy like this."
Jenna smiled, but the smile was fragile.
"That’s what scares me the most."
"I would love to see you again," Ethan continued. "Even when you go back to your parents."
Jenna lowered her gaze.
"It wouldn’t be that easy," she admitted. "Maybe… maybe I’ll never see myself like this again. So feminine. So… me."
Ethan frowned slightly.
"You should stay like this."
She let out a nervous laugh.
"Don’t say that."
"I’m serious," he insisted. "You know my parents adore you. And I… I really would like to have a chance with you."
Jenna kissed him, trying to cut off the conversation.
"It’s a beautiful dream," she said against his lips. "But a distant one."
Ethan took her hands firmly, forcing her to look at him.
"It isn’t. I can see it in your eyes."
Jenna felt a knot in her throat. She had never felt like this before: alive, desired, complete. She kissed him more intensely, as if she wanted to silence her own doubts, as if that contact could stop time.
"Don’t try to silence me," Ethan said between kisses. "Talk seriously."
She kissed him again, deeper, more urgent.
"Be quiet," she whispered, smiling sadly. "I don’t want to regret it later."
They stayed embraced, exchanging slow caresses, shared breaths. Jenna closed her eyes, memorizing the feeling of being there, of being seen and accepted without conditions.
As the minutes passed, Ethan’s body relaxed completely. His breathing grew heavy and steady. He had fallen asleep.
Jenna remained awake.
She looked at the ceiling, then at Ethan’s peaceful face. She thought of Lucy. Of the apartment. Of the room that no longer felt temporary. She thought of Jamie, a name that felt more foreign to her every day.
She didn’t have the courage to turn Jenna into her everyday reality. But at the same time, the idea of going back to being Jamie felt almost impossible.
She curled up a little closer to Ethan, trapped between two lives, not yet knowing which one she was willing to leave behind.


Chapter 14 — The Morning After

The morning light filtered into the apartment with a different softness, more intimate than any other morning Jenna could remember. It didn’t rush in or demand attention; it slipped slowly between the curtains, drawing warm shadows on the walls and over Ethan’s body, who was still asleep beside her.
Jenna woke without startle, with that strange feeling of being exactly where she should be and, at the same time, not knowing how much longer that balance could hold. She was lying against Ethan’s chest, one leg tangled with his, his arm wrapped around her in an unconscious, protective way even in sleep. She listened to his calm, deep breathing and allowed herself to stay like that a few seconds longer, memorizing the moment as if it were fragile.
Carefully, she moved just enough not to wake him. She slipped out of bed, grabbing the sheet to cover herself by reflex, even though she was alone. She walked barefoot to the bathroom, feeling the slight chill of the floor contrast with the warmth still lingering on her skin.
The mirror reflected an image that no longer surprised her. The makeup from the night before was still intact, only slightly smudged at the edges, like a silent proof of what had been lived. She leaned on the sink, studying herself closely. There was something in her gaze that hadn’t been there weeks ago: a mix of satisfaction, doubt, and a calm coquettishness that came to her effortlessly.
She touched herself up with precise movements. A bit of concealer, lightly defined eyeliner, hydrated lips. She wasn’t getting ready for anyone in particular, or perhaps she was. When she finished, she smiled. A genuine smile, though crossed by conflicting thoughts.
She left the bathroom and looked for her purse. She found it where she had left it the night before, neat, as if even that wanted to tell her that everything was in order. Slinging it over her shoulder, she took a deep breath. Then she returned to the bedroom.
Ethan was sleeping on his side, his chest rising and falling calmly, the sheet barely covering his waist. Jenna approached quietly, crawling onto the bed like a silent little cat, and settled herself between his legs. She rested her forehead against his for a second, brushing their noses in a tender gesture, before lowering her lips along his neck, his chest, leaving soft kisses that made him sigh in his sleep.
Without saying anything, she took the initiative. It wasn’t anxiety, it was pure intimate need: she wanted to give him pleasure, to taste him slowly, to etch that moment into her skin and her memory. She moved lower, carefully pulling the sheet aside, and found him already half hard just from the brush of her breath. She took him with delicate fingers, stroking him first with her palm, feeling him grow under her touch. Ethan opened his eyes slowly, surprised, and then smiled with that wonder that made Jenna’s heart race.
"Good morning, beautiful…," he murmured, his voice hoarse with sleep, not moving, letting her set the pace.
Jenna smiled against his skin, shy and mischievous, before lowering her mouth. She wrapped him slowly, soft lips surrounding him, her tongue tracing slow circles around the tip as she took him deeper. Soft little moans escaped her throat, vibrating against him, not to be heard, but for him to feel. She moved up and down with a slow rhythm at first, savoring every centimeter, letting her saliva coat him, filling the room with a wet, delicate sound along with Ethan’s sighs.
He tangled his fingers in her hair tenderly, not pushing, just following the movement, moaning softly every time she took him all the way, her throat relaxed, completely given. Jenna sped up a little, sucking with more strength, her free hand caressing his thighs, his balls, feeling how he tensed beneath her. The cage throbbed uselessly between her legs, the contained pleasure intensifying with every moan Ethan let out.
"Fuck… Jenna… like that… don’t stop…," he whispered, his voice broken, eyes closed in pure bliss.
She didn’t stop. She took him to the edge with devotion, feeling every pulse, every tremor, until Ethan tensed completely, a deep growl escaping his chest as he spilled into her mouth. Jenna accepted everything without pulling away, swallowing slowly, breathing deeply through her nose, trembling a little from the intensity of the moment. When it was over, she cleaned him with her tongue tenderly, leaving soft kisses on the tip before moving back up.
Ethan looked at her with a mix of amazement and gratitude that tightened her chest. He pulled her up, kissing her deeply, tasting himself on her lips.
"Jenna… you’re incredible…," he whispered against her mouth, caressing her face with his thumb.
She smiled, shy and proud at the same time, her eyes shining.
They didn’t talk about it anymore. There was no need. They just stayed wrapped in each other, skin against skin, enjoying the comfortable, warm silence of that morning that still belonged to them.

Later, they had breakfast together. Jenna wore only her lingerie, unconcerned about covering herself; Ethan was in his underwear, relaxed, moving around the kitchen naturally. They made coffee, toast, some fruit. They sat across from each other, laughing at small things, brushing hands without even realizing it.
Afterward they settled on the couch, picked some random movie, and let themselves drift. Jenna leaned against Ethan, her head on his shoulder, her legs crossed over his. At times they watched the screen; at others, they got lost in slow kisses, distracted caresses, shared smiles.
At one point, Jenna took her phone and typed a brief message.
"I'm okay. I’ll see you tonight."
She sent it without thinking too much. Lucy didn’t reply right away, but Jenna knew she would read it.
The day passed amid intimate, everyday gestures. They went out to buy something to eat, came back, shared the meal sitting on the bed, talking about everything and nothing. Jenna allowed herself to live the day as if she were Ethan’s girlfriend, even if it was only for that suspended moment. She enjoyed every look, every word, every time he called her by her name with that naturalness that made her feel validated.
After eating, they stayed embraced, she resting against him, playing absentmindedly with his fingers. It was there, in that comfortable silence, that the thought returned with force.
Maybe she would like to stay like this.
A little more time.
"Ethan," she said softly.
"Yes?"
Jenna hesitated for a second before speaking.
"I’ve been thinking… maybe I could stay a little longer in the city."
Ethan looked at her, attentive.
"Really?"
"Yes. I like being here. With you. With Lucy. I don’t know… I feel like I haven’t finished something yet."
Ethan smiled.
"I would love to spend more time with you."
Jenna laughed softly.
"That already sounds very serious."
"I’m joking… a little," he said. "Though not that much."
They talked about Lucy, about those days, about how good Jenna looked, about how she seemed to have found something that did her good. Between laughs, Ethan tossed out an idea that caught her by surprise.
"What if you looked for some remote work? Like your cousin’s. Something you can do from here. You could tell your parents everything is fine, that you’re working, and stay longer."
Jenna sat up, looking at him with bright eyes.
"That… that could work."
She loved the idea immediately. Not just for the logistics, but for what it implied: a legitimate excuse to keep being Jenna a little longer.
"I’m going to try," she said enthusiastically. "Really."
"And if you do," Ethan added, leaning in to kiss her, "be sure that I’ll take care of you and help you with everything."
They kissed with a shared smile, full of implicit promises.
When night fell, Jenna got dressed calmly. She said goodbye to Ethan with a long kiss, one that said more than either of them dared to put into words. She walked back to Lucy’s apartment with a smile she couldn’t hide.
She didn’t know what would come next.
But that night, as she closed the door behind her, Jenna knew she wanted, at least, to stay a little longer.


Chapter 15 — A Place to Stay

The door closed behind Jenna with a soft, almost cozy sound, and for the first time all night she felt her body truly relax. Lucy’s apartment had that effect on her: the familiar scent, the warm light, the feeling of stepping into a space where she didn’t have to explain anything.

Lucy was in the living room, sitting cross-legged on the couch, a glass of wine in her hand. When she saw Jenna, she immediately looked up and smiled with an expression that mixed complicity and curiosity.

"Well," she said, looking her up and down. "That smile isn’t from someone who just went out to dinner."

Jenna set her purse down on the table and slipped off her shoes with a slow, almost ceremonial gesture. She was still floating a little, as if she hadn’t quite finished coming back yet.

"It was… a very long day," she replied, smiling even more.

Lucy set the glass aside and stood up.

"Come," she said, patting the couch. "Sit down and tell me everything. Don’t skip a thing."

Jenna obeyed, settling in the way that already felt natural to her, legs together, back straight but relaxed. She took a deep breath before starting, as if putting the memories in order were also a way of savoring them again.

"It was perfect," she finally said. "From the moment we woke up. We had breakfast together, watched a movie, went out… everything was so normal and so beautiful that at times I forgot about everything else."

Lucy listened without interrupting, resting her chin in her hand, watching every gesture, every change in her tone of voice.

"I felt… happy," Jenna continued, with a sincerity that surprised even herself. "Truly happy. As if for one day I could be his girlfriend without caveats, without explanations."

Lucy smiled slowly.

"And he too, I suppose."

"Very much," Jenna replied immediately. "He looked at me like there was nothing more important. He said such sweet things that…", she stopped, laughing softly. "I believed them."

There was a small silence. Lucy picked up her glass again, took a sip, and then asked gently:

"And didn’t you think about staying like that a little longer? About giving yourself the chance to live more time as Jenna?"

Jenna lowered her gaze, playing with her fingers.

"Yes," she admitted. "It’s hard for me to say it, but yes. It scares me, Lucy. Sometimes I feel that if I keep moving forward, I won’t be able to go back."

Lucy tilted her head.

"And is that a bad thing?"

Jenna looked up, surprised by the simplicity of the question.

"I don’t know," she said honestly. "But I talked to Ethan. We thought that maybe I could look for a remote job, something that would let me stay here a little longer. Be your roomie… at least for a while."

Lucy looked at her in silence for a few seconds. Then, suddenly, she clapped once, with genuine enthusiasm.

"That’s a great idea!"

Jenna blinked, bewildered.

"Really?"

"Of course," Lucy replied, getting to her feet. "Such a good one that, in fact… I took a little liberty."

Jenna felt her stomach drop.

"What liberty?"

Lucy laughed, amused by her expression.

"Don’t make that face. I talked to my uncles."

Jenna’s heart gave an uncomfortable jump.

"With my parents?" she asked, alarmed. "Lucy, what did you tell them?"

Lucy stepped closer and rested a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

"Breathe. I didn’t tell them anything that wasn’t true. I mentioned that you’d be staying a little longer around here, that a job opportunity came up that could help you grow professionally. It sounded responsible. Convincing."

"And…?" Jenna insisted, holding her breath.

"And they agreed," Lucy replied with a calm smile. "They thought it was fine for you to stay a bit longer."

Jenna closed her eyes and let the air rush out, as if she had been holding it in for days.

"Lucy…", she murmured, bringing a hand to her chest. "You scared me."

Lucy laughed and hugged her naturally.

"I always find a way to take care of you," she said softly. "Even if sometimes I don’t warn you beforehand."

Jenna returned the hug, resting her forehead on her shoulder. She felt relieved, grateful… and also aware of how much she was placing in her cousin’s hands.

"Thank you," she said quietly. "Really."

Lucy pulled back just enough to look her in the eyes.

"Congratulations on this step," she said sincerely. "It’s not a small one. But don’t think it’s going to be easy either."

Jenna frowned.

"What do you mean?"

Lucy sat down again, inviting her to do the same.

"Now that you’ve mastered a good part of your feminine self," she explained in a calm tone, "some changes are going to come. More responsibilities. More consistency. And yes… also a job."

Jenna’s eyes widened a little, immediately understanding the subtext.

"If I stay… it’s not just staying," she said slowly. "It’s continuing to move forward."

"Exactly," Lucy confirmed. "And that means more feminization, more commitment to this version of you."

Jenna swallowed. For a moment, the idea of her former life crossed her mind like a distant, almost blurry image. She didn’t feel nostalgia. Only distance.

"I know," she finally said. "And… I won’t say it doesn’t scare me. But I also know I don’t want to go back to being who I was before."

Lucy watched her closely, noticing the new firmness in her voice.

"You don’t have to admit anything yet," she said with a knowing smile. "But you’re already starting to prepare yourself mentally. And that, Jenna, is the most important thing."

Jenna nodded slowly. She settled into the couch, crossing her legs naturally, feeling at home, feeling like herself.

Maybe she wasn’t ready to say it out loud.

But deep down, far inside, she was already doing everything she could not to go back.


Chapter 16 — Routines That Stay

Jenna woke up before the alarm went off.
It wasn’t because of noise or urgency, but because of that new, calm, expectant feeling of knowing that the day was no longer an empty space to be filled, but a sequence that was beginning to take shape. She opened her eyes slowly, stretching beneath the sheets, aware of the light babydoll that had become a second skin to her, of the apartment’s silence, and of the soft aroma of coffee that didn’t yet exist, but that her body was already anticipating.
She got up without hurry, adjusted her hair in front of the bathroom mirror, and washed her face with cold water. The reflection greeted her without surprises. She didn’t look for signs of Jamie. She didn’t expect them. She took a moment to smile at herself, brief and knowing, as if recognizing herself in a routine that was only just beginning to settle.

When she stepped into the kitchen, Lucy was already awake, checking her tablet with a focused expression, dressed simply but impeccably.

"Good morning," Jenna said softly.

Lucy looked up and smiled.

"Good morning. I see someone is already getting used to waking up early."

Jenna laughed quietly.

"I guess so."

Lucy set the tablet aside.

"Today we start with something new," she announced. "So breakfast first. Energy before instructions."

Jenna nodded and got to work without being asked. She made coffee, toasted bread, cut fruit with confident, almost automatic movements. It wasn’t a new task, but now it carried different weight: it wasn’t just about taking care of the house, it was about sustaining a structure.

They sat down to breakfast together, facing each other, in a comfortable silence. Lucy was the first to speak.

"I wanted to tell you something," she said, setting her mug on the table. "Since I got back from vacation at work, I’ve taken on new responsibilities, and also better pay and new opportunities."

Jenna’s eyes widened with genuine surprise.

"Really? Lucy, that’s incredible."

"It is," she replied, with a proud but restrained smile.

"I’m really happy for you," Jenna said without hesitation. "You deserve it."

Lucy watched her a second longer than usual.

"And precisely because of that," she continued, "I was going to hire an assistant."

Jenna brought the mug to her lips, still unaware of where the conversation was heading.

"But," Lucy added after a measured pause, "it turns out the perfect candidate walked into my apartment all on her own."

Jenna swallowed. She lowered the mug slowly.

"Me?" she asked, even though she already knew.

Lucy laughed softly.

"You. And before you start doubting, let me tell you something: you’re more than qualified."

Jenna felt that familiar flutter in her stomach, a mix of nerves and an excitement she didn’t want to hide.

"I don’t know if…," she began.

Lucy raised a hand.

"Trust me. You’ve helped me before. And now you have something you didn’t have back then: focus."

The rest of the morning took on a different rhythm. Lucy showed her folders, calendars, workflows. She explained what she handled, what needed priority, how to organize time. As she spoke, Jenna took notes, nodded, asked just enough. She didn’t feel out of place. On the contrary.

Lucy began taking care of what was needed for Jenna to work formally as her assistant. Emails, forms, brief calls. Jenna watched, learned, stepped in when asked. It wasn’t completely new to her; on other occasions she had already helped Lucy, and that memory gave her a base of confidence.

"You learn fast," Lucy commented at one point, without looking up from the screen.

Jenna smiled.

"I always liked helping you."

Lucy looked up then, more serious.

"Your job isn’t going to be just administrative," she warned. "Besides emails, you’ll be handling calls and some digital meetings."

Jenna hesitated for barely a second. The idea of speaking, of being seen, of occupying that space gave her a slight vertigo.

"I don’t know if I’m ready for that," she admitted.

Lucy stepped closer and rested a hand on the back of her chair.

"You are," she said calmly. "Your voice, your presence, the way you express yourself… all of that is already there."

Jenna closed her eyes for a moment, took a deep breath.

"Alright," she finally said. "I’ll try."

Lucy smiled, satisfied.

They worked together for hours. Jenna focused on an important report, reviewing data, organizing information with an almost absorbing dedication. When she finished, Lucy reviewed it and nodded approvingly.

"Good job," she said. "Now I need you to prepare lunch while I finish some emails."

Jenna stood up without questioning it.

"Of course."

As she chopped vegetables, stirred pots, and organized the kitchen, she understood something with new clarity: this would be her routine. Assistant, yes. But also homemaker. Order, care, constant presence.

And, surprisingly, it didn’t weigh on her.

On the contrary.

As the scent of food filled the apartment, Jenna realized she wasn’t playing a role. She was building one. And, step by step, she was staying.


Chapter 17 — The Week Takes Shape

The first week passed as if someone had pressed the fast-forward button.
There wasn’t a single day like the one before it, and yet everything seemed to fit within the same silent choreography. Jenna began to measure time in a different way: not by isolated hours, but by routines that repeated and refined themselves with each passing day.

Mornings started early. Lucy got up with the precision of someone who already had the day mapped out in her head, and Jenna learned to follow that rhythm almost without realizing it. Preparing the coffee exactly the way Lucy liked it, checking the shared calendar on the tablet, confirming appointments, forwarding emails, printing documents that she then carefully arranged in a slim folder she left ready next to the keys.

Some days, Lucy had to go to the office.

Those were different.

Jenna took care of everything beforehand: laying out the clothes Lucy would wear the night before, making sure the coat was clean, taking other garments to the dry cleaner in the morning and picking them up in the afternoon. She did it walking with a confident stride, heels moderate but firm, her purse hanging from her forearm as if she had always known how to carry it that way.

"For now you’re working remotely," Lucy would say with a calm smile as she adjusted her earrings in front of the mirror. "But understand something: this only goes upward."

Jenna nodded every time, feeling a mix of nerves and pride that had already become familiar.

Lucy kept an impeccable calendar. Different colors for each type of task, brief but clear notes. There were the meetings, the deadlines, the household shopping… and also something Jenna appreciated more than she expected: the free weekend.

"One day for Ethan," Lucy explained bluntly. "And the other for us. Like good cousins."

Jenna smiled, feeling that strange balance between structure and permission.

Throughout the week, Lucy began paying special attention to how Jenna dressed for work. Even if everything was remote, that didn’t mean carelessness.

"If you’re going to learn how to move in this world, you have to start from the outside," she told her one morning, leaving a folded outfit on the bed.

Jenna looked at it with curiosity.

It was a pencil skirt, hitting just at the knee, sheer nude stockings, a soft-fabric blouse that fell elegantly over the body, and understated heels, high enough to demand posture but not so much as to be uncomfortable.

"Like this… even if no one sees me?" Jenna asked, touching the fabric carefully.

Lucy raised an eyebrow.

"You see yourself. And that’s what matters."

As the days went by, Jenna began to understand. Dressing like that wasn’t a disguise, it was preparation. Each morning she chose different stockings, combined skirts in neutral tones, light or pastel blouses, always neatly pressed. The heels became part of the ritual: the firm sound against the floor marked the start of the workday.

Sometimes, before sitting down in front of the computer, she looked at herself in the mirror. Not to correct herself, but to recognize herself.

Between emails and calls, the phone would vibrate from time to time.

Ethan.

Brief, playful messages.

"Is that your assistant outfit?"

"You look dangerously professional."

"I can’t focus on my work like that."

Jenna replied with quick selfies in front of the hallway mirror: the skirt neatly arranged, her legs carefully crossed, a soft smile that no longer needed to be practiced.

"Behave," she would text back, laughing softly.

"I’m just working."

Evenings closed the day with an almost ceremonial calm.

Jenna prepared dinner while Lucy finished whatever was still pending. They ate together, commenting on details of the day, small achievements, anecdotes with no apparent importance. Then they settled onto the couch, one on each side, to watch a couple of episodes of some light series. Sometimes they talked. Sometimes they didn’t.

Before bed came the nighttime routine.

Cleansing the face, creams, slow and careful movements in front of the shared mirror. Jenna imitated Lucy at first; then she began to do it naturally, enjoying that time as an intimate closing to the day.

Finally, she put on the babydoll. Light, soft, almost an extension of her skin. She slipped into bed with that pleasant feeling of tiredness, her body aligned, her mind calm.

As she turned off the light, Jenna realized something she could no longer ignore.

Every movement, every thought, every gesture… was Jenna.

Her previous life felt distant, blurry, like a story she had read a long time ago. And as sleep wrapped around her, she felt no urgency to recover it.

She only wanted the next day to arrive.


Chapter 18 — Being It, Even If Only Today

Friday afternoon arrived with a sense of closure that Jenna was already beginning to recognize. She finished reviewing the last email, organized the shared files, updated the calendar, and left everything ready for the following Monday. She closed the computer with a calm, almost ceremonial gesture, and stretched in her chair.

Lucy appeared at the doorway of the improvised study, leaning against the frame with a satisfied smile.

"Good work this week," she said plainly. "Really. If you keep this up, I see no reason not to make you my full-time assistant."

Jenna let out a light, slightly nervous laugh.

"Are you already hiring me formally?"

"I’m thinking about it very seriously," Lucy replied, amused. "You have discipline, you learn fast, and…", she looked her up and down pointedly, "you fit perfectly."

Jenna felt the familiar flutter in her stomach. She didn’t answer right away, but the idea stayed floating in her mind even as she got up to change.

Could she be Jenna all the time?

She shook her head, as if trying to clear it. The weekend was for that. For feeling, not deciding.

The afternoon continued with the fitness routine. Lucy set the pace, corrected posture, demanded precision, and Jenna obeyed with a focus that was no longer forced. Her body responded better, more fluid, more aware. When they finished, both were sweaty, their pulses racing, sharing a sense of satisfaction.

"Go get ready," Lucy said. "You have a date."

Jenna smiled immediately.

She showered slowly, letting the hot water wash away the fatigue of the week. Then came the moment she was already anticipating with a mix of excitement and care: choosing what to wear.

The lingerie came first. Delicate, light-colored, chosen to feel pretty even before being seen. Then the dress. Bright pink, fitted just enough to define without exaggerating, with a soft drape that moved with her. Nude stockings, invisible but present. Silver heels that reflected the light with every step.

She did her makeup slowly while Lucy chatted from the doorway, sharing anecdotes from the day, laughing with her.

When Jenna finally turned around, Lucy looked at her in silence for a few seconds. Then she stepped closer and hugged her tightly.

"You’ve grown so much," she said sincerely. "You’re a real princess."

Jenna closed her eyes for a moment, letting herself be held.

Ethan’s message arrived shortly after. Jenna went downstairs almost bouncing, got into the car with her heart racing. From the sidewalk, Lucy waved goodbye. Ethan, behind the wheel, raised his hand with a wide smile.

"I promise I’ll take care of her," he said out loud, as if Lucy could hear him.

Lucy laughed and waved back.

The drive was calm. Soft music, the city passing slowly by the window. At a traffic light, Ethan rested his hand on Jenna’s knee. She looked at him, smiled, and didn’t move. She enjoyed the warmth of his palm, the naturalness of the gesture, the way her body reacted to something so simple.

When they arrived, they kissed before even closing the car door.

Inside the apartment, Ethan went to prepare something to drink while Jenna set her purse down. His phone vibrated. He glanced at the screen and raised his eyebrows.

"It’s my parents," he said. "Does that bother you?"

"What? No…", Jenna replied, surprised.

He answered, and within seconds the screen showed two familiar faces. Lillian and Thomas smiled when they saw her appear behind Ethan.

"Jenna!" Lillian exclaimed. "It’s so nice to see you again."

Jenna blushed immediately, but stepped closer.

"Hi, it’s really nice to see you."

"We hope next time it’ll be for dinner together," Thomas added kindly.

"I’d love that," Jenna replied, sincerely.

When they hung up, Jenna stayed still for a second.

"Your parents are very kind," she said.

Ethan smiled.

"They’re the best. And I appreciate them being so kind to my girlfriend."

He emphasized the word with a mischievous smile.

"Oh, really?" Jenna replied, laughing, without correcting him.

They kissed again. This time, slower.

They ordered pizza, chose horror movies, and settled into the couch. Ethan wrapped an arm around Jenna, his hand resting on her leg. She leaned into him, feeling the comforting weight of his body, the security of being there.

As the screen lit up the room and the scares mixed with nervous laughter, Jenna stopped thinking about tomorrow, about decisions, about names.

For that night, she just wanted to live.

Be Ethan’s girlfriend.

Feel protected.

Loved.

And as she rested her head on his chest, with his hand still steady on her, she knew that moment, at least, was completely real.


Chapter 19 — Staying When the Lights Go Out

Jenna was curled up against Ethan’s chest, her head resting right where she could hear his heart beating with a calm, steady rhythm. The third horror movie was still playing on the screen, but she was barely paying attention. She had never been much of a fan of that kind of story; jump scares made her flinch even when she expected them. Even so, she didn’t move from there. Being with Ethan made everything else fade into the background.

Every time the music surged suddenly or a shadow appeared on the screen, Jenna shuddered and let out a small, involuntary squeak. Ethan reacted immediately, wrapping both arms around her and pulling her closer to his body.

"Easy," he murmured near her ear. "I’m here."

And she nodded, smiling with a touch of embarrassment, knowing that deep down it wasn’t the movie that kept her there, but that simple and powerful feeling of protection.

When the end credits appeared for the third time, the living room fell into a silence broken only by the soft music of the menu. Ethan picked up the remote control and turned his head slightly to look at her.

"Another one?" he asked lightly.

Jenna shook her head right away, making a face that mixed laughter and nerves.

"No," she said without hesitation. "Definitely not."

Ethan let out a laugh.

"What’s wrong?" he joked. "Are you afraid some monster will come out of the screen and come after you?"

As he spoke, he kissed her neck and hugged her tighter, exaggerating the gesture as if he wanted to scare her on purpose.

Jenna gave a small cry, more from surprise than fear, and turned to look at him.

"Ethan! That’s not funny," she protested, though she was already laughing.

"A little bit it is," he replied, still smiling, but then he softened and held her carefully. "But don’t worry. I take care of my girlfriend. Of my princess."

He looked at her closely, his eyes slowly traveling over her.

"And besides," he added in a low voice, "you really look beautiful."

Jenna felt the heat rise to her face. She looked down for a second before meeting his gaze again.

"I like to make myself pretty for you," she confessed, without drama, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Ethan didn’t answer with words. He leaned in and kissed her, slowly at first, then with more intent. Jenna responded immediately, moving closer, letting the touches become more present, more deliberate. She felt Ethan’s lips with a different clarity, as if every brush lingered a little deeper. His hands, warm and sure, moved over the fabric of her dress, tracing shapes, marking a closeness that no longer needed permission.

Ethan stood up first and held out his hand.

"Come," he said simply.

He led her to the bedroom. The walk was short, but charged with a gentle anticipation. Jenna was the first to unbutton his shirt, her fingers a little clumsy but determined. Ethan let her, smiling, and then took off his shoes without hurry.

Jenna turned her back to him. She didn’t have to say anything. Ethan understood the gesture and slowly lowered the zipper of her dress. The fabric fell softly, sliding down her body until it pooled on the floor, leaving Jenna in lingerie and heels, vulnerable and confident at the same time.

Ethan kissed her again, more deeply. They fell onto the bed amid muffled laughter and sighs. Jenna draped one leg over him, moving closer without shyness. Ethan ran his hand over her skin, lingering on the stocking, enjoying the contrast between the fabric and the warmth of her body.

They kissed for a long time, unhurried, exploring each other with slow caresses, looking into each other’s eyes as if trying to confirm something they already felt. Everything became more intimate, more intense, but also more tender. There was no urgency. Just shared desire and a connection that felt different, deeper.

The rest happened without the need for words. Ethan was already shirtless, his defined torso glistening slightly with the warmth of the room, his muscles tensing every time he pulled her closer. Jenna was still in her delicate lingerie: the lace push-up bra, the garter belt now holding ultra-thin nude stockings that climbed her legs like a continuous caress. She felt completely his, and that drove her wild with desire.

They kissed slowly, deeply, Ethan’s hands roaming over her back, sliding down to her hips to guide her with that calm confidence that always unraveled her. He laid her on her back gently, but without hesitation, spreading her legs with a firm hand while the other pushed her panties aside. Jenna looked at him with shining eyes, biting her lower lip, already trembling with anticipation.
"I need you… inside me, please," she whispered, her voice pleading.

Ethan smiled, that confident, affectionate smile that made her heart race, and positioned himself between her thighs. He entered her slowly at first, centimeter by centimeter, feeling how she opened for him, how her insides received him with a tight, wet heat that made him let out a low growl. Jenna arched her back immediately, a long, sweet moan escaping her lips.
"Ah… Ethan… yes…," she moaned, clutching his shoulders, her nails barely digging into his skin.

He began to move with a steady, deep rhythm, every thrust reaching all the way in and pressing exactly where it drove her crazy. The cage brushed against his abdomen with every movement, a useless reminder that only intensified the contained pleasure, making Jenna moan louder, uncontrollably, the sounds spilling out broken and surrendered.
"More… harder… I love it when you take me like this…," she panted, her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him in so he would go deeper.

Ethan obeyed, speeding up with absolute confidence, his hips slamming against hers in a firm, constant back-and-forth. Their gazes met between moans: his, possessive and full of affection; hers, lost in pleasure, eyes glassy and mouth parted, releasing constant moans that filled the room.
"You’re mine… my princess…," Ethan growled, kissing her deeply as he kept moving, one hand sliding down to caress her thigh covered by the nude stocking, feeling the softness of the fabric against his palm.

Jenna tensed completely when the climax hit her: a sharp but devastating orgasm, her insides contracting around him again and again, a muffled cry escaping as she trembled beneath his body. Ethan followed seconds later, thrusting deep one last time, spilling inside her with a hoarse groan against her neck.

Afterward, Jenna settled against his chest, kissing him sweetly, still breathing hard. Ethan stroked her hair gently, looking at her as if he wanted to say something and didn’t know how.
"I love you," he finally said, almost in a whisper.

Jenna opened her eyes wide. She looked at him for a second, surprised, her heart racing. She didn’t think. She didn’t hesitate.
"I love you too," she replied immediately, before leaning in to kiss him, as if that gesture could seal the certainty she had just spoken.

They stayed like that, holding each other, letting the night wrap around them. And as sleep slowly reached them, Jenna knew that, at least for that night, there were no doubts or fears.
Just the two of them, together, spending the night side by side.


Chapter 20 — The Door That No Longer Closes

The first month passed without announcing itself, as if it had decided to merge into Jenna’s routine with the same natural ease with which she had merged into that new life. The days stopped feeling like tests or rehearsals; now they flowed with a different kind of certainty, firmer, more conscious.

Jenna moved through the city without fear. She walked with a confident stride, her skirt brushing her legs, the sound of her heels marking her presence on the sidewalk. She no longer lowered her gaze when crossing paths with strangers or questioned every reflection in shop windows. She was herself. And that, far from making her uncomfortable, gave her a new lightness.

She enjoyed getting dressed every morning, choosing soft blouses, skirts that followed her body, stockings that no longer felt foreign. She also enjoyed saying she had a boyfriend, even if only in a low voice, even if only to herself while she smiled at her reflection in the mirror. Ethan had become a constant presence, warm, real.

The calls with her parents continued three times a week. Jenna sat up straight, modulated her voice, answered carefully. Each day it became a little harder to pretend to be Jamie. The words sounded foreign, forced. Sometimes she hung up and stared at the dark screen, a knot in her chest that took a long time to loosen.

Lucy watched all of it with quiet attention.

When James and Elizabeth called her, Lucy didn’t lie. She simply let phrases fall, small hints wrapped in normalcy.

"The new job has done him a lot of good."
"He looks happier than ever."
"He’s looser, more comfortable with himself."

At first, James and Elizabeth took it as signs of maturity. Then, little by little, something began to unsettle them.

"Do you think…?" Elizabeth asked one night, uncertain.
"I don’t know," Lucy replied carefully. "But whatever it is, it’s fine. What matters is that he’s okay."

The suspicions began to take shape. Maybe their son was gay. Maybe that was why he seemed to be acting differently. Lucy didn’t correct them. Not yet.

One afternoon, while Jenna was getting ready to go out with Ethan, Lucy received an unexpected call. She recognized the number immediately.

"Hello, Elizabeth," she greeted calmly.

After the greetings and the usual thanks for taking care of Jamie, came the sentence Lucy knew would arrive sooner or later.

"We’d like to visit you," James said. "See Jamie. It’s been a long time since we’ve seen him in person."

Lucy remained silent for a few seconds. Just enough.

"Of course," she finally replied. "It will be a pleasure to have you here."

She hung up with a faint smile, already thinking several steps ahead.

The plan formed with almost mathematical clarity. On the day of the visit, Jenna would have to go out to drop off clothes at the dry cleaners. Nothing out of the ordinary. Lucy would make sure the timing lined up. And, of course, there would be no time for warnings.

When the day arrived, everything happened with unsettling precision.

Jenna left the apartment dressed like any other workday: a fitted skirt, sheer stockings, comfortable heels, a well-tailored light blouse. Her hair pulled back, discreet makeup. She felt pretty, confident, completely unaware of what was about to happen.

When she returned, carrying the bag from the dry cleaners, she opened the door without suspecting anything.

And stopped short.

In the living room were her parents.

Elizabeth was the first to look up. She frowned, confused. James remained still, trying to process the scene. Jenna felt her heart pounding in her chest, the air slipping from her lungs.

"Lucy?" she said in a barely audible voice. "Cousin…"

That was the moment everything fell into place for them.

They didn’t recognize her at first, not completely. But that word, that tone, that way of entering… there was no doubt.

"Jamie…," Elizabeth murmured, with a mix of disbelief and confusion.

Jenna couldn’t move. She couldn’t speak. She stood there, still holding the bag, dressed in a way she had never imagined facing in front of them.

Lucy appeared from the kitchen with a perfectly rehearsed expression of surprise and concern.

"My God," she said, bringing a hand to her chest. "I didn’t think you’d arrive so early. Jenna… I’m sorry. I couldn’t warn you."

Jenna looked at her, knowing there was no turning back.

Lucy took control of the situation gently. She invited everyone to sit down, made tea, spoke calmly. Jenna sat stiffly, her hands barely trembling, her heart beating so hard she feared everyone could hear it.

"Maybe it’s time to talk," Lucy said in a serene voice.

And as the steam from the tea rose between them, Jenna knew that door, the one to her old life, was no longer just open.

It was being left behind.


Chapter 21 — Saying It Out Loud

Jenna was breathing with difficulty, as if the air had suddenly grown thicker. She took a seat across from her parents with controlled movements, measuring every gesture, every crossing of her legs, every breath. She felt the pounding in her ears, loud and insistent, reminding her that there was no turning back from this moment.

Her hands rested on her lap, tense. She didn’t dare say anything. The words crowded in her throat, but none of them seemed right to break the silence.

Lucy noticed immediately.

Without saying a word, she stepped behind her and placed both hands on her shoulders, firm, warm, grounding her. The touch was subtle, but enough for Jenna to close her eyes for a second and breathe a little deeper. She was not alone.

James and Elizabeth took a sip of tea almost at the same time. The delicate sound of the cups settling back onto the saucers marked the beginning.

Elizabeth was the first to speak.

"You look very beautiful," she said softly.

Jenna looked up sharply, surprised. There was no irony in her voice, no forced discomfort. Just a sincere observation.

"I…", Jenna began, but James spoke first.

"Sorry about the way we reacted," he said, his brow slightly furrowed, as if he were still organizing his thoughts. "It’s just that you really look very… feminine."

The word hung in the air, loaded with everything it implied.

Jenna felt her heart tighten.

"You’re not… angry?" she asked quietly.

Elizabeth shook her head immediately and leaned forward a little.

"Not at all, sweetheart," she replied. "Forgive us if the change is a bit hard for us. It’s not something you process overnight. But we’re going to make an effort to make you feel comfortable."

Jenna blinked, incredulous.

"How?" she asked, almost without a voice.

James cleared his throat.

"It was Lucy," he said, glancing briefly at his niece before focusing back on Jenna. "She gradually talked to us about your… changes. And well, when we arrived, we saw your room… the clothes… your new name for your new job."

Elizabeth nodded.

"Your cousin has helped us understand," she added. "And we want you to know something important: we accept you as you are."

It was too much.

The tears came without warning. Jenna brought a hand to her mouth, shaking her head as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She stood up suddenly and hugged her parents, holding them tightly with a need she hadn’t known she carried inside.

"Thank you," she sobbed. "Thank you, thank you…"

Elizabeth wrapped her arms around her, stroking her back. James placed a hand on her shoulder, firm, present.

Lucy watched the scene from a few steps back, in silence. Her expression was calm, satisfied. There was no need to intervene. Her carefully calculated move had worked. And now, the moment belonged to Jenna.

When they pulled apart, Jenna was still breathing unevenly, but there was something different in her eyes. Relief. Lightness. As if she had taken off a weight she had been carrying for years.

She talked. A lot.

She told them things she had never said out loud. How she felt. What the process had been like. How, for the first time, she recognized herself in the mirror without fear. Lucy didn’t interrupt. She didn’t correct. She didn’t guide. She let Jenna take that space completely.

At some point, almost without realizing it, Jenna mentioned Ethan.

"And well… there’s him too," she said, wiping away a tear awkwardly. "My boyfriend."

James raised his eyebrows, surprised.

"You have a boyfriend?"

Jenna laughed nervously.

"Yes."

She reached for her phone and showed them a photo. Her and Ethan, smiling, hugging, happy. Elizabeth studied the image carefully, then smiled.

"You look very good together."

Everything seemed perfect. Too perfect. Jenna felt like she was dreaming, that at any moment she would wake up and everything would vanish. But it didn’t happen. Time kept moving forward, the conversations softened, laughter appeared.

When they finally said goodbye, James and Elizabeth did so with sincere smiles. They hugged Jenna once more, thanked Lucy, and promised to visit them again soon.

The door closed.

The silence that remained was not uncomfortable. It was full.

Jenna leaned against the wall and let out a shaky laugh.

"I can’t believe it," she said. "Everything went well."

Lucy walked over slowly.

"You deserved it," she replied.

Jenna looked at her, her eyes still shining.

"Thank you for taking care of me."

Lucy smiled, but there was something different in her expression. Something Jenna didn’t immediately know how to interpret.

"You’re welcome," she said. "Although… now that we’re alone… there are a few more surprises we need to talk about."

Jenna swallowed.

The relief was still there. The happiness too.

But Lucy wasn’t finished yet.


Chapter 22 — When There’s No Turning Back

Jenna was still standing when Lucy finished speaking, her body still vibrating from everything that had happened. It took her a few seconds to react. Finally, as if her legs suddenly gave way, she walked slowly to the couch and sat down. She smoothed her skirt with an automatic gesture, taking a deep breath, trying to sort out what she was feeling.

Lucy remained standing in front of her, calm, watching her with that expression Jenna already knew well: a mix of patience, certainty, and a dangerous calm that always signaled important changes.

"Lucy…," Jenna began, lifting her gaze. "I want to say something first."

Lucy nodded, giving her space.

"It’s okay," Jenna continued. "I forgive you. Truly. I know you outed me to my parents without warning, and it was… intense. But I also know you were kind, that you talked to them, that you helped them understand. Thanks to you, I can be Jenna in front of them now."

She swallowed before continuing.

"And I thought that, well… maybe now, even if I went back home with them, I could keep being myself. Keep being Jenna. Maybe see Ethan from time to time."

Lucy tilted her head slightly, with a faint smile.

"That’s where you’re wrong."

Jenna frowned.

"I don’t understand."

Lucy stepped closer and sat down in front of her, crossing her legs elegantly.

"I spoke at length with your parents," she explained calmly. "And we reached a decision."

Jenna felt a shiver run down her spine.

"What decision?"

"Your move is official," Lucy said without preamble. "You’re staying here. We’re going to be roommates until further notice."

Jenna’s eyes widened.

"What?"

"Your parents are going to donate Jamie’s clothes," Lucy continued, as if she were talking about the weather. "And they’ll send you only the belongings you consider truly yours."

Jenna slowly shook her head, bringing a hand to her chest.

"Lucy… that’s pretty final. I… I’m not ready for something like that."

Lucy smiled gently.

"No one is ever completely ready," she replied. "That’s why I’ve taken it upon myself to help you take those leaps."

Jenna stayed silent, listening.

"Now that your parents know," Lucy went on, "the rest of the family will know soon. I already spoke with Elizabeth. And when you’re ready, or even before that, she’ll give you the necessary documents to change your legal name."

The world seemed to tilt.

"I can’t," Jenna said almost in a whisper. "It’s too much."

Lucy let out a low laugh, not mocking, but confident.

"Do you really think you could go back to being Jamie?" she asked calmly.

Jenna opened her mouth to answer… and couldn’t. She hesitated. That silence was enough.

Lucy watched her closely.

"Ethan is going to be happy with the news," she added casually.

She stood up, stepped closer, and gave her a soft kiss on the cheek.

"Welcome to the world of women, cousin," she said with a broad smile. "From now on, there are only two girls living in this apartment."

Jenna remained still. She didn’t dare say anything. Nor stand up. Deep down, she knew Lucy was right. That every step had led her there, that she hadn’t been dragged, but guided… even when she believed she was resisting.

She suddenly stood and hugged her tightly.

"Thank you," she said, her voice breaking. "And please… don’t let me back out."

Lucy returned the hug, firm, protective.

"Never," she replied without hesitation.

That night, Jenna went to bed with her mind full, her body tired, and her heart beating with a mix of fear and excitement she could no longer separate. The next day a new week would begin. A week unlike all the others.

A week in which she would no longer have anything to hide.

And even if she wanted to… she no longer could.


Chapter 23 — Everything Fits

Two months later, Jenna walked with a steady stride along the sidewalk, the sound of her heels marking the rhythm of a morning that no longer intimidated her, but felt like belonging. She wore an ivory-colored pencil skirt that hugged her waist elegantly, a light silk blouse buttoned with precision, and a lightweight jacket folded over her forearm. In her hands she carried a tray with coffees and a box of carefully arranged donuts.
The phone, wedged between her shoulder and ear, vibrated with the cadence of an important call.
"Yes, perfect, I have it written down," she said in a clear, professional voice, effortlessly modulated. "I’ll confirm it with Lucy as soon as I step into the room."
She pushed through the building’s revolving door naturally, greeted the guard by name, returned a couple of smiles, and headed toward the elevators as if she had been making that walk her entire life. No one looked at her with surprise. No one doubted. Jenna belonged there.
When she reached the conference room, Lucy was already seated with other executives. Jenna entered without interrupting, handed out the coffees with a discreet smile.
"Thanks, Jenna," one of them said.
"Just what I needed," added another.
Lucy looked at her with barely concealed pride.
During the meeting, Jenna stayed attentive, taking notes quickly, anticipating what Lucy needed. A printed document, a projected presentation, a precise piece of information delivered at just the right moment. Each intervention was subtle, effective.
Everything went well.
As they left the building, both of them took a deep breath at the same time, as if they shared the same pulse.
"You did an excellent job," Lucy said as they went down the steps. "That closing was impeccable."
Jenna smiled.
"Thanks. I think I’m starting to understand your rhythm."
They took a taxi. As they settled into the back seat, they crossed their legs almost in unison. Jenna noticed it first: the driver’s gaze, fleeting but insistent, reflected in the rearview mirror, tracing her stockings, the line of their skirts. She said nothing. She just smiled a little more.
Lucy noticed it too.
"Some people never bother to hide it," she murmured, amused.
Jenna laughed softly and pulled out her phone. A new message.
"Friday confirmed. I’ll pick you up at eight 💕," Ethan had written.
Jenna replied immediately, her heart beating with that excitement she no longer tried to hide.
When they arrived at the apartment, she slipped off her shoes with relief and went straight to the kitchen. Making dinner was a gesture that no longer felt like an obligation, but like the close of the day. Lucy settled at the table while Jenna moved easily among pots and utensils.
They ate calmly, commenting on work details, laughing about small things. When they finished, Lucy stood up without saying anything and came back with a bottle of champagne and two glasses.
"Jenna," she said as she poured the sparkling liquid, "let’s toast."
"Why?" Jenna asked, though she already suspected.
"Because your trial period is over," Lucy replied with a wide smile. "And you’re officially hired."
Jenna let out a small cry of joy, jumped up, and hugged her tightly.
"Thank you! Thank you, Lucy."
"You earned it," she replied, returning the hug.
The night continued with a series Lucy loved, mostly because of the leads. Jenna settled beside her, commenting on scenes, laughing, enjoying that complicity that was already part of their everyday life.
Before going to sleep, they tidied up together, shared their skincare routine in front of the mirror, gentle movements, low laughter. Jenna went to her room and changed unhurriedly. The chastity cage was still locked, and that sensation of control, of conscious surrender, felt comforting to her. She slipped on the babydoll, letting the soft fabric brush her skin, and a small moan escaped her lips, more from intimate pleasure than desire.
She sent one last message to Ethan, settled into bed, and turned off the light.
Jenna closed her eyes smiling.
Everything fit.


Chapter 24 — Before Night Falls

Friday morning began with a different kind of calm, almost festive, as if the day itself knew something special was waiting later on. Jenna was in the kitchen, barefoot, her hair casually tied up, moving with ease as she prepared breakfast. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the apartment, blending with toasted bread and carefully cut fruit.
Lucy appeared a moment later, already dressed to go out, checking messages on her phone.
"Today I have to stop by the office," she commented as she poured herself some coffee. "But you stay working from home. I need you to finish a few reports before noon."
"Of course," Jenna replied naturally. "I’ll have them ready."
They had breakfast together unhurriedly, talking about small things, loose plans for the weekend. Before leaving, Lucy grabbed her bag and stopped in front of Jenna.
"Enjoy your day," she said with a knowing smile. "And your night."
Jenna laughed.
When she finished her tasks, she reviewed everything twice before closing the computer. Minutes later, she received a message from Lucy.
"I’m going out later too. See you afterward."
Jenna left the phone on the bed and sighed, feeling anticipation begin to grow in her chest. She took advantage of the apartment’s silence to enjoy a long shower, unhurried. She used the depilatory cream with careful movements, enjoying the process as part of her personal ritual. When she got out, she applied moisturizer slowly, running her hands over her skin, aware of every gesture.
Everything in that bathroom was hers. Her products, her scents, her space. She no longer borrowed anything. Little by little, she had been building her life as Jenna, without asking permission, without doubts.
That afternoon, Jenna chose her favorite lingerie: a soft mint set, almost ethereal, with delicate black lace tracing subtle floral patterns over the translucent fabric. Then came the dress. She tried two options in front of the full-length mirror: the first was a bit more fitted, black with a deep V neckline, but she discarded it because she wanted something sweeter that night. The chosen one was a midi dress in a soft mint green tone, a perfect match for the lingerie, with an A-line cut that gently cinched at the waist with a thin black satin belt before falling into a pleated skirt that ended right at mid-thigh.
She completed the look with matching heels: dark green stilettos, seven centimeters high, with a pointed toe and a delicate strap crossing over the instep, discreet but firm, perfect for walking with that feminine sway Ethan liked so much.
She did her makeup carefully, dedicating time to every detail. She applied a light foundation to even out her tone, a touch of highlighter on her cheekbones and the bridge of her nose to give her that natural, juicy glow. She lined her eyes precisely with a soft black pencil, lightly blending it on the upper lid to create a subtle smoky effect that made her eyes look larger and deeper; then she added black mascara in several layers, lengthening and curling her lashes until they looked like fans. On her lips she chose a rosy nude tone with a touch of gloss, not overdone, just enough to make them look juicy and kissable, with a liner of the same shade to define the contour perfectly. A final touch of peach blush on her cheeks gave her that flushed, fresh look, as if she had just been kissed.
She brushed her hair again and again until the waves fell perfectly over her shoulders, shiny and soft. She looked at herself in the mirror one last time, fixing a rebellious strand, adjusting the neckline of the dress so the lace showed just enough. She smiled with satisfaction, her eyes shining with anticipation.
She wanted to look perfect for her boyfriend. And that night, she was.
The message arrived while she was putting away her makeup.
"I’m downstairs."
Jenna locked the apartment, went down with her heart racing, and found Ethan leaning against his car. When he saw her, he smiled immediately.
"You look beautiful," he said before even greeting her.
She stepped closer and kissed him, brief but loaded with intention.
During the drive they talked about their week, about work, small achievements and anecdotes. Jenna listened attentively while he drove, enjoying that everyday intimacy.
"My parents are thinking about letting me keep the apartment permanently," Ethan commented at one point. "They barely use it."
Jenna looked at him, surprised.
"Really?"
"Yes," he replied. "It would be… an important change."
She smiled, imagining possibilities she didn’t dare say out loud.
Ethan stopped the car in front of a popular bar downtown, with soft pink and blue neon lights reflecting in the street puddles, and mellow electronic music spilling out through the half-open door.
The night unfolded among shared laughter, close dancing, and drinks that Jenna sipped delicately: a pink cosmopolitan that left her lips glossy and a light tingle through her body. She let herself be carried by the music, by Ethan’s large hands on her waist guiding her on the dance floor, by stolen kisses between songs, deep and unhurried, with the taste of alcohol and excitement mixed together. He spun her slowly, the mint green pleated skirt lifting just enough to brush her thighs covered in nude stockings, and every time he pulled her back against his chest, Jenna felt the world shrink down to just the two of them.
They kissed without worrying about prying eyes, enjoying the moment, being together as a couple, as boyfriend and girlfriend who didn’t need to hide anything. Jenna felt happy, fulfilled, living another night as his girlfriend, as a confident little woman, with the dress fitting her curves perfectly, the black lace choker brushing her collarbone every time she tilted her head to kiss him, and the long green crystal earrings sparkling with every movement.
When they decided to leave, they did so holding hands, fingers interlaced with that natural ease only couples who belong to each other have. The world felt kind, complicit, as if the entire city knew that night belonged to them.
They got into the car and headed to Ethan’s apartment, the night still young and their hearts full of promises. Jenna rested her head on his shoulder during the ride, feeling the warmth of his body through his shirt, the scent of his cologne mixed with the sweet perfume she was wearing. She smiled to herself, closing her eyes for a second, letting happiness wrap around her completely.
She was happy. Completely, deeply happy.


Chapter 25 — Where the Road Ends

Ethan scooped her up in his arms as soon as they closed the door, as if the apartment were an intimate territory best crossed laughing. Jenna let out a light laugh, wrapping her arms around his neck, and let herself be carried. They kissed in the middle of the hallway, a clumsy, happy kiss, the kind born of trust, shared exhaustion, and the certainty of being in the right place.
"Come," he said, resting his forehead against hers.
Jenna needed nothing more.

They entered the bedroom still smiling, the echo of the bar’s music fading behind them like a distant memory. The silence of the room wrapped around them, warm and intimate, broken only by the soft sound of their breathing and the faint rustle of clothing as they moved. Jenna walked with a different kind of confidence that night: there was no trace of shyness, only a natural flirtation that had blossomed over time, with every learned caress, with the absolute certainty of knowing what Ethan liked… and what she herself liked.

She approached him slowly, leaving brief, playful kisses along his neck, his jawline, playing with distance, with the way her gaze traveled over him from head to toe. Ethan watched her with that mix of raw desire and deep adoration that always made her feel powerful, desired, completely his.

"I love it when you do that," he murmured, his voice low and rough, his hands already on her waist pulling her closer.
"I know," Jenna replied with a mischievous smile, her eyes shining as she nibbled his earlobe.

What followed was a succession of intimate, familiar gestures: they shed their clothes with the slowness of people who already know each other by heart, without hurry or restraint. The green dress fell to the floor in a whisper, leaving Jenna in her mint lingerie with black lace, the nude stockings still pulled up to her thighs, the cage glinting subtly under the soft light of the lamp. Ethan traced her with his large, confident hands, kissing every inch of exposed skin as he guided her toward the bed.

They lay down together, bodies entwined, kissing deeply and unhurriedly. Ethan turned her with tenderness but firmness, placing her on her back, his hands sliding up her legs covered in nude stockings, feeling the softness of the fabric against his palms. Jenna trembled under his touch, opening to him with a soft sigh, the cage brushing against her own skin as desire pooled inside her.

Ethan knelt between her thighs, carefully lifting Jenna’s legs to rest them over his broad, strong shoulders. The position left her completely exposed, vulnerable and deliciously surrendered, the lace of her panties pushed aside, the nude stockings stretched taut against her skin. He looked into her eyes, that silent connection that always bound them, before moving closer, the tip of his member brushing her slick entrance.

"You look beautiful like this… available for me, my girl," Ethan whispered, his voice deep and full of affection, as he pushed slowly, centimeter by centimeter, feeling how she received him with a tight, wet heat that made him growl softly.

Jenna arched her back immediately, a long, sweet moan slipping from her lips as she felt him sink deep, the position allowing him to reach all the way in with every thrust, pressing exactly where it drove her wild.

"Ah… Ethan… yes… right there…," she moaned, clutching the sheets, her legs trembling on his shoulders as he began to move with a steady, deep rhythm.

Each thrust was intense, controlled at first, but gaining force with every breathless sound she made, the sound of skin against skin mixing with her constant, surrendered moans. The cage throbbed uselessly against her abdomen, fueling that contained pleasure that made her arch more, moan louder, completely given to him, to her boyfriend, to the man who made her feel like a woman in every fiber of her being.

"More… please, harder… I love it when you take me like this…," Jenna panted, her eyes glassy with pleasure, her hands reaching up to grip his strong arms.

Ethan obeyed, speeding up with absolute confidence, his hips slamming against hers in a firm, steady rhythm, his shoulders holding Jenna’s legs to keep her open, exposed, as he drove deep into her again and again. Their eyes met between moans: his, possessive and full of love; hers, lost in ecstasy, her mouth parted, releasing soft, pleading sounds that filled the room.

"You’re mine… my girlfriend…," Ethan growled, kissing the inside of her thigh before leaning in more, deepening the angle, making every thrust send waves of pleasure through her.

Jenna tensed all over when the climax hit her: a sharp but devastating orgasm, her insides clenching around him again and again in intense waves, a muffled cry escaping as she trembled beneath his body, her legs shaking on his shoulders. Ethan followed seconds later, pushing deep one last time, spilling inside her with a rough groan against her neck, both of them panting, trembling together in that perfect union.

They stayed still for a few seconds, breathing, looking into each other’s eyes with soft, satisfied smiles. Ethan was the first to kiss her: a slow kiss, full of silent promises, of infinite affection.

Jenna settled against his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. He wrapped his arms around her, protective and calm, kissing the crown of her head tenderly. She felt small and complete at the same time, wrapped in that warmth that was already her home.

She closed her eyes.

She thought about everything it had taken to get there: the fears, the doubts, the dizzying moments, the cages that at first seemed like prisons and were now part of her surrender. But that night, in her boyfriend’s arms, she felt a fullness that needed no explanations.

She fell asleep smiling.

And as sleep claimed her, she thought that she wished her whole life could feel this simple, this happy.

Because in that moment, Jenna felt she had everything.
 


Afterword

Thank you for staying until the end, for accompanying Jenna without rushing her, for letting the story unfold at its own pace. This was not a journey of grand upheavals, but of details: a carefully chosen skirt, a hand that holds, a routine that becomes home. If at any point you found yourself smiling without realizing it, if you understood Jenna even before she understood herself, then this story fulfilled its purpose. Here, flirtation was not just a wink, it was a way of inhabiting the world with sweetness and determination.
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