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Disclaimer

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

Important Notice:
Snowbound as Her Doll is an erotic psychological narrative that explores themes of forced feminization, crossdressing, domination, and identity transformation within an intimate, isolated winter setting. The story unfolds in a snowbound cabin where control, warmth, and subtle authority reshape desire, behavior, and self perception.

This book contains very daring adult material intended strictly for mature readers only, including but not limited to:

• Explicit erotic tension and sexual themes: Sensual scenes centered on dominance, submission, control, and psychological seduction.
• Forced feminization and gender identity transformation: The main character undergoes a guided but inescapable feminization process that is neither immediate nor gentle, involving mental surrender, behavioral conditioning, and aesthetic reshaping under a dominant female presence.
• Crossdressing and feminized presentation: Detailed focus on clothing, appearance, posture, and the erotic power of being dressed and seen as feminine.
• Psychological domination and power imbalance: The narrative emphasizes authority, manipulation, consent erosion, and emotional dependency within a private and personal relationship.
• Themes of surrender and obedience: Includes training through words, gestures, expectations, and unspoken rules that redefine identity and desire.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.

If you are drawn to soft sweaters against bare skin, whispered guidance by the fire, stolen glances in a snowy window, and the intoxicating thrill of surrendering masculinity to become her perfect doll, then welcome to Lucy’s winter refuge.


PROLOGUE

Jamie thought it would be simple: a few quiet days away from home, a mountain cabin wrapped in snow, too much wine, old jokes shared with his older cousin Lucy by the fire. No expectations. No pressure. Just warmth, laughter, and the comforting illusion that nothing in his life needed to change.

Then came the storm.

And the mistake with his luggage.

Stranded in white silence, with roads closed and no stores nearby, Jamie found himself with only one option left: accept Lucy’s help. Her calm solutions. Her clothes. What began as a temporary inconvenience quickly became something else entirely. Something softer. Stranger. More intimate.

Wearing what Lucy chose felt wrong at first. Embarrassing. Necessary.
And then… comfortable.

Each borrowed garment awakened memories Jamie had carefully folded away years ago. Games from childhood. Dresses that had only been pretend. Mirrors he was never meant to linger in. Feelings he had told himself were confusion, phases, accidents of youth.

But snow has a way of isolating the world, and Lucy has a way of noticing things others miss.

As the days stretch on and the cabin becomes its own universe, Jamie begins to realize that this Christmas isn’t about surviving a storm. It’s about surrendering to one. About discovering that some parts of yourself don’t disappear just because you grow up, and that sometimes the most dangerous traps are the ones that feel warm, playful, and impossibly kind.

This was supposed to be a holiday.

Instead, it became a beginning.


CHAPTER 1 — THE WHITE STORM

Christmas had always been a strange mix for Jamie Brook: warm lights, hot chocolate, decorated trees… and a constant feeling of not quite belonging anywhere. His family loved him, of course, but there was something floating between everyone, a kind of soft fog that always made him feel a little crooked, a little out of sync with the rest of the world.
That’s why, when Lucy, his older cousin—practically a sister—invited him to spend the holidays with her in a mountain cabin, Jamie accepted without thinking twice. Lucy was home without being home, affection without judgment, safe laughter. The last time they had seen each other, he was still in college, and she hugged him as if he’d grown up too fast, as if she wanted to straighten him back into place.
His mother adjusted his scarf at the station, tugging at it as if he were still ten years old.
“Take care of yourself, okay? And send pictures when you arrive.”
“Of course, there’s nothing to worry about, it’ll be fun to spend some good time with Lucy,” Jamie said, smiling, even though the knot of the scarf was choking him a little.
His father gave him a quick, awkward, warm hug.
“Have a good time. Don’t get into trouble and take care of that suitcase, please. You always lose it somewhere.”
Jamie laughed. “I’m not going to lose it this time. I swear.”
Oh, the irony.
The train arrived wrapped in steam like a beast breathing white breath, and Jamie boarded with that mix of excitement and nerves that traveling alone always gave him. He found a seat by the window, took out his phone, and waited a few seconds until the call connected.
“My baaabyyyy!” Lucy sang from the other side. She had that warm, slightly husky voice, full of energy, like she’d been laughing right before answering.
Jamie smiled immediately. “Hi, Lu. I’m already on the train.”
“Perfect. I’ll be at the cabin before you arrive. The heating on, the fireplace beautiful, everything very cozy. You just bring that frozen body of yours all the way here.”
Jamie let out a soft laugh. “I’ll try not to arrive frozen…”
“Mmm, I wouldn’t mind giving you a big hug and taking care of you like when you were a kid,” she murmured in a playful tone.
“Lucy…”
“What? One has to spoil her favorite cousin.”
“I’m your only cousin.”
“That’s exactly why. More energy for you.”
They had always had that dynamic: she teased, he blushed; she led, he followed, clumsy but happy.
“So where exactly is the cabin?” he asked as the train began to move.
“In a private complex. Lots of families spend Christmas there. There are frozen lakes, lights everywhere, and views you’re going to love. Besides…”
“Besides?”
“We’ll be able to drink together without anyone bothering us.”
Jamie smiled. “That does sound tempting.”
“You’d better arrive ready to hug me, huh?”
He laughed softly. “I always arrive ready to hug you.”
A brief silence. Warm. Familiar.
“Alright,” she finally said. “I’ll be waiting for you, Jamie.”
“I’m on my way.”
The call ended, but the echo of her voice stayed in his chest like a warm blanket.
The journey passed quickly. Outside, the snow began to fall in increasingly dense flakes, drawing white swirls against the glass. Jamie tried to focus on his music, on his book, on anything, but every so often Lucy’s image appeared in his mind: smiling, moving around the cabin, making hot chocolate.
The train stopped at the rural terminal where he was supposed to get off. The storm was worse than he’d expected: heavy snow, icy wind, a completely gray sky. He got off the car clutching his coat against his body… and then he saw it.
Or rather, he didn’t see it.
His suitcase.
It wasn’t there.
“It must arrive in the next car,” an employee said, sweating despite the cold as he searched among hundreds of lost pieces of luggage.
“It can’t be lost. It has to be here,” Jamie insisted, feeling his stomach tighten.
“Believe me, young man, on stormy days this happens. Leave us your number, we’ll send it to you as soon as it turns up.”

Jamie took a deep breath, desperate. His phone started vibrating: Lucy calling.
He answered.
“I’m already downstairs but… they lost my suitcase.”
There was a silence. Then Lucy’s voice, firm, decisive, almost musical:
“Jamie Brook, you are not going to stand there freezing over a suitcase. Get in a taxi and come right now. We’ll sort out clothes later.”
“But…”
“Jamie.” Her tone dropped, soft and dominant. “Come. You’re going to catch a cold.”
There was no room for argument. He always reacted to that tone as if someone had gently taken his face between their hands.
“Ok… I’m coming.”
He hung up, still nervous, gave his information to the terminal staff, received an unconvincing “we’ll find it,” and headed out toward the line of taxis.
The taxi was old, warm inside, with the smell of artificial pine. Jamie got in shivering, his hair full of snow.
“Bosquecito Cabins?” the driver asked.
“Yes, number… thirty-two,” Jamie said, trembling.
“Off we go. But get ready, young man: the storm is getting serious.”
The road was long. The city faded quickly, replaced by tall trees carrying snow as if they were used to supporting entire worlds on their branches. Christmas lights at the cabin entrances began to appear little by little: warm, flickering, almost magical. For a moment, Jamie let himself be carried away by the beauty of the landscape.
He remembered entire summers with Lucy: playing, getting into trouble, sneaking away from the adults to invent imaginary worlds. She always took the role of leader, of heroine, of witch, of queen… and he always ended up being the helper, the character she shaped according to the story.
Maybe that was why the feeling of seeing her again made him vibrate like this.
It was like returning to a place where he never had to decide anything.
Where he only had to let himself be led.
“First time around here?” the driver asked.
“Yes.”
“People usually come to spend Christmas with family. Lots of hugs, lots of photos, lots of tradition.”
Jamie smiled, looking out the window. “I… think it’ll be different this time. My cousin and I… well, we’re good at having fun.”
The driver laughed. “Well, hopefully the storm doesn’t leave you stuck inside.”
The road became narrower. The wind lashed the trees, the snow hit the windshield with increasing force. Jamie knew he was soaked under his coat, that his jeans were cold and stuck to his skin, that his boots were a mess. He felt the cold sinking into his bones.
When the taxi finally stopped in front of cabin thirty-two, the sky looked like a moving white wall. Jamie paid, took a deep breath, and got out, feeling a blast of snow straight in the face. He walked almost blindly toward the door, climbed the three wooden steps, and knocked with numb fingers.
The door opened after a couple of minutes.
And there she was.
Lucy Hart.
Beautiful. Radiant. Lit by the fireplace behind her, her loose hair falling over a red sweater that hugged every curve of her body. She smiled as if there were no storm outside, as if she had been waiting for that exact moment: him, soaked, trembling, completely at her mercy.
“My God, Jamie…” she said, but her tone wasn’t one of real concern. It was warm, soft, deliciously controlling. “Look at you.”
He swallowed, feeling melted snow run down his neck.
“They lost my suitcase… I’m sorry. I’m a mess.”
She rested a hand on the doorframe, leaning a little toward him, like someone examining something very closely.
“Come here.”
Jamie took a step.
She took his face between her hands, her warm palms contrasting with his icy skin.
“You’re shaking.”
“Yeah… the storm…”
“Shh,” she murmured. “You’re with me now.”
She pulled him inside. He went without resistance, feeling the warmth of the cabin hit him like a wrapping embrace.
Lucy closed the door behind them, and for a moment, they just stood there, looking at each other.
“You look adorable soaked,” she said with a mischievous smile.
“Lucy…”
“What? It’s the truth.” She touched his cheek with her thumb. “And now you’re going to let me take care of you. Okay?”
Jamie nodded almost without thinking, with that soft obedience only she could awaken in him.
“Good.”
Lucy bit her lower lip for just a second, a playful spark in her eyes.
“Welcome home, Jamie.”
The storm roared outside.
Inside, the heat was beginning to rise.


CHAPTER 2 — NO CLOTHES, NO WAY OUT

The entire cabin smelled of warm wood, cinnamon, pine, and something else… something that had always been uniquely Lucy’s: a subtle mix of sweet perfume and fireplace smoke. Jamie was still trembling, though he no longer knew whether it was from the cold of the storm or from the way his cousin was looking at him, as if every drop sliding down his neck were adorable to her.
“Shower.” Her voice dropped a tone. Warm. Firm. Close. “Now.”
He opened his mouth to reply, but she was already turning him around by the damp coat.
“Lucy…”
“In the back,” she ordered softly, lifting his arms without asking.
Jamie obeyed almost by reflex. There was something in that way of speaking that had always worked like a small internal key. By the time he realized it, she had already freed him from the coat, shaking the snow onto the floor without losing her smile.
“Go. Hot water. I’ll get everything ready here,” she said, nudging him very lightly toward the hallway.
Jamie laughed, resigned. “Always this bossy?”
The bathroom was cozy, filling with warm steam the moment he turned on the tap. He undressed with clumsy hands, feeling the wet clothes fall to the floor with a heavy sound.
When the hot water touched him, Jamie let out a soft moan.
“Ahh…”
The heat ran over his neck, his back, his arms, melting the tension from the trip. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and let the storm, the nerves, the lost suitcase… everything slide down the drain.
He stepped out of the shower when the mirror was completely fogged over. He grabbed the towel, dried his hair, his chest, his legs. His skin was red from the heat and a little from embarrassment too; he knew he was going to have to face the absurd situation of not having dry clothes.
There was a robe hanging on the door.
Jamie took it without thinking.
It was soft, thick, warm… and unmistakably feminine. It had narrow sleeves, a fitted waist, and a small embroidered floral trim that he tried to ignore as he put it on.
The fabric molded to him as if it wanted to hug him.
And he, still damp underneath, suddenly felt exposed.
But also strangely comfortable.
He took a deep breath before stepping into the living room.
Lucy was bent by the fireplace, adding a new log to the fire. The orange light bathed her, highlighting her long legs, the smooth line of her neck, the shine in her eyes. She slowly turned when she heard him.
And she looked him up and down.
“It looks cute on you,” she said, approaching with soft, almost feline steps.
“I didn’t have anything else,” he murmured, lowering his gaze.
“Hmm. Yes, I know.” Lucy crossed her arms and tilted her head like someone about to share a mischievous secret. “Because you didn’t bring clothes… and I don’t pack men’s clothes.”
Jamie blinked. “What do you mean you don’t?”
“For what? I usually travel alone. Besides…”
She stepped a little closer.
“Have I told you I’m exactly your size?”
Jamie froze, the robe clinging to his damp body and his throat suddenly dry.
“L-Lucy…”
“What?” Her smile was pure honey. “Don’t be dramatic. It’s just clothes. And you’re freezing.”
“I can wait until the terminal calls…” He knew it was a ridiculous excuse, and so did she.
Lucy raised an eyebrow with that expression she’d used since he was eight years old and refused to put on sunscreen.
“Jamie. Are you going to stay naked all night or are you going to accept my clothes?”
His heart pounded hard.
Part of him wanted to refuse. Another… another felt that sweet warmth he always got from obeying her.
And the cold was still in his bones.
“Alright… whatever you have,” he murmured at last.
“That’s what I thought,” she replied, turning away with a soft, charming sway of her hips.

She led him to her bedroom. Jamie followed behind, uncomfortable, nervous, trying not to look too closely at her things. But Lucy opened the top drawer and began pulling out clothes without any shame at all.
“Let’s see… I need something comfortable to sleep in.”
She took out a pair of soft cotton shorts, light gray, with a small pink bow on the front.
Jamie felt his stomach tighten.
Then a fitted white T-shirt with a pattern of tiny flowers.
And finally, a pair of long socks, mid-thigh, soft and warm. To top it off, as underwear, a pair of black boxers with a fitted cut, unmistakably feminine.
“This should work,” she said, turning toward him with the folded clothes in her arms.
“Lucy… that’s… very feminine…”
“And?” She smiled as if enjoying every shade of his discomfort. “No one else is going to see you. And I’d rather see you warm than blue from the cold.”
“I…”
“Jamie,” she interrupted, soft but unbreakable. “Trust me.”
He held out his hands. The clothes were light, soft, almost too pleasant to the touch.
“Thanks…” he murmured, looking at the floor.
“Go change. I want to see you stop shaking.”
Jamie had to look away, because the way Lucy was watching him made him feel like she was unraveling him from the inside.
He went back to the bathroom and changed slowly, his breathing uneven.
The shorts slid on with a strange softness. The fabric hugged his hips, his thighs, his warm skin.
The T-shirt fit just right, hinting at the contours of his torso without hiding him.
And the socks… oh, the socks slid up like a slow caress to the middle of his thighs, so soft that he shivered.
When he came out, Lucy was preparing something in the kitchen.
She turned. Saw him. Smiled immediately.
“How adorable…” she murmured, and he almost stepped back.
“What are you talking about?” he said too quickly.
“You. You look adorable.”
“Lucy…”
“Don’t be embarrassed,” she said, stepping a little closer. “This reminds me of when we played as kids.”
His eyes widened.
“Do you remember? I used to put my skirts on you and you never said anything because you just wanted me to keep playing with you.”
Jamie felt blood rush hot to his face.
“I-I didn’t think you remembered.”
“Oh, Jamie,” she whispered with a smile that was pure velvet, “I remember everything.”
His heart was beating so fast he could hear it in his ears.
Lucy went back to the kitchen as if nothing had happened.
She prepared dinner while he sat on one of the high stools at the counter, trying to ignore the delicious sensation of the socks against his skin, or the way the T-shirt traced his chest.
Lucy served, smiled, spoke to him softly, taking care of him as if he were a delicate guest.
They ate amid laughter, stories, memories. Lucy stroked his hair from time to time, without announcing it, without asking permission, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Jamie melted inside but pretended to be strong.
When they finished, she showed him the guest room.
“Come, sweetheart. You need to rest.”
He went in, still nervous.
Lucy opened the blankets and patted the bed.
“Sleep. Tomorrow everything will be easier.”
Jamie nodded.
She leaned down and kissed his temple, soft, warm, far too intimate to be a casual gesture.
“Good night, my Jamie.”
He stood frozen for a few seconds as she left the room.
At last he slipped under the covers, but his mind stayed lit up. The soft cotton of the shorts brushed his skin with every movement, the fitted T-shirt pressed against his chest in an intimate way, and the long socks hugged his thighs like a constant caress. Beneath the shorts, the black feminine boxers, snug, molded to his body, the elastic fabric outlining every curve with delicious pressure.
“This shouldn’t feel so good…” he murmured, almost embarrassed.
He felt strange. Warm. Too comfortable. The softness of the feminine clothing wrapped around him, awakening a tingling he couldn’t ignore. His trembling fingers brushed the fabric of the shorts, sliding along the sides, feeling the contrast with the boxers that held him tight right where his skin burned. He closed his eyes, breathing hard.
“I shouldn’t…” he whispered, but his hand was already sliding under the shorts, finding the black fabric that contained him. The brush of the lace against his skin made him shiver. He touched himself slowly, letting the friction of the boxers and the shorts guide him, each movement amplifying that forbidden sensation that made him tremble. The feminine clothing felt so… right.
A soft moan escaped his lips. The blanket covered him completely, like a warm cocoon. He didn’t want to name it, didn’t want to admit it, but he let himself go, touching himself until pleasure enveloped him, leaving him confused, satisfied, and secretly happy.


CHAPTER 3 — THE FIRST WARM HUMILIATION

Jamie woke with a soft jolt, like someone floating up to the surface from a lukewarm dream. For a moment he didn’t know where he was; the room smelled of pine, light vanilla, freshly washed sheets. Then he remembered. The cabin. The storm. Lucy.
And then he remembered the other thing: the clothes.
Everything in him tensed.
He didn’t know if it was embarrassment or something deeper.
He sat up slowly. The cold morning air ran over his bare legs, and a shiver climbed from his knees up to his neck.
God… the clothes were so soft.
Too soft.
He took a deep breath, trying not to think about how his body felt wrapped in such light fabrics.
He stepped into the hallway and walked toward the kitchen, guided by the smell of freshly brewed coffee. Lucy was there, leaning over the stove, her hair tied up in a messy bun and a sweater that revealed one bare shoulder.
The light from the window made her look like a Christmas postcard… with a dangerously charming edge.
She turned the moment she saw him.
“Good morning, Jamie,” she said with a smile so sweet it almost hurt. “You look adorable like that, just awake.”
He blushed immediately.
“Lucy… good morning. I slept really well.”
“I’m glad.” She handed him a cup without asking anything. “Come, sit. I made you breakfast.”
Jamie sat down, trying not to think about his bare legs brushing against the wood of the chair.
Lucy sat across from him, with that maternal but also deliciously dominant look she’d had since he arrived.
“Did you call the station yet?” she asked while he sipped his coffee.
“No… but I was going to do it after breakfast.”
“Do it now, sweetheart. Maybe they already have news.”
Jamie nodded. He took out his phone, dialed, waited.
His face changed as soon as he heard the answer.
“No… nothing yet? Yes… yes, I know, the storm… yes, I understand… please call me as soon as you know anything… thank you.”
He hung up.
He ran a hand over his face.
Lucy tilted her head. “Nothing, right?”
Jamie shook his head slowly. “Nothing… and it’s frustrating. I can’t walk around like this all the time. Besides, we had plans. And I looked online and…”
“And?”
“There aren’t any stores nearby. The few there are are closed for the season.” He sighed, defeated. “I can’t be in your clothes all week…”
Lucy rested her elbow on the table and looked at him with a disarming sweetness.
“Don’t feel bad.”
“But it’s weird… really weird.”
“Jamie.” Her voice took on that soft tone that ran down his spine like a finger. “It’s not a problem.”
Lucy stood up and walked around the table to him.
Placing a kiss on his hair would have been less intimate than what she did:
she poured him more coffee with a caressing delicacy, as if she were pampering him.
“You’re shaking again,” she murmured.
“It’s the cold…”
“Of course it’s the cold. Look at your legs, love… how could you not be cold in those shorts?”
Jamie swallowed.
She was right.
The worst part was that he couldn’t admit how much he liked how the clothes felt.
“Go take a hot shower,” Lucy said, stroking his shoulder. “I’ll leave another change of clothes in your room.”
“Lucy… everything you have is women’s clothes. And it’s weird to use your creams, your shampoo, your things…”
“No one is watching you.”
“But I do feel weird…”
“Jamie.” She smiled. “Don’t be silly. If it makes you feel better, you can think of them as neutral products. Besides…”
She leaned toward him, lowering her voice.

“ I prepared a bath in the tub. With relaxing salts. You’re going to love it, it was for me, but go ahead, you need it more than I do.”
A hot bath…
Relaxing salts.
It was impossible to say no.
And Lucy knew it.
“Alright,” he murmured, giving in. “Thank you.”
“Go,” she said, giving him a soft little tap on the back. “Relax.”
The tub was half full, steam rising in soft, scented curls. The water had a milky, luminous tone and smelled of vanilla, almond, and something floral. Jamie undressed slowly, feeling the cold air brush against his skin.
He stepped into the water with a long sigh.
The heat was almost an embrace.
He closed his eyes, sinking down to his shoulders, letting the water run over every part of him.
He remembered childhood games with Lucy.
She always convinced him to do things he would never have done on his own.
Putting on her hats. Her toy necklaces. Her dresses. Her shoes.
And he, embarrassed, always ended up laughing.
Because he couldn’t say no to Lucy.
Never.
He smiled faintly, feeling a warm flush in his cheeks.
“How stupid,” he murmured.
But when he opened his eyes…
Something caught his attention.
Floating in the water… something dark.
Many “somethings.”
Small.
Very fine.
Jamie frowned.
He lifted himself slightly in the tub.
Looked at his legs.
And screamed.
“LUCY!”
Quick footsteps were heard outside.
“Jamie? What’s wrong?” she said from the other side of the door.
“Lucy… what… what the hell happened? The tub is full of… of…”
“Of what?”
“HAIR! It’s full of my hair! My legs… my arms… everything! I’m completely… God!”
There was a silence.
Then Lucy’s voice, soft… too soft.
“Oh no…”
“Lucy!”
“Jamie, sweetheart… I think I forgot something.”
“What did you forget?”
“That those salts are a depilatory bath prototype. For women.”
“WHAT?”
“A friend gave them to me. They’re supposed to be super gentle… but… well… they work very well, apparently.”
Jamie covered his face with his hands.
His legs were completely smooth.
His arms too.
Everything.
Not a single trace of hair.
Nothing.
“Lucy… no… this can’t be…”
“Jamie, I’m really sorry.” Her tone was sweet, almost maternal. “I swear I forgot those weren’t regular refills. But… sweetheart… it’s not that big a deal.”
“How is it not that big a deal?!”
“It’s just some little hairs. They’ll grow back.”
“I… I don’t know… I don’t know what I’m going to do…”
“Breathe, Jamie. Please.”
Her voice was calming. Too calming.
“Finish your bath. Rinse off. And come out. I’ll take care of everything.”
Jamie took a deep breath, shivering more from embarrassment than from cold.
The door didn’t open. Lucy didn’t intrude. She just waited.
And that, for some reason, calmed him a little.
When he came out of the bathroom, wrapped in the towel, the new sensation hit him like a delicious shiver.
His skin…
It was smooth.
Extremely smooth.
Too smooth for a man.
The contact of the towel sent a shiver all the way down his spine.
“Ahh…” he let out unintentionally.
He bit his lip.
What was happening to him?
On the vanity were Lucy’s creams.
Moisturizer. Leg cream. Body oil.
He didn’t want to use them…
But his freshly hairless skin was begging for it.
He took some and slid it over his thighs.
His body reacted with a soft, involuntary tremor.
The cream was cool at first… then warm against his smooth skin.
The sweet scent enveloped him.
That made him blush.
It felt too good.
Too intimate.
Too… feminine.
“God…” he murmured, breathing deeply.
Jamie felt a strange tingling.
He moved forward slowly.
Stopped in front of the door.
His hand trembled a little.
He rested it on the doorknob, breathing in deeply.
Not knowing if he wanted to open it.
Not knowing if he should.


CHAPTER 4 — THE FORBIDDEN OUTFIT

Jamie opened the bedroom door with his heart pounding in his throat. He could still feel the new smoothness of his freshly hairless skin. He still wasn’t used to that sensation of warm exposure, as if every brush were a whisper.
The first thing he saw was Lucy, bent over the bed, adjusting a set carefully laid out on the sheets. She heard him come in, turned her head slightly, and gave him a smile that left him frozen.
“Perfect,” Lucy said, patting the final fold of the sweater. “You’re just in time.”
Jamie blinked. Then he saw the entire outfit.
And he lost his breath.
On the bed there was:
— a green lingerie set, panties and bra, both with black lace.
— a tiny pair of denim shorts, the kind that seemed made to show more leg than anything else.
— a pale pink turtleneck sweater, soft and fitted.
— a pair of black thermal stockings.
— and to top it all off, a pair of honey-colored boots, beautiful… and with heels.
Jamie raised his hands as if it were a terrible joke.
“No way. No chance. I’m not putting that on.”
Lucy didn’t even flinch.
She crossed her arms and looked at him with a patient, almost maternal expression, but with that warm edge that left him no escape.
“Don’t be ridiculous, Jamie. This is the most ‘masculine’ thing I could find among my clothes, given the situation.”
“Masculine?” he gasped, pointing at the bra. “Lucy, that’s lingerie!”
“It’s underwear and you need it,” she said with perfect seriousness. “And it’s very pretty, too.”
Jamie shook his head quickly. “No. I’m not wearing that. I’ll put on the clothes I arrived in. Or last night’s. Whatever.”
Lucy sighed, but not with frustration. It was that sigh of hers… the one that said she’d already had a strategy planned before he even started protesting.
“You can’t,” she said with firm sweetness. “I washed both. And they’re soaked. The weather isn’t helping, they’re taking forever to dry.”
“Lucy…”
“I wasn’t prepared to do laundry,” she added, shrugging with an adorably theatrical gesture. “Much less clothes that thick. I’m sorry.”
He opened his mouth. Then closed it.
He ran a hand over his face, desperate.
“This is ridiculous…” he muttered. “I can’t walk around like this.”
“Jamie,” she said, stepping closer, touching his arm gently. “It wouldn’t be the first time you’ve dressed like a woman.”
He almost choked.
“That… that was when I was a kid.”
Lucy smiled slowly, like someone savoring a memory.
“And also when you were kind of a teenager, you were so obedient back then… so sweet…”
He turned red immediately.
“Lucy…”
“Shhh.” She took him by the shoulders, very gently. “I’m not asking you to do anything bad. You have no clothes. It’s cold. And I just want to help you. It won’t hurt you. Okay?”
Jamie felt his resistance begin to loosen, the way it always did with her, ever since they were little.
Lucy knew how to talk to him.
How to touch him.
How to slip words into the exact gap where he could no longer think.
She smiled, caressed his cheek with the back of her fingers, and said:
“Take it easy. I’ll leave you alone. Try it on. And then we’ll talk.”
She gave him a quick kiss on the forehead, almost imperceptible but devastating.
And she left, closing the door with a soft click.
Jamie was left alone.
Alone with the bed.
With the outfit.
With his freshly hairless body.
With that strange tingling running over his skin ever since he’d stepped out of the bath.

He took a deep breath.
He approached the outfit like someone approaching a beautiful, dangerous animal.
First came the lingerie.
He held the green panties between his fingers.
They were soft.
Too soft.
A warm, light fabric that seemed to invite more than cover.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this…” he murmured, but his voice sounded weak even to himself.
He lowered his clothes, breathing nervously.
When he pulled the panties up, the fabric slid over his smooth skin like a warm tongue.
The pressure at his waist was light, feminine, delicious in a way that made him shiver.
“Oh…” escaped his lips, unbidden.
Then he took the bra.
The combination of his smooth skin and the texture of the black lace left him breathless.
He fastened the garment behind his back clumsily.
The bra hugged his chest far more gently than he expected.
Held him in a way that was… curious.
Intimate.
Almost dangerous.
Jamie avoided looking at himself too much.
He still had to put on the stockings.
The black thermal stockings.
The moment he slipped the tip of his foot into the first one, he felt a shiver of electricity climb up his leg.
“Ah…”
A small moan escaped before he could stop it.
The fabric tightened around his freshly shaved calves, climbing up while brushing, rubbing, caressing every centimeter of his new skin.
When it reached his thigh, he had to steady himself on the edge of the bed.
He put on the other one with trembling hands.
And when both were up…
His body reacted on its own.
It shuddered.
His abdomen tightened.
A strange heat rose from his thighs to his chest.
“What’s happening to me…?” he whispered, frightened and aroused.
Then he made the mistake, or the right choice, of looking at himself in the mirror.
There he was.
But not him.
Green lingerie with black lace hugging his soft, freshly shaved body.
Black stockings tracing a gentle curve along his thighs.
Shiny, smooth, delicate skin.
He didn’t look like a woman.
He didn’t look like a man.
He looked… beautiful.
Strange.
Sexy.
And confused.
His hands moved on their own.
He brushed his covered thighs.
Squeezed them a little, feeling the texture of the fabric.
The heat hit him like a punch.
“Ahh…”
Another moan.
Deeper.
Needier.
Jamie closed his eyes, rubbing his legs against each other, feeling the energy build beneath the lingerie, how his body reacted in ways he didn’t understand.
He brought a hand to the panties, barely touching.
He shuddered all over.
“G-God…”
Then…
A soft knock on the door.

“Jamie, love… are you okay?”
It was Lucy.
Jamie froze.
He jumped away from the mirror, rushed to grab the shorts, the sweater, everything at once.
He dressed clumsily, the stockings already on, the bra hidden beneath the fitted sweater.
The shorts slid up quickly, leaving a lot of leg exposed.
The boots were the hardest part; he almost fell trying to put them on without losing his balance.
He finished, panting.
Still warm.
Still trembling.
He opened the door.
Lucy was there.
Beautiful.
Serene.
Dangerously calm.
“Sorry for… taking so long,” he said, trying to make his voice sound normal.
Lucy looked at him.
From top to bottom.
Very slowly.
Analyzing every detail of the complete outfit on his body.
Her lips curved.
“You look beautiful, Jamie.”
He felt a direct blow to the stomach.
Set on fire.
Paralyzed.
Lucy leaned toward him.
She kissed his forehead, soft, sweet, intimate.
“Truly beautiful.”
And she walked away with a relaxed stride, as if she hadn’t left an emotional bomb behind.
Jamie stood rooted in the hallway.
The heat climbing from the stockings to his chest.
The bra snug against his skin.
Lucy’s words trembling inside him, like an echo he didn’t know how to silence.
Beautiful.
Beautiful.
Beautiful.
What did that mean?
What did what he had felt when he looked at himself in the mirror mean?
What did all of this mean?
Jamie swallowed.
He leaned against the wall.
Closed his eyes for a second.
He was conflicted.
Aroused.
Broken.
And completely incapable of understanding what he was living.
But the warmth was still there, soft and sweet, vibrating beneath the fabric.


CHAPTER 5 — THE AFTERNOON OF THE SECRET

The afternoon settled slowly over the cabin, filling it with a soft light that made everything feel like a dream. A warm, pink, impossible dream. Jamie walked down the hallway with short, awkward steps, trying to ignore the delicious sensation of the stockings caressing his legs with every movement.
It was as if the fabric breathed against his freshly shaved skin, as if it moved with him… or inside him.
He had put on the pale pink sweater quickly, trying to forget the lingerie underneath, but it was impossible. Every time he breathed, he felt the lace gently pressing against his chest. Every step was a sweet brush. Every small shift of his body was a reminder.
And it was tormenting him.
A subtle, shameful, intimate pleasure. Something he wasn’t supposed to be enjoying.
But it was there, burning and soft, slipping into his thoughts like hot steam.

Lucy called to him from the kitchen.
"Jamie, come here for a moment, I need help."

Her voice was a warm song, a call so natural that Jamie almost obeyed without thinking. He walked toward her with his heart racing.
Lucy was stirring a pot, her hair tied up in a high bun and her red sweater fitting her back in a way that was provocatively unintentional.
"Perfect," she said. "Pass me the knife and help me with the vegetables."

Jamie swallowed.
He tried to act normal.
But every time he moved, the combination of stockings, lingerie, and tiny shorts brushed his thighs like a warm whisper.
He chopped carrots, trying to concentrate.
But Lucy watched him out of the corner of her eye, attentive, soft, as if she were studying him.
And he felt it.
He felt that gaze like a finger running down his spine.

When they sat down to eat, it was worse.
Lucy placed two glasses of red wine on the table.
The light from the fireplace bathed the room, creating soft shadows on their faces.
Jamie moved his legs nervously under the table, feeling the gentle pressure of the stockings against his smooth skin.
Lucy watched him for a long moment.
A moment that was far too long.

"Why are you looking at me like that?" he asked, irritated by the feeling of being transparent.

"Because you’re beautiful," she said, drinking from her glass without looking away.

Jamie almost choked.
"Lucy, stop… I’m not a girl."

She raised an eyebrow with an elegance that was almost cruel.
"Sweetheart… with those clothes, that face, and such delicate behavior… how am I supposed to treat you, little cousin?"

Jamie almost dropped his glass.
"Lucy! Don’t call me that. I’m your cousin. Cousin."

"Of course," Lucy said in a tone that clearly didn’t believe it. "Whatever you say."

He clenched the napkin.
"You’re going too far…"

"Oh, really?" she murmured, leaning forward with the glass between her fingers. "And why do you take it so personally if it’s just a game?"

"Because…" Jamie lowered his gaze. "Because I don’t like how you’re treating me."

Lucy smiled as if that answer were exactly what she wanted to hear.
"Really?" she said, resting her elbow on the table. "Or do you not like that I notice it?"

Jamie frowned. "Notice what?"

"That you’re acting like a little girl."

He opened his mouth, indignant, but Lucy didn’t give him the chance.
She moved closer slowly.
Very slowly.
And placed her hand on Jamie’s knee.
The knee covered in stockings.
His smooth skin beneath shuddered.

Jamie felt an electric spasm shoot up his thigh to his chest.

“Lu-Lucy…”

“Relax,” she whispered.

He wanted to pull away.

He wanted to.

But his body didn’t obey.

Lucy’s hand was warm.

Determined.

Far too comfortable on his thigh.

“What are you doing…?”

“Remembering,” she said, with a soft, almost nostalgic smile. “Remembering when we played as kids.”

Jamie felt his toes curl inside his boots.

“You don’t…”

“Oh yes, I do remember,” she murmured, her fingers barely squeezing his thigh. “I’d put my dresses on you. My heels. I’d paint your lips with my pink lipsticks. You always let me do it.”

“We were kids…”

“And you loved it,” she said without blinking. “Do you remember the party at the neighbors’ house? When I made you look gorgeous in a blue dress and a bow in your hair.”

Jamie felt his stomach drop.

“Lucy… let’s not talk about that.”

“Why not? It was adorable.”

She leaned closer, bending toward him.

“So much that everyone saw you as a little girl. No one doubted it. Not for a second.”

Jamie clenched his hands in his lap.

“Lucy…”

“And do you remember,” she continued softly, “that a boy took your hand?”

Jamie lowered his head, completely red.

“Lucy, stop.”

“I’m not going to stop. Because you never told me that boy took you behind the shed… to kiss you.”

Jamie felt the blood drain from and rush back to his face in hot waves.

“How… how do you know that?”

“Because I told him myself.”

Jamie jerked his head up.

“What… what did you do?”

Lucy smiled with devastating calm.

“I told him your name was Jamie. That yes, you were my little cousin. That you loved dresses. That you were shy.”

Jamie brought his hand to his mouth.

“Lucy…”

“The boy took your hand knowing exactly who you were,” she continued, brushing Jamie’s thigh with a soft thumb. “He knew it was you… Jamie. And he still wanted to kiss you.”

Jamie felt a moan rise in his throat.

He held it back.

He tried.

But when Lucy squeezed his thigh, just barely, just a little…

The sound escaped.

A soft, small, humiliating moan.

“Ah…”

Lucy smiled like a cat.

“That… my little butterfly… that’s what I’ve always seen in you.”

Jamie instinctively squeezed his legs together.

But that only made the stockings rub against his smooth skin, and the moan he was trying to hold back almost came out again.

“Lucy, please…”

“There’s nothing wrong with you,” she said, leaning in until she was very close. “There never was. You were always a pretty little girl. And I’ve always been here to help you discover it.”

Jamie was trembling.

Literally.

“No… don’t say that…”

“Why not?”

“Because… because…”

“You don’t have to decide anything,” she murmured.

And she kissed his cheek.

Warm.

Protective.

The whole world seemed to stop for a second.

Then Lucy stood up as if nothing had happened, returning to the stove to continue preparing the food.

“Finish your plate, sweetie,” she said in a light, almost singsong tone. “The afternoon is long.”

Jamie stayed there, unable to move.

With his cheeks burning.

With his legs trembling.

With his skin sensitive, smooth, exposed.

And with the deep, burning, shameful feeling…

that Lucy was right.


CHAPTER 6 — THE TRAPPED HEELS

Jamie woke as if emerging from a thick, warm, delicious… and dangerous dream.
He opened his eyes slowly, first feeling the weight of the room’s lukewarm air, then the soft brush of the sheets against his thighs, and finally the pressure of lace against his chest.
The lingerie.
He was still wearing it.
His breathing quickened without meaning to.
The dream he had had remained as vivid as if he were still inside it: confused images of when Lucy dressed him as a child, of her laughter, of her hands fixing his hair, of the dresses she insisted on putting on him even when he said no…
And him laughing too.
Him letting it happen.
Him happy.
Waking up with that memory alive, warm… was like a caress that clawed at his soul.
"This shouldn’t feel this good..." he murmured, his voice trembling.
His hands, almost by instinct, began to roam over his body. First his thighs, feeling the extreme smoothness of his freshly shaved skin, so soft, so sensitive. He slowly moved up along his sides, brushing the green bra’s lace. When his fingers grazed the edge of the lace and, unintentionally, passed over one of his nipples, an electric current ran through his entire body, making him shudder with a muffled gasp.
"Ah..."
He squeezed his legs together tightly, rubbing them against each other, amplifying the heat growing between his thighs. His hands returned to his chest, sliding until they touched the bra directly. The soft fabric, the delicate lace against his hairless skin… it was all too perfect.
"It’s so soft..." he thought, as his fingers circled his nipples, first timidly, then with more determination. He pinched them gently, twisted them, squeezed them. Each touch sent waves of pleasure straight to his groin, where the panties held him with a pressure that drove him crazy.
The moans escaped without control: soft, feminine, shameful.
"Oh... yes..."
He lost himself in that sensation, squeezing his legs tighter, rubbing them rhythmically, while he played with his nipples until pleasure flooded him completely. He was enjoying it too much; it felt so right, so natural...
But suddenly, an inner voice stopped him.
"No... this isn’t right."
He pulled his hands away abruptly, breathing hard, his face burning with shame and arousal. He covered himself completely with the blanket, as if he could hide from himself.
He needed to get dressed before thinking too much.
He turned toward the clothes from the day before: the denim shorts, the black thermal stockings, the pale pink sweater.
He dressed slowly, feeling each texture more intensely than before: how the shorts brushed against his taut skin, how the stockings settled like a second skin, how the sweater hugged his torso with that soft warmth that seemed designed for him.
When he went down to the living room, he saw Lucy sitting on the couch, legs crossed, the steaming coffee cup between her fingers.
She didn’t say anything when she saw him.
She just watched him…
long, slow, delicious.
As if savoring every detail of the way he walked toward her.
After a sip, she finally spoke.
"Are you ready, doll?"
Jamie froze.
He literally stopped breathing for a moment.
"W-what… what did you say?"
Lucy smiled, tilting her head with provocative sweetness.
"I asked if you’re ready, doll."
Jamie felt his legs tremble beneath the shorts.
His heart beat so hard he could almost hear it.
"Yes…" he murmured softly. "Yes, I’m ready."
"I love that," Lucy said, setting the cup down on the table. "We have a lot to do today."

Jamie frowned, not understanding.
Lucy stood up, walked toward him, took his chin between her fingers, and forced him to look at her.
"I noticed you struggled with the boots yesterday," she said in a low, velvety voice. "You have to learn to walk nicely. Upright. Soft. With grace."
Jamie felt a rising heat that blurred his vision for a moment.
"Lucy..."
"Shh." She smiled. "That will be the first step."
She walked to the dining table and picked up a small stack of folded clothes he hadn’t seen before. She placed it on the armchair and spread each garment out.
Jamie felt an internal lash just from seeing them.
Another pair of denim shorts, darker, tighter.
A pair of nude-colored stockings, shiny.
A soft, vanilla-colored blouse, with a delicate cut.
And next to all of that…
a pair of high heels.
Black.
Elegant.
Sharp.
Jamie swallowed.
"No..." he said weakly. "Lucy, those are… very high."
"Yes," she said casually. "And they’re going to look gorgeous on you."
He shook his head slowly.
"Lucy, I… I can’t wear that."
"You can," she said, bringing the heels closer to his hands. "And you’re going to."
Her voice wasn’t aggressive.
It was firm.
Soft.
Invincible.
Jamie lowered his gaze.
His thermal stockings felt so warm.
His legs so exposed.
And the way Lucy was looking at him…
He couldn’t say no.
He sat down on the edge of the armchair.
Lucy took the nude stockings and handed them to him.
"Change," she said. "I want you to look good."
Jamie obeyed without thinking.
He took off the thermal stockings, trembling, feeling the cold air against his skin.
Then he put on the nude stockings, so soft they felt like they didn’t exist, so thin that his legs gleamed under the light.
Lucy sighed.
"Perfect."
Jamie swallowed.
And he put his feet into the heels.
They were high.
Very high.
His ankles trembled immediately.
"Lucy… I’m going to fall…"
"Not if I say you won’t."
She snapped her fingers. "Sit up straight."
Jamie did.
Lucy took something from the bag she had brought: black straps, soft leather, with small buckles.
Jamie blinked.
"W-what… what is that?"
"Accessories."
"Accessories for what?"
"So you don’t back out. So you learn. So you don’t take off the heels halfway through the day."
Jamie opened his mouth, alarmed.
"What?"
"Feet up, doll."
Before he could think, Lucy took his left ankle and adjusted the strap around it.
The leather closed with a soft click.
A thin chain passed beneath the heel, tightening.

Then she secured the other ankle.
And finally…
"Lucy, wait…"
A dry sound filled the air.
click
The lock.
Jamie inhaled sharply.
"Lucy! What the hell did you do?"
She stood up slowly, like a queen admiring her work.
"What I had to do," she said with a sweet smile. "Make sure you learn to walk properly."
"Lucy, I can’t take off the heels…"
"No. You can’t."
"Lucy!"
"Relax, sweetheart."
She caressed his cheek.
"It’s for your own good. Trust me."
Jamie tugged lightly at the heels.
Nothing.
The chains kept his feet trapped inside, forcing him to maintain his posture.
"I want to take them off," he murmured in a trembling voice.
"Not today."
"Lucy…"
"Don’t be dramatic," she said, walking toward the couch. "It’s training."
"Training for what?"
She didn’t answer.
She just smiled and turned on the television.
"Go make the food, darling. I’ll be here in case you need anything."
Jamie stayed seated for a second, paralyzed.
He felt his breathing rise and fall too fast.
His legs were shaking.
Every movement made the heels tilt dangerously, forcing him to keep the correct posture so he wouldn’t fall.
"Come on," Lucy said without looking at him, taking a sip of coffee. "It’s the kitchen. It’s not far."
Jamie swallowed.
He stood up.
The heels lifted him so high that his balance wavered.
But the lock…
The chain…
The straps…
Everything forced him to stay in them.
His first step was clumsy.
The second, worse.
His legs were openly trembling.
His hips moved without meaning to, following the rhythm imposed by the height.
"Lucy…" he whispered, looking back.
She looked at him too.
Her smile was soft.
Perfect.
Inevitable.
"That’s it, doll. Very good. Keep going."
Jamie walked, feeling the floor pull away beneath the heels, feeling his thighs tense, feeling that every step was changing him.
He reached the kitchen just before losing his balance.
He placed his hands on the counter.
He took a deep breath.
He swallowed.
The training had begun.
And it was stronger than he had ever imagined.


CHAPTER 7 — BORN IN THE MIRROR

Hot steam filled the bathroom like a thick, perfumed, almost seductive cloud. Jamie closed his eyes and let the boiling water run over his smooth skin, that skin which now felt completely new, taut, fragile, deliciously sensitive. Each drop slid down his shaved thighs like a slow finger.
And he couldn’t deny that he loved it.
Two days had passed since Lucy had put him to the test with the chained heels. Two days of trembling steps, tense legs, forcibly softened hips, straight back, and that constant pull that kept him upright like a ballerina.
Two days feeling how the heels shaped his posture… and how his cousin shaped everything else.
The only moment when Lucy freed him from the heels was during the shower.
Only then could he stretch his feet, massage the aching arches, move his toes without chains.
"Ahh…" he exhaled, letting the sole of his foot relax under the water.
The pain was real, but of that strange kind that mixed with guilty pleasure.
A sweet pain. A pain that said: this is changing you.
When he finished, he stepped out wrapped in steam, the towel hanging from his waist.
The room was warm and silent… except for one detail that stopped him cold.
On the bed, Lucy had left a new set.
One that looked nothing like anything he had worn before.
Black lingerie with silver.
It shone under the light as if it had been made for a cabaret dancer.
More delicate, bolder, more… slutty.
Jamie swallowed.
Just looking at it made his skin prickle.
And his skin, smooth as silk, responded to any stimulus with a new intensity.
Next to the lingerie were more clothes:
— A navy blue pleated skirt, short, very short.
— A beige sweater of soft knit, with a wide neckline.
— New thermal stockings.
— And once again… the black heels.
With their shackles.
Their chains.
Their small padlocks.
Jamie sat on the edge of the bed, breathing deeply.
He knew what was coming.
He knew he couldn’t refuse; a part of him no longer wanted to refuse.
He put on the lingerie first.
The fabric slid over his skin like a forbidden caress.
"Oh…" he murmured without meaning to, squeezing his thighs.
The bra wrapped around his chest as if claiming it.
The panties settled over his trapped groin, soft, tight, humiliating.
Then the thermal stockings, and each time he pulled them up his legs, an electric shiver ran up his spine.
When he finished, he looked at himself in the mirror.
He looked… different.
Almost dangerous.
A more brazen version of himself.
A version he didn’t know whether to hate or adore.
He put on the skirt.
The sweater.
The heels waited until the end, like chains that knew they would win.
Lucy was in the living room, surrounded by a small collection of cosmetics: brushes, shadows, foundations, sponges, eyeliners, lipsticks.
She looked like an artist in her studio.
"Perfect, you’re right on time," Lucy said without looking up.
Jamie walked toward her in heels, still clumsy, still trembling.
But Lucy looked him up and down with a satisfaction so pure it almost hurt.
"Come, sit here, darling."
Jamie obeyed.
Lucy took his hands and clicked her tongue.

"I can’t believe how soft your skin is… perfect. Let’s get to work."
She took out a small case.
"Let’s start with the nails."
Jamie wanted to protest, but his voice wouldn’t come out.
Lucy took his hands delicately and began to file, paint, decorate.
Scarlet red.
Tiny rhinestones along the edges.
A feminine luxury that made Jamie’s hands look like… a girl’s hands.
"Lucy…"
"Shhh," she said with a smile. "Trust me."
When she finished, Jamie barely recognized his own fingers.
They looked elegant.
Sharp.
Irreversible.
"Now, pay attention," Lucy said, bringing a soft brush closer to his face. "Because you’re going to need to practice."
Jamie swallowed as she began to apply the foundation.
The warm brush caressed his cheeks as if she were painting him from the inside.
The contour shaped a softness he hadn’t known he had.
The blush, pink and tender, made him look younger, more fragile.
"In winter, blush is used a lot," Lucy explained. "It makes you look sweet. Kissable."
Jamie felt a tremor run through his chest.
"The lips…"
Lucy held up two options. "Matte or gloss?"
"I… I don’t know…"
"Gloss," she decided. "I want to see them shine."
Jamie let her line and fill them in, and the pink shine made him look…
tempting.
Burning.
Like someone who could make a man blush just by biting his lip.
"Now the eyes," Lucy said, taking shadows in earth and gray tones. "This will be tricky, but you’ll learn."
Jamie tried not to blink while she blended colors, softened edges, defined.
But when it came to the eyeliner…
"This is hard…" he murmured.
"I know," she said, leaning closer. "Let me help you… pretty."
Jamie held his breath while Lucy made a firm, perfect stroke.
It was as if the eyeliner transformed his eyes into someone else’s.
Someone more confident.
Bolder.
And then came the false lashes.
"Oh, no—" Jamie said, opening his eyes wide.
"Yes," she said gently. "You’re going to look beautiful."
He felt Lucy’s hand steady his chin as she fixed the lashes onto his lids.
When she finished…
Lucy stepped back.
She smiled.
She held out her hand.
"Come. I need you to see yourself."
Jamie walked carefully toward the large mirror in the living room.
And his world stopped.
The girl looking back at him from the mirror had long lashes, glossy lips, pink cheeks, big, defined eyes.
The navy blue skirt made his legs look endless.
The beige sweater caressed every new curve.
The silver lingerie shaped a soft, sweet body.
It wasn’t him.
But it wasn’t someone else either.
It was… him.
Turned into something beautiful.
"Lucy…" he murmured in a trembling voice. "I… I can’t… I’m…"
"You’re beautiful," Lucy said behind him, placing her hands on his shoulders. "You’re perfect."

Jamie felt his eyes moisten.
Lucy took her phone.
"Lucy, no!"
"It’s just for us," she said with a calm smile. "Promise."
She took a selfie with him.
Jamie appeared on the screen: glossy lips, soft expression, huge lashes, short skirt.
He almost fainted.
"Now some of just you," Lucy said, stepping back.
"Lucy, I can’t…"
"Of course you can. Look at me."
Jamie looked at her.
Lucy raised the phone.
"That’s it, Jenna. Pose for me."
Jamie froze.
"J-Jenna…?"
"Your name," she said with dangerous softness. "It suits you perfectly."
Jamie wanted to deny it.
He wanted to run.
But his lips did something different.
They smiled.
And Lucy took the first photo.
Then another.
And another.
Jenna posed without thinking: tilting her face, touching her hair, bending her knee, biting her lip.
Lucy said "that’s it," "like that," "how beautiful," "my little Jenna," "perfect."
And Jenna obeyed.
As if it had always been this way.
As if she had waited her whole life for this mirror.
This makeup.
These stockings.
This voice.
This name.


CHAPTER 8 — INTO THE WORLD, DOLL

The morning had been born pale and luminous, with a layer of fresh snow coating every tree, every trunk, every stone, as if the entire forest had dressed itself for her. For Jenna.
Because there were no longer any doubts inside her: she did not wake up as Jamie. She did not feel like Jamie.
The soft skin beneath the blankets.
The lingerie perfectly settled against her body.
The way she sat, the way she breathed, the way she moved her fingers.
Everything was Jenna.
And Jenna was beautiful.
She stood up barefoot, letting the cold wood of the floor caress the soles of her feet. She walked to the mirror and, with a trembling smile, looked at herself.
The clothes Lucy had left ready were adorable: lingerie in a soft tone, with lace hugging her freshly shaved skin; tight pearl-gray leggings that traced her legs; a thick, white, soft sweater, almost sweet; short denim shorts that defined the line of her thighs; and tall boots, dark brown, with a small heel that she already handled with a certain ease.
There was no more resistance.
There were no questions.
There was none of that knot of guilt from the first days.
There was only a sweet, warm, deep need.
To be beautiful.
To be Jenna.
Calmly, she began to get dressed.
The lingerie slid over her skin as if it recognized her.
The leggings hugged her legs and she sighed, delighted by the sensation.
The shorts marked the soft curve she had learned to love.
The sweater covered her shoulders with tenderness.
The boots, when she fastened them, made her feel upright, elegant, light.
Then came the makeup.
Jamie would have been a disaster.
But Jenna had been practicing for a week.
And now she could do it.
Light foundation.
Soft contour.
Winter blush, pink and warm.
Firm eyeliner, still imperfect but much better.
Pink gloss that made her lips shine like candy.
When she finished, she took a deep breath.
"Hi," she whispered to her reflection, feeling a sweet ache in her chest. "I’m Jenna."
The word made her shiver.
She went down to the kitchen with soft steps, almost dancing, the small heel tapping sweetly against the wood. Lucy was sitting in the living room, drinking coffee, looking out the window.
She turned when she heard her enter.
She looked magnificent.
Proud.
The owner of something she had created with her own hands.
"Well…" Lucy said, looking her up and down with those warm, dangerous eyes. "Look at you."
Jenna lowered her gaze, blushing.
"G-good morning."
Lucy smiled.
"Good morning, doll."
The word went straight in like a deep heartbeat. Jenna squeezed her legs together, feeling how the lingerie fit deliciously.
She headed toward the kitchen to prepare breakfast, but Lucy raised her hand.
"No, sweetheart. You’re not cooking today."
"No?"
"No." Lucy finished her coffee and stood up. "Today we’re going to have breakfast down the mountain."
Jenna felt her heart stop.

"What? Go out? Like this?"
Lucy narrowed her eyes with firm tenderness.
"You’ve spent a week dressed beautifully. A week learning. A week without calling the station because you’re no longer waiting for anything. And I’m not going to let you spend your vacation without daring to step outside this cabin."
"Lucy, I can’t go out like this…"
"You can," she said, taking her hands. "And you will."
Jenna swallowed.
"I… I don’t know if I can… what will people say…"
"People are going to see a beautiful girl having breakfast. That’s all."
Jenna felt her chest flip.
Beautiful?
Girl?
"But—"
"My love." Lucy took her face between her hands. "You’re perfect. Do you hear me? Perfect. I’m going with you. I won’t let go of you."
Jenna breathed shakily.
"Do you really think… that I can?"
Lucy smiled.
"Doll, when we walk in, no one is going to doubt it for a second."
That was the final blow.
The door that fully opened.
The push Jenna needed to stop walking like Jamie and start floating as herself.
"Okay…" she whispered. "Let’s go."
The walk down the mountain was an exercise in pure adrenaline. Jenna squeezed Lucy’s hand tightly as the heels sank slightly into the packed snow of the prepared trail.
Every time someone passed in the distance, Jenna held her breath.
But no one looked at her strangely.
No one frowned.
No one pointed.
On the contrary.
An older man passing with his wife smiled at them.
A woman in a white hat greeted them with a kind gesture.
A group of young people heading to ski didn’t even turn to look at her; they seemed to see her as just another girl.
And she was.
She was.
The small rustic restaurant was lit with warm yellow lights. The smell of freshly baked bread, warm wood, coffee, and hot chocolate.
When they walked in, Jenna felt like her heart was going to leap out of her chest.
"Lucyyy…" she murmured, sinking slightly behind her cousin.
Lucy interlaced her fingers with hers.
"Walk with me."
They went to a table by the window.
The waitress arrived smiling.
"Good morning, girls. What will you have?"
Never in her life had a single word nearly made Jenna melt.
Girls.
Plural.
Including her.
"I’ll have a cappuccino," Lucy said.
Jenna swallowed.
"Same for me," she said in a soft voice.
"Perfect, I’ll be right back."
Jenna waited until the waitress walked away, then leaned toward Lucy.
"Lucy… she called me a girl."
Lucy smiled, as if she had been waiting for exactly that reaction.
"And?"
"And… and she didn’t doubt it for even a second…"
"Of course she didn’t doubt it," Lucy said, caressing her hand. "Because you look beautiful. Because you move like a girl. Because you’re made up like a girl. Because you’re dressed like a girl. Because you are one."

Jenna felt an electric jolt run through her entire body.
From pride.
From fear.
From excitement.
From happiness.
While they had breakfast, several people greeted Lucy: casual neighbors from nearby cabins, acquaintances from the resort, kind people who crossed paths with them as if they were just a pair of cousins chatting about life.
No one treated her strangely.
No one looked at her twice.
No one asked anything.
Jenna relaxed.
She talked more.
She laughed.
She adjusted her hair naturally.
She even reapplied her gloss at one point, without thinking, as if she had been doing it her whole life.
When they finished eating, they left the restaurant.
Snow was falling softly, like white confetti.
The world looked bright.
Perfect.
Jenna wrapped her arms around herself, not from the cold but from contained emotion.
"Lucy…"
"Mmm?"
"I think that…" She smiled shyly. "I had fun."
Lucy looked at her.
Slowly.
With pure pride.
With that glint of satisfaction that only appears when a plan turns out even better than expected.
"I know, doll," she said, caressing her cheek. "And this is just the beginning."
Jenna shivered with a sweet tremor.
A delicious mix of fear and anticipation.
They walked back toward the cabin.
Jenna nervous.
Happy.
Radiant.
Lucy, for her part, walked like someone carrying a treasure in her hands.
Like someone who knows that what she has created is only just beginning to bloom.
Like someone already thinking about the next step.


CHAPTER 9 — THE CAGE, THE KEY, AND SURRENDER

Jenna walked through the living room with slow steps, trying to maintain the perfect posture Lucy had taught her. Toe, heel, soft hips, relaxed shoulders, delicate hands, lifted chin.
She knew she was being watched.
She knew every movement was being evaluated.
Lucy was sitting on the couch, legs crossed, her gaze fixed on her like a proud instructor.
But her eyes held that warm glow, that possessive glint, that guilty pleasure that made Jenna feel a tingling at the base of her spine every time she walked past her.
"That’s it," Lucy murmured very slowly. "That hip, doll… perfect."
Jenna felt the heat rise to her cheeks.
Since they had returned from the restaurant, Lucy hadn’t stopped watching her walk.
It was as if she wanted to memorize every change.
Every improvement.
When Jenna finished another practice pass, Lucy tapped her thigh, signaling her to come closer.
"Come here, sweetheart."
Jenna walked toward her.
The heel sounded delicate against the wood, a sound that had already become part of who she was.
Lucy took her wrist gently and stood up.
"Let’s go to your room."
The voice allowed no doubt.
It never did.
And Jenna followed her without thinking.
In the bedroom, Lucy closed the door behind them and crouched in front of Jenna.
Jenna’s heart jumped when she felt her cousin’s hands on her ankles.
"You’ve done a wonderful job," Lucy said as she worked the small buckles. "You can already walk in high heels without looking like a newborn fawn."
Jenna laughed shyly.
The laugh cut off when she felt the soft click, and suddenly… the chains stopped pulling.
Lucy slid the shackles off her feet.
A sigh escaped Jenna’s chest, involuntary, deep, so honest that Lucy looked up, surprised and delighted.
"Relief, hmm?"
Jenna nodded.
"Very much…"
Lucy smiled.
"Enjoy it, doll. But don’t get used to it."
Jenna blinked, confused.
"What… what do you mean?"
"I mean," Lucy said, standing up slowly, "that today I free you from the chains… but not from the heels."
"Uh…?"
"You’ll wear them most of the time. They make you look beautiful. They help you maintain your feminine posture. And besides…" She smiled with a mischievous glint. "They make you docile. Soft. Self-aware."
Jenna felt a rich, deep shiver.
"Lucy…"
"Shhh. This is only the beginning."
The word beginning left an unsettling and delicious echo in the air.
Jenna felt her breathing tremble.
Lucy walked toward the dresser, opened a drawer slowly, almost theatrically… and took something out.
Something small.
Pink.
Shiny.
And very obvious.
Jenna froze.

It was a chastity cage.
Lucy held it between her fingers as if it were a precious jewel.
"It’s time for a more important addition," she said in a soft voice, as if she were announcing a gift. "Something that will truly help with your feminization."
The word struck Jenna like a heartbeat.
Feminization.
She had felt the term floating in her mind for days, like a sweet perfume clinging to her skin. But hearing it like that, so direct, so decided…
It took her breath away.
"It won’t help with anything," Jenna murmured, stepping back half a step.
Lucy smiled.
A slow smile.
Cruel only in appearance.
Tender in intention.
"Oh, sweetheart… you know perfectly well what it is."
"I don’t—"
"Naughty," Lucy murmured, stepping a little closer. "Since when do you know what it’s called?"
Jenna felt her legs give out.
Her face burned.
Her lips pressed together.
Her fingers trembled against the skirt.
"I… I just—"
"Just nothing." Lucy laughed softly. "That shame of yours gives you away. You know about cages. You’ve read about them. They’ve made you curious for years. And now you’re going to wear one."
Jenna opened her lips to protest.
"It’s not optional," Lucy said before she could speak. "You’re going to put it on."
"Lucy, no!"
"Yes."
"This is too much…"
"It isn’t."
Jenna tried to stand her ground.
"I’m not going to put that on."
"Oh, of course you are," Lucy said, stepping close until she was inches from her face. "Because otherwise…"
She let the sentence hang in silence.
Luscious.
Dangerous.
Jenna swallowed.
"Lucy…"
"I have a lot of photos, doll. A lot."
Jenna’s eyes flew open, scandalized.
"You wouldn’t use them against me!"
Lucy caressed her cheek.
"Of course not, sweetheart… unless I needed to give you a little push. And you’ve always needed someone to push you. Since we were kids."
Jenna felt her heart pounding so hard it made her skin vibrate.
Lucy placed the cage in her hand.
"Put it on. You have five minutes. I’m not going to look, so you don’t feel too overwhelmed. But I want it on when I come back."
She turned and left the room.
The door closed with a soft click.
And Jenna was left alone.
She sat on the bed.
She looked at the cage.
Her breathing was an uneven sway.
Her skin tingled.
It was rigid.
Pink.
Beautiful.
Humiliating.
And she…
she knew how it worked.
She had read about them.
She had seen pictures.

She had felt curious.
That secret, dirty, exciting curiosity.
She would never admit it out loud.
But seeing it there, in her hands, with Lucy’s clear order pounding in her chest…
It was like holding a fantasy in solid form.
The instructions were next to the box.
She opened them.
Read.
Her fingers trembled as she prepared.
The process was intimate.
Humiliating.
Delicious and terrifying.
She tried to put it on…
and her body responded with an immediate, involuntary, almost desperate erection.
"No… no… not now…" she whispered, blushing.
The tight lingerie didn’t help.
The soft friction, the idea, the obedience…
She took a deep breath.
She contained the reaction.
She focused.
And in the end, with slow movements, she managed to fit the cage into place.
When the padlock made a dry, small sound…
something inside her closed as well.
And something new opened.
Jenna breathed deeply.
She stood up.
She got dressed: stockings, skirt, blouse.
Each garment made her feel more closed.
More contained.
More…
feminine.
When Lucy came back in, Jenna froze.
Lucy didn’t even have to look under the skirt.
She knew.
"Very good, doll."
She stepped closer and took the key from Jenna’s hands.
"W-what… what are you doing?" Jenna asked in panic.
"Putting it away."
"Lucy… give it back to me."
"No."
"Lucy…"
"Silence, sweetheart."
Lucy lifted the small key and made it jingle in front of her face.
"This," she said with a smile that mixed tenderness and dominance, "reminds you that you’re in my hands. That you trust me. That you’re surrendering."
Jenna swallowed hard.
"I’m your cousin…" she murmured weakly.
"You’re my little cousin," Lucy corrected, running a finger along her cheek. "And you’ve always needed someone to guide you."
The caress was electric.
Jenna trembled.
But she didn’t step back.
Lucy leaned in and whispered in her ear:
"And I promise you, beautiful… I’ll take you exactly where you want to be."
Jenna felt her knees weaken.
She didn’t understand how she had gone this far.
She didn’t understand why she didn’t run.
Why she didn’t scream.
Why she didn’t resist.
But she knew why she didn’t want to.
Because by this point…
being caged, in a skirt, in stockings, in heels…
being called doll…
being guided, shaped, controlled…
All of that was no longer a test.
It was a fantasy made real.
She was being feminized.
And she loved it.


CHAPTER 10 — THE BLUSH AND THE BROTHER’S NAME

Jenna was in her room surrounded by clothes, soft fabrics, feminine colors, textures that seemed to whisper caresses to her. Sometimes she thought Lucy had brought too many garments… as if she had planned it from the beginning.
As if she had known, even before arriving, that Jamie wouldn’t wear any of his own things.
As if she had known that Jamie was going to become Jenna.
And Jenna, without wanting to think about it too much, was happy in that role.
She took a couple of lingerie sets: one pink with white lace and another wine-red one with bolder straps. She held them against her chest, one and then the other, comparing colors.
The pastel pink dress she wanted to wear that night called for something tender… but also something that would make her feel irresistible.
And without realizing it, she walked down the hallway toward the living room while asking out loud:
"Lucy, which one do you think goes better with the pink dress? The pink one or the wine-red? Because the pink makes me feel sweeter, but the wine-red is tighter and…"
Her voice came out soft, syrupy, completely natural.
Jenna didn’t realize what she had just said.
She didn’t realize the image she was giving.
She was only thinking about the dress, the neckline, the heels.
But when she reached the living room…
She froze.
Lucy was not alone.
There were two young people sitting across from her: a smiling girl, with dark hair tucked under a wool hat, fair skin, pink lips…
And a boy.
The boy.
Tall.
Broad shoulders.
Brown hair with tousled strands.
Warm eyes, a deep brown.
A barely hinted smile.
A direct gaze.
Jenna’s blood boiled in an instant, racing across her soft skin like an electric current.
The silence grew thick.
Very thick.
Lucy looked up, completely calm, completely radiant in her silent control.
"Oh, Jenna, there you are," she said as if nothing were happening. "Come here, sweetheart."
Jenna couldn’t move.
The lingerie set was still in her hands.
In plain view of everyone.
The girl let out a short, friendly laugh, nothing cruel.
"Hi," she said. "I’m Mina."
Jenna swallowed.
Mina smiled and pointed at the boy.
"And this is my brother Ethan."
Ethan inclined his head slightly, not taking his eyes off her.
"Nice to meet you," he said in a low, deep voice that resonated inside Jenna’s chest like a soft blow.
Jenna wanted to speak, wanted to introduce herself, wanted to do something…
but all she managed was to clutch the lingerie tighter against her chest.
"I… I… sorry…" she whispered, feeling her face burn.
Mina raised her hands in a gentle gesture.
"Don’t worry," she said naturally. "You have beautiful lingerie. Really."
Jenna felt like her soul wanted to evaporate from her body.
"Mina," Ethan murmured without stopping his gaze, with an almost imperceptible smile, "I think you’re making her uncomfortable."
"I’m not making her uncomfortable," Mina said sweetly. "I’m just giving her a compliment."

Jenna bit her lip.
That gesture she had practiced in front of the mirror, without thinking that one day she would do it in front of someone else.
Much less in front of a man.
A man who was looking at her like…
like she was a pretty girl.
Lucy, as always, took control of the moment.
“Mina and Ethan are from the neighboring cabin,” she explained. “They came to invite us to a Christmas dinner in a few days.”
Mina smiled, cheerful.
“Yes, my mom is organizing something small. Friendly cabins, you know, the usual.”
“We’d love for you to come,” Ethan added, with his low voice and that way of looking that seemed to explore every gesture Jenna made.
She lowered her gaze, nervous.
Her heart was beating so hard she felt the pink cage vibrate softly.
“I… yes… sure…” she murmured.
“Perfect,” Mina said, standing up. “Then we’ll see you in a few days.”
Ethan stood up as well.
His jacket crinkled slightly when he moved his shoulders.
He had big hands.
Strong wrists.
Jenna didn’t know why she was noticing that.
She didn’t know why her legs trembled.
“See you soon,” Ethan said, looking straight at her. “Jenna.”
The way he said her name completely unraveled her.
Jenna smiled without meaning to.
A shy smile.
A smile that didn’t belong to Jamie.
A smile that Ethan noticed… and that made a spark pass through his eyes.
Mina touched her brother’s arm.
“Come on, mom will kill us if we’re late.”
They both said goodbye.
Lucy returned a perfect smile, kind, impeccable.
When the door closed…
Jenna felt her knees shake.
Lucy turned around slowly.
Her eyes were shining as if she had just seen exactly what she wanted to see.
“Well,” she said, crossing her arms. “That was charming, don’t you think?”
“Lucy…” Jenna whispered, still red to the tips of her ears. “I… I didn’t know there were people… and I was with… this…”
She lifted the lingerie set like incriminating evidence.
Lucy smiled.
“You looked beautiful.”
“Lucy…”
“And Ethan didn’t take his eyes off you.”
Jenna lowered her gaze, biting her lip again without meaning to.
“No… it wasn’t like that…”
“Oh, doll.” Lucy laughed softly. “It was exactly like that.”
Jenna felt an enormous heat, an impossible blush, a sweet knot between her caged legs.
Lucy walked toward her, took the lingerie from her hands, set it on the table, and then lifted her chin.
“You have to prepare yourself.”
“Prepare myself… for what?” Jenna murmured.
Lucy smiled, and her smile was slow, sharp, soft, radiant.
“For what’s coming.”
Jenna felt the air grow denser.
“Lucy… what do you mean…?”
“I mean,” Lucy said, bringing her face closer to hers, “that Ethan looked at you the way one looks at a beautiful girl. And you… reacted like one.”
Jenna swallowed.
“Lucy…”
“There isn’t much time left, little cousin.”
Her voice was a caress wrapped in domination.
“If you’re going to meet him. If you’re going to talk to him. If you’re going to let him see you… the way he saw you today…”
Jenna felt her heart pounding so fast it felt like it was about to escape.
“…then I have to take you further,” Lucy finished.
Jenna opened her lips, trembling.
“Further… further?”
“Oh yes,” Lucy murmured. “Much further.”
Lucy took her hands, looked at them with pride, and then said softly:
“And believe me, doll… you’re going to adore every step.”
Jenna’s legs gave out for a moment.
Ethan had said her name.
He had looked at her.
He had smiled.
He had said “see you soon, Jenna” with that voice…
And now Lucy was talking about preparing her.
For him.
For what was coming.
For something Jenna was only just beginning to imagine.
Or to desire.


CHAPTER 11 — ENTER YOUR MOUTH, ENTER YOUR ROLE

Morning barely slipped into the room, a cold thread of light stretching across the carpet and brushing the soft curves Jenna made beneath the blankets. She slept face down, breathing gently, hair loose, and the pink babydoll Lucy had put on her the night before had ridden up a little during the night, revealing the perfect outline of her shaved skin.
She was so immersed in her role that she already slept like a girl.
Like Jenna.
The door opened softly.
The smell of coffee was the first thing to enter.
Then the voice, that voice that shaped her, guided her, made her tremble.
"Up, doll."
Jenna gave a small jolt, burying her face in the pillow, squeezing her legs beneath the babydoll as she felt the lace brush right where it made her shiver.
"Mmm… L-Lucy… what time is it…"
"Time to train."
Jenna lifted her gaze, eyes heavy with sleep.
"Train what? I already… I already did everything…"
Lucy laughed softly, setting the cup of coffee down on the nightstand.
"You’ve made a lot of progress in your feminization. A lot, actually. I admire you."
Blushing, Jenna lowered her eyes.
"B-but then… why more?"
"Because, pretty one…" Lucy took a corner of the babydoll and lifted it just slightly with two fingers. "You have a date."
Jenna hid under the blankets again.
"The Christmas dinner isn’t a date!"
Lucy settled beside her, resting an elbow on the pillow.
"You’re right. Dinner isn’t a date."
"See? Then I—"
"But before that you’ll have a couple."
Jenna turned abruptly, eyes huge.
"What? No! Lucy, I can’t!"
"Yes you can."
"It’s too much."
"Not at all."
Jenna hugged a pillow, rolling onto her side, like a girl caught and embarrassed by her own feelings.
"Lucy… this is different. The party when we were teenagers… that was a game."
Lucy brushed a finger along her bare shoulder.
"And this is also a game, baby. Just now it’s the adult version."
Jenna squeezed the pillow harder.
"But Ethan… I…"
Lucy smiled with that dangerous sweetness only she had.
"Mina told me something very interesting yesterday. That her brother was intrigued by the beautiful girl from the Hart cabin. You know? That trans girl so… adorable."
Jenna nearly jumped out of bed.
"I'm not a trans woman!"
Lucy caressed her cheek.
"Maybe not. But Ethan won’t care. And when he asks you out… you’ll be able to explain what kind of girl you are. At your own pace. With your words."
Jenna’s heart beat like a drum.
"Lucy… he’s not going to ask me."
"Of course he is. Thomas and Lillian, our neighbors, are coming over to eat in two days. Mina and Ethan will be here. Trust me, doll… he’s going to ask you."
Jenna didn’t know if she was cold or hot, because her face burned, but she felt an icy wave in her feet.

"And why do you have to… prepare me?"
"Because I’m your older cousin," Lucy said in a tone that mixed authority with a desire to mold her, "and it’s my duty to prepare my little cousin for her first time."
Jenna let out a choked cry.
"What are you saying?!"
Lucy didn’t flinch.
She simply stretched an arm toward the table and picked something up.
Something small.
Metallic.
With a perverse shine.
"I’m saying that today we start another stage."
Jenna saw the object and went rigid.
It was a plug.
Not a big one.
But not a small one either.
Cold metal, with a small shiny stone at the base.
Almost an ornament.
Almost a jewel.
Lucy spoke as she set it on the bed.
"Go put on lingerie, stockings, heels. I want you to practice with what you’ll wear when the time comes."
"Lucy… I don’t know if…"
"You’re going to do it."
The dominant softness in her voice left no room.
She handed her a small bottle of lubricant.
"You have ten minutes."
"What?"
"Ten. I’ll be back when my alarm goes off. I want you to have it in."
Jenna looked at the plug.
Looked at the lubricant.
Looked at her trembling hands.
Looked at her pink cage.
And remembered all the times, so many, when she searched for photos about plugs, about girls with them, about feminization with accessories like that.
All the forums she read.
All the videos she had watched in secret.
All that imagination of hers so carefully hidden.
She did want it.
She couldn’t say it out loud.
But she did want it.
She took a deep breath.
Got out of bed, let the babydoll slip off her shoulders, and walked over to the plug.
The metal was cold.
Very cold.
"I can’t believe I’m doing this…" she whispered.
No one was watching her.
No one was pushing her now.
It was her.
Just her.
And, biting her lip, with a mix of shame, excitement, and surrender…
She did it.
Very slowly, feeling the pressure, feeling the cold, feeling how her breathing turned into small, muffled moans.
When it was finally inside, Jenna braced her hands on the bed, panting, her legs trembling.
"What am I… doing…"
But she smiled, smiled like she hadn’t since she was a child.
She put on lingerie.
Stockings.
Her favorite skirt.
Heels.
And when she finished…

The door opened.
Lucy came in.
She looked once.
And smiled with absolute triumph.
"I don’t need to check."
Jenna felt her skin burn.
"Lucy…"
"I know you, doll. I know when you truly obey."
Lucy walked toward her, took her chin with two fingers, proud.
"Perfect."
Jenna opened her mouth to protest about something, though she didn’t know exactly what…
but Lucy silenced her by lifting a new object.
A long, thick dildo made of soft silicone.
Skin-colored.
With a suction cup.
Jenna stopped breathing.
"W-what… what is that?"
"Your next lesson."
"Lucy, I don’t think…"
"Shh."
Lucy crouched down and pressed the dildo against the wall with a firm motion.
The suction made a sweet, obscene plop.
"On your knees."
"Lucy…"
"On your knees, doll."
Jenna obeyed without thinking.
She ended up right in front of the dildo, which jutted out of the wall like a dangerous invitation.
Lucy took a lock of Jenna’s hair and tucked it behind her ear, caressing her cheek.
"When Ethan kisses you… when he wants more… and you want more… you’ll have to know how to do this."
Jenna closed her eyes, trembling.
"Open your mouth, sweetheart."
Jenna obeyed.
Lucy held the dildo with two fingers, bringing it closer to the lips with pink gloss of her cousin.
"Slowly. First just the lips."
Jenna brushed it with her mouth and let out a tiny moan.
"Very good…" Lucy murmured. "Now let it go in a little more."
Jenna took it, slowly, letting the silicone push against her tongue.
A longer moan came from her throat.
"That’s it… like that…"
Lucy brought one hand to her head, guiding her with dominant softness.
"Don’t bite it. Relax. Use your saliva. Breathe through your nose. Let it fill your mouth."
Jenna obeyed without thinking, panting, wet moans, her jaw learning the rhythm.
"Lower," Lucy whispered. "A little more… very good… how pretty you are."
Lucy’s hand on her nape made her move forward and back in gentle motions.
Jenna was lost in a mix of shame, pleasure, humiliation, and absolute surrender.
And then…
when she went down far enough…
Something came out of the dildo.
A discharge.
Sweet.
Directly onto her tongue.
Jenna shuddered, choked, pulled away coughing, lips wet and eyes huge.
"Lucy, what was that?!"
Lucy laughed with dangerous sweetness.
"Fake cum, pretty one."
Jenna opened her mouth, scandalized.
"Why… why would you do that?"
"Because you need to be well prepared."
Lucy took Jenna’s chin, wiping a strand with her thumb.
"Let’s go again."


CHAPTER 12 — TREMBLE, LEARN, OPEN UP

Jenna’s routine already had a sweet, almost musical cadence. She no longer thought about it. She no longer questioned it. She simply woke up and followed it as if it were part of something ancestral, as if it had always been this way.
She woke in her warm bed, wrapped in soft lingerie. She stretched like a little kitten, letting the lace slide over her shaved skin. Then she walked to the bathroom, still sleepy, feeling the small feminine sway Lucy had trained her so carefully to master.
A hot shower.
Scented hair.
Moisturized skin.
And then the most intimate part of her new nature:
The cage.
The plug.
Jenna no longer hesitated.
She opened the drawer, took them in silence, with almost ritual reverence, and put them on.
The initial cold of the metal, the growing pressure, the heat awakening from within.
Her thighs trembled a little when the plug settled into place, provoking that sweet shiver she already knew far too well.
Then she went downstairs to prepare food, clean, tidy up, set the table.
She did everything naturally, with smooth movements, with heels marking a domestic, sensual rhythm against the wood.
Jenna no longer saw herself as a helper.
She saw herself as what Lucy wanted.
And she loved it.
In the afternoons, Lucy took control.
She was her teacher.
Her instructor.
Her guide.
Jenna, in lingerie, knees on the carpet, impeccable makeup, big eyes ready to obey.
Two days had passed since the first time Lucy had put her in front of the dildo to practice.
Two days since that warm, sudden sensation on her tongue that had made her moan and shudder while Lucy held her by the hair and praised her.
Today was the same.
Or rather: it was worse.
Jenna was on her knees, lips moistened, breathing light, in front of the dildo stuck to the wall.
Lucy, seated in the armchair, watched her with a mix of tenderness and the desire to shape her.
"Very good, doll," she whispered. "Start."
Jenna opened her mouth, let the dildo slide in slowly, feeling how her tongue wrapped around it automatically, learned, perfect.
Lucy gave instructions in a soft voice.
"Don’t squeeze it so much. Like that… slide it. Kiss the tip. That’s it. Use your saliva."
Jenna obeyed.
Her eye makeup grew damp, not from pain, but from total surrender. Her throat vibrated with a soft sound, almost a purr.
And then it happened.
Again, suddenly, the warm sensation.
That small artificial discharge the dildo released when Lucy pressed a hidden button.
The warm liquid filled her mouth.
Jenna let out a low moan and swallowed by reflex.
Then she lifted her gaze toward Lucy.
Opened her mouth.
Stuck out her tongue.
Showing, without words, that she had swallowed it all.
Lucy almost glowed with happiness.
"How beautiful you are…" she murmured. "You’re ready for the next step."

Jenna felt her heart stop for a second.
"The n-next…?"
"Yes, little cousin."
Lucy stood up.
The dildo.
But now it wasn’t going to the wall.
Now it was going to Jenna’s body.
When Jenna saw it, her lips trembled.
"Lucy… I… I don’t know if…"
"Of course you know," Lucy said with a sweetness that pierced defenses. "Today is your second day wearing the plug. Your body is already changing. It has already learned to open."
Jenna swallowed.
Lucy placed the dildo in front of her and put the lubricant in her hands.
"I want you to use it," she said. "Generously. Then sit down. Slowly."
"Lucy…"
"Trust me."
Jenna squeezed the bottle in her fingers, feeling everything speed up: her breathing, her pulse, the heat in her belly.
Her thighs trembled.
The cage was firm, locked, but her pants betrayed everything happening inside her.
She applied the lubricant.
Her fingers slid, cold at first, then warm against her skin.
Lucy watched her without taking her eyes off her, like an artist watching her work come to life.
"Now," Lucy whispered. "Position yourself."
Jenna took the dildo with both hands, feeling its weight, its softness, its size.
She aligned it with her body, took a deep breath… and, without realizing it, while her mind said no, her body was already saying yes.
It went in.
Slowly.
Slow.
Heat.
Pressure.
A gasp.
A louder moan.
Her back arching.
Her nails digging into the carpet.
Her head falling back.
"That’s it…" Lucy said, coming closer. "Very good… very, very good."
Jenna didn’t know whether to cry, moan, or surrender completely.
The sensation was overwhelming: a sweet heat rising from inside her abdomen up to her chest.
A deep, intense, delicious pulse.
Lucy crouched beside her.
"Don’t rush," she said. "Let it go in. Let it push you. Your body already knows."
Jenna moaned louder, moving awkwardly at first, then with more ease, as if the second day with the plug had prepared everything without her noticing.
When she finally managed to move with a gentle rhythm, her legs began to tremble.
Lucy caressed her lower back.
"I knew deep down you were a little vixen," she murmured in her ear. "Look at you. Look at how you move…"
Jenna bit her lip, closed her eyes, and a long moan escaped her, almost a lament of pleasure.
She felt something ignite inside.
Something grow.
Something rise.
"Lucyyy…" she whispered, her voice breaking. "I don’t know… I don’t know what’s happening to me…"
"It’s your body," Lucy said. "It’s your new femininity. Let it come out. Let it feel."
Jenna moved, panted, trembled.
Her hands were weak.
Her legs, almost useless.
Her breathing, out of control.
The heat in her belly rose, vibrated, exploded…
and then faded halfway, like a spark that can’t become fire because of the cage.
"Ah… ah… L-Lucy…" she panted, collapsing forward, bracing herself on both arms while the dildo remained throbbing inside her.
Blushing.
Destroyed.
Happy.
Lucy smiled with absolute satisfaction.
"Very good, doll," she said, kissing her cheek. "Better than I expected."
Jenna couldn’t move her legs.
They trembled.
They burned.
Her thighs felt like jelly.
Lucy stood up.
"Go clean yourself up, sweetheart. And get changed. The guests arrive in thirty minutes."
Jenna tried to get up.
She felt a warm dampness slowly sliding between her thighs, a mix of lubricant and the artificial discharge the dildo had released right at the end.
The sensation made her tremble again.
"Lucy…" she whispered, still unable to stand.
She turned back before leaving.
"Hurry up, doll. We have to prepare everything."
The door closed.
Jenna was left trembling on the carpet, legs open, breathing deeply, feeling that warm dampness slowly running down… reminding her of everything she had just allowed, everything she had learned, everything she was now.
And everything Lucy expected of her.


CHAPTER 13 — THE TABLE, THE BLUSH, AND THE NEIGHBORS

Jenna was a whirlwind.
The mirror in her room trembled slightly from how fast she moved back and forth: fixing her makeup, adjusting the eyeliner, rearranging the false lashes, adding one more touch of gloss, then stepping back to look at herself fully.
The green dress she had chosen, soft and wintery, with a coquettish flare and a sweet round neckline, fit her perfectly.
The black thermal stockings hugged her legs.
The low-heeled ankle boots completed the Christmas look.
She was beautiful.
And more nervous than ever.
She could still feel a faint tremor on the inside of her thighs from the training session with Lucy, but she forced herself to leave that memory behind.
Now was the time to be presentable.
Perfect.
All she needed was to breathe.
"Jenna," Lucy called from the living room. "Everything okay?"
"Yes… yes, I’m coming," she replied, adjusting the dress and taking a deep breath.
She hurried down to the kitchen.
The smell of chicken in cream with spinach filled the cabin with a cozy, almost homely warmth.
Jenna moved her hands with precision, stirring the spoon, tasting the sauce with a feminine delicacy that would have embarrassed her days earlier… but now came to her naturally.
Lucy watched her from the table, smiling proudly as she arranged plates, cutlery, glasses, and deep red Christmas napkins.
"You look gorgeous," she commented.
Jenna felt a blush bloom in her chest and rise to her ears.
"Thank you… I just want everything to go well."
Lucy stepped closer, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.
"Pretty one, everything is already perfect."
The doorbell rang.
They both froze for a moment.
Jenna swallowed.
Lucy winked at her.
"Let’s go greet them."
She opened the door and the Harrington family was there:
— The father, Thomas, a man with a kind smile, a beard flecked with white, and calm blue eyes.
— The mother, Lillian, blonde, elegant, with a warm voice and hands that always seemed ready to offer hugs.
— And behind them, like gentle shadows, Mina and Ethan.
"Good evening," Lillian said, opening her arms as if arriving at the home of old friends. "What a lovely gesture, inviting us."
"The pleasure is ours," Lucy replied with that confident warmth that always impressed.
Jenna greeted them with a shy smile.
Her slightly trembling hands hid behind the tray she was holding.
Thomas returned a gentle smile.
Ethan looked at her longer than necessary.
One second more.
Two.
Three.
And Jenna lowered her gaze, feeling her heart leap like a runaway reindeer.
While Lucy guided them into the living room, Jenna went back to the kitchen to finish the chicken.
Mina followed her.
"Do you want help?" she asked cheerfully.
Jenna quickly shook her head.
"Thanks, but it’s almost ready."
Mina watched her closely, with that feminine gaze that noticed details others missed.
"You look beautiful," Mina said plainly. "That dress fits you perfectly."
"Thank you very much," Jenna replied, lowering her head. "I tried to look… presentable."
"You succeeded," Mina said mischievously. "And my brother hasn’t taken his eyes off you."

Jenna almost dropped the spoon into the pot.
"W-what?"
Mina laughed.
"Relax, beautiful."
Jenna felt the blush burn even under her foundation.
Dinner was a success.
The chicken was delicious, the conversation flowed naturally, and the Harringtons were so warm that Jenna felt protected.
Midway through the meal, Lillian smiled at the two cousins with that tenderness only an older woman can radiate.
"You’re two lovely girls," she said. "Are you a couple?"
Jenna coughed and almost choked.
Lucy laughed with a light, casual gesture.
"No, no. We’re cousins."
"Oh, forgive me!" Lillian said, bringing a hand to her chest. "It’s just that you make a very cute couple. My son always says I have a terrible eye for these things."
Thomas added:
"Well, Ethan is bisexual, so I’ve stopped trying to guess anything."
"Dad!" Ethan protested, blushing more than he had all night.
Jenna felt Ethan’s gaze on her.
They glanced at each other.
A spark.
A tension.
A heat.
They didn’t know what to say.
Jenna’s heart was about to jump out of its cage, literally and metaphorically.
When they finished dinner, Thomas and Lillian stood up.
"It’s been a lovely evening," Thomas said. "But we’re tired, so we’ll head back to the cabin."
Mina raised her hand.
"I’ll stay a bit."
Ethan did too.
"Yeah… I think we can stay for a while."
Lucy smiled with satisfaction.
"Of course. Make yourselves comfortable."
As soon as the door closed, it was clear there was a silent conspiracy in the air.
Lucy sat down next to Mina.
The two of them looked at Jenna with a smile that said we know exactly what we’re doing.
Jenna automatically sat across from Ethan.
He smiled at her.
His smile was soft, sincere, a little nervous too.
Jenna felt her legs tremble under the table.
Lucy came back with four glasses.
Vodka.
And juice to mix.
"Let’s toast," she said. "To a pleasant evening."
Jenna took the glass with both hands.
She drank.
The alcohol burned her throat a little, but calmed her nerves.
They kept talking:
about the weather,
about the cabins,
about the trail that connected the paths,
about the restaurant where Jenna had had breakfast days earlier.
Ethan asked her small, casual questions.
As if he wanted to hear her voice.
As if he found fascinating that sweet, shy tone Jenna didn’t even know she had.
But the alcohol was taking effect.
And when Jenna stood up to get more juice…
The heel of her boot caught on the carpet.
Jenna stumbled.
But she didn’t fall.
Two strong hands caught her by the waist.
Stabilized her.
Wrapped her in safety.
"Careful," Ethan said, in a low, deep voice. "You’d get hurt."
Jenna was trapped between his arms.
Very close.
Too close.
Faces inches apart.
Eyes locked on eyes.
"Thank you…" she murmured, feeling the blush on her shoulders, her neck, her face.
"You’re welcome," he replied, not looking away.
She pulled away quickly, her heart pounding like a drum.
She returned to the table.
Lucy was watching her with a mischievous smile.
Mina too.
"Well…" Lucy finally said, raising her glass. "I propose a game."
Jenna knew in that second that she was lost.
That Lucy was going to push her.
Again.
As always.
"What game?" Ethan asked, curious.
Lucy smiled.
"Never have I ever."


CHAPTER 14 — NEVER HAVE I EVER…

The vodka was already warming the room, not because of the heating, but because of that delicious mix of alcohol, intense blushes, loose laughter, and looks that lasted a little longer than appropriate.
The Christmas tree lit the entire living room with soft, golden lights, like an intimate stage prepared for something inevitable.

Lucy raised her glass.
"You start, Jenna."

Jenna shrank a little, her heart beating fast.
She didn’t know what to say.
She didn’t know what to reveal.

"Pass…" she said shyly. "I can’t think of anything."

Ethan smiled, resting his arm on the back of the couch.
"I’ll start then: never have I ever traveled to the Caribbean."

Everyone laughed.
No one drank.

Mina took her glass and lifted it, with a smile that carried a hint of teenage mischief.
"Never have I ever kissed a boy."

All eyes went to Ethan, who made a “what?” face while Mina laughed maliciously.
Everyone drank.
Jenna did too, very quickly, as if she wanted to hide the movement. Her face burned.

Lucy’s turn.
"Never have I ever worn clothes meant for the opposite sex."

Mina opened her eyes wide, bringing a hand to her mouth.
"Lucy!" she laughed. "So direct."

Only Jenna drank.
Slowly.
Eyes fixed on the glass.
Her throat swallowing nervously.

Ethan looked at her with deep interest, as if that single action had lit up hundreds of questions in him.
Jenna wanted to sink into the couch.

When it was her turn, she said the first thing that came to mind.
"Never have I ever danced while drunk."

Lucy and Mina drank immediately, laughing out loud.
Ethan raised an eyebrow.
"Oh, they’ve definitely done that," he murmured.

Ethan’s turn again.
This time his gaze was a little bolder.
"Never have I ever had a one-night stand."

Lucy drank.
Mina drank.
They looked at each other, laughed, clinked glasses.

Jenna almost dropped hers, blushing just from imagining it.

Mina’s turn.
She smiled with a mischief that briefly crossed her face.
"Never have I ever had a dildo in my mouth."

Lucy drank.
Mina did too.

And then they looked at Jenna.
Lucy looked at her with a tiny gesture:
"Don’t worry, you don’t have to."

But the alcohol had already loosened everything.
The warmth in her cheeks was sweet.
And an exciting tremor ran through her.

Jenna took her glass.
Lifted it.
Drank.

Mina let out a soft cry.
"Nooo! Really?"

Ethan opened his eyes, surprised.
His gaze sank into Jenna’s, and she felt her heart tremble against her ribs.

Lucy smiled like a satisfied wolf.
"Very good…" she murmured. "My turn."

She raised her glass slowly, deliberately, with that smooth cadence of someone who knows she is about to push the night into a place of no return.
"Never have I ever wanted to kiss someone at this table."

Mina didn’t drink.
Lucy didn’t either.
Jenna froze.

Mina looked at Ethan.
And Ethan… looked at Jenna.

Instead of drinking, Ethan leaned toward her.
Jenna felt everything ignite in her body.
Her lashes trembled.
Her breathing stopped.

Ethan took her chin gently.
And kissed her.

At first soft.
Then a little deeper.
Slow.
Warm.
Delicious.

Mina and Lucy applauded like two happy witches.

Jenna could barely breathe when Ethan pulled away, just a centimeter, just enough to see her blushing.
"I had to do it," he murmured.

She smiled.
A little dizzy.
A little lost.
Completely alive.

The game continued for a couple more rounds, but Jenna no longer heard anything.
Ethan’s hand was on her knee.
A light caress.
A brush.
A warmth rising along her thigh.

Every now and then he leaned in and gave her a short, unexpected, gentle kiss.
She trembled.
Her lips shone.
Her heart beat like a trapped little bird.

Mina looked at Lucy and whispered something.
Lucy nodded.

"Can we watch a movie?" Mina asked with an innocent voice.

Lucy stood up.
"Of course. Make yourselves comfortable."

Mina and Lucy sat down on one side… but ten minutes were enough for them to exchange a silent look and discreetly stand up.
"We… are going to the bedroom to talk for a bit," Lucy said, feigning casualness.
"Yes, yes," Mina added. "You two… enjoy."

Jenna barely noticed.
She was too busy feeling Ethan’s hands on her legs.

He moved closer, took Jenna by the hips, and lifted her legs to place them over his.
The fabric of the dress rode up a little.
The warmth of the contact wrapped around them.

They kissed again.

This time without restraint.
Without pause.
With a gentle hunger that kept growing.

The movie was forgotten.
Ethan slid his hand down her thigh.
Jenna moaned softly, without thinking.
The sound ignited him.

They stood up without breaking the kiss, almost stumbling between laughter and soft pants.
Ethan took her by the waist, pressed her delicately against him.
And when his hand moved a little higher, when it touched her hip, when it slid down to her ass and squeezed it…
Jenna let out a small, delicious moan.

“Ethan…” she whispered, trembling.
“Let’s go…” he murmured against her neck. “Your room…”

They reached Jenna’s bedroom almost without looking.
The lamp’s shadows traced soft curves on the walls.
They fell onto the bed, kissing with more intensity.

Ethan’s fingers roamed her thighs, her back, her waist.
Every touch was electricity.

Jenna felt safe.
Feminine.
Desired.

It was the moment.

Jenna took a deep breath, feeling the nervous flutter in her stomach. She slowly knelt in front of him, her legs wrapped in stockings brushing softly against each other, the dress lifted just enough to remind her how exposed and feminine she felt. Her hands trembled slightly as she lowered the zipper of Ethan’s pants, freeing him with a deliberate, almost coquettish slowness.

Ethan looked at her, his eyes dark with desire and surprise.
“Are you sure, beautiful?” he murmured, his voice hoarse.

Jenna lifted her gaze, lashes trembling, and smiled with that playful shyness that was already hers.
“Yes… I want to do it.”

And she did.

There were no instructions this time. No Lucy whispering in her ear, no artificial taste of fake cum she had trained with. This was real: warm, alive, throbbing in her mouth. She took him gently at first, soft lips wrapping around him, tongue exploring with curiosity and growing hunger.

Ethan let out a low, deep moan, tilting his head back. His hands tangled in Jenna’s hair, not pushing, just guiding, caressing, threading through the strands as if anchoring himself to her. He breathed sharply through his teeth, panted her name in a broken voice. “Jenna… fuck… like that…”

She felt everything. The heat, the texture, the accelerated pulse against her tongue. And in her mind, a sweet, mischievous realization struck her like lightning: I’m on my knees, dressed like a girl, sucking a guy off… and I love it. The thought made her shiver, a wet heat growing between her legs. She felt like a real little slut: submissive, desired, coquettish, completely devoted to pleasing him. Every moan from Ethan was a caress to her feminine ego, every groan a reward that made her move her mouth with more confidence, more rhythm, more desire.

She took him deeper, sucking delicately, playing with her tongue at the tip until he writhed, hips barely moving, holding himself back. Jenna enjoyed it too much: the power she held on her knees, the way he lost control because of her.

And when the moment came… when Ethan’s body tensed, when his breathing broke into a long, rough moan, when his hands tightened slightly in her hair…

Jenna felt the hot, thick release flooding her mouth. The taste was intense, salty, slightly bitter, so different from the sweet artificial flavor of her training. It was real, masculine, his. She swallowed instinctively, feeling how it marked her inside, how it made her feel even sluttier, more his, more woman.

She pulled away slowly, breathing hard. She opened her mouth a little, stuck out her tongue with coquettish shyness, showing just a hint of the remaining shine, her lips swollen and glossy.

Ethan looked at her with shining eyes, stunned, almost reverent.
“You are… very naughty,” he murmured, smiling, exhausted.

Jenna blushed to her ears, but smiled proudly, feminine, vibrating with happiness. He took her face tenderly and kissed her, soft and deep, tasting himself on her lips without hesitation.

And in that kiss, Jenna felt her whole body sing: she was desired, she was real, she was his.


CHAPTER 15 — THE AWAKENING AFTER THE YES

The headache arrived before the thoughts.
A dull, insistent pressure, as if someone had wrapped her mind in damp cotton and were squeezing it slowly. Jenna shifted among the sheets with a low groan, eyes still closed, trying to cling to that last second of unconsciousness.
But the body did not lie.
First came the sensation of the lingerie against her skin.
That soft, snug, delicately provocative touch, so different from any garment she had worn before arriving at the cabin. The lace brushed her abdomen as she breathed, the straps rested on her shoulders with an unsettling familiarity.
Then, the fatigue in her feet.
That already familiar pain, deep, almost sweet, the consequence of hours and hours walking in heels, of learning to hold herself in a different way, of carrying her body with a different posture.
And then… the taste.
Faint at first.
Diffuse.
But present.
Jenna opened her eyes abruptly.
"No… this can’t be," she murmured, slowly sitting up. "It can’t be."
The room was silent. Morning light filtered through the curtains, pale, cold, calm. There was no trace of Ethan. Nor of Mina. Nor of the night before.
Her heart was beating too fast.
"It was a dream," she told herself, bringing a hand to her lips. "Just a dream."
But her body betrayed her again.
The memory was not only in her mind; it was in her skin, in her chest, in that tingling low in her belly that stirred as soon as she thought of him.
She got up carefully. The dizziness forced her to steady herself on the bed for a second. She looked for something more comfortable to wear… and remembered she didn’t have any. She smiled, nervous, almost embarrassed with herself.
She put on a pair of low heels, the most “forgiving” ones Lucy allowed her to wear in the morning, and walked toward the kitchen, dragging her feet a little.
Her mouth was dry.
A desperate thirst.
As she turned the corner, the aroma of coffee enveloped her.
Lucy was there.
Calm.
Impeccable.
With a steaming mug in her hands and that complicit look Jenna already recognized far too well.
"Good morning, sleepyhead," Lucy said softly. "You look… intense."
Jenna froze.
"I… Lucy, I…" she tried to cover herself with her arms, though there was really nothing to hide.
Lucy raised an eyebrow, amused, and slid a cup toward her.
"Here. It’s strong. It’ll do you good."
Jenna obeyed almost by reflex. The first sip was bitter, hot, comforting. Her shoulders relaxed just a little.
For a few seconds, Lucy said nothing.
She just watched her.
Then she smiled.
"You look radiant, Jenna."
Jenna’s heart gave an uneasy jump.
"Radiant?"
Lucy nodded.
"Yes. I suppose it must be because you were with your first man."

The world stopped.
"What?" Jenna almost shouted. "What are you talking about?"
Lucy let out a small laugh, leaning against the counter.
"Stop pretending," she said gently. "It was all real."
Jenna felt the heat rise up her neck to her cheeks.
"I… I thought that… maybe I had dreamed it."
"No," Lucy replied with gentle firmness. "You didn’t dream anything."
Jenna lowered her gaze. The words began to spill out on their own.
"We kissed," she confessed. "And… he touched me. I… I knelt down."
Her voice dropped to almost a whisper. "And it felt… good."
Lucy clapped slowly, with genuine pride.
"Very well done."
Jenna looked at her, confused.
"Is that all you have to say?"
Lucy smiled wider.
"Now you need a second date."
Jenna’s face burned.
"A… second?"
"Of course," Lucy replied, as if it were the most logical thing in the world. "A single experience doesn’t make a woman. You need continuity. You need to feel cared for, desired, validated."
Jenna shook her head, nervous.
"Lucy, I don’t know if it’s the best thing—"
"Didn’t you like it?" Lucy interrupted, tilting her head.
Jenna opened her mouth… and closed it.
She couldn’t lie.
Lucy laughed softly.
"I knew it. I already spoke with Mina. Ethan is more than interested."
Jenna swallowed.
"And what do you want me to do?"
Lucy stepped closer and took her hands.
"Let yourself be prepared."
She led her back to her room, speaking calmly, as if she were organizing any ordinary afternoon.
"First a shower. Then makeup. We’ll choose something special. Ethan will pick you up in the afternoon. You’ll go down the mountain. It’s not a big place, but it’s intimate. Perfect for getting to know each other."
Jenna sighed, feeling how anxiety mixed with a dangerous excitement.
In the shower, the hot water ran over her body, awakening vivid memories. The way Ethan had looked at her with pure desire, the trembling in her legs as she pleased him, that unexpected confidence that had flooded her when she felt so desired, so feminine.
She closed her eyes, resting her forehead against the tiled wall, letting the steam wrap around her like a caress. The heat between her thighs didn’t fade; on the contrary, it burned stronger.
When she returned to her room, still wrapped in the towel, the cool air made her shiver. Before even getting dressed, she felt that urgent, throbbing need to release all the pent-up energy. Her gaze fell on the drawer where she kept her secrets: the small, shiny pink chastity cage, and the plug Lucy had taught her to use.
"First the cage…," she murmured to herself, her voice soft and trembling.
She sat on the edge of the bed, opened the drawer, and took the cold little cage between her fingers. Still aroused, her member throbbed, but gently she guided it inside, listening to the soft click of the lock. The immediate pressure, that constant reminder of her submission, made her let out a broken sigh. She felt contained, protected, more slutty than ever.
But it wasn’t enough. The desire kept pulsing, deep and wet. She took the lubricant, spread it generously on the black dildo she had used so much in her training, and then on herself, sliding her fingers slowly, preparing herself.
She lay back on the bed, legs open, her stockings still damp from the shower clinging to her smooth skin. The dildo went in slowly at first, stretching her, filling her with that full sensation that made her gasp.
"Ah… Ethan…," she moaned softly, imagining it was him penetrating her, strong, decisive, making her his.
One hand rose to her chest, pinching her sensitive nipples under the memory of the bra, twisting them harder as she pushed the dildo deeper, setting an increasing rhythm. Each thrust made her arch her back, the moans spilling free, feminine, desperate.
"Yes… more… like that…"
She thought of Ethan: of how he would make her feel much fuller, more used, more of a woman. The pleasure grew in waves, her nipples hard under her fingers, the dildo hitting exactly where she needed it. She squeezed her legs together until the orgasm tore through her like a bolt of lightning, intense, trembling, leaving her panting and convulsing.
When it ended, she let herself fall sitting on the bed, breathing hard, her legs shaking, her cheeks flushed and her lips swollen from biting them. A sheen of sweat covered her soft skin.
She stood up slowly and looked at herself in the mirror.
Jenna stared back at her: flushed, satisfied, with eyes shining with fulfilled desire and still hungry.
And for the first time, she didn’t look away. She smiled, coquettish, proud of her reflection.


CHAPTER 16 — STUNNING

Jenna stood in front of the mirror, barely covered by the coquettish lingerie Lucy had chosen for her that afternoon. The lace hugged her body with a naturalness that no longer felt strange, although it still gave her a nervous flutter in her stomach.
"Is this really necessary?" she asked, glancing at herself out of the corner of her eye, with a mix of modesty and curiosity.
Lucy, seated behind her with an almost ceremonial calm, looked up and smiled.
"Of course," she replied. "A woman dresses for herself before anyone else. Even what can’t be seen matters."
Jenna swallowed, nodding slowly.
Lucy stood up and handed her the rest of the outfit: caramel-colored stockings, soft and warm; a cozy-style dress, fitted in all the right places; an elegant coat that smelled like her perfume; and finally, a pair of heeled ankle boots that seemed made for walking slowly… and being looked at.
"These," Lucy said, pointing at the boots, "are the ones you’ll wear."
Jenna smiled nervously.
"Of course… heels."
As she got dressed, Lucy kept talking to her, with that enveloping voice she already knew so well.
"Remember how to move. Don’t rush. Let them look at you. You don’t have to prove anything. Just… be."
Jenna took a deep breath. There were still doubts. A small, persistent fear. But there was also something stronger: a soft, almost sweet expectation.
Lucy finished doing her makeup with precision. One last touch on her lips, a critical and satisfied look.
At that moment, there was a knock at the door.
Jenna’s heart jumped.
Lucy went to open it. Ethan was there, with a restrained smile… which completely fell apart when he saw Jenna.
His eyes slowly took in the whole ensemble, with sincere amazement.
"Hi," he said, almost out of breath.
Jenna felt the heat rise to her cheeks.
"Hi," she replied, lowering her gaze a little.
Lucy watched the scene with a proud smile.
"Take care of her," she said simply.
Ethan nodded.
Jenna took his arm, and together they left.
The place they went to was simple, cozy, with warm lights and wooden tables. Nothing sophisticated, but perfect. Jenna sat down carefully, aware of every gesture. Ethan couldn’t stop looking at her.
They ordered food, laughed a little, shared a dessert.
"Tell me about you," Ethan said at one point, in a soft voice. "Really."
Jenna hesitated for a second… and then spoke.
"Since I was little… I liked dressing like this," she confessed. "Lucy was the one who helped me. She gave me clothes, fixed me up. She always took care of me. Sometimes I feel like she pushes me too much… but she never leaves me alone."
Ethan listened with complete attention.
"That’s beautiful," he said. "That someone takes care of you like that."
Jenna felt a knot in her chest. Lucy was right. She felt… loved.
Ethan took her hand across the table.
"I like you," he said plainly. "And not just because of what happened the other night."
Jenna smiled, relieved.
"Thank you."
They leaned toward each other, and the kiss came unhurried. Soft. Warm. Real.
On the way back, walking through the snow, Ethan talked about a next time.

"Would you like… to see each other again?" he asked.
"Yes," Jenna replied without hesitation.
"At Lucy’s cabin," he added, smiling.
Jenna nodded.
When they arrived, Lucy was waiting for them, still awake. Jenna told her everything, her eyes shining.
Lucy hugged her.
"Everything is going perfectly," she said. "And this… is just beginning."


CHAPTER 17 — WHAT BLOOMS WHEN YOU CLOSE YOUR EYES

Jenna looked at herself in the mirror without hurry.
The dress was not for winter.
It was not shy.
It was not forgiving.
It clung to her body as if it had been made for her, tracing her curves with clear, unapologetic intention. The nude stockings lengthened her legs, and the high heels forced her to hold herself upright, elegant, aware of every breath.
It was daring.
It was feminine.
It was her.
Lucy took one last step back, observing her with expert eyes. She adjusted a lock of hair, softened a line of makeup, brushed her fingers over the fabric of the dress like someone finishing wrapping a gift.
"You look perfect," she said with a serene smile.
"Not just on the outside."
Jenna swallowed. Her reflection looked back at her with a new confidence, still fragile, but real.
"Do you really think I’m ready?" she asked softly.
Lucy nodded without hesitation.
"I’ve trained you. I’ve taken care of you. And now… I trust you."
She kissed her on the cheek and withdrew toward her bedroom.
"I’ll give you privacy."
The silence that remained was different. Dense. Expectant.
The doorbell rang a few minutes later.
Jenna took a deep breath before opening the door.
Ethan froze when he saw her.
He didn’t say anything at first. He just looked at her, as if every time he saw her it was a new surprise, as if Jenna reinvented herself before his eyes.
"Every time I see you," he finally said, "you look… even more beautiful."
Jenna smiled, lowering her gaze, feeling how that simple comment ran over her skin.
Dinner was light.
Wine glasses that filled slowly.
Soft conversations, increasingly interrupted by charged silences.
Ethan was a gentleman, but his hand found Jenna’s leg naturally, resting there, warm, firm. Jenna shivered, not from nerves, but from anticipation.
She poured more wine, moving with deliberate grace, aware of Ethan’s gaze following her. He smiled… and when she passed by him, his hand was direct, playful, firm, giving her a smack that was more loud than painful.
Jenna let out a surprised laugh when he sat her on his lap.
"You’re dangerous," he murmured near her ear.
"I just… learned well," she replied, daring to look at him directly.
They kissed with contained hunger, with that urgency that no longer needs permission.
When they went up to Jenna’s bedroom, the world seemed to close behind the door with a soft, intimate click. Ethan asked to put on music in a low, husky voice; Jenna nodded, smiling coyly as she chose a slow, sensual melody that filled the air like an invisible caress.
She settled onto the bed with a naturalness that surprised even herself: lying on her side, the dress riding up just enough over her thighs, her legs crossed so the stockings gleamed under the dim light. She didn’t pose. She simply was Jenna: desired, coquettish, ready.
Ethan couldn’t resist. He moved closer slowly, his eyes devouring her, and kissed her with an intensity that stole her breath. His hands explored her body without hurry: over her waist, over her hips, lifting the dress delicately until her lingerie was revealed. He smiled knowingly when he saw the lace.
"Naughty…" he whispered against her neck, his voice heavy with desire.
Jenna laughed softly, blushing, but lifted her chin with that new coquettishness that suited her so well.

"Just for you…" she replied, guiding his hands.
There were nervous laughs, sighs between kisses, deep looks that said everything without words. They undressed each other slowly, exploring, admiring. Ethan kissed every inch of skin he uncovered, making Jenna arch and moan softly.
When the moment came, Jenna looked at him, searching for one last certainty.
"I’m ready," she said in a firm voice, even though she trembled with anticipation.
Ethan kissed her forehead, then her lips, with a tenderness that contrasted with the fire in his eyes. He put on the condom carefully, without breaking eye contact, and positioned himself over her, holding her hand.
The first penetration was slow, delicate. Jenna felt the pressure, the stretch… and then that warm, living, throbbing fullness that had nothing to do with the cold plastic of her toys. It was Ethan: hot, real, moving inside her with a rhythm that made her gasp.
"Oh… God…" Jenna moaned, opening her legs wider, digging her nails into his back. It was so much more than she had imagined: more intense, deeper, more hers. Even with the condom, she felt his heat, his thickness, every thrust sending waves of pleasure that made her tremble.
Ethan panted against her neck, kissing her, murmuring her name like a prayer.
"Jenna… you’re perfect…"
They both gave themselves completely: she wrapping him with her legs, he moving with a mix of tenderness and hunger. Jenna moaned without restraint, coquettish and uninhibited, enjoying every second of feeling taken, full, a real woman.
To finish, Ethan looked at her with shining eyes.
"I want to see you like this…" he whispered, and carefully helped her get on all fours.
Jenna obeyed, arching her back, offering herself with an anticipatory moan. Ethan entered her again from behind, deeper, and began to spank her softly but firmly, each one making her contract around him.
"Ah! Yes… Ethan… more…" Jenna begged, her voice broken with pleasure, pushing her hips back to take all of him.
The slaps echoed through the room along with her loud, feminine, desperate moans. Ethan growled, gripping her hips, thrusting into her harder, losing control little by little.
The orgasm hit them almost at the same time: Jenna first, convulsing, screaming his name as pleasure tore through her like an endless wave; Ethan seconds later, tensing, moaning deep against her back as he spilled himself inside the condom.
They collapsed, spent, exhausted, trembling. Ethan withdrew carefully, removed the condom, and fell beside her, pulling her against his chest. Jenna, still panting, cheeks flushed and lips swollen, looked at him with shining eyes.
They shared a slow, sweet, grateful kiss, savoring the closeness and the fatigue.
"Thank you…" she murmured against his lips.
He smiled, stroking her hair.
"No, thank you, beautiful."
Wrapped in the sheets, with the music still playing softly, they fell asleep holding each other. Jenna rested her head on his chest, listening to that foreign heartbeat that already felt like her own.
She wasn’t playing. She wasn’t pretending. She wasn’t following instructions.
She was Jenna. And that moment had changed something inside her forever.


CHAPTER 18 — DAYS THAT TASTE LIKE HOME

The days that followed slipped by with an almost dangerous naturalness.
As if it had always been this way.
Jenna and Ethan became inseparable without the need for promises or grand declarations. It simply… happened. Some mornings they woke up together, other times they met after breakfast, other days they walked through the snow arm in arm, talking about small things that, without realizing it, became important.
Lucy’s cabin filled with life.
The Harrington parents began to stop by frequently, sometimes to eat, sometimes just to have coffee and chat for a while. They were kind, warm, the sort of adults who observe attentively but without judgment. Lillian always had a smile for Jenna, some comment about how well she helped at the table or how nice she looked in this or that dress.
Mina, for her part, grew very close to Lucy. They laughed together, shut themselves away to talk for hours, shared knowing looks that Jenna no longer tried to decipher. There was something reassuring about seeing them like that, as if the entire world had decided to settle into place.
And Jenna… Jenna behaved completely like a girl.
Not because anyone asked her to.
Not because Lucy intervened.
Lucy, in fact, barely did anymore. She watched from a distance, satisfied, giving her space. Jenna moved with ease, with gentle gestures, with a femininity that was no longer rehearsal or play. She cooked, served, laughed, got ready without instructions. She felt comfortable being seen that way.
Ethan was delighted.
He looked at her as if she were something fragile and valuable at the same time, as if every small gesture of hers deserved attention. The nights they spent together were intense, close, filled with slow caresses and words whispered into ears. There was no need to describe them to know they were incredible: it was enough to see how Jenna woke up afterward, her body relaxed and that distracted smile that never left her all day.
One of those nights, after lying wrapped in each other’s arms, Ethan spoke.
"I’m very happy," he said suddenly, without drama, like someone sharing a sincere thought.
Jenna lifted her head, resting it on his chest.
"Really?"
"Yes," he replied. "My parents say they already want it to be the twenty-fourth. Tomorrow. They’re excited about the dinner."
Jenna sat up a little, surprised.
"Tomorrow…?"
Ethan nodded.
"My mom is very happy that I have such a beautiful and attentive girlfriend."
Jenna’s face flushed immediately.
"Ethan…"
He laughed softly and kissed her forehead.
"Relax. I’m not pressuring you. We don’t have to rush anything."
He looked at her with gentle seriousness. "But I wanted you to know that I love you. A lot."
Jenna felt a knot in her chest. Beautiful. Terrifying.
"I…" she hesitated for a moment. "I’m afraid."
"Of what?"
"Of not being a real woman," she said softly. "I just dress like this. I don’t take hormones. I don’t…"
Ethan interrupted her with a slow kiss.
"You can be the girlfriend of whoever you want," he said with calm firmness, "you’re already a beautiful woman. You don’t need to do anything else."
Jenna didn’t reply. She just snuggled against him, letting those words stay inside her.
The next day, Jenna went looking for Lucy.
She found her in the kitchen, making tea, with that calm that seemed eternal.
"Lucy," she said, sitting across from her. "I have doubts."
Lucy smiled gently.
"Of course you do."
Jenna told her everything: the closeness with Ethan, the words, the Christmas dinner, the fear that this might stop being just a vacation.
Lucy listened without interrupting her.
"It might be your first love," she said at last. "And that’s always scary."
Jenna lowered her gaze.
"What if I should just leave it here?"
"That’s fine too," Lucy replied. "If you decide it lasts only these holidays, no one will take that away from you. But if when they end you want to continue… it will be a new challenge. For the future."
Jenna remained silent.
She had been thinking for days about her previous life.
About the city.
About the name she had used before.
And, for the first time, she didn’t know how she could go back to that.
Outside, the snow kept falling.
And Christmas was a day away.


CHAPTER 19 — CHRISTMAS UNDER THE LIGHTS

The afternoon slowly settled over the mountains, tinting the snow a deep blue that made the lights lit in every cabin shine. Inside her own, Jenna took a deep breath in front of the mirror, as if that moment deserved a special pause.
Lucy was by her side, focused, perfecting the final details. Jenna’s makeup was delicate yet expressive: generous blush on her cheeks, soft lips, lashes framing a bright gaze. The brown dress fell gracefully, fitted without exaggeration, outlining a warm, feminine silhouette. Thermal stockings guarded against the cold, and the heeled ankle boots added that quiet elegance Jenna already felt was her own. Finally, the antler headband crowned the look.
"Rudolph," Lucy said with a sideways smile, "but the charming version."
Lucy, for her part, looked dazzling. The red dress, the white details, the impeccable hairstyle, and a luminous presence turned her into a sophisticated, festive, confident Mrs. Claus. They looked at each other, sharing that complicit silence that only appears when there are no doubts.
"We’re perfect," Lucy said, adjusting a rebellious strand of Jenna’s hair. "And not because of the costume."
Jenna nodded. The sweet knot in her chest was a mix of nerves and excitement. They took their coats and went out together, leaving behind the cabin wrapped in warm lights.

The Harringtons’ cabin was the largest in the place. When they opened the door, warmth greeted them with aromas of spices, freshly baked bread, and pine. The Christmas tree stood at the center of the room, imposing, decorated with soft lights and ornaments that reflected laughter and movement.
Ethan approached immediately. He took Jenna’s hand naturally and kissed it, a brief, careful gesture that was met with smiles all around.
"You look incredible," he told her in a low voice.
Jenna lowered her gaze, blushing, and squeezed his hand affectionately.

Ethan’s parents welcomed them with a warmth that disarmed any unease. There were no awkward questions or curious looks. Just welcome. Lucy and Jenna joined the final preparations, setting plates, serving drinks, moving as if they had always belonged in that space.
Dinner unfolded among stories, toasts, and soft laughter. They talked about past winters, family recipes, small traditions. Jenna found herself participating effortlessly, listening and responding, feeling included. Lillian offered her affectionate words; Thomas raised his glass to toast "to the family you choose."
Jenna smiled. She nodded. She felt the warmth in her chest.

As the hours passed, the night grew intimate. The parents retired to rest, leaving a more relaxed atmosphere. Mina suggested cards; Lucy accepted enthusiastically. They drank a bit more, played unhurriedly, amid jokes and complicit glances. Time seemed to stretch.
Finally, Lucy and Mina stood up.
"We’re going to sleep," Lucy announced, looking at Jenna tenderly. "Enjoy."

When they were alone, the silence changed texture. It wasn’t uncomfortable; it was expectant. They looked at each other and smiled. They went up to Ethan’s room arm in arm, as if that gesture contained everything they needed to say.
The room was lit by a soft lamp. Jenna stepped closer first, shy, and kissed him carefully, as if she wanted to memorize the moment. Ethan whispered that she looked very sexy; she laughed, nervous, and rested her forehead against his chest. The kiss grew deeper, more decisive, but always tender.
Jenna took off her dress calmly. Underneath, the red lingerie shone discreetly, festive, 2elegant.
"It’s… your gift," she murmured.

Ethan smiled gratefully and kissed her again. They lay back, sharing slow caresses, low words, muffled laughter. The outside world grew distant.
Afterward, when the rhythm settled, Ethan spoke sincerely.
"I want a chance with you," he said. "When the vacation ends… I want to see you."
Jenna closed her eyes for a second. Her heart ached from how beautiful and how difficult it was.
"I thought about it," she replied. "And I’d like to. I really would. But I’m not ready. I don’t know if I can be Jenna outside of here."
Ethan lowered his gaze, a little sad. Jenna kissed him softly, resting her hand on his cheek.
"Let’s live the moment," she whispered. "Tonight."

She caressed him with the leg sheathed in the stocking, sliding it slowly along his thigh, brushing his skin with the silky softness of the fabric. The gesture was coquettish, playful, laden with invitation. Ethan let out a low moan, his hands immediately dropping to her hips to pull her closer.
"Jenna… you drive me crazy," he murmured against her lips.
He lifted her into his arms with ease, raising her as if she weighed nothing, and kissed her with overflowing passion: tongues entwined, breaths speeding up, bodies pressed together. Jenna clung to his neck, wrapping her legs around him, feeling his hard arousal against her. The kisses grew hungry, urgent, as he laid her back down on the bed without letting her go.

Ethan pulled away only for a moment to put on the condom, his eyes fixed on her, shining with desire. Jenna watched him, biting her lower lip, coquettish, her cheeks flushed. Gently, he removed the plug she was wearing, making her release a soft moan, a momentary emptiness that left her trembling with anticipation.
"Please…" Jenna whispered, opening her legs wider, offering herself completely.

Ethan positioned himself between them and entered slowly, centimeter by centimeter. Jenna arched her back with a long, deep moan, delighted by that warm, living fullness that filled her in a way no toy ever had. It was real, throbbing, hers.
"Ah… Ethan… yes!" she moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Each thrust was more intense than the last, deeper, more perfect. Jenna moaned uncontrollably, her voice feminine and broken with pleasure, moving her hips to his rhythm, squeezing him inside her. She thought, between gasps, that maybe this would be the last time she would be Jenna… and she felt so full, so womanly, so desired, that she wanted to carve every sensation into her skin.

Ethan sped up, growling her name, kissing her neck, her lips, her chest. His hands roamed her with adoration, squeezing her ass, guiding her so she could take all of him.

The climax reached them together: Jenna convulsing around him with a muffled cry, pleasure exploding in waves that left her trembling; Ethan tensing, moaning deeply, his body covering hers in a protective embrace.

They were left spent, panting, sweaty. Ethan withdrew carefully and fell at her side, pulling her against his chest. Jenna, still trembling, looked at him with shining eyes and gave him a slow, sweet kiss, full of gratitude.
"Thank you for tonight…" she whispered against his lips.
He smiled, caressing her cheek.
"No, thank you, my beautiful Jenna."

They held each other tight, skin against skin, and like that, wrapped in each other’s warmth and the Christmas silence, they fell deeply asleep.


Chapter 20 — THE FAREWELL THAT STAYS

Two days later, the cabin woke to a different kind of silence, one that did not weigh like the previous ones but instead stretched out, warm, as if it wanted to hold on to them a little longer. The snow had stopped falling and the forest seemed to be holding its breath. Jenna woke with that uncomfortable mix of calm and melancholy that arrives when something beautiful is ending, when it has not quite gone yet but is no longer the same.

Ethan had arrived early with his parents and Mina. There was no rush, no one needed them. The farewell was built out of small gestures: cups of coffee growing cold on the table, glances that lingered longer than necessary, smiles that could not quite decide whether they were happy or sad. Jenna had dressed carefully, without exaggeration, as if she wanted to honor those days without turning them into a costume. Ethan watched her with that soft attentiveness that always disarmed her, as if every detail mattered.

They talked about staying in touch, about messages, calls, improbable visits that might never happen, but that needed to be named. Ethan was clear, respectful, more adult than she expected. He said he understood her wishes, that he would not pressure her, that if this had to remain there, then so be it. Jenna nodded, her chest tight, grateful and sad at the same time. They hugged for a long time, an embrace that sought no promises but memory. Mina smiled tenderly; the parents were kind, discreet, as if they understood more than they said.

When they returned to the cabin, the silence took over everything again. Jenna went straight to the bathroom. She closed the door, let the hot water run, and undressed slowly. The shower was a refuge: steam fogging the mirror, the constant sound of water, her skin recognizing itself alone again. As she soaped herself, the memories arrived without asking permission: Ethan’s hand intertwined with hers as they walked through the snow, the awkward laughter, the stolen kisses in the kitchen, the way he looked at her as if seeing her were enough. A tear mixed with the water and Jenna did not stop it.

She came out wrapped in a towel, her hair damp and her gaze a little lost. In front of the mirror she put on makeup slowly, as if each gesture were another farewell. She chose a miniskirt, a soft blouse, stockings that hugged her legs, and heels that no longer intimidated her. She looked at herself and did not know if she was getting ready for someone or for herself. Maybe for both.

In the living room she poured herself a generous glass of vodka. She took a long sip, feeling the burn go down and settle. On the second drink, Lucy appeared without making a sound, as always. She leaned against the doorframe and watched her with that mix of affection and clarity that characterized her.

"I understand," she said simply.

Jenna did not respond right away. The knot in her throat gave way all at once and the tears came without permission. She said that everything was ending, that tomorrow they would return to the city, that Jenna would remain as a memory, like a beautiful parenthesis she did not know where to store. Lucy stepped closer, wiped her cheeks with her thumbs, and looked her in the eyes.

"Then let it be a beautiful memory," she replied. "That counts too."

She told her she looked gorgeous, that she should not waste her last hours crying. She put on music, something cheerful, something that invited movement without thinking too much. Lucy started dancing first, exaggerating her steps, laughing at herself, until Jenna could not help but smile. They took pictures, made faces, toasted again. Little by little, the sadness became lighter, less sharp.

It was a girls’ night in the purest sense. They drank just enough to loosen up, watched movies that did not matter, commented on absurd scenes, laughed until their stomachs hurt. Jenna allowed herself to be there, without thinking about tomorrow, without deciding anything else.

When they went to bed, Lucy hugged her tightly, a long, sincere hug. She told her she would miss her very much, that she would always be her little cousin. Before letting go, she took out a small key and placed it in her hand. Jenna looked at it for a second and, without saying anything, decided not to use it. She closed her fingers around the key and left it on the nightstand, like someone who is not ready to close a door.

The next day, the return trip was silent. The train moved through familiar landscapes that no longer felt the same. At the station, Jamie, because there he became Jamie again, recovered his lost suitcase. The staff apologized, explained delays, but he did not care much. He took it, dragged it a few meters, and thought, with a small smile, that he had spent too long without needing it.

They returned to the city, to Lucy’s apartment. Jamie wore unisex clothing, comfortable, like a midpoint between what he had been and what he still did not know how to be. They climbed the stairs, opened the door, left their things on the floor. The journey was over, but something else, silent, was just beginning.


FINAL CHAPTER

Jamie woke up on Lucy’s couch with the strange sensation of having slept on an invisible border. The city could be heard awake beyond the windows, without snow, without wind biting at the ears, without the white silence that had turned the cabin into a world apart. Here there were distant horns, footsteps on the sidewalk, an elevator going up and down like someone else’s heartbeat. He brought a hand to his face and sighed. Everything seemed normal. Too normal.

He sat up slowly. The first detail struck him like a confession he had not asked for: his nails were still painted, long, carefully done, in that delicate shade Lucy had chosen one random afternoon as if it were the most natural thing in the world. He stared at them for several seconds, turning his wrist, as if the color might evaporate by sheer will. It did not. They were still there, shiny, stubborn.

He got up and walked to the bathroom mirror. The reflection gave back an image that was familiar and, at the same time, unsettling. The cage was still there, discreet but present, a secret that could not be seen from the outside and yet marked every thought. He touched his neck, his chest, skin still soft, still different. He picked up the razor and passed it along his jaw with almost ceremonial dedication, as if each stroke could bring back something that had been left in the mountains. But when he finished, when he rinsed his face and dried it, the result was not the same as before. Smooth skin, softened features, a gaze charged with something new.

He went back to the improvised bedroom and chose, almost without thinking, the shorts and blouse he had worn at the beginning of the vacation. Comfortable, light clothes that felt familiar and, at the same time, dangerously close to the other thing. He dressed slowly, with a care he did not remember having before. When he stepped out, Lucy was in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, a steaming mug in her hands.

"Good morning, little cousin," she said, with that calm smile that never seemed improvised.

Jamie frowned, uncomfortable. "It’s strange," he admitted, pointing at his hands. "Look at me… I’m still like this. And she hasn’t come back… Jenna hasn’t come back."

Lucy took a sip of her coffee and watched him with almost maternal patience. "Are you sure?" she asked, without harshness.

Jamie opened his mouth to answer, but nothing came out. He sat down across from her, shoulders tense. "I don’t want to… I can’t keep going with this. It was a parenthesis. It’s over."

Lucy set the mug down and leaned a little toward him. "Is it really over? Because you keep choosing that clothes ‘by accident,’ you keep moving carefully, you keep looking at yourself like someone who recognizes herself and doesn’t dare say it out loud."

Jamie lowered his gaze. "Don’t pressure me."

"I’m not," Lucy replied with gentle cruelty. "I’m just telling you what I see. And what I see is someone who breaks when they try to be who they were."

The silence stretched between them until it hurt. Jamie felt a knot rise in his chest, in his throat. His hands trembled. "I don’t know who I am," he finally said, his voice breaking. "And that scares me."

Lucy stood up and rested a hand on his shoulder. She did not squeeze. She did not pull. She was just there. "Sometimes fear is the proof that you can no longer lie to yourself."

That night passed without grand gestures. A simple dinner, a movie playing in the background that no one fully watched, a fatigue that was not physical. Jamie slept poorly, waking several times, with images that came and went like soft waves: a laugh, an intertwined hand, a voice calling him by a name he no longer knew whether it was a disguise or a home.

The next morning he took a long shower. Hot water ran over his body and, for the first time, he did not try to ignore the sensations. When he stepped out, wrapped in a towel, he saw the clothes Lucy had left on the bed. The same ones he had worn as Jenna. Clean, carefully folded, waiting for him without reproach. He stood there, motionless, for long minutes.

Then the phone rang.

The sound cut through him like lightning. He walked to the table, picked it up with unsteady hands. The name on the screen was unmistakable.

"Jenna, I’ve been thinking about you a lot," the voice on the other end said, warm, sincere.

Jamie answered without thinking, without giving himself time to correct it. The voice that came out of his mouth was soft, different, familiar. "Me too."

He froze, heart racing. But he did not hang up. He did not want to. He sat on the bed, listening, speaking little, feeling how every word fit with a naturalness he could no longer deny. When the call ended, he stayed there staring at the dark screen, breathing deeply.

He got dressed. There was no drama. There was no ceremony. He simply chose what made sense to him. When he left the room, Lucy was waiting for him in the hallway. She said nothing. She only smiled and placed her hand on his shoulder, firm, warm.

Jamie closed his eyes for a second. Jenna opened hers.

There were no fanfares. There were no exaggerated promises. Just a calm, sweet, inevitable certainty. Jenna was here to stay.


Afterword

Thank you for staying until the very last page.

This story was never meant to be hurried. It was meant to unfold slowly, like snow settling on a quiet window, like warm light pooling across a cabin floor at night, like a secret that feels safer the longer you hold it. If you are here now, then you allowed yourself to linger, to notice the small shifts, the soft moments, the places where something familiar gently became something new.

Jamie’s journey was never about shock. It was about tenderness. About permission. About the dangerous comfort of being guided, of being seen, of discovering that surrender can feel less like loss and more like relief. Jenna was not born all at once. She appeared in fragments, in borrowed clothes, in held breaths, in shy smiles that slowly learned they were allowed to stay.

And Lucy knew. She always did. Not in a cruel way, not in a hurried way, but with patience and intention. The kind that wraps itself around you until you stop asking whether you should step away.

If this story made you blush, that is no accident.
If it stirred memories you thought were long asleep, even better.
If it left you wondering about your own quiet curiosities, then it has done exactly what it was meant to do.

Erotic stories often focus on bodies. This one focused on becoming. On the pleasure of transformation, on the sweetness of letting go, on the warmth that comes from being held at just the right moment. Christmas was only the setting. The real gift was self recognition, wrapped in lace, softness, and just a hint of mischief.

Thank you for trusting this story.
Thank you for letting it take its time.
Thank you for letting it whisper instead of shout.

Some changes do not fade when the season ends. Some remain, quietly, beautifully, and forever close.
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