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Prologue

There was a time when she thought she belonged to someone else.

Not in the obvious way. Not with chains or rules written out loud. It was subtler than that… more dangerous. It lived in the way she moved, in the way she waited for approval, in the way her body responded before her thoughts could catch up.

She had learned how to be desired.
How to be looked at.
How to be taken apart and put back together in someone else’s image.

And she had been very good at it.

Too good.

Because somewhere between the soft fabrics, the whispered instructions, and the slow surrender of control… something shifted. What started as performance became instinct. What began as a role became a reflex. And what was once “for him” began to feel undeniably, irreversibly… hers.

That was the part no one warned her about.

Not the pleasure.
Not the hunger.
Not even the way her body would crave more, night after night.

But the quiet moments.

The ones where there was no one watching.
No one guiding.
No one telling her who she was supposed to be.

And still… she didn’t go back.

She could have.

She told herself that more than once. That everything could be undone. That this version of her—the soft curves, the careful gestures, the aching need—was temporary. Just a phase. Just a consequence.

Just his.

But the truth has a way of lingering in the smallest details.

In the way her hips moved without thinking.
In the way her breath caught at the lightest touch.
In the way she looked at herself… and didn’t look away.

This was never just about him.

And maybe… it never had been.

Now, standing on the edge of something new—something entirely her own—Lena is left with a question far more dangerous than anything she has faced before:

What happens when there is no one left to belong to…
but yourself?

And more importantly…

What happens when you like the answer?


Chapter 1: The Return

The car engine hummed with a constant, almost hypnotic drone. The road stretched out in an endless line, flanked by trees that filtered the orange glow of the sunset. Inside the cabin, the air conditioning blew softly, yet it couldn't touch the heat that had been simmering beneath Lena’s skin for days.

Lena kept her knees pressed together, angled slightly toward the passenger door. Her light dress had ridden up from the motion of the car, exposing a glimpse of her smooth, flawlessly shaved thighs. She traced her fingertips over that supple skin, savoring the silky texture that finally felt like home. She lowered her gaze to her hands resting in her lap, turning them delicately to catch the faint shimmer of pale pink polish on her perfectly filed nails.

Nick drove in silence, his hands relaxed on the wheel. He didn't push her with questions. He just drove.

"You okay?" he finally asked, his voice low and steady.

Lena took a moment before responding.

"Yeah… I think so."

The rest of the trip passed in that same comfortable silence. As the city skyline began to emerge, Nick asked:

"Should I drop you off at your place?"

An immediate knot formed in Lena's stomach. Her parents—they couldn't see her like this.

"No…" she murmured, barely a whisper. "Take me to a hotel."

Nick didn't ask why. He kept driving until the neon sign of a clean, discreet chain hotel came into view. He pulled into the lot and stopped near the entrance.

"Thanks for the ride," Lena said before stepping out.

"Put your number in," he replied, handing her his phone.

Lena took it, their fingers brushing ever so slightly. She typed in her number and handed it back.

Nick looked at her with a calm intensity.

"I'll text you so you have mine, in case you want to talk later."

Lena nodded, got out of the car, and walked toward the entrance. The dress swayed softly against her legs as she moved. She checked in with a quiet voice, took the key card, and rode the elevator up alone. Once inside the room, she closed the door behind her with a soft, definitive click.

Finally, she was alone.

She dropped her purse on a chair and stood still for a moment in the center of the room. The dim glow of the lamps created a warm, neutral sanctuary. She approached the suitcase Nick had carried up for her and unzipped it. Tucked among the neatly folded clothes, she found the black lingerie set Adrian had given her weeks ago: a sheer lace bra with delicate cups and a matching thong, both impossibly fine.

Lena undressed slowly in front of the full-length mirror that occupied the wall. The dress fell to the floor with a whisper. Her entirely hairless body stood exposed under the soft light: pale, supple skin, long smooth legs, hips rounded by hormones, a narrow waist, and her small penis already beginning to stir from the sheer anticipation.

She stepped into the panties first. The delicate black fabric slid up her thighs and hugged her skin perfectly, softly outlining her member as it pressed against the lace. Then she took the bra, settled it over her chest, and hooked it. The lace grazed her nipples, which hardened instantly at the touch.

She looked at herself in the glass.

She turned slowly, admiring how the lingerie transformed her silhouette. The black lace contrasted beautifully against her soft skin. She ran her hands down her sides, over her hips, and back up to her breasts. Her fingers brushed her nipples through the bra, sending a delicious shiver down her spine.

"You look so pretty…" she whispered to herself, her voice soft and slightly trembling.

She leaned closer to the mirror. Her nipples were clearly visible through the lace. She pinched them delicately, tugging and rubbing them in circles. Every touch sent small jolts of pleasure straight to her crotch. She was fully erect now, straining hard against the panties.

Lena backed up to the bed and reclined against the pillows, keeping her legs spread. The panties pulled taut, damp with anticipation. With one hand, she continued to toy with her nipples, pinching harder, twisting them gently. With the other, she reached down to her heat.

She slid her fingers over the black fabric, stroking her trapped member. The sensation of the lace rubbing against her sensitive skin made her let out a low moan. She eased the panties to the side, freeing her erect, petite, but perfectly smooth penis. She wrapped her fingers around it and began to stroke herself with slow, firm motions.

She closed her eyes.

She remembered Adrian. His deep voice, his strong hands gripping her hips, his possessive gaze as he ordered her to open up wider.

"Like that… open your legs for me," Lena whispered, echoing the words Adrian used to say.

She hooked her knees and spread her legs further, exposing herself completely. The lace continued to chafe the base of her penis and her soft testicles with every move. She sped up the rhythm of her hand while the other continued to torture her nipples, tugging at them with more force.

The bra had shifted slightly, leaving one nipple bare. She pinched it directly, feeling it grow even harder between her fingers. Her breath hitched. Small whimpers escaped her lips as her hand slid up and down her shaft, slick with the precum that was now dripping heavily.

"Adrian… please…" she gasped, imagining he was there, watching her with that dominant smile.

She imagined herself on her knees before him, mouth open, taking his orders. She imagined being used, being seen as the little sissy she was. The fantasy pushed her over the edge. She lifted her hips slightly, fucking her own hand with faster, desperate strokes.

The lingerie kept teasing her sensitive skin: the lace of the bra against her swollen nipples, the string of the thong between her smooth cheeks. Everything fed the fire.

Her legs were shaking. The orgasm was rushing in.

"Oh… I’m going to come…" she moaned.

Her hand became a blur, squeezing tighter. With her other hand, she gave her nipple a sharp pinch just as the pleasure exploded. Strings of hot semen splattered across her flat, hairless belly, staining the black lace of her panties and bra.

Lena came hard, arching her back, moaning uncontrollably as her small penis throbbed in her grip.

When she finally drifted down from the peak, she lay sprawled on the bed, legs still open, chest heaving, her body coated in a fine sheen of sweat. The semen glistened against her soft skin.

She stayed like that for several minutes, just breathing, feeling the damp lingerie cling to her body. She traced the semen on her stomach with her fingers and, almost without thinking, brought them to her mouth and licked them clean.

A soft, satisfied smile played on her lips.
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Chapter 2: A Room of Her Own

Soft light filtered through the curtains, bathing the room in warm hues. Lena opened her eyes slowly and remained on her back for a few seconds, feeling the pleasant weight of her body against the mattress. Her breathing was slow and deep. She turned her head toward the window; the light traced the contours of the bed, the chair, and her purse.

She stretched languidly. Her smooth, hairless legs slid beneath the sheets, feeling the fabric graze her skin. She rested her hands on her thighs, tracing them with her fingertips, savoring the perfect softness. She sat up, and the short nightgown she wore rode up slightly over her hips, exposing more skin.

She walked barefoot toward the mirror, her hips swaying with a natural grace. She stopped before her reflection and observed herself: hair slightly tousled, lips soft, neck delicate. She raised a hand and tucked a stray lock behind her ear, feeling the brush of her own fingers. She lowered her gaze down her body, noting how the nightgown clung to her narrow waist and her small, sensitive breasts.

She felt good. Right.

After a few minutes, a warm restlessness began to grow inside her. The previous night, touching herself in her lingerie, had calmed part of that need, but it wasn't enough. She wanted more. She wanted something to fill that physical void that Adrian had awakened in her.

She picked up her phone and typed a brief message to Valeria:

"Can you come over later? I have a lot on my mind and I’d like to talk to my friend."

She put the phone away, showered quickly, and chose a simple but feminine dress: cream-colored, short, clinging softly to her curves. She applied her makeup with care, stepped into her sandals, and left the hotel.

She walked the nearby streets until she found what she was looking for: a discreet but modern sex shop with tinted windows. Taking a deep breath, she stepped inside.

The interior was bathed in soft red and violet lights. The air smelled of sweet incense. A tall man in his mid-thirties, with dark hair and a confident smile, stood behind the counter. He looked her up and down with evident interest.

"Welcome," he said, his voice deep and warm. "First time here, isn't it?"

Lena nodded, feeling a faint flush creep into her cheeks.

"Yes… first time."

The clerk stepped out from behind the counter and approached. His eyes traveled over her legs and the neckline of her dress.

"Looking for something special, gorgeous? Tell me what you need and I’ll help you out."

Lena bit her lower lip.

"Something… to use alone. Something that fills me."

The man smiled wickedly and led her toward a glass case filled with toys.

"I understand perfectly. Let’s look at some options for a girl like you."

He picked up a medium-sized dildo made of soft, flesh-toned silicone.

"This is a classic, but very good. Eight inches, realistic veining. It feels very natural when it goes in. You can take it slow, imagining you’re being fucked the way you deserve."

Lena stared at it, feeling heat pool between her legs. The clerk continued, stepping closer.

"Or this small vibrating butt plug. Perfect for beginners. You put it in, turn it on, and it opens you up slowly while you play with your clit… or that little thing you’ve got between your legs."

He pointed to another, thicker toy.

"This one is my favorite for girls like you. It’s slightly curved to stimulate the prostate with every thrust. Ten vibration modes. It’ll have you moaning like a little slut in minutes. Imagine yourself on your knees, fucking yourself with this while you watch your reflection in the mirror."

Lena pressed her thighs together. Her small penis was beginning to harden under her dress.

The clerk lowered his voice, flirting openly.

"Want me to recommend one that’ll make you come over and over? This kit has a clitoral suction toy and an anal vibrator at the same time. It sucks on your glans while it opens up your little ass. Plenty of babes like you end up shaking and begging after using it."

Lena pointed to a medium-thick, realistic dildo with testicles and a suction cup base.

"This… I think this is the one I need."

The clerk smiled with approval.

"Good choice. It’s perfect for calming that hunger you have. It sticks to any surface, so you can mount it and ride it like a good girl. It’ll hit deep, right where you feel it most."

Lena paid, nervous but exhilarated. The clerk slid the toy into a discreet bag along with some lubricant and gave her a wink.

"Come back whenever you want to try more… or if you need someone to show you how to use it."

Lena left the shop with burning cheeks and a racing heart. She walked back to the hotel faster, feeling the weight of the bag against her thigh.

Back in the room, she tucked the toy into the nightstand drawer. She sat on the bed and took a deep breath. Her hands traveled over her legs again, sliding up under her dress.

The phone vibrated. It was Valeria.

"I’ll be there in an hour."

Lena smiled softly. She leaned back against the pillows, waiting. The dress had slid up to her hips, revealing the panties she was wearing. She ran her fingers over the fabric, feeling the dampness left behind by her visit to the sex shop.

When Valeria knocked, Lena got up and opened the door. Valeria stepped in and looked at her intently.

"Hi," Lena said softly.

"Hi…" Valeria replied, closing the door.

They hugged. Lena leaned into her, feeling her friend’s firm body. They stayed like that for a moment, breathing together.

They sat on the bed. Lena began to talk, telling her everything she had experienced: the intensity with Adrian, how her femininity had become second nature, the difficulty of going back.

"I’m not acting anymore," she said, looking at her hands. "It’s just who I am."

Valeria listened calmly.

"It sounds like it’s already a part of you," she finally replied.

Lena nodded. She didn't want to go any deeper for now. The presence of the new toy in the drawer gave her a secret sense of anticipation.

The afternoon drifted by in soft conversation and comfortable silences. Valeria stayed for a couple of hours, keeping her company without pressure.

When she left, Lena locked the door and was alone once more.

She opened the drawer, took out the new dildo and the lubricant. She looked at it with longing.

She smiled.

Tonight, she was going to try it.

Lena drew the curtains and turned off all the lights except for the small lamp on the nightstand. The room was shrouded in a warm, golden glow. She pulled her dress off slowly, letting it pool on the floor.

She was left in only her panties, which still held the dampness from the afternoon. She lay back on the bed, propped the pillows behind her, and opened the drawer.

She took out the new dildo. It was soft, a muted pink, slightly curved. She held it in her hands for a moment, feeling its weight and silky texture. Her heart beat faster. She applied the lubricant carefully, spreading it slowly along its entire length as if she were grooming it for herself.

She slid her panties down to her ankles and spread her legs slowly. She took a deep breath. With one hand, she guided the tip of the toy to her entrance, grazing it first, savoring the cool lubricant against her heat. Bit by bit, she began to press it inward.

A low moan escaped her lips as she felt it stretch her open. It was thicker than she had expected. She paused for an instant, adjusting to the sensation, then continued pushing gently, inch by inch. When it was nearly all the way inside, she closed her eyes and let out a long, shaky sigh.

She began to move it with slow, deep strokes. Her other hand reached down to her clitoris, caressing it in soft circles. Pleasure arrived in warm waves, growing more intense with every thrust. Lena bit her lower lip, arching her back. Her hips began to move by instinct, searching for more. The wet, soft sounds filled the room along with her ragged breathing.

She didn't think about Adrian. She didn't think about anything. There was only this moment, her body, and the pleasure she was giving herself. When the orgasm hit, it was long and profound. Her entire body tensed, trembling, and a husky moan broke from her throat as she squeezed the toy tight inside her.

Afterward, she lay still for a long time, the dildo still inside, breathing with her eyes closed and a satisfied smile on her lips.
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Chapter 3: Trying to Return

Two nights later, Valeria returned to the hotel.

She arrived with a bag full of snacks, chocolate, and a bottle of sweet wine. Lena greeted her in pajamas: a short, black satin nightgown that barely brushed her thighs. Valeria changed immediately as well, slipping into soft, light pink cotton pajamas with short shorts.

They spent the night like the best of friends: talking about everything and nothing, laughing at silly anecdotes, eating sweets while sitting on the bed, and putting on a romantic movie that neither of them actually finished. Every now and then, Valeria would affectionately stroke Lena’s hair, and Lena would rest her head on her shoulder.

When the movie ended, they turned off the lights and climbed under the covers. Valeria hugged Lena from behind, wrapping a protective arm around her. Their bodies settled together naturally, warm and relaxed.

"Sleep well," Valeria whispered against her hair.

Lena sighed, feeling safe and at peace. She closed her eyes.

That night they slept calmly, breathing in unison, enveloped in a comfortable, caring silence. No questions, no pressure. Just the warmth of two friends keeping each other company.

Morning arrived with soft light filtering through the curtains, tracing warm lines across the bedroom walls. Lena opened her eyes and stayed lying down for a few minutes, feeling the pleasant weight of her body against the cool sheets.

She sat up slowly. As her feet touched the cold floor, a shiver traveled up her flawlessly smooth legs. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she ran her hands over her soft, supple thighs, savoring the silky texture of her own skin. She stood and walked toward the bathroom with light steps, the short silk nightgown sliding against her hips and grazing her cheeks with every move.

In front of the mirror, she washed her face with cold water. Then, without thinking too much about it, she began her routine. She applied a light foundation to even out her skin, lined her eyes with precision, and finished with a soft gloss on her lips. Her hands moved with a fluid grace, as if she had been doing this for years. She observed herself: hair falling over her shoulders, delicate neck, lips slightly swollen from sleep.

She stepped out of the bathroom. Valeria was already awake, sitting on the bed and watching her.

Lena chose a light beige dress that hugged her narrow waist and rounded hips. She turned her back to remove her nightgown, letting the fabric pool on the floor, and stepped into the dress. The garment glided over her hairless skin, embracing her curves naturally. She settled the straps over her shoulders and adjusted the skirt over her thighs.

"I think I’m going to try to get back to normal over the next few days," she murmured, studying herself in the full-length mirror.

Valeria gave a wicked little smile from the bed.

"Do you really think you can just switch off everything Adrian awakened in you?"

Lena shrugged, smoothing the dress down her sides.

"I have to try."

Valeria stood up and approached, looking her up and down with a mix of affection and amusement.

"And how do you plan to calm those needs of yours, babe? Because I heard you tossing and turning restlessly last night. That horny little sissy face doesn't fool anyone. You should find yourself another guy to help you out… someone who’ll grab you tight, make you spread your legs wide, and fill you up the way you like." Valeria gave her a playful swat on the backside to finish her joke. "But seriously, look at yourself. I don’t see you making the slightest effort to be a little more of a man. You're still shaved, made up, in heels…"

Lena felt an intense heat rush up her cheeks and settle directly in her core. Valeria’s words stirred recent memories: Adrian’s large hands gripping her, his deep voice commanding her to be a good girl, the long nights of being used without respite.

"It’s not that easy…" she replied in a low voice, biting her lower lip. "I just need a couple of days for the treatments to wear off my skin, and everything will be like before. I just need a little time."

Valeria laughed softly and gave her a brief but warm hug.

"Whatever you need. But don’t lie to yourself, Lena. That body already knows what it wants."

Valeria left shortly after. Lena remained alone in the room. She spent the morning walking through the city center, trying to distract herself with shop windows and cafes. However, with every step, the dress grazed her soft thighs, a constant reminder of her new way of moving. She felt the breeze drift up under her skirt, caressing her hairless skin and her small penis, which hardened slightly from the constant friction of her panties.

Without realizing it, Lena was already walking the streets without fear. Though she hadn't owned any masculine clothing since her adventure with Adrian began, she hadn't considered for a second going out to buy any. Valeria was right; Lena wasn't doing anything to reclaim her old self. On the contrary, she was drifting further away.

She returned to the hotel at sunset, exhausted but with a growing restlessness in her belly. Night fell over the city. She took a hot shower, letting the steam fill the bathroom. She slipped into a light black silk robe that barely covered her thighs and lay on the bed.

She tried to read, to watch videos on her phone—anything to distract her. Nothing worked. Her body was hungry. She missed the weight of another body on top of her, the heat of firm hands roaming her skin, the sensation of being penetrated so deeply she lost control.

"This is ridiculous…" she whispered to herself, squeezing her thighs together.

She got up and walked barefoot to the nightstand. She opened the drawer and pulled out the realistic dildo she had bought. She held it in her hands, feeling its weight, its veined texture, and its generous size. Her small penis was already fully erect under her robe.

She sat on the bed, spread her legs slowly, and applied plenty of lubricant to the toy. The cold gel made her shiver. She spread more lube onto her fingers and ran them over her entrance, massaging in soft circles, opening herself up bit by bit.

She moved to her knees on the bed, pressed the suction cup of the dildo to the floor in front of the large mirror, and positioned herself over it. The thick tip pressed against her. Taking a deep breath, she lowered herself slowly, feeling the wide head open her up, inch by inch. The sensation of fullness was intense and delicious.

"Ahh… yes…" she moaned softly once it was almost entirely inside.

She began to move. She rose and fell with gentle motions at first, feeling every vein of the toy graze her internal walls. She braced her hands on the bed to keep her balance. The robe had fallen completely open, exposing her small breasts with their hardened nipples and her erect penis, which swung with every thrust.

She picked up the pace, riding the dildo with more force. She looked at herself in the mirror: flushed cheeks, parted lips, messy hair falling over her face. She looked exactly like the little sissy girl that used to turn Adrian on so much.

"Don't think about him…" she told herself, but her body already knew what it required.

One hand reached down to her penis and began to stroke at the same rhythm as her hips. With the other, she pinched and pulled at her nipples. The dildo plunged in and out faster and faster, hitting the exact spot that triggered waves of intense pleasure.

"Like that… harder…" she gasped, closing her eyes for a moment.

Her legs were trembling. The pleasure rose fast, unstoppable. She kept fucking herself with desperation, squeezing her internal muscles tight around the toy. With a long, high-pitched moan that filled the room, she came hard. Ropes of hot semen splattered across her belly, her breasts, and the floor while her insides spasmed repeatedly around the dildo.

She remained shaking, still impaled on the toy, breathing raggedly with her body coated in sweat.

When the orgasm faded, she let herself collapse to the side, carefully sliding the dildo out. She lay sprawled on the bed, legs open, a cocktail of emotions flooding her. She felt dirty, a bit of a slut for having fucked a toy with such desperation the very same night she was trying to "get back to normal." Shame burned her cheeks.

But at the same time, a deep, dark satisfaction coursed through her entire body. She had loved it. She loved that feeling of abandonment, of letting herself be carried away by her needs.

She ran her fingers through the semen covering her belly and brought them slowly to her mouth, licking them with the tip of her tongue. She closed her eyes.

"What am I doing…?" she murmured hoarsely.

Deep down, however, she knew that question already had an answer that was becoming impossible to ignore.
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Chapter 4: Nights Out

Night fell slowly over the city, but Lena felt it long before she saw it. She sat on the bed, legs tucked beneath her, her phone discarded to the side. She didn't want to stay locked away. She wanted to go out, to feel the cool air, to see what was becoming of her.

"Just for a little while," she whispered to herself.

She stood up and walked toward her makeshift wardrobe. Her fingers combed through the clothes with a newfound focus. First, she chose the lingerie: a black set made of lace so fine it glided over her hairless skin like a caress. She adjusted the bra over her small, sensitive breasts, then the panties that softly outlined her petite penis. The friction of the fabric drew a sharp breath from her lips.

She looked in the mirror, running her hands over her narrow waist and rounded hips. Next came a soft black silk blouse that hinted at more than it covered, paired with a short pleated skirt that ended mid-thigh. She dressed slowly, feeling how every garment settled against her body. Then came the black stockings; she slid them on carefully from toe to thigh, savoring the gentle squeeze against her skin. Finally, the high heels. She sat, fastened the straps around her ankles, and stood up. Her posture transformed instantly: back straight, hips more pronounced, legs longer and more defined.

Makeup was the final touch. She lined her eyes with precision, applied dark shadow, a brush of rouge on her cheeks, and a bold red lipstick. Leaning into the mirror, she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and observed herself. The image staring back was entirely feminine, provocative, and natural. She allowed herself a faint smile.

She grabbed her small clutch, flicked off the lights, and headed out.

The night air enveloped her the moment she stepped through the hotel doors. It was cooler, charged with lights and sounds. She walked with confident strides, the rhythmic click of her heels following her. She felt eyes on her in the street: a man turning his head, a couple watching her with curiosity. She didn't tense up. Her body responded naturally—hips swaying softly, shoulders relaxed.

She entered a bar she’d found online, a place that seemed right for what she had in mind, a place where she felt safe. Dim lights, a sensual beat, and a diverse crowd. She approached the bar, crossed one leg over the other, and ordered a drink.

"What can I get you, gorgeous?" the bartender asked.

"Something sweet and smooth," she replied, her voice steady.

As she took her first sip, a masculine voice sounded beside her.

"Nice heels. They look incredible on you."

Lena turned her head. The man was tall, about thirty, with dark hair and a confident smile. He was dressed casually but with an elegant edge.

"Thank you," she answered, letting her lips curl into a smile.

The conversation flowed effortlessly. His name was Marcos. They talked about the night, the music, nothing of importance. He looked at her with blatant desire, but he wasn't in a rush. Lena felt the heat rising through her body.

"Want to dance?" he asked after the second drink.

She accepted. He led her to the floor, and their bodies drew close. At first, they kept a respectful distance, but the music and the alcohol did the rest. Lena closed her eyes for a moment and let go. Her hips moved fluidly against his. Marcos’s hands settled on her waist, sliding down slowly until they grazed the hem of her skirt.

"You are so hot," he whispered in her ear.

Lena felt a shiver. She didn't pull away. The first kiss was soft, almost a question. The second was deeper. Their tongues met, and she gave herself over to it. Marcos’s hand slid up under her skirt, caressing the bare skin above her stockings. Lena let out a low moan against his mouth.

They left the bar shortly after, walking close together. Marcos led her to his car, parked a few blocks away. The moment the doors clicked shut, the kiss turned urgent. Lena leaned over him. Her hands reached for Marcos’s trousers, unfastening them with practiced fingers. she pulled his cock out, already hard and thick.

She leaned down further. Her hair spilled over his lap as she opened her mouth and took him between her lips. She began to suck slowly, tasting the heat and the salt. Her tongue traced the head and slid down the shaft, licking with dedication. Meanwhile, one of her hands slipped under her own skirt, pushed her panties aside, and began to stroke her small penis—barely four inches long and already fully erect.

"Mmm… you have such a delicious mouth," Marcos groaned, resting a hand on the back of her head.

Lena picked up the pace, taking him deeper, letting him reach nearly to her throat. Her own hand moved fast over her small member. The car filled with wet sounds and soft whimpers. She felt exactly like the little slut Adrian had trained: on her knees, serving with her mouth, getting off on her own submission.

Marcos’s breathing hitched.

"If you keep that up, I’m gonna come…"

Lena didn't stop. She sucked with even more fervor until he tensed up and came in her mouth. She swallowed every drop, licking him clean while she finished herself off, coming into her own hand with a muffled moan.

They reached the hotel in silence, but the sexual tension was still vibrating between them. Lena unlocked the door to her room. As soon as they were inside, they were kissing again. She pulled a condom from her purse, tore it open with her teeth, and rolled it onto Marcos with expert hands.

She turned around, braced herself against the bed, and dropped to all fours. She hiked her skirt to her waist, slid her panties down, and spread her legs wide.

"Fuck me," she requested in a low, pleading voice.

Marcos stepped behind her. He kissed the nape of her neck, groped her breasts through her blouse, and squeezed her hips. He penetrated her in a single, deep, firm thrust. Lena let out a long moan.

"Yes… just like that…"

He began to drive into her with a powerful rhythm. Every impact made her tremble. His hands held her tight, marking her skin. He whispered in her ear:

"You’re a filthy little hottie, aren’t you?"

Lena felt something break inside her in the best possible way. She loved it. She loved being used, being fucked like this—without gentleness, like a willing sissy girl. Her small penis, still sensitive, swung with every thrust. She came a second time without even touching herself, triggered solely by the friction and the sensation of being completely filled.

Marcos accelerated, grunting, and came inside the condom with one final, deep surge. They stayed like that for a few seconds, joined together, breathing hard.

When he finally withdrew, Lena collapsed onto her side on the bed. Her body was still shaking with pleasure. Marcos dressed, gave her a kiss on the forehead, and left with a smile.

She stayed there alone, staring at the ceiling. The heat was still on her skin. Her own semen was drying on her stomach. A wave of profound satisfaction washed over her. There was no guilt. Only a clear, electric certainty.

She liked this more than she had ever imagined. Much more.
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Chapter 5: The Body Decides Before the Mind

The days bled into one another without clear dates, becoming a seamless succession of light and routine. Lena measured time by the quality of the glow filtering through the window: sharp and white in the mornings, golden and warm at sunset, or a soft, bruised red when night finally fell. The hotel room had transformed into a space entirely her own—a sanctuary where her body seemed to move with a will of its own, far clearer than her own thoughts.

Every morning, she repeated the same indulgent ritual. She would wake up, stretching between the sheets, savoring the soft friction of the fabric against her sensitive, hairless skin. Before even getting out of bed, she would open the nightstand drawer and pull out a medium-sized black silicone butt plug. Applying a generous amount of lubricant, she would kneel on the bed, legs spread, and press it slowly into her entrance.

"Ahh…" she would moan softly as the plug opened her bit by bit, until it was seated deep, pressing right against her prostate. The constant sensation of fullness sent an immediate heat radiating between her legs.

With the plug firmly in place, she would sit at the vanity mirror wearing only a light, open robe. She would begin her makeup. Every movement of the brush or the eyeliner caused the toy to shift inside her, sending ripples of pleasure through her core. Her nipples would harden visibly. Often, she couldn't resist the temptation: she would slide a hand under the robe, wrap her fingers around her small penis, and stroke herself slowly while finishing her lips in a deep, bold red.

Her hips would sway in soft circles, seeking more friction from the plug. When the pleasure reached its limit, she would come with muffled whimpers, staining her fingers and the edge of the vanity. Afterward, she would clean everything up calmly, as if it were just another step in her beauty routine. Only then would she shower, apply moisturizer over every inch of her body, and choose her outfit.

She never hesitated. Her fingers would trail over the garments and know exactly what to take: a tight wine-colored dress, a short pleated skirt, a low-cut blouse. She dressed with fluid movements, enjoying how the fabric clung to her soft curves, her narrow waist, and her rounded hips.

Some nights she went out. The usual bar had become her hunting ground. One Wednesday, she met Rick, a dark-haired, muscular man. As soon as they were alone, Lena leaned over and pulled his trousers down. She took his thick cock with dedication, licking and swallowing deep while she touched herself under her skirt. Back in the hotel room, she hiked her skirt up and begged him to fuck her hard. Rick penetrated her without mercy, gripping her hips, calling her his "little sissy slut." Lena came twice without even touching herself, shaking with pleasure.

Another Thursday, it was a younger guy with light hair. She greeted him on her knees the moment the door clicked shut. She stripped his pants and swallowed him whole, drooling and moaning while she masturbated. That night, she slept with the taste of him still in her mouth and the plug still inside her.

Her body demanded more every time. More attention, more use, more surrender.

One afternoon, with the plug still in and an excitement that wouldn't subside, Lena returned to the sex shop. The same clerk recognized her instantly and smiled with that mix of desire and dominance that affected her so deeply.

"Look who’s back," he said, his voice deep and amused. "My favorite sissy girl. What can I do for you today?"

Lena felt her cheeks burn, but she didn't back down.

"I want… a chastity cage," she whispered.

The clerk raised an eyebrow and grinned widely.

"Already? You’ve made progress fast. Come here, let me show you the options."

He pulled out several cages and stood very close to her, nearly brushing against her.

"This clear pink one is perfect for girls like you. Small, tight… that tiny little cock of yours will barely fit. Once you’re locked in, you can get hard, but you can’t touch. You’ll have to beg for someone to set you free. That turns you on, doesn't it?"

Lena squeezed her thighs together. The plug inside her seemed to vibrate.

"Yes…" she admitted in a low voice.

"Try it on. I want to see you in it."

She obeyed, trembling with a mix of shame and exhilaration. In the small stall, she slid her panties down, fitted the cage, and snapped the lock shut with a click that forced a moan from her lips. Her small penis was completely encased—trapped and useless.

When she stepped out, the clerk looked her up and down with hunger.

"It looks delicious on you. Now that little thing isn't yours anymore. It belongs to whoever you decide to give it to. How does it feel to know you’re a caged little slut?"

Lena thrived on the humiliation. She paid quickly and left the shop with the cage still on. Every step reminded her of her new reality. She loved it far too much.

Back at the hotel, she stared at herself in the mirror, the cage visible beneath her skirt. She ran her fingers over the pink plastic and felt an intense wave of forbidden pleasure. She didn't go out that night. She stayed in bed, grinding her hips, pinching her nipples, and savoring the delicious frustration of being unable to touch herself.

Valeria visited every few days and noticed everything.

One afternoon, while Lena was applying lotion to her legs after a shower, she spoke with Valeria:

"How much time do you think has passed now?"

"I don't know… a few days," Lena replied without looking at her.

"It’s been almost three weeks," Valeria corrected softly. "And you’re still the same. Better dressed, more polished, more comfortable. Do you still think you’re trying to go back?"

Lena remained silent for a moment.

"I’m… processing it," she murmured.

Valeria moved closer and sat beside her.

"You aren't processing anything, Lena. You’re living exactly how you want to. Your body made up its mind a long time ago. The only question is when your mind is going to accept it."

Lena looked at herself in the mirror. The pink cage was a shadow beneath the fabric. The plug was still inside. Her posture was entirely feminine. Her gestures, her voice, the way she occupied space… it was all Lena.

"I don’t know," she finally said. "It just… it feels right. Very right."

Valeria smiled affectionately and stroked her arm.

"Because this isn't a costume anymore. This is who you are now."

Lena didn't answer. She smoothed her hands over her waist, feeling the soft fabric and, beneath it, the cage that reminded her of her daily submission. She took a deep breath.

Her mind still wavered in fleeting moments.

But her body had already chosen.

And every day it became harder—and more unnecessary—to ignore it.
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Chapter 6: The Unexpected Call

Lena left the hotel shortly after ten, wearing a look she already knew worked. She wore a tight black off-the-shoulder top paired with a short black pleated skirt that flared easily with every step. Sheer stockings and silver heels completed the ensemble. Her makeup was soft yet effective: red lips, defined eyes, and her hair falling in loose waves.

As soon as she entered “Neon Velvet,” several people greeted her. She was already a known face. Some guys smiled at her knowingly, and a girl from the bar gave her a wink.

"Lena! You’re back," the bartender exclaimed with a smile. "We missed you."

She gave a flirtatious smile and ordered a sweet cocktail.

It wasn’t long before a man approached. Tall, with messy dark hair, a half-unbuttoned shirt, and that dangerous smile that made it impossible for Lena not to smile back. He came up behind her as he spoke.

"What a beautiful creature we have here… You look delicious tonight in that skirt and those heels."

"Oh? You like it?" Lena responded, turning toward him with a provocative gaze.

"I’d love to get a closer look at your outfit."

Dylan invited her to dance. The floor was bathed in pink and blue neon lights. At first, they danced apart, but soon their bodies were pressed together. His hands traveled down her back until he squeezed her cheeks through the fabric of her skirt.

"Quite the little slut, aren't you?" he whispered in her ear as he rubbed his erection against her. "Everyone here already knows you come around looking for cock. The hotel sissy."

Lena felt a jolt of arousal. She bit her lip and pressed closer to him, grinding her hips against his body.

"Does it bother you?" she asked playfully.

"On the contrary. I love that you're so easy."

They danced through several songs. Dylan kissed her neck, then her mouth. His kisses became wetter, deeper. His tongue explored hers while one hand slipped under her skirt to stroke the inside of her thighs.

After the second drink, Lena was already burning up. Dylan had her cornered against a pillar, kissing her forcefully while his fingers brushed against the cage over her panties.

"Look how wet you get just by being touched," he murmured against her lips. "You’re an addicted little slut."

"Let’s go to my room," Lena whispered, breathless.

Dylan smiled with satisfaction and followed her without hesitation. In his car, Lena was already so hot she could barely control herself, while Dylan drove quickly to enjoy the sissy sitting in his passenger seat.

The moment they closed the hotel room door, Dylan shoved her against the wall and kissed her hungrily. His hands reached under her skirt, squeezing her buttocks hard as his tongue invaded her mouth.

"Look how eager you are," he said between kisses. "I bet you've been thinking about getting fucked all night."

Lena gasped and unbuttoned his shirt with trembling fingers. She caressed his chest and slid her hands down to his trousers, feeling how hard he was. Dylan lifted her top and sucked on her nipples greedily, nibbling them gently.

They kissed and touched with urgency. Lena knelt, pulled his pants down, and released his thick, hard member. She stroked it with both hands, kissing and licking it with devotion before carefully rolling on a condom.

Dylan lifted her, carried her to the bed, and tossed her onto it. He stripped off her panties and spread her legs. Lena pulled her knees up to her shoulders, leaving herself completely exposed.

"Fuck me… please," she begged.

Dylan rubbed his cock against her entrance, teasing her for a moment before pushing inside. Lena let out a long moan as she felt him enter. Inch by inch, until he was all the way in.

"You are so delicious," Dylan grunted as he began to move. "Look at your little cage… how it shakes while I fuck you."

Lena moaned with every thrust. Dylan penetrated her deeply with a strong, steady rhythm. One of his hands reached down to the pink cage and began to toy with it—shifting it, tugging gently, and flicking it with his fingers.

"This thing is so useless," he mocked with a cruel smile that Lena absolutely loved. "You’ve got a cock locked up that can’t even get hard. You’re only good for being used like a little slut. Say it."

"I’m… I’m your little slut," Lena panted, lost in the pleasure.

Dylan accelerated. His thrusts became more brutal. The bed knocked against the wall as he fucked her mercilessly, keeping her knees pinned to her shoulders. The cage bounced with every impact, grazing her belly and sending waves of frustrated pleasure through her.

"You love being humiliated, don't you? Being told what a whore you are."

"Yes… I love it," Lena confessed through sharp moans.

Dylan kept playing with the cage, pulling and pressing it while he drove into her. Lena felt the pleasure building to an unbearable peak. She didn't need to touch herself. The constant friction, the humiliation, and the feeling of being completely filled pushed her over the edge.

She came hard, shaking and tightening around Dylan’s cock, letting out moans that filled the room. Shortly after, he reached his climax as well, grunting as he buried himself deep inside her.

They stayed there for a few minutes, catching their breath. Dylan kissed her more gently before withdrawing.

"Good girl," he murmured, stroking her cheek.

He dressed and left shortly after. Lena stayed in bed, her body slick with sweat and a satisfied smile on her lips. She fell into a deep sleep, still feeling the aftershocks of the pleasure.

Morning arrived with a clean, almost brilliant clarity.

Lena was sitting on the edge of the bed, a still-warm cup of coffee between her hands. The cracked window let in a cool breeze. Her legs were crossed, feet bare. The light robe fell slightly open over her thighs.

The phone vibrated. An unknown number.

The call was brief but clear. Human Resources from Harrison & Associates was inviting her to an interview for a well-paid administrative position.

When she hung up, Lena stared at the phone. It was a great opportunity… but it was for Lena. Not for Leo.

She stood up and walked to the mirror. She watched herself in silence for a long time. Her reflection gave back a gaze that was serene yet pensive.

At that moment, there was a knock at the door. It was Valeria.

"Hi," she said as she walked in, noticing her expression. "Did something happen?"

"Harrison & Associates called. They offered me an interview."

Valeria sat beside her and listened intently.

"It’s for Lena," Lena added in a low voice.

"I didn't know Lena was looking for a job."

"Thomas, Adrian’s father. I’d forgotten he told me he’d shared my CV."

Lena sighed.

"I don’t know if I’m ready for this to stop being just something for the nights."

"Well, keep in mind that neither Leo nor Lena has a source of income. I don’t know how your finances are looking, but it wouldn't hurt to consider the offer—especially since you haven't done much to return to your masculine self anyway."

"Adrian's money is running out…" Lena confessed.

"You don’t have to decide everything today," Valeria responded calmly. "Go to the interview. Listen. Then decide. It’ll be an interesting exercise; you could see how it feels to be Lena in a professional environment."

Lena looked at her reflection once more and nodded with more conviction.

"I think you’re right. Maybe it will help me ground my ideas, my feelings..."
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Chapter 7: Building Herself for the World

The morning began with a restless energy.

Lena opened her eyes and sat up almost immediately. The sunlight poured in, filling the room with a sharp vitality. She gave a quick stretch and stood up with purpose. Her feet met the cold floor as she headed toward the bathroom, pulling her hair back in one swift motion.

There was something different about her pace today. A contained anticipation. The interview.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, Valeria was already there, perched on the edge of the bed with her phone in hand.

"We’re going out today," she said without looking up.

"Yes," Lena replied with a faint smile.

The preparation was practical yet meticulous. Lena chose a comfortable skirt and a lightweight blouse. Even so, she lingered on the details: her hair, a touch of makeup, the precise fit of the fabric against her skin.

They left the hotel, and the city greeted them with its usual roar of noise and movement. They walked together, Lena keeping her stride firm and her posture aligned. She wasn't hiding.

They ducked into the first boutique almost on impulse. The cool air conditioning and the scent of new fabric enveloped them.

Valeria took charge.

"We need something that says you know exactly what you’re doing, but still lets you be you."

They combed through the racks. Blazers, crisp blouses, skirts with a perfect drape. Valeria pulled out an elegant top.

"Try this on."

Lena stepped into the dressing room. The fabric slid over her skin with a more structured feel. She looked at herself in the mirror. The image was different—more professional, yet unmistakably hers. She pulled back the curtain.

"And?"

Valeria studied her intently.

"Step out. Turn around."

Lena took a few steps. Her shoulders squared naturally.

"Now that’s more like it," Valeria murmured, adjusting the collar of the blouse.

They kept going. Pencil skirts, formal blouses. Lena’s hesitation began to fade. Every garment that fit well added a layer to her confidence.

At one point, Valeria appeared holding a set of delicate lingerie. Black, sheer lace with subtle detailing.

"For under the suit," she said with a wicked grin.

"Valeria… that has nothing to do with an interview."

"It has everything to do with it. You need to feel certain of yourself, inside and out."

Lena hesitated, but she took the pieces and went back into the stall. She pulled the curtain shut and undressed. The lingerie hugged her body softly. The lace grazed her nipples and clung to her waist. She stared at her reflection.

The pink cage was clearly visible beneath the sheer fabric.

An immediate heat flushed through her belly. Her fingers traced the lace over her chest, sliding slowly down toward her hips. The contrast between the provocative lingerie and the thought of wearing it under formal clothes excited her more than she expected. Her breathing grew heavy. She brushed her fingers against the cage and let out a shaky sigh.

"How does it fit?" Valeria asked from outside.

It took Lena a moment to find her voice, which came out slightly raspy.

"Good… very good."

"Come out and let me see."

Lena opened the curtain. Valeria scanned her from head to toe, a knowing smirk playing on her lips.

"You look dangerously sexy. I can see it in your face—you love it."

Lena flushed.

"It’s just underwear…"

"Right. And that’s why you’re breathing like that," Valeria teased. "We’re getting more. Not everything has to be so serious."

Lena tried to protest.

"I don’t need sexy clothes for an interview."

"But you need them for yourself. And for the nights," Valeria replied with a meaningful look.

They ended up buying the lingerie. And Valeria didn't stop there. She led her to another section: miniskirts, short dresses, higher and deadlier heels.

"Try these," Valeria insisted, holding up a tiny black skirt and a tight red dress with a plunging neckline.

"Valeria, it’s too much…"

"Just try it. Once."

Lena went back inside. She pulled on the miniskirt. The fabric barely covered half of her thighs. She looked at herself and felt that familiar thrill. She imagined wearing it at the bar, moving through the lights, feeling eyes on her. She changed into the red dress.

She stepped out.

Valeria gave a low whistle.

"There she is. This is the Lena I love to see."

Lena looked into the full-length mirror. She twirled, the skirt flaring just enough to reveal more skin.

"I don’t know if I should…"

"You’re buying it all," Valeria said firmly. "And don’t tell me it’s just for the interview."

Lena bit her lip. As they were paying, she couldn’t help but confess.

"When I try these things on… I can't stop thinking about how I’d look at the bar. How I’d move. How people would look at me."

Valeria arched an eyebrow, amused.

"Oh really? And what else happens at this bar, Lena?"

Lena hesitated, but the weight of the secret was becoming too much. As they walked back to the hotel, arms laden with shopping bags, she spoke in a low voice.

"I’ve been going out a lot lately. Almost every night."

Valeria glanced at her sideways.

"And?"

Lena took a deep breath.

"I’ve met men. I’ve brought them back to the hotel. I’ve let them fuck me."

Valeria stopped for a second, visibly stunned.

"What?"

Lena continued, her cheeks burning.

"I’d had a few dates even before Adrian. But since I came back, it’s been more frequent. Much more. The other night I brought back a guy named Dylan. He fucked me hard, he humiliated me, he played with my cage… and I loved it."

Valeria watched her with wide eyes, processing the confession.

"And you didn’t tell me a thing?"

"I was afraid you’d think I only want to be Lena for the sex. That this is all just some sexual fantasy. But it’s not just that. Although… yes, the sex is a huge part of it."

Valeria let out a soft laugh, still surprised.

"Well… now I see why your eyes are glowing lately. You’re a little slut with ambition, aren’t you?"

Lena laughed too, embarrassed but relieved.

"Something like that."

They reached the hotel. Lena dumped the bags on the bed and began pulling out the clothes. She changed slowly in front of the mirror: the black miniskirt, a low-cut blouse, the sexy heels. She studied herself. The look was provocative, yet elegant. Sexy, but with a presence.

Valeria sat on the bed and watched her.

"You look incredible. And I think I understand better now. It’s not just clothes. You’re building Lena from the ground up. Day and night."

Lena nodded, still facing the mirror.

"I’m ready for the interview. And for whatever comes next, even if I’m not sure what that is yet."

Valeria smiled warmly.

"Then go for it. Interview by day… and heels by night."

Lena took a deep breath. The insecurity was still there, but it didn't feel so heavy anymore. She rested a hand on the dresser and looked herself in the eye.

She wasn't hiding.

She was introducing herself.

To the world, and to herself.
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Chapter 8: The Interview

The room held a different kind of stillness that morning.

It wasn't the usual silence of unhurried days, nor the lingering calm of aimless hours. There was something contained in the air, a slight tension that seeped into her small movements—the way Lena opened and closed her bag, the way her fingers lingered just a second too long over each garment.

The bed was draped in options.

The dark skirt, the structured blouse, the heels lined up with care. Everything was laid out as if she needed to see it from the outside to be sure it was real.

Lena stood before the mirror.

She was wearing the lingerie she had chosen the day before. The fabric, tight against her body, gave her a firm, present sensation. Her hands traced her waist in an automatic gesture, slid down her hips, and rested there for a moment.

She breathed.

Then she reached for the skirt.

She slid it on carefully, pulling it up slowly and fastening it at the waist. The zipper gave a soft click. Her fingers smoothed the fabric over her thighs, ensuring it fell without a wrinkle.

Next, the blouse.

Her arms moved with precision as she settled into it. She adjusted the bust, the shoulders, the collar. Every tiny gesture felt more significant than usual, as if these details held the weight of something far greater than mere appearance.

She looked at herself.

She said nothing.

Her eyes traveled over the complete image, lingering on the line of her posture, the way her body occupied the space. There was firmness. There was a presence that didn't need to be forced.

And yet…

Her fingers rose to her hair.

She tucked it behind her ear. Then she let it fall again, trying a different drape. She leaned slightly toward the glass, checking the line of her eyeliner, the color on her lips.

A small flicker of nervousness appeared in the way she pressed her lips together.

She took a step back.

She looked again.

She didn't know exactly what she was waiting to see.

But what she saw… it worked.

"It’s just an interview," she murmured under her breath.

The phrase didn't erase the tension, but it organized it.

Valeria was right.

Going wouldn't hurt her.

Staying behind in doubt wouldn't lead her anywhere, either.

She took her heels and sat down to put them on. She adjusted the straps carefully, securing each clasp. When she stood up, her body reacted immediately—rising, aligning itself.

That sensation was no longer new.

It was hers.

She held herself for a second in front of the mirror.

Her reflection looked back at her without a single crack.

And in the midst of that stillness, the doubt remained… but it didn't stop her.

She grabbed her bag.

She walked out.

The city was wide awake.

The noise was more intense than other days; cars moved in steady rows, and people walked with clear direction. Lena felt that movement the moment she crossed the hotel threshold, as if the rhythm of the environment was setting her pace.

She began to walk.

Her heels clicked firmly against the pavement. Her posture remained straight, her gaze forward. Even so, there was a slight sensation in her chest—a sharper awareness of herself within that space.

A few glances crossed hers.

She didn't linger on them.

But she registered them.

Her body didn't tense up.

She kept going.

After a few blocks, the thought surfaced without much analysis.

Taxi.

She raised her hand.

The car pulled over with a smooth motion. Lena opened the door and climbed in, settling herself carefully, crossing her legs almost by reflex.

"Where to?" the driver asked.

Lena gave the address.

The man nodded.

"Of course, miss."

The word settled over her with an unexpected warmth.

There was no awkward pause. No hesitation in his tone.

Just naturalness.

Lena leaned back into the seat.

She looked out the window.

The journey progressed through crowded streets, traffic lights, and people coming and going. The driver talked a little—light comments about the traffic, about the weather.

She responded just enough.

But every time he addressed her, he did so in the feminine.

And that, effortlessly, clicked something into place inside her.

The initial tension began to dissolve.

When the taxi pulled up in front of the building, Lena paid and stepped out with a graceful movement.

She stood on the sidewalk for a second.

The building was understated.

Wide glass panes, clean lines, an orderly entrance where people moved in and out with a steady rhythm.

She took a deep breath.

And she moved forward.

The interior was cool, silent compared to the street. The sound of footsteps was muffled against the polished floor. A reception desk stretched across the back, where a woman attended with a professional expression.

Lena approached.

"Good morning," she said.

The receptionist looked up.

"Good morning. Name?"

"Lena…"

She gave her last name.

The woman checked the screen.

"Yes, they’re expecting you. Have a seat, please."

The tone was correct.

No extra beat.

No inquisitive stare.

Nothing to interrupt the continuity of what Lena was already feeling.

She sat down.

Hands in her lap.

Legs crossed.

She observed the space.

People entering, leaving, speaking in hushed tones. A functional, orderly environment where every movement had a clear purpose.

Her breathing leveled out, bit by bit.

Her name was called a few minutes later.

"Lena."

She stood up.

A woman was waiting for her, folder in hand, a slight smile on her face.

"I’m Carolina. Come with me."

The walk down the hallway was brief.

Glass offices, organized desks, glowing screens. Everything clean, measured, and in motion.

They entered a room.

Two chairs facing each other.

Carolina sat down.

Lena did the same.

The first moment was tense.

Not in a visible way, but in how Lena placed her hands, how she aligned her back, in the breath that was still searching for its rhythm.

"Tell me a little about yourself," Carolina said.

The question was simple.

But it opened everything.

Lena began.

Her voice was lower at first, measuring every word.

She spoke of her experience, of her skills, of her previous work.

Carolina listened.

She nodded.

She asked precise questions.

And little by little…

Something shifted.

The words began to flow with more ease. Lena stopped overthinking how she looked, how she sounded. Her answers became clearer, more direct.

At one point, she leaned forward slightly, explaining a process with her hands, marking points, organizing ideas.

She wasn't acting.

The realization hit her without warning.

She was simply responding.

That was all.

Carolina made a note.

"And how do you handle high-pressure situations?"

Lena didn't hesitate as much this time.

She answered.

Concrete examples.

Real scenarios.

Her voice remained steady.

Her gaze held.

There was a moment when Carolina looked up from her notes and watched her directly.

A second longer than usual.

Not uncomfortable.

Evaluative.

Lena held that gaze.

Effortlessly.

Something in her chest settled in that instant.

"This shouldn't feel so natural..." she thought.

But it did.

The interview moved forward.

More questions.

More answers.

Time passed without her noticing.

When it ended, Carolina closed the folder.

"Thank you for coming in, Lena."

"Thank you."

They stood up.

A handshake.

Firm.

Proper.

"We’ll be in touch with you in the next few days."

Lena nodded.

She walked out.

The hallway.

The reception.

The door.

The street air enveloped her once again.

She stopped just a few steps outside.

She exhaled.

Relief came first.

Then something harder to place.

She looked around.

There were others waiting—some reviewing papers, others staring at their phones. Possible candidates.

Many of them.

The reality settled in quickly.

It wasn't a sure thing.

Not even probable.

But…

As she walked, something else began to take shape.

She had liked it.

Not just the interview.

The place.

The pace.

The way she had spoken, the way she had been heard.

She imagined herself there.

Working.

Moving within that environment.

And the feeling wasn't foreign.

She took out her phone.

She called.

Valeria answered quickly.

"And?"

Lena began to walk.

"It went… well."

There was a pause.

"Actually well, or just 'well' so I don't worry?"

Lena gave a faint smile.

"Actually well."

The traffic roared around her; the city kept moving while she spoke.

"I was nervous at first… but then… I don't know, it just came out."

"Of course it did."

Lena looked down for a second.

"I think I liked it."

The silence on the other end was brief.

"You already knew that."

"Yes… but I didn't want to say it."

She kept walking.

The bar appeared in the distance.

"There are things I’m not ready to fully admit yet," Lena added, her voice dropping.

"It’s been over a month… and I’m still…"

"Confused," Valeria finished for her.

"Yes."

A pause.

"But you’re moving forward anyway."

Lena didn't answer.

Because she knew it was true.

She hung up.

She entered the bar.

The lights, the music, the atmosphere welcomed her like something familiar. A few members of the staff recognized her.

"Hey, Lena."

"Hi."

She smiled.

She approached the bar.

Ordered a drink.

Moved toward the dance floor.

Her body responded instantly to the beat. Her hips followed the music, her arms loosening with natural ease. The day’s tension dissolved into that continuous motion.

A guy approached.

Young.

Direct gaze.

Easy smile.

Lena looked at him.

She didn't pull away.

They danced.

Close.

The contact was light at first, then more deliberate. His hands brushed her waist, sliding down slightly, feeling the shape of her legs wrapped in stockings, the firm contour of her heels anchoring her posture.

Lena responded.

She moved closer.

The kiss arrived without announcement.

Soft at the start.

Then firmer.

The noise around them faded.

They left together.

The walk to the hotel was short.

The room received them in silence.

The closeness intensified without the need for words. Hands, breath, bodies meeting with an immediate familiarity.

Time blurred once more.

Afterward, Lena lay back.

Staring at the ceiling.

Her body relaxed.

The heat still present on her skin.

A thought surfaced.

If she got the job…

It could be like this.

Bright days.

Intense nights.

A life that moved between both worlds without breaking.

She didn't know if what she felt was fear.

Or excitement.

She didn't try to separate them.

She closed her eyes.

And let that possibility remain there, breathing with her in the dark.
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Chapter 9: The Decision and the Price

The phone vibrated once. Then again.

Lena was sitting on the bed, her legs tucked to one side and her loose hair falling over her shoulders. The morning light streamed in clearly, drawing soft lines across the messy sheets. She picked up the phone with slightly trembling hands and opened the email.

"We are pleased to inform you that you have been selected for the position of Senior Administrative Assistant…"

She skimmed the first few lines quickly. Then she went back to the start and read more slowly, lingering on every word. The salary appeared at the end of the paragraph, clear and staggering. It was a number that far exceeded anything she had imagined.

"I got it…"

The phrase came out as a whisper. She sat still for a few seconds, processing. Suddenly, a stifled laugh escaped through her fingers as she covered her mouth. The laughter grew, becoming lighter, freer. She jumped up, spinning around until her hair flew, and collapsed back onto the bed, laughing with the phone pressed against her chest.

"I got it! I actually got it!"

The euphoria washed over her like a warm wave. She dialed Valeria’s number almost without thinking.

"Yes?"

"They gave it to me," Lena said, her voice vibrating with emotion. "The job is mine."

"Seriously?" Valeria let out a shriek of joy on the other end. "Lena! Congratulations, babe! I knew they’d give it to you. You’re incredible!"

"It’s a lot of money, Val. Way more than I expected. Enough to rent a place of my own, to be truly independent…"

They talked for several minutes. Valeria was just as happy as she was. Laughter mingled with impulsive plans. Suddenly, the idea surfaced naturally.

"We have to celebrate properly," Valeria proposed. "Tonight, the two of us are going out. To the bar. Just us, as friends. No limits."

Lena smiled broadly.

That afternoon, the hotel room was transformed into a ritual of preparation. Valeria took absolute control, determined to turn the night into something memorable.

"I want you to look absolutely irresistible tonight," she said as she combed through the wardrobe with determination.

First, she chose the lingerie: a sheer black lace set, with a balconette bra and a thong so tiny it barely covered her pink cage. Lena put it on in front of Valeria. The fine fabric grazed her nipples, making them visibly hard.

"Turn around and bend over a little," Valeria requested with a mischievous smile.

Lena obeyed. Valeria adjusted the straps of the thong, sliding her fingers slowly along her waist and brushing against her buttocks.

"You’re dangerously sexy. Anyone who sees you is going to want to eat you up."

Then came the dress: an extremely flirtatious black piece, short, with a sweetheart neckline that revealed the swell of her breasts and a back completely open to the base of her spine. The skirt hugged her hips and ended very high on her thighs. Valeria completed the look with black back-seam stockings, discreet garters, and towering silver stilettos that stylized her legs spectacularly.

"Sit here," Valeria ordered.

She applied her makeup with almost artistic dedication: intense smoky shadows that enlarged her eyes and gave them a seductive, mysterious air, perfect eyeliner, false lashes, bold and glossy red lips, and a touch of highlighter on her cheekbones. When she finished, she let her hair down in loose, sexy waves.

Lena looked at herself in the full-length mirror.

She looked like a girl made for a night of pure action and desire. The dress, the heels, and the makeup transformed her into a shamelessly attractive version of herself.

"What do you think?" Valeria asked, hugging her from behind and looking at her through the glass.

"I look like… a slut," Lena murmured, feeling a familiar heat rise through her body.

"Exactly. And tonight, you’re going to be the most desired slut in the place," Valeria replied, laughing.

They arrived at "Neon Velvet" after eleven. The music was powerful, and pink and blue neon lights swept across the floor. As soon as they walked in, several gazes locked onto them. Arm in arm, they ordered drinks and danced together at first, laughing, moving with total freedom and complicity.

After a while, a tall, attractive guy approached Valeria and invited her to dance. She accepted with a smile.

"Will you be okay alone for a bit?" she asked Lena.

"Yes, go and have fun. I’m perfect."

Lena stayed near the bar, finishing her second drink. The alcohol, combined with the excitement of the day and the way she felt in her clothes, had her burning. An urgent need throbbed between her legs. Walking toward the darkest zone of the club, she found the discreet glory holes in a semi-hidden hallway. Her heart pounded hard. She looked around and stepped into one of the small cubicles.

In less than a minute, a thick, hard member poked through the hole. Lena knelt, hiked up her dress, and took it with both hands. She kissed it, licked it, and took it deep into her mouth, sucking with hunger and devotion. Soon another appeared from the opposite side. She jerked it off with one hand while she continued to blow the first one with muffled moans.

For over an hour, Lena surrendered completely. She sucked, licked, let her mouth be fucked, and at several points, she turned around, braced her hands against the wall, and pushed back to be penetrated. She felt every deep thrust while another member occupied her mouth. Her pink cage swung, dripping continuously. She came twice without touching herself, trembling and squeezing around the anonymous cocks, biting her lip to keep from moaning too loud.

When she finally emerged from the area, her lips were swollen and glossy, her makeup was slightly smeared, and a look of deep pleasure rested on her face.

Valeria found her near the bar. She looked her over closely and smirked.

"Where have you been? You look like you’ve been very bad…"

Lena tried to play innocent, though her smile gave her away.

"Just dancing a little."

"Right… dancing," Valeria repeated, raising an eyebrow. "Is that why your lipstick is smudged, your knees are red, and you have that unmistakable smell? Glory hole, right?"

Lena laughed, a bit drunk and completely happy.

"Maybe… for a bit."

Valeria shook her head, amused, and took her by the arm.

"Let's get back to the hotel, you insatiable little slut. You’ll have a hangover tomorrow, but it was worth it."

Back in the room, Lena kicked off her heels with a sigh of relief. She was happy, satisfied, slightly tipsy, and her body was still vibrating. Valeria helped her undress with tenderness, cleaning off her makeup with soft wipes and putting her in an oversized t-shirt.

They climbed into bed together. Valeria hugged Lena from behind, stroking her hair affectionately, like two friends who share everything.

"Was the glory hole good?" she asked in a low voice, teasing but kind.

Lena laughed and hid her face in the pillow.

"It was… intense. They used me quite a bit."

"I’m glad you enjoyed your celebration," Valeria whispered. "But next time let me know, okay? I want to look out for you."

"Thanks for today," Lena whispered, her eyes already heavy. "For the clothes, for going out with me, for understanding it all."

Valeria squeezed her a little tighter.

"I’ll always be here, Lena. Now sleep. Tomorrow, your new life really begins."

Lena closed her eyes, feeling the warmth of Valeria’s body and the deep satisfaction of the night. The job, the decision, the independence, and the wild pleasure all blended into a warm, complete sensation.

For the first time in a long while, she fell asleep feeling whole, desired, and above all, free.
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Chapter 10: Telling the Truth

The days began to organize themselves around lists.

Not written ones, but clear nonetheless.

Lena would wake up and, almost immediately, her mind would start racing through everything that needed to be done. The start date for the job was set. Two weeks. It felt like both a lifetime and a heartbeat away, a stretch of time that narrowed every time she thought about the implications.

Apartment.

Location.

Transportation.

Clothes.

New routines.

She moved through the room with her phone in hand, reviewing options, comparing prices, saving addresses. Sometimes she sat on the bed; other times she walked without realizing it, stopping in front of the window as her finger slid across the screen.

There were possible places.

Some small.

Others too expensive.

Some she liked.

Others she discarded without a second thought.

Every decision opened another.

And beneath it all, constant, never fading…

The idea.

Lena set the phone on the table.

She stayed still for a few seconds.

She knew what was missing.

It wasn't a chore.

It wasn't a purchase.

It was a conversation.

One she could no longer postpone.

She sat on the edge of the bed, her back straight, hands resting on her legs. Her fingers moved slightly, brushing the fabric of the skirt she was wearing, as if the gesture gave her something to hold onto.

She breathed.

She could keep moving forward without saying anything.

She could move.

Start working.

Appear less.

Respond less.

Let the distance do the work.

But that idea didn't hold up.

Not completely.

There was something in her chest demanding alignment.

Not an external urgency.

An internal one.

She picked up the phone.

Found the contact.

Hesitated.

One second.

Two.

Then she pressed call.

The ring tone sounded once.

Two.

Three.

"Hello?"

Her mother’s voice came through with that intact familiarity, as if nothing had changed.

Lena didn't answer immediately.

"Hello…"

Her own voice came out lower than usual.

"Hello, son."

The word hung there.

Not as a confrontation.

As a habit.

Lena pressed her lips together slightly.

"How are you?"

"Good… and you? You haven't called in days."

A brief silence.

"Yes… I’ve been busy."

The conversation moved forward with measured steps.

Simple questions.

Short answers.

The space between each sentence felt wider than normal.

Lena walked slowly through the room as she spoke, as if the movement helped her sustain what was coming.

"I wanted to tell you something," she said finally.

On the other side, a slight pause.

"Did something happen?"

"No… well, yes. But it’s good."

She stopped by the mirror.

She looked at herself.

"I got a job."

Her mother’s tone shifted.

"Really? Where?"

Lena explained.

The name of the company.

The position.

A few details.

As she spoke, her voice grew firmer, finding a more natural rhythm.

"It’s a good opportunity," she added.

"Yes… it sounds important."

There was something in the response.

Not doubt.

But attention.

"And when do you start?"

"In two weeks."

"And are you going to stay there?"

The question came direct.

Lena rested a hand on the dresser.

"Yes. I’m looking for an apartment."

Another silence.

Longer this time.

"So far away?"

"It’s close to work."

Her mother exhaled softly.

"Well… if it’s what’s best for you."

Lena closed her eyes for a second.

This was the moment.

She could leave it there.

But she didn't.

"There’s something else."

The air grew tense.

"What is it?"

Lena opened her eyes.

She held onto her reflection.

"This job…"

Her fingers slid along the edge of the furniture.

"It’s not for Leo."

The silence on the other end was immediate.

Dense.

"What do you mean?"

Her mother’s voice didn't rise.

But it changed.

Lena swallowed hard.

"I’m… living differently."

The words came out slower.

"As a woman."

She didn't explain everything.

She didn't give a speech.

She just said it.

Directly.

The pause was longer now.

"What does that mean?"

There was no anger.

Only bewilderment.

Lena looked down for a second.

"It means I’ve spent years leading a double life, dressing as a woman in secret. And this time I’ve been away, I’ve been living entirely as a woman, 24/7."

Her voice remained steady, though inside she could feel her pulse quickening.

"And since when…?"

"It wasn’t overnight," Lena replied. "It’s been… progressive."

The sound of her mother’s breathing came through more clearly now.

"But you…"

She stopped.

"I don’t understand."

"I know."

Lena leaned her back against the dresser.

"I didn’t understand everything at first, either."

The silence returned.

There were no screams.

No immediate rejection.

But the distance was palpable.

"And… are you going to keep going like this?"

The question drifted between them.

Lena looked at her reflection again.

"Yes."

The answer came without hesitation.

Another silence.

Heavier.

"I need time," her mother said finally.

"I know."

"It’s… a lot of information."

"Yes."

Lena let her breath out slowly.

"I’m not asking you to understand right now."

"But you want me to accept it."

Lena hesitated only slightly.

"I want you to know it."

There was no immediate response.

Only breathing.

"Well…"

The word remained incomplete.

"I don’t know what to tell you."

"You don’t have to say anything right now."

The conversation wasn't resolved.

It couldn't be.

They said goodbye with a strange softness, as if they were both careful not to break anything more than necessary.

When the call ended, Lena stood still.

The phone in her hand.

The reflection in front of her.

There was no total relief.

But there was a clear sensation.

She had crossed a line.

She let herself fall onto the bed.

She stared at the ceiling.

Her body felt heavier.

But also more… aligned.

The rest of the day passed in a kind of quiet concentration.

Valeria arrived in the afternoon.

Lena told her everything.

The details.

The silences.

The questions.

Valeria listened without interrupting.

"And how do you feel?" she asked at the end.

Lena gave a small shrug.

"Tired… but… good."

Valeria nodded.

"It was necessary."

"Yes."

The word came out without a trace of doubt.

Time moved on.

Afternoon turned into night.

And the idea of dinner began to take shape—meeting with her parents, if they actually agreed to see her…

Surprisingly, they agreed. Lena wasn't sure if that was a good sign or a bad one, but it was something she had to do.

Lena opened her improvised wardrobe.

Her fingers ran over the clothes more slowly.

It wasn't just about choosing something pretty.

It was about choosing how to present herself.

She picked up a skirt.

Held it against her body.

Then a blouse.

She paired them in her mind.

She laid both on the bed.

She hesitated.

She swapped them for another option—a dress.

Softer fabric.

A different drape.

Her fingers moved with focus, as if every choice were a small declaration.

Valeria watched her from the bed.

"Do you want me to go with you?" she asked.

Lena looked up.

The idea hung there for a second.

It would be easier.

More comfortable.

To have someone by her side.

But something inside her shifted in a different direction.

She gave a soft shake of her head.

"No."

Valeria didn't insist.

She just nodded.

"All right."

Lena went back to the clothes.

She made her choice.

She changed slowly.

The fabric sliding over her skin.

The fit at the waist.

The slight movement of the skirt as it settled.

She sat down to put on her heels.

Her hands moved with precision as she fastened the straps.

She stood up.

Walked toward the mirror.

She studied herself.

The hair.

The makeup.

The complete ensemble.

She didn't try to correct too much.

She didn't change her mind.

She just stood there.

Holding the image.

Her eyes scanned her reflection intently.

The nerves were there.

They were visible in her breathing.

In the way her fingers brushed the fabric.

But there was something else, too.

Determination.

She rested a hand on her hip.

She squared her shoulders slightly.

She leaned toward the mirror, as if she wanted to get closer to herself.

"I’m not going to hide."

The sentence came out low.

Firm.

Not perfect.

But enough.

She straightened up.

She grabbed her bag.

Valeria stood.

Approached.

She hugged her.

A brief gesture.

Warm.

"Good luck."

Lena nodded.

"Thanks."

She walked toward the door.

She opened it.

The hallway air greeted her.

She took the first step.

And this time…

There were no intermediaries.

Just her.

And the truth she was no longer willing to leave behind.
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Chapter 11: The Dinner

The restaurant was lit with a quiet warmth.

Wooden tables, low lights, and conversations that blended into a constant murmur. The sound of silverware, soft laughter, and the coming and going of waiters created an everyday rhythm that stopped for no one.

Lena lingered outside for a second.

The glass door was in front of her, her reflection superimposed over the interior of the place. Her hand made a slight adjustment to the strap of the bag on her shoulder. Her fingers then slid down the fabric of her skirt, smoothing it with an automatic gesture.

She breathed.

The air came in slowly.

She knew this moment was coming.

Even so, her body felt it as something entirely new.

She pushed the door open.

The soft sound of it swinging.

The change in temperature.

The conversations that didn't skip a beat.

She took a step inside.

Then another.

Her heels marked a clear rhythm against the floor—firm, without haste. Her posture remained straight, her shoulders aligned, her gaze scanning the space with contained focus.

She saw them.

Seated at a table toward the back.

Her mother first.

Then her father.

Both looking toward the entrance.

Waiting.

The exact moment they recognized her wasn't immediate.

Their eyes settled on her as they would on any other person walking in.

Then something shifted.

A minimal pause.

A flicker in their gaze.

Her mother tilted her head ever so slightly.

Her father knit his brow, as if he needed to focus better.

And then…

Identification.

The impact wasn't loud.

It was visible in the way their bodies tensed just enough, in how they stopped moving for a second that lasted too long.

They didn't expect her like this.

Lena felt that instant.

She didn't shy away from it.

She walked toward them.

A firm step.

Measured.

Every movement sustained with a calm that wasn't an absence of nerves, but a decision not to hide them.

When she reached the table, she stopped.

"Hello."

Her voice was soft.

Clear.

The silence that followed expanded.

Her mother opened her mouth, but said nothing immediately.

Her father watched her without looking away.

"Hello…"

The response finally came, low, as if it were still looking for a place to rest.

Lena sat down.

She smoothed her skirt with a discreet gesture, crossed her legs, and rested her hands on her lap.

The usual ritual.

But with a different weight.

No one spoke for a few seconds.

The sound of the restaurant filled the space between them.

"You look…"

Her mother started the sentence.

She stopped.

Lena held her gaze.

"Good," she finally completed.

It wasn't a firm affirmation.

But it wasn't a denial, either.

Lena gave a light nod.

"Thank you."

The waiter appeared.

The interruption was almost a relief.

They ordered drinks.

Water.

Wine.

Small decisions that gave them time to breathe.

When he left, the silence returned.

Different.

More conscious.

"So… the job," her father said, settling into his chair.

"Yes."

Lena took her glass of water and had a small sip.

"I start in a few days."

"Is it good?"

"Yes."

Her voice remained stable.

"It’s a large company. The position is administrative, but with room for growth."

Her father nodded.

Processing.

"And you’re moving?"

"Yes."

She didn't hesitate.

"I’m looking for something nearby."

Her mother observed her intently.

Her eyes traveled over her face, her hair, her posture, as if she were trying to assemble a new image from familiar pieces.

"Are you going to live alone?"

"Yes."

The word stood clear.

Direct.

The waiter returned with the drinks.

He placed them on the table.

Another pause.

Another small breath.

"And…"

Her mother hesitated.

"Is this… permanent?"

The question held no harshness.

It held uncertainty.

Lena set down her glass.

She looked at them both.

"Yes."

Her father crossed his hands on the table.

"It’s… a lot to process."

"I know."

Lena didn't lower her gaze.

"It was for me, too."

The silence that followed wasn't empty.

It was full of thoughts left unsaid.

"Since when… have you felt this way?" her mother asked.

Lena took a breath.

She didn't go into every detail.

"For a long time. I remember putting on your clothes in secret, and when I grew up, I bought my own. It just kept growing more and more—clothes, then heels, wigs, makeup..."

She didn't mention names.

She didn't mention places.

Only what was necessary.

Her father nodded slowly.

"And at work… everyone…"

"Will know me as Lena."

The sentence came out simple.

Direct.

Her mother blinked.

"And there weren't any… problems?"

"No."

Lena held the answer.

"Everything was normal—more than I expected, to be honest."

The conversation moved forward like that.

With pauses.

With measured phrases.

With questions that approached and then retreated.

No one raised their voice.

No one broke the tone.

But the effort was visible in every gesture.

In every glance.

In the way her father avoided looking at her for too long at a time.

In how her mother would observe her again every few minutes, as if she needed to confirm she was still the same person.

Midway through dinner, Lena shifted.

"I’m going to the restroom."

She stood up.

She smoothed her skirt with a soft gesture.

She took her bag.

And she walked.

Her steps were firm, natural, the sound of her heels marking a steady rhythm. Her body moved with that cadence that now belonged to her—without exaggeration, without trying to stand out.

But it was noticed.

As she passed between the tables, a few gazes lifted.

Men who were talking amongst themselves and, for a second, followed her with their eyes.

Not invasively.

But clearly.

Interested.

One of them gave a slight nod as she passed.

Another stopped speaking for an instant.

Nothing explicit.

Everything evident.

Lena felt it.

She didn't change her pace.

She didn't look away.

She kept going.

At the table, her parents saw it too.

The silence between them shifted shape.

Her mother looked out of the corner of her eye.

Then at her father.

He made a slight, almost imperceptible gesture.

A sharp exhale through his nose.

It wasn't a smile.

But it was close.

There was something in that moment.

Something unexpected.

They weren't just seeing their child.

They were seeing how the world saw her.

And that… stirred something in them that was hard to name.

When Lena returned, the air was different.

Not completely relaxed.

But less rigid.

She sat down.

Her parents looked at her.

This time, with a slightly different kind of attention.

"What is the place like where you’re staying now?" her mother asked.

The question was more personal.

Less defensive.

"It’s quiet. A hotel. I’m there while I organize everything."

"And… are you okay?"

Lena nodded.

"Yes."

Her father stepped in.

"Do you need help with the move?"

The offer was simple.

Direct.

Lena looked at him.

"Maybe with the transport, once I have the place."

He nodded.

"Of course."

The conversation began to move with more fluidity.

There was still caution.

But there was also intent.

"And what kind of clothes do you need for the job?" her mother asked.

Lena looked down for a second, a faint smile appearing on her lips.

"Formal… I already have a few things."

Her mother nodded.

"We can look at that together if you’d like."

The proposal hung there.

Without pressure.

But open.

Lena accepted it.

"I’d love that."

Time passed.

The plates arrived.

They were cleared.

The words flowed a bit more.

There were no grand declarations.

No complete resolutions.

But there was progress.

Small.

Real.

When they asked for the check, the silence returned for an instant.

Not awkward.

Just conscious.

They stood up.

The moment of goodbye felt different from the arrival.

More contained.

Less tense.

Her mother approached first.

She hugged her.

Carefully.

As if she were still measuring the gesture.

Lena responded.

Without hesitation.

Her father approached next.

The hug was brief.

But it was there.

"Take care of yourself," he said.

"Thank you for coming."

They stepped apart.

They looked at each other.

There were many things that weren't resolved.

But they weren't broken, either.

Lena took a step back.

She adjusted the bag on her shoulder.

"I'll see you."

"Yes."

She turned.

She walked toward the exit.

The sound of her heels marked the rhythm once more.

This time, without the same weight in her chest.

As she crossed the threshold, the night air greeted her.

She breathed.

Slowly.

Deeply.

Not everything was perfect.

But it wasn't wrong, either.

And for now, that was enough.
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Chapter 12: New Life

The key turned with a sharp click.

Lena pushed the door open with her shoulder, balancing one of the boxes in her arms. The hollow sound of empty space greeted her before anything else. There was no furniture yet, only the soft echo of her own footsteps and the light pouring in from a wide window at the far end.

She set the box on the floor.

She breathed.

The air had a neutral scent, barely touched by fresh paint and a thin layer of dust. She closed the door behind her carefully, as if the gesture sealed something more than just an entrance.

She stood still for a second.

Looking.

It was small.

A living area connected to the kitchen, a short hallway leading to the bedroom and the bathroom. Nothing particularly striking, but everything clean, orderly, and available.

She walked slowly.

Her heels resonated more than usual against the bare floor. She stopped by the window and rested her hand on the glass. The light entered clearly, drawing a warm stripe across the ground.

"It’s mine…"

The phrase came out as a whisper.

There was no one there to hear her.

And that… felt good.

She went back to the door, opened it again, and began moving in and out with suitcases and bags. The movement gave the space a rhythm, filling it with presence.

When she finished, the apartment was no longer empty.

There were things.

Her things.

She sat on one of the boxes, exhaling.

Then she began.

She opened the first suitcase.

The clothes appeared, folded with care. Her fingers traced the fabrics, recognizing every piece. She took a blouse, held it up for a second, and then walked toward the closet.

She opened it.

Empty.

She hung the garment.

The gesture was slow, almost ceremonial.

One after another, she began to fill the space.

Skirts.

Blouses.

Dresses.

Colors, textures, and shapes that settled in without hiding. There was no need to separate, to conceal, or to justify. It all went in there.

Visible.

Her own.

When she got to the shoes, she paused.

She took them out of a box, lining them up on the floor first.

Heels.

Many of them.

High, low, stiletto, block.

Black, beige, some with a discreet shimmer.

Lena looked at them a moment longer.

A faint smile appeared on her lips.

"At what point did I…?"

She didn't finish the sentence.

She didn't need to.

She tucked them carefully into the closet.

The space began to take shape.

She stood up.

She stepped out of her shoes.

She let her feet touch the floor directly.

The cold contact ran through her body with immediate clarity.

She walked like that.

Barefoot.

Sensing every step, every surface.

She moved through the living room, then toward the bedroom. She tested the bed, sitting first, then letting herself fall backward.

The ceiling was different.

The light entered in a new way.

She turned her head to the side.

Silence.

No one else.

She stood up.

Went to the bathroom.

The mirror greeted her.

Different.

Not because of the reflection.

Because of the context.

She moved a little closer.

Her fingers rose to her hair, smoothing it gently. Then they slid down her neck, lingering for a second on her collarbone.

She looked at herself.

Longer.

Stiller.

There was no rush.

No interruptions.

No need to think about how she was being perceived.

Just… being.

Her lips curved slightly.

Not in a wide smile.

In something more contained.

More intimate.

She stepped away.

The day continued with small tasks.

Organizing.

Cleaning.

Moving things.

By the time night fell, the apartment already held a different energy. It wasn't completely furnished, but it was inhabited.

Lena sat on the floor, leaning her back against the wall, looking around.

Her space.

She took a deep breath.

The start of the job arrived quickly.

The morning of the first day began before the alarm even sounded. Lena opened her eyes with a clear sensation in her body. Not overwhelming nerves, but a distinct kind of focus.

She got up.

She walked to the closet.

Her fingers moved with purpose this time. She chose a blouse, a clean-cut skirt. The combination appeared without much doubt.

She dressed.

She adjusted every part with care.

The makeup was precise.

Not too much.

Her hair was styled softly.

The heels completed the ensemble.

She looked at herself.

She held the image.

She gave a slight nod.

She grabbed her bag.

She walked out.

The commute was quiet.

The city in motion, people in a hurry, constant noise. Lena walked through it all with a light tension in her chest, a sharper awareness of every step.

She arrived.

The building was already familiar to her.

She entered.

The greeting at reception was natural.

"Good morning."

"Good morning, Lena."

Her name.

Without a pause.

Without any strange emphasis.

She went up.

The workspace was humming with activity. Screens glowing, conversations in progress, the rhythmic clicking of keyboards. It was an environment that didn't stop to observe her.

And that helped.

She introduced herself. She offered greetings. She received smiles and simple comments.

"Welcome."

"If you need anything, just let us know."

She sat at her station. Turned on the computer. And began.

The tasks were clear. The processes were, too. Her hands moved with confidence across the keyboard. Her focus narrowed on what was in front of her. Time began to flow.

A coworker approached mid-morning.

"Has anyone explained the system to you yet?"

"Yes, but I'm still getting the hang of it."

"It’s easy. You’ll have it down in a couple of days."

The conversation was light. Natural. Nothing out of place. Lena responded effortlessly. Shortly after, she found herself explaining something, pointing at the screen, organizing ideas with clarity.

There was no sense of being in a costume. There was no weight behind every word. Just work.

At one point, a thought flashed by. What if someone notices something?

The idea appeared and then vanished. There were no signs. No one looked at her differently. No one doubted. The day progressed. Upon leaving, her body was tired, but her mind… satisfied.

Her phone vibrated as she walked. Nick.

"How was your first day?"

Lena gave a faint smile.

"Good. Better than I expected."

The reply came quickly.

"I’m glad. I knew you’d do great."

There was nothing else. Nothing else was needed. She put the phone away and kept walking.

That night, Valeria appeared in the room with a determined smile and a bag full of possibilities.

"We’re going out," she said, leaving no room for doubt.

Lena didn't hesitate for a second.

"Yes."

The preparation became an intimate, flirtatious ritual. Valeria took total control, like a good friend who enjoys watching the other shine.

"I want you to feel beautiful tonight, stunning," she murmured while opening the closet. "None of that serious clothing. Tonight, you are going to be pure temptation."

Valeria chose an extremely provocative black and red lingerie set for her: a semi-sheer lace bra that barely contained her breasts and a thong with rhinestone details that shimmered with every movement. The fabric brushed against her sensitive skin, making her nipples harden visibly.

Lena observed herself in the mirror and smiled. The pink cage was perfectly framed by the lace, like a secret visible only to those who knew where to look.

Then came the dress: short, form-fitting, with a plunging sweetheart neckline and a skirt that ended very high on her thighs. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin. Valeria helped her with the zipper, her fingertips grazing Lena’s bare back.

"Perfect," she whispered near her ear. "You’re going to drive everyone crazy tonight."

They completed the look with black back-seam stockings, subtle garters, and towering red stilettos that elongated her legs spectacularly. Valeria applied her makeup with care: intense smoky eyes, glossy red lips, and a touch of gloss that made them look damp and inviting. She let Lena's hair down in loose, sexy waves.

When they were finished, Lena looked in the mirror and turned slowly. She felt powerful, desirable, and completely in her element.

"I don't miss anything from before," she confessed in a low voice, almost to herself. "This… this is me."

Valeria smiled warmly and hugged her from behind, resting her chin on Lena's shoulder.

"I know. And it looks spectacular on you. Let’s go have some fun."

The bar welcomed them with its warm atmosphere, thick with promise. Pink and violet neon lights swept across the floor, the music carried a sensual beat, and the air smelled of perfume, alcohol, and desire.

Lena let herself go from the very first moment. Her body found the rhythm with ease. Her hips moved fluidly, her hands traced the air with grace, and her short skirt lifted slightly with every turn, revealing the lace of her stockings. She felt free, flirtatious, and very aroused.

The glances weren't long in coming. Intense. Appreciative. Lena held them with a playful smile, without a trace of tension.

A young man with dark brown hair and a seductive smile approached with confidence.

"Will you dance with me?" he asked, extending his hand.

Lena tilted her head coquettishly.

"Of course."

They moved close on the floor. At first, the contact was light: his hands on Lena’s waist, hers on his shoulders. But soon their bodies pressed tighter. His heat against her chest, the friction of their hips. Lena felt his erection pressing against her belly, and it set her on fire.

"Do you come here often?" he murmured near her ear, his voice raspy.

"Sometimes… when I need to feel desired," Lena replied with a wicked smile.

He laughed softly and slid a hand down her back until it rested just above her buttocks. He pulled her closer. They danced pressed together, moving to the slow, sensual rhythm of the song. Lena let her lips brush against his neck, inhaling his scent.

Suddenly, he tilted his head and kissed her. It was a slow, deep kiss, full of intent. His tongue sought hers calmly, exploring. Lena responded with enthusiasm, surrendering to the kiss while their bodies continued to move. One of his hands slid up her thigh, stroking the skin above the stockings, climbing dangerously close to her skirt.

Lena moaned softly against his mouth. She loved being seduced like this: the way he took control, how his hands traveled over her with desire, how he kissed her as if he wanted to devour her. She felt feminine, desired, and completely submissive to the attraction of the moment.

"You’re very hot tonight," he whispered in her ear, gently biting her earlobe. "I feel like taking you somewhere more private."

Lena smiled wickedly and kissed him again, more intensely, brushing her body against his without shame.

Valeria, from the bar, watched the scene with an amused and approving smile. When Lena looked at her for a second, Valeria winked, took another guy's hand, and whispered something in his ear before disappearing into the crowd.

"Go and have fun, baby," that wink seemed to say. "I have plans, too."
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Chapter 13: Lena, Point of No Return

The door clicked shut behind them, the sound nearly swallowed by the shared breath that filled the small apartment. Lena didn’t turn on the light. There was no need. The city bled through the window in hazy flickers, barely illuminating their silhouettes. The boy hadn’t pulled away since they crossed the threshold. His hands were already at her waist, firm, sliding with a restrained confidence. Lena responded without hesitation, drawing closer, feeling the heat of his body sear through the fabric of her clothes.

The kiss returned. Slower than at the bar. More deliberate. Their lips met with a soft pressure that built steadily, exploring, recognizing. Lena tilted her head just enough to let the contact deepen, letting the rhythm set itself without haste.

His hands traveled up her back, pausing for a heartbeat at the curve of her ribs before sliding down again, tracing her with an intensity that forced her eyes shut. Lena let out a thin breath. Her fingers drifted along his neck, tangling into his hair, gripping him just enough to pull him closer.

They walked without breaking apart, stumbling slightly in the cramped space, laughing under their breath as they bumped against the edge of the table. Lena guided him toward the bedroom with small, sure movements, as if she already knew every inch of the path, even in the shadows.

The bed welcomed them without ceremony. The weight of their bodies sinking into the mattress, the soft rustle of sliding fabric, the brush of skin against skin.

Lena knelt before him with a playful, wicked smile. Her eyes shined with hunger as she lowered his pants slowly, as if unwrapping a gift.

"Mmm… delicious," she murmured, her voice sweet and teasing.

She took him in both hands, stroking him slowly, kissing the tip with soft, wet lips. Then she licked him from base to head, holding his gaze with that look of an obedient little slut she loved to wear. She took him into her mouth inch by inch, sucking with devotion, letting her tongue play around him as she moaned softly, vibrating against him.

She loved this. She was fascinated by it. The freedom of kneeling, of surrendering without shame, of being used and desired. This life belonged to her. Unleashing every craving, being a limitless little whore, feeling how they watched her, touched her, fucked her… it all made her feel more alive than ever.

"You’ve got such a good mouth," he groaned, gripping her hair gently.

Lena smiled around his cock and quickened the pace, sucking deeper, wetter, more frantic. She toyed with him with her tongue, pulling back to kiss him before taking him back in, never breaking eye contact, her gaze overflowing with pleasure.

When he was right at the edge, Lena pulled away with a flirty giggle. She grabbed a condom from the nightstand and rolled it on with skillful, sensual fingers, kissing the covered tip one last time.

"Now I want you to fuck me," she whispered, biting her lower lip.

She climbed onto the bed, turning her back to him and arching her hips, offering herself completely, the condoms and lube laid out. He entered her slowly at first, then with more force. Lena let out a long, sharp moan, arching her back, pushing back against him to feel him deeper.

"Yes… like that… use me," she gasped, lost in the heat. "I’m your little slut tonight…"

Every thrust filled her with a profound joy. This was her freedom. This was her. No guilt. No masks. Only pure desire, burning skin, and the delicious sensation of being exactly what she wanted to be.

The night unfolded between moans, soft laughter, and bodies meeting again and again, until exhaustion arrived like a slow, sweet wave. Lena lay back, her body still sensitive, her breathing returning to a calm rhythm. He was beside her, one hand resting on her abdomen.

She closed her eyes and let go, smiling into the dark.

For the first time, everything fit. And it felt perfect.

Waking up was different.

The morning light poured in with clarity, painting shapes across the walls, tracing the contours of the now-familiar room.

Lena opened her eyes slowly.

She didn't move at first.

She felt the light weight of the sheet over her body, the cool air on her exposed skin, the silence of the apartment.

She turned her head.

The bed was empty beside her.

There was no trace of discomfort in that.

Only continuity.

She sat up.

Her body responded with a pleasant heaviness, an echo of the night that still lingered in her muscles, in her skin.

She got up without covering herself.

She walked barefoot toward the window.

She pressed her hand against the glass.

She looked at the city.

She breathed.

The air filled her chest with stillness.

She went back to the bed.

She picked up her phone.

She held it without unlocking it for a few seconds.

A name surfaced in her mind effortlessly.

Adrian.

Not as a sharp image.

More like a sensation.

A memory that still carried weight.

She slid her finger across the screen.

She opened her contacts.

She found him.

She stared at the name.

Her thumb hovered just before touching it.

There was something there.

An impulse.

A curiosity.

A slight desire to know.

To close.

To open.

She wasn't sure.

Her lips pressed together slightly.

She breathed.

The moment held.

And then…

She locked the phone.

She set it aside.

He didn't disappear.

But he didn't drag her down, either.

She got up.

She went to the bathroom.

The mirror greeted her with the direct morning light.

Messy hair, skin marked by faint traces of the night, a tranquil expression.

She stepped closer.

Her fingers rose to her face, tracing the line of her jaw, sliding down her neck.

She observed herself.

Without correcting.

Without looking for someone else.

Simply… recognizing herself.

Her gaze refocused.

She stepped out of the bathroom.

She picked up her phone again.

This time, she opened her email.

She searched for the name.

Thomas.

She began to write.

The words flowed with a quiet clarity.

Gratitude.

Recognition.

A brief, but sincere mention of the impact that opportunity had made on her life.

She reread it.

She changed nothing.

Sent.

She left the phone on the table.

She walked toward the kitchen.

She made coffee.

The sound of the water, the aroma beginning to fill the room—small gestures that were already becoming part of her routine.

The phone vibrated.

A message.

Nick.

"How are you?"

Lena offered a faint smile.

She took her mug.

She replied.

"Good. Settling in."

The response came quickly.

"Glad to hear it. Would you like to go out sometime soon?"

Lena stared at the screen.

There was no pressure in those words.

Only a possibility.

Her mind didn’t fill with conflict.

She thought of him.

The way he spoke.

His calmness.

How she felt by his side.

Her fingers hesitated for a second.

Then they typed.

"Yes. I’d like that."

Sent.

She set the phone down.

She took a sip of her coffee.

She sat on the floor, leaning her back against the sofa, legs stretched out in front of her.

The warmth of the mug in her hands.

The silence of the apartment.

The light streaming in unobstructed.

She leaned her head back.

She closed her eyes.

Her body was relaxed.

No tension.

No questioning.

She allowed herself to feel it.

The comfort.

The presence.

The simple fact of being there, in that space, in that body, without needing to adjust a single thing.

After a few minutes, she stood up.

She walked toward the mirror in the living room.

She stopped in front of it.

The light enveloped her completely.

Her posture was natural.

Her shoulders relaxed.

Her hips aligned without effort.

She observed herself.

She didn’t seek validation.

She didn’t compare.

She didn’t try to fit into any preconceived idea.

She just held her own gaze.

A slight trace of a smile appeared on her lips.

Almost imperceptible.

She had traveled a path she hadn’t planned.

Step by step.

Decision after decision.

Some conscious.

Others inevitable.

And now…

She was here.

There wasn’t an exact line where everything had shifted.

There wasn’t a single, definitive moment.

But there was a certainty.

She hadn’t chosen to become Lena all at once.

But now…

She chose to stay.
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Afterword

If you’ve made it this far, then you already know… Lena was never meant to stay where she started. Some stories are about falling in love. Others, about becoming who you were always meant to be—slowly, irresistibly, and maybe a little dangerously. There’s something intoxicating about that moment when desire stops asking for permission and simply… exists. When identity is no longer borrowed, but claimed. And if, somewhere along the way, you felt a little thrill, a quiet curiosity, or even saw a reflection of something unspoken within yourself… then perhaps this story did exactly what it was meant to do. Thank you for letting Lena—and me—take you there.

With a knowing smile,
Sofia Bacon


Ready for a change of pace?

I think you’ll love these stories where the modern world becomes a playground for transformation. Be careful, though... in my stories, a new job or a simple favor for a friend can quickly end with a very different wardrobe and a total surrender to femininity.
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Elliot thought he was hired as an assistant, but his boss, Vivian, had a much more 'uniform' plan for him. Watch his systematic descent into becoming the most perfect, obedient maid

[START YOUR SERVICE HERE]
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When a winter storm leaves him trapped in a secluded cabin, he discovers that his host has a very specific hobby. To survive the cold, he must learn to become the perfect, silent, and beautifully dressed doll she’s always wanted.

[BECOME HER DOLL HERE]
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Career goals take a feminine turn in this story of workplace transformation. Sometimes, the best way to get ahead in the office is to embrace your softer, silkier side.

[APPLY FOR THE JOB HERE]
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What starts as a game in the bedroom becomes a total lifestyle change. Follow this intimate journey where love and lace go hand in hand, and surrender is the ultimate reward.

[SURRENDER TO HER HERE]
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Can't decide where to go next?

I have spent years crafting over 60 journeys of transformation, lace, and sweet surrender. Whether you crave the discipline of the Academy, the whispers of a magic spell, or the intimacy of a modern romance, my entire library is waiting for you.

[EXPLORE SOFIA’S FULL CATALOG ON AMAZON]
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