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Introduction

“The only way to help my sister was to wear her stewardess uniform and greet people with utmost poise, confidence, and grace.”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was the only boy in a fatherless family. Growing up, my mom and sisters would dress me up as a girl for fun. However, I never imagined that our silly girly games would turn into something that could save my sister’s career and uncover many feminine facets that were hiding beneath my role as the only man in the house.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Surprise Stewardess.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE GLOW OF THE SCREEN flickered in the dimness of my room, casting long shadows that danced across the walls with every movement of our characters. I was hunkered down on the floor, the controller clutched tightly in my hands, my focus unbreakable as I faced off against Toby in the latest boxing game on the PlayStation 5.
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"I'm telling you, man, if you keep leaving your guard open like that, I'm gonna knock your character out cold," I warned, half my mind on the strategy, half on the satisfaction of landing a virtual punch. Toby, sprawled out on the beanbag next to me, just chuckled, a mix of defiance and concentration etched on his face.

"Yeah, right, Ethan. Like you've got the reflexes for that. You spend too much time analyzing my moves instead of making your own," he shot back, his fingers dancing over his controller with practiced ease.

The room was filled with the sound of our banter, the occasional shout of frustration or triumph, and the incessant clicking of buttons. The scent of stale pizza and energy drinks lingered in the air, a testament to the hours we'd been at this. I could feel the fabric of the carpet pressing into my skin, the room a little too warm from the heat of our bodies and the electronics.

It was moments like these, lost in the world of games, where I felt most at ease. Outside of this room, the world expected too much, asked too many questions, and I... I just wanted to escape. Here, with Toby, I could be anyone, do anything. No expectations, no disappointments.

"You know," I began, my character dodging a particularly vicious uppercut, "if life was more like a video game, I think I'd have it all figured out. Levels to beat, clear objectives, and maybe a few cheat codes for when things get tough." My voice carried a wistful note, the words floating out amidst the digital chaos unfolding on screen.

Toby paused for a moment, his character lowering its fists, as if giving us a breather from the virtual bout. "Dude, if life handed out cheat codes, you'd be the first person I'd suspect of hoarding them all," he joked, but then his tone softened.

"But yeah, I get it. Life's complicated. At least here, we know we're good at something."

I smirked, a rush of affection for my friend warming me. "Yeah, kicking your ass at this game," I quipped, launching my character forward for another attack.

Just as Toby's character was about to deliver what he promised would be the knockout blow, the door to my bedroom slammed open with a force that made us both jump. My mom stood there, her face pale, eyes wide with panic. The sight of her like that, so raw and scared, instantly killed the jovial atmosphere.
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"What happened?" Toby and I exclaimed almost in unison, our previous competition forgotten.

"It's Jane," my mom gasped out, her voice trembling. "She's... she's been in a car accident."

Fuck. My heart plummeted into my stomach, the controller slipping from my fingers and landing with a soft thud on the carpet. Jane. My sister, my almost-twin, the person who understood me better than anyone else in this messed-up world. The thought of her hurt, or worse, sent a jolt of fear through me that was so intense it was almost paralyzing.

I scrambled to my feet, my movements frantic as I searched for my car keys. "Let's go," I managed to choke out, the words barely forming as my brain raced with worst-case scenarios.

Toby and my mom followed me out the door, their steps hurried and heavy with worry. We piled into the car, the night air sharp against my skin as I fumbled with the keys, finally getting the engine to roar to life. The familiar scent of the car, a mix of old fast-food wrappers and the pine tree air freshener swinging from the rearview mirror, did nothing to comfort me.

As I drove, my hands were sweaty against the steering wheel, my heart thudding painfully against my ribcage. Every red light was torture, every second lost a potential lifetime.

"Please, let her be okay," I whispered under my breath, a mantra against the suffocating fear.

Toby reached over, placing a tentative hand on my shoulder. "She's strong, Ethan. Jane's a fighter," he said, his voice steady but I could hear the underlying worry.

"Yeah, but she's also stubborn as hell. Has to get the last word in, even if it kills her," I replied, trying for a joke but my voice cracked, betraying the fear that was constricting my throat.
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The streets blurred past us, the night suddenly too dark, the city too quiet. My mind raced with memories of Jane—how we'd team up to outsmart our other sisters, the way she'd cover for me whenever I stayed up too late gaming, her laughter, bright and infectious. We shared secrets, dreams, and countless late-night snacks. The thought of a world without her was unimaginable.

As we finally arrived at the hospital, the harsh fluorescent lights felt blinding, the sterile smell of antiseptic overwhelming. The waiting room was crowded, but I barely saw the faces around us, my focus narrowed to finding Jane, to seeing for myself that she was okay.

"Please," I found myself praying to anyone or anything that might be listening, "let her be okay. She's all I've got." The fear, the helplessness, it was all-consuming, a stark contrast to the pixelated realities I was used to escaping into. This was real, and I had never felt more terrified.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE MOMENT WE ENTERED the emergency room, a high-pitched voice cut through the tense silence, "Mom!"

Turning towards the sound, my heart leaped into my throat. There was Jane, alive and seemingly intact, lying on a stretcher but with a smile that could light up the darkest of nights. Relief flooded through me so intensely it was almost dizzying.
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"Jane!" My mom rushed over, her worry lines smoothing out at the sight of her daughter safe. Toby and I exchanged a look of bewildered relief before following close behind.

"Some idiot was texting while driving and almost rammed into my car," Jane explained, her voice strong despite the situation, eyes rolling with the kind of exasperation only Jane could muster under such circumstances. She looked at us, a serious glint in her eyes that had me bracing for the worst.

"But..." she paused dramatically, the tension in the air palpable.

Then, her serious facade cracked, a mischievous smile spreading across her face. "I'm really craving Cinnabon."

The absurdity of the moment caught us off guard, and laughter burst from us in a collective release of tension. Toby, ever the peacemaker and part-time jester, threw his hands up in mock surrender. "Okay, I'll get you some, your highness," he declared, already backing towards the exit.

My mom, tears of relief sparkling in her eyes, leaned down to kiss Jane's forehead. "You idiot," she murmured affectionately, a sentiment echoed in my own heart.

I sat there for a moment, watching the scene, the sterile smell of the hospital mingling with the undercurrent of fear and relief. The bright fluorescent lights cast everything in stark relief, making the moment feel surreal. Jane's laughter, a sound I realized I'd been terrified of never hearing again, filled the space between us, grounding me back to reality.
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"You know, for a second there, you had me. I thought you were going to say something serious," I said, my voice thick with emotion. My attempt at levity was feeble, but it was all I had.

Jane's smile softened, and she reached out, her hand finding mine.

"Ethan, you should've seen your face. I'm fine, really. It's going to take more than a distracted driver to get rid of me."

I squeezed her hand, the reality of nearly losing her making her presence all the more precious. "Yeah, well, you're stuck with me too, you know. Who else is going to buy me PlayStation discs on Christmas?"

Our shared laughter was a balm, soothing the raw edges of fear and uncertainty. In that hospital room, with the scent of antiseptics in the air and the relentless hum of machinery in the background, I was reminded of the fragile threads that bound us together.

Soon after getting a room, the doctor entered with a clipboard in hand, the click of the door shutting behind him cutting through the previously light atmosphere. He had that professional, everything-is-under-control kind of vibe, but even he couldn't mask the hint of concern in his eyes.

"Everything looks fine from the tests we conducted earlier," he began, his voice calm and measured, "but Jane will need about six months of leg therapy and needs to stay home for the duration."

"Dammit! No!" Jane exploded, her frustration boiling over in a way that made the doctor's eyebrows shoot up in shock. My mom shot Jane a stern look, the kind that had us all straightening up a bit more in our seats.

"Sorry, doc," she mumbled, but the apology did little to hide the storm brewing in her eyes.

She blew out a breath, then dropped the bombshell. "I just got my dream job as a stewardess for Stellara Airways." Her voice cracked on the last few words, a mix of anger and desperation coloring her tone.
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"What am I gonna do?" she said, more to herself than to any of us, her hands clenching and unclenching in her lap.

The doctor, perhaps sensing that his presence was no longer required—or welcome, for that matter—murmured something about giving us some time and excused himself, slipping out as quietly as he had entered.

I tried to offer some reassurance, fumbling for the right words. "I'm sure they'll understand. It's not like you planned for this to happen."

"They’re the country’s top airline. They’re not going to wait for someone who’s just waiting to sign the contract," she snapped back, the edge in her voice sharp. "Ugh, this is so annoying."

My mom, ever the pragmatist, chimed in. "You can always apply again, Jane."

But Jane shook her head, her frustration palpable. "That's not happening. I have to secure that position."

The room fell into an uncomfortable silence, the tension thick. You could almost taste the blend of antiseptic and worry in the air, and the fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting everything in a harsh, unforgiving light. It felt like we were all stuck in a bad game level with no cheat codes in sight, and I couldn't help but feel useless. My sister's dream was crashing down around her, and all I could do was sit there, my gamer brain trying and failing to come up with a strategy that could fix everything.

However, she didn't like any of the ideas we cautiously threw out—especially about the application for another company, shooting each one down with a mix of logic and despair. It was clear she felt trapped, her path to her dream job barricaded by circumstances beyond her control.

And there I was, the geeky, nerdy brother who could navigate fictional worlds with ease but found the complexities of the real world, especially emotional crises, as baffling as quantum physics.

The sense of helplessness was suffocating, a reminder that no amount of smart-mouthed comments or foul-mouthed jokes could make this situation any better. All I could do was sit by her side, offering silent support, wishing I could do more for the sister who always seemed to know how to navigate the challenges of life with a confidence I admired.

Soon after, Toby re-entered the room, a beacon of hope in the form of a Cinnabon box clasped in his hands. The mere sight of it seemed to inject a new energy into the room, a sweet, cinnamon-scented distraction from the storm clouds of our conversation.

Jane, ever the embodiment of impatience and determination, made an attempt to rise from the bed, her movements halted by a quick, "Uh uh uh, stay where you are," from our mom. The sternness in her voice was softened by the smile tugging at the corners of her lips, a silent acknowledgment of Jane's unbreakable spirit.
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"Do you want me to heat them up?" Mom asked, already half-turning towards the direction of the hospital's patient microwave, a rare commodity in such places.

"No," Jane declared, her voice laced with an urgency that had everyone pausing. "Let's just eat them like this." And with that, she tore into the box like a coyote, her earlier frustrations momentarily forgotten in the face of sugary, doughy goodness.

Toby, Mom, and I joined in, each of us grabbing a Minibon and taking a bite, the rich, sweet flavor acting as a temporary balm to our frayed nerves. There's something about sharing food, especially comfort food, that knits people closer together, a silent communion of shared understanding and support.

As we ate, the conversation drifted to safer, more mundane waters. "Have you noticed how many people text and drive these days? It's like they think they're in a video game with extra lives or something," I remarked, my tone light but carrying an undercurrent of frustration.

Toby nodded, swallowing a mouthful before chiming in. "Yeah, and the irony is, half of them can't even multitask sitting on a couch without spilling their drinks. Put them behind a wheel, and suddenly they think they're multitasking masters."

Mom shook her head, a wry smile on her face as she dabbed at the corners of her mouth with a napkin.

"It's a miracle more accidents don't happen, honestly. People seem to forget they're controlling a ton of metal at high speeds."

Jane, her Minibon halfway to oblivion, added, "Well, maybe if cars were designed to shock people when they try to use their phone, we'd have fewer idiots on the road."

The suggestion sparked a round of laughter, the absurdity of the image momentarily lightening the mood. "Or maybe just install an AI in every car that yells at you every time you even glance at your phone," I suggested, my geeky, tech-loving brain running with the idea.

"It could use your mom's voice for added effect. 'Uh uh uh, eyes on the road, mister!'"

That got another round of chuckles, the conversation flowing easily now, a mix of sarcasm, hypothetical solutions to world problems, and the kind of banter that only comes with familiarity and shared experiences.

"Ugh, I love Cinnabon," Jane sighed, her voice a mix of contentment and regret as she finished off her Minibon. "Too bad I can't have as much because Stellara has a weight limit." She then turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Ethan, remember when we were kids, I'd bribe you with a Minibon as long as you allowed me to put you in a dress and put some makeup on you?"

I could feel my face heat up at the memory, a mix of annoyance and embarrassment washing over me. Toby, on the other hand, found the whole thing amusing, a chuckle escaping him as he tried to imagine the scene.

"Yes, you were so cute," Mom chimed in, nostalgia coloring her voice. "Whenever you wore a wig, you looked just like Jane. People would always ask me if you were twins."

That's when Jane had her AHA moment, her eyes lighting up with a wild idea. "What if I sign the contract and you go to work as me?" she suggested, her enthusiasm palpable.

Toby and I couldn't help it; we burst into laughter, the sound echoing through the room. I laughed so hard I almost blew my drink out my nose, the absurdity of the idea too much to handle.

"You know what, that's not a bad idea," Mom said, her tone serious, much to my horror. "It's just for six months, and besides, you're not working at the moment, Ethan. It could be a good way to practice your independence."

"I'd rather you kick me out of the house than dress up like a girl again for six months," I retorted, the thought alone enough to make me shudder.

Jane gave me her best puppy-dog eyes, a tactic she knew was hard to resist. "Pretty please? You get to keep the money too," she begged, laying it on thick.

"Not gonna happen," I said, half annoyed, half amused by the turn the conversation had taken. I took a moment to let the idea sink in, the taste of sweet cinnamon still lingering on my tongue, the hospital's sterile scent a sharp contrast to the warmth of the moment.
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The thought of me, Ethan Hawthorne, spending six months pretending to be my sister, flying around the world as a stewardess for Stellara Airways, was ludicrous. Yet, as I sat there, surrounded by laughter and the remnants of our Cinnabon feast, I couldn't help but wonder if there wasn't a part of me that was curious about the challenge.

Not that I'd ever admit it out loud.

The room was filled with the sounds of our laughter and the low hum of hospital machinery, a bizarre backdrop to an even more bizarre proposition. The idea was insane, completely out of left field, but as I glanced at Jane's hopeful face, I realized this was more than just a wild scheme; it was a plea for help from my sister, who was desperate not to lose her dream job.

I hadn't given her an answer yet, my mind a whirlwind of emotions and logistical questions.

How would we even pull something like this off?

And more importantly, could I actually do it?

Could I step so far out of my comfort zone for the sake of my sister?

Annoyed, amused, but mostly bewildered, I realized this was a conversation that was far from over.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A WEEK HAD PASSED since Jane's ludicrous proposal, and somehow, in a twist that still had me questioning my sanity, I had agreed. There we were, in our living room turned makeshift training camp, with Jane in her wheelchair, armed with determination and a stick she'd appropriated as her scepter of authority.

Mom was buzzing around us, the epitome of supportive enthusiasm, while I stood there in what I deemed the ultimate betrayal of my comfort zone.
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"Okay, Ethan, remember, it's all about grace and poise," Jane instructed, her voice firm but laced with the kind of amusement one reserves for teaching a toddler not to eat crayons.

I snorted, unable to help myself. "Yeah, because grace and poise scream 'Ethan Hawthorne.'"

Mom gave me a look, the kind that said, play along, before turning to fetch something from the kitchen. I could smell something baking, a sweet distraction from the impending disaster I was sure this would turn into.

Jane tapped her stick against the side of her wheelchair, grabbing my attention. "First lesson: walking. You can't just lumber around like you're navigating a minefield. You need to glide, Ethan. Glide."

I tried, really I did. But my first attempt at 'gliding' was more akin to a newborn deer on ice than anything resembling the elegance of a stewardess. Jane's laughter filled the room, a sound so full of genuine mirth it was hard to be mad about the whole situation.

"Okay, okay, let's break it down," she said, wiping tears from her eyes. "Imagine there's a line, and you're walking along it. One foot in front of the other... Yeah, not like you're on a tightrope, Ethan. This isn't a circus act."

Toby, who had somehow been roped into this as our audience, was clutching his sides, laughter shaking his frame. "Dude, you look like you're trying not to step on Legos."

I shot him a glare. "How about you try this and see how well you do?"

Jane, ever the taskmaster, redirected us. "Focus, gentlemen. Ethan, shoulders back, chest out. You're confident, you're elegant, you're... not a drunk flamingo, for goodness' sake."

The room was filled with the scent of cookies baking, a comforting backdrop to the chaos of our 'training session.' The warm, inviting aroma clashed with my feelings of embarrassment and the cold touch of the stick Jane used to correct my posture every so often.

"Alright, now for the speech. 'Welcome aboard Stellara Airways, where your safety and comfort are our top priority,'" Jane recited, nodding for me to repeat after her.
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I cleared my throat, trying to mimic her stewardess tone. "Welcome aboard Stellara Airways, where your safety and comfort are our top priority." My voice sounded unsure, lacking the confidence and warmth Jane's had carried.

"Better, but you sound like you're warning them about an impending apocalypse, not welcoming them on a luxury flight," Jane critiqued, her words sharp but her eyes twinkling with humor.

As the hours flew by, filled with lessons on etiquette, emergency procedures (which I found oddly fascinating, tapping into my love for detailed instructions and protocols), and even the correct way to serve meals without dumping them into a passenger's lap, I found myself getting caught up in the challenge. It was bizarre, uncomfortable, and so far out of my wheelhouse I might as well have been on another planet.

Yet, as I stumbled, fumbled, and occasionally triumphed through Jane's rigorous training regimen, I couldn't help but feel a grudging respect for what she did. This was no easy feat, and the realization that my sister was a badass in her own right started to sink in.

The "heel training" was next on Jane's boot camp agenda, a segment I was dreading with every fiber of my being. The sight of those heels—monuments to my impending doom—made my palms sweat and my stomach churn. "You've got to be kidding me," I muttered, eyeing the torture devices masquerading as footwear.

"Oh, come on, Ethan. It's just like walking in regular shoes, but with a little extra... elevation," Jane said, her attempt at encouragement doing nothing to ease my apprehension.

Toby's grin widened, anticipation lighting up his eyes. "This, I gotta see."

The first few attempts were about as graceful as a giraffe on roller skates. I stumbled, wobbled, and yes, fell—more than once. The sensation of being perched on those spindly sticks was alien, every step a battle between me and gravity.

"Oof!" I hit the ground again, the carpet thankfully cushioning my fall. "This is impossible. How does anyone walk in these things?"
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Toby was laughing so hard I was half afraid he'd pull a muscle. "Dude, you look like you're trying to walk on stilts during an earthquake."

"Very helpful, Toby, thanks," I shot back, pushing myself up for what felt like the hundredth time. My pride was bruised, but the determination (or maybe just stubbornness) was kicking in. I wasn't going to let a pair of shoes beat me.

"Focus, Ethan. It's all about balance," Jane coached, her tone patient. "Imagine you're walking on a straight line. And keep your core tight."

A straight line. Core tight. I repeated the mantra in my head, taking a deep breath before attempting to walk again. This time, something clicked. Maybe it was the desperation to not fall flat on my face again, or perhaps it was the sheer repetition, but I started to move with a bit more stability, a bit more confidence.

With each step, I grew bolder, the initial awkwardness giving way to a strange sense of empowerment. I was doing it. I was actually walking in heels, and not just walking—strutting.

By the time I'd made it across the room without incident, I was grinning, a mix of disbelief and pride washing over me. "I didn't know I could do this. And why can't I stop?" I exclaimed, half-joking, half-serious, as I turned for another pass, my movements now eerily reminiscent of a catwalk model.

Toby's laughter had subsided, replaced by a look of genuine surprise. "Man, I gotta hand it to you, that was... actually impressive."

The air was filled with the scent of victory—or maybe that was just the lingering aroma of cookies—and the room buzzed with excitement. My mom and Jane were cheering, their support a warm blanket around my shoulders.

Walking in those heels, something I'd dreaded, turned into a source of unexpected joy. The feeling of mastering something so foreign, so outside my comfort zone, was exhilarating. The clack of the heels on the floor, the steady rhythm of my newfound stride, it was all so strangely satisfying.

[image: ]

For a moment, I forgot about the absurdity of the situation. I forgot about my reservations, my fears, and my self-imposed limitations. In that moment, I was just Ethan, doing something I never thought possible, supported by the people who believed in me even when I didn't.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY FOUND US huddled around my laptop in the living room. On the group video call were Callie and Sandra, my sisters who'd managed to escape our brand of domestic chaos for the relative sanity of other states. They were checking in on Jane and eager to hear about the progress of our harebrained scheme.

"How are you feeling, Jane?" Callie's voice crackled through the speaker, concern lacing her words.

"I'm doing okay, all things considered. Ethan's been a surprisingly good sport about... everything," Jane replied, her tone a mix of gratitude and mischief.

"Yeah, 'good sport' is one way to describe stumbling around in heels," I muttered, earning a chuckle from mom and an eye roll from Jane.

Callie, ever the makeup enthusiast, chimed in with, "Oh, I left some makeup in my room you guys can play with. There should be enough there to transform Ethan into a passable version of you, Jane."

Sandra, not to be outdone, added, "And I've got waxing equipment in my room. You're going to need it if you want to pull this off convincingly."
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The room went silent for a split second, the reality of what 'waxing equipment' implied hitting me like a freight train. "Wait, waxing?" I echoed, a sense of dread pooling in my stomach.

Before anyone could delve into the horrifying specifics of that suggestion, Toby, who'd been lounging on the couch, trying and failing to hide his amusement, decided to add his two cents. "Don't worry, Ethan, I've got your balls in my pocket," he quipped, deadpan.

The laughter that followed was immediate and infectious, breaking the tension and sending waves of relief through me. Even through the static of the speakerphone, I could hear Callie and Sandra's laughter, a reminder of the bond that tied us all together, no matter the distance.

"Yeah, well, you might want to keep them safe. Sounds like I'm going to need all the help I can get," I shot back, the words light, though my heart was racing at the thought of what was to come.

The conversation moved on, the familiar banter and teasing a comforting constant in the whirlwind my life had become. We discussed logistics, strategies, and even the potential for a wardrobe raid in Callie and Sandra's rooms, the discussion a blend of practicality and hilarity.

Later that morning, Jane, with the authority of a seasoned general, laid out the plan once more for Toby, who had somehow been promoted from spectator to chief waxer.

"Okay, Toby, you've got the list, right? Face, pits, back, legs, and feet. We're making Ethan hairless and fabulous."

Toby, holding the waxing kit like it was a set of defusal tools for a bomb, nodded solemnly. "Got it. Ethan, you ready to become as smooth as a dolphin?"

I shot them both a look that I hoped conveyed the depth of my terror mixed with a begrudging acceptance. "I'm gonna kill you. Just... do it quickly," I grumbled, bracing myself for the pain.

The first target was my face. As Toby approached with a strip in hand, his expression was a mix of concentration and mischief. "This might hurt a bit," he warned, a statement that earned him the 'Understatement of the Year' award in my book.
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The rip was quick, but the pain was immediate and intense. "Motherfu—!" I yelped, my hands flying to my face. "That was just cruel!"

Toby couldn't contain his laughter. "You should see your face—it's like you've just discovered a new level of betrayal."

Next came the armpits, a process I was dreading with every fiber of my being. "If I pass out, just...keep going," I joked weakly, trying to muster some bravado.

"Relax, Ethan. How bad can it be?" Toby said, right before he yanked the strip with a flourish.

"Bad! Very bad! It can be very bad!" I shouted, the sensation akin to being stung by a thousand angry bees.

As we moved to my back, legs, and, gods help me, feet, the room was filled with a symphony of my yelps, Toby's laughter, and Jane's occasional, "You're doing great, Ethan! Think of the smooth, aerodynamic efficiency!"

The smell of the wax became the scent of my impending doom, the warm, sticky application followed by the torturous rip a cycle that seemed endless. The pain was a bizarre mix of sharp and burning, each new area bringing its own unique brand of torture.

"Are we sure this is necessary? I mean, who's looking at my feet?" I whined, as Toby prepped another strip.

"Every detail counts, Ethan. You want to be convincing, don't you?" Jane countered, her voice a mix of encouragement and sadistic glee.

By the time Toby announced we were done, I felt like I'd been through a medieval torture session. My body was tingling in places I hadn't known could tingle, a mix of pain and relief washing over me.

"I swear, Toby, if I wasn't in so much pain right now, I'd come up with a revenge plan so elaborate, it'd make a Rube Goldberg machine look simple," I threatened half-heartedly, too exhausted to muster any real venom.

Toby just grinned, clearly proud of his handiwork. "You'll thank me when you're gliding through the air, frictionless and fabulous."

Despite the pain, the absurdity of the situation wasn't lost on me. Here I was, Ethan Hawthorne, video game enthusiast and self-proclaimed geek, getting waxed in my living room by my best friend, all to impersonate my sister.

After the waxing ordeal, I found myself oddly appreciating the smoothness of my legs. It was a sensation I'd never experienced before, and while I was loath to admit it, there was something oddly... nice about it. My newfound appreciation, however, was abruptly interrupted by the doorbell.
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"Oh, they've arrived, ya’ll are going to love this!" Mom exclaimed, a note of excitement in her voice as she hurried to the door.

Jane, Toby, and I exchanged puzzled looks. "What's she talking about?" Toby asked, shrugging when Jane and I could only offer clueless stares in return.

Mom returned, arms laden with packages, and began laying out the contents on the living room table with the flourish of a magician revealing her tricks. A long brown wig that matched Jane's hair perfectly, a stewardess uniform that looked eerily authentic, some Spanx, and... lingerie.

"I tried the Amazon same-day delivery thingy, and it's real!" Mom announced, clearly proud of her online shopping prowess.

Jane's excitement was palpable. "Oh my god, it's perfect!" she squealed, her eyes lighting up as she took in each item.

Toby, meanwhile, was having the time of his life, laughter bubbling up as he picked up the lingerie with a pair of tongs he'd snagged from the kitchen. "Ethan, I never knew you had such refined taste in undergarments," he teased, waggling his eyebrows.

I could feel my face heating up, a mix of embarrassment and nervous anticipation settling in my stomach. "Yeah, well, let's just hope nobody ever finds out about this, or I'll have to enter witness protection," I retorted, trying to play it cool even as my hands itched to throw the lingerie back into the box from whence it came.

Mom, oblivious to my discomfort, was already planning the next steps. "We'll need to do a fitting, make sure everything's just right. Ethan, you'll make a beautiful stewardess."

"Or the world's most awkward one," I muttered under my breath, eyeing the uniform with a mix of dread and curiosity. The fabric of the uniform looked stiff, and I could already imagine the itchiness of the wig on my freshly waxed skin.

Jane, ever supportive, clapped her hands together.

"This is going to be amazing, Ethan. You're doing something incredible, and I can't thank you enough."

Her genuine gratitude made it hard to stay focused on my own apprehensions. "Yeah, well, let's just hope I don't crash and burn on my maiden voyage," I said, managing a weak smile.

Toby, already wearing my panties and stockings, casually gave me words of wisdom. I didn’t know if I was to take it seriously but he did make a good point.
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"If anyone can pull this off, it's you, man. Plus, you've got us. What could possibly go wrong?"

Famous last words, I thought, but I couldn't deny the warmth that came from knowing I had their support. The smell of the new fabric, the sight of the wig that looked eerily like Jane's hair, and the sensation of the smooth legs that would soon be hidden beneath the uniform all contributed to a surreal sense of anticipation.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

RETREATING TO MY BEDROOM with Toby in tow, the next challenge awaited: figuring out how to wear the lingerie and Spanx. I held the pieces in my hands like they were alien artifacts, my knowledge on the subject absolutely zero.
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Mom, ever eager to assist, made motions to follow us. "Do you need help with those? I can—"

"No, no, I'm just gonna Google it. I don't need you seeing me naked, thanks," I cut her off quickly, the thought alone enough to make me cringe.

Toby, finding humor in every situation, had already placed the wig on his head, his beard making the sight absurdly funny. "Look at me, I'm a girl. Aren't you gonna kick me out of your bedroom?" he joked, striking a pose that was more comical than anything else.

"Shut up and come help me figure this out," I laughed, tossing a Spanx package at him. Despite the situation, Toby's antics helped ease the tension.

After a few minutes of fumbling with the lingerie, I managed to get it on, though not without a fair share of struggle. Toby burst into laughter at the sight, particularly at the bulge that made it quite evident I was anything but female down there.

"I'm not gonna tuck. I heard it hurts," I declared, trying to adjust the fabric to be less revealing.

"Dude, you have to tuck. You don't want to ruin your disguise," Toby insisted, his amusement clear.
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The sight of Toby in the wig, his beard a stark contrast to the flowing brown locks, was ridiculously funny. "You giving me advice while looking like that is the highlight of my day," I managed between bursts of laughter.

Finally, with Toby's questionable assistance and a tutorial pulled up on my phone, I tackled the Spanx. The act of getting into them was akin to wrestling an octopus. Every time I thought I had it, another part would slip or roll, and I had to suck in my stomach so much it felt like I was trying to implode.

But when I finally stood in front of the mirror, with Toby standing back, both of us were genuinely impressed. The figure staring back at me was surprisingly sleek, the Spanx sculpting my body into something that, from a distance and with a generous squint, could pass for feminine.

"Wow, I... actually look good," I admitted, a mix of surprise and pride in my voice. The discomfort of the Spanx was a small price to pay for the transformation.

"Yeah, dude, I'm impressed. Jane's gonna flip when she sees this," Toby said, clapping me on the back, the wig slightly askew now, making him look even more ridiculous.

Soon after, he approached the door with the flair of a showman about to unveil his grand finale. "Ladies and gentlemen," he began, his voice booming with exaggerated drama, "I present to you, the sensational, the incomparable, Jane 2.0!"

With the door dramatically flung open, I took a deep breath and stepped out of the bedroom, decked out in the Spanx and lingerie combo, my feet awkwardly set in heels that felt like stilts.
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Channeling every catwalk model I'd ever seen in fast-forward clips online, I strutted into the living room with a playful confidence I didn't know I had. The sensation of the fabric against my newly smooth skin, the precarious balance on heels, and the slight constriction of the Spanx all blended into a weird symphony of sensations that was both uncomfortable and oddly empowering.

Jane and Mom erupted into cheers, their "Woohoo!" filling the room with energy and warmth. The sight of their faces, lit up with excitement and amusement, spurred me on, and I threw in a twirl for good measure, nearly toppling over but catching myself at the last moment. Laughter bubbled up from all of us, the sound mingling with the scent of Jane's makeup collection spread out on the coffee table, ready for the next phase of my transformation.

"Alright, superstar, time for makeup," Jane announced, her tone serious but her eyes sparkling with mischief. She was a self-proclaimed makeup enthusiast, her collection a vibrant palette of colors and tools that always seemed to work magic in her hands—amplified by my other sister’s hidden collection.

Jane's approach to makeup was bold, a reflection of her vibrant personality. "We'll start with the basics, then work our way up to the wing. Trust me, a good wing can make anyone look fierce," she explained, her hands deftly picking out the products we'd need.

As she guided me through each step, I was hit by the complexity of the process. Foundation, concealer, powder—each product had its place, its purpose. The smell of the makeup was strong, a mix of chemicals and fragrances that was surprisingly comforting. Jane's hands moved with practiced ease, her brushes swishing and swiping over my face, leaving trails of color that transformed me with every stroke.

"Now, for the wing," Jane said, her voice taking on a tone of concentration. "You want to start from the outer corner and flick it out. Like you're drawing an extension of your lower lash line."

I watched in the mirror as she demonstrated, her own eyeliner sharp enough to kill a man. My first attempt was shaky, the line more wobbly than winged. "Looks like I'm signaling for help rather than strutting down a runway," I joked, trying to lighten the tension I felt at possibly ruining my sister's hard work.

“Dude, you’re so into this,” Toby remarked.

“Shut up,” I mildly retorted.

Jane laughed, a bright, encouraging sound. "It's all about practice. Here, let me show you again." Her hand steadied mine, guiding the brush with a gentle precision that made the task seem effortless.

By the time we finished, the bold makeup made my eyes pop, the winged liner sharp and defining. The transformation was astonishing, the person in the mirror a stranger in some ways, but also unmistakably me. The blend of scents from the makeup, the feel of the brushes against my skin, and Jane's patient instruction had all culminated in this moment of revelation.

"Wow, I... is this me?" I admitted, the words feeling strange but true. Jane's makeup had always been a form of expression for her, bold and unapologetic, and now, wearing a piece of that myself, I felt a connection to her artistry I'd never experienced before.

After mastering the art of lingerie, Spanx, and heels, it was time for the grand finale: donning the stewardess uniform, complete with the wig, cap, and scarf. The transformation was thorough, each piece adding a layer to the character I was about to embody. The uniform was snug, tailored to a form that wasn't mine, but with the Spanx doing their magic, it fit surprisingly well.

The wig was a beast of its own, a cascade of brown locks brushing against my skin that felt alien on my freshly waxed face, but once the cap was in place, it all seemed to come together. The scarf, the final touch, added a pop of color and a dash of authenticity to the ensemble.
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Standing in front of the mirror for the final inspection, I barely recognized the person staring back. "Well, if this flying gig doesn't work out, I can always join a spy agency. Master of disguise, Ethan Hawthorne," I joked, adjusting the cap slightly.

Toby, ever ready to add to the drama, flung the bedroom door open with a flourish. "Ladies and gentlemen, please fasten your seatbelts and prepare for the unveiling of Ethan... I mean, Jane Hawthorne, Stellara Airways' newest and most... unique flight attendant."

Striding out of the bedroom with as much confidence as I could muster, I embraced the role, channeling every catwalk model I'd ever seen on TV.

"Would you like some peanuts or pretzels? Because that's all we've got in this budget airline," I announced playfully, striking a pose at the end of my makeshift runway.

"Now, if you'll check under your seats, you'll find... absolutely nothing. Please keep your expectations low, and we'll all enjoy the flight," I continued, offering imaginary snacks to my audience, my movements deliberate and overly courteous.

Toby, still unable to keep a straight face, clapped along. "I'll have the champagne, please. Oh wait, is that not included in our budget airline experience?"

I shot him a look, playing along. "Sir, the only bubbles you'll find here are from the soda, and even that's a stretch. But for you, I'll make an exception," I quipped, miming the popping of a champagne bottle, complete with sound effects.

The room was filled with laughter, the warmth and joy of the moment making the earlier hours of preparation all worth it. The sensation of the uniform's fabric against my skin, the slight itch of the wig, and the unfamiliar tightness of the Spanx all faded into the background, replaced by the thrill of the performance and the support of my family.

Jane, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes, managed to say, "Jane 2.0, you're a natural. Stellara doesn't know how lucky they are to have you."


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A WEEK INTO MY MASQUERADE as Jane, the first day of actual training loomed over me like a dark cloud. My stomach was a twisted knot of nerves, every step towards the training center felt like walking closer to the edge of a cliff. The air was thick with the scent of industrial cleaner and nervous sweat, mine contributing heavily to the latter.

[image: airport bird's eye view]

The training center was abuzz with activity, a hive of would-be flight attendants milling around, their voices a cacophony of excitement and anxiety. I felt out of place, a wolf in sheep's clothing, constantly tugging at the uniform that felt both like a costume and a shield.

The mean girls of the group were easy to spot, their laughter sharp and exclusive, their glances like daggers. I found myself oddly drawn to them, not out of any desire for friendship but out of a masochistic curiosity. Their approval felt like it would be a testament to my convincing performance, yet their scorn threatened to unravel me.

Our trainer was a woman made of steel and expectations, her voice cutting through the chatter like a knife. "Attention, everyone! Let's not waste any time. Remember, your goal here is to become the face of Stellara Airways, not to make friends."

Training was a blur of safety procedures, service standards, and emergency responses. My every move felt scrutinized, each mistake amplified in my head. The fear of being discovered, of not being convincing enough, clung to me like a second skin, making each task feel insurmountable.

It was during a particularly humiliating moment, as I attempted to balance a tray of coffee cups, that my fear became nearly paralyzing.
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“Fuck,” I frantically whispered.

The tray tipped, a slow-motion disaster, and hot coffee splashed onto the floor, a dark stain against the pristine surface.

A collective gasp filled the room, and I braced myself for ridicule or, worse, suspicion. But it was Alex Voss, one of the pilots observing our training, who stepped forward.

"Hey, it's okay. Let's get this cleaned up," he said, his voice kind, a lifeline in a sea of judgment.

I was taken aback by his willingness to help, his presence both comforting and unnerving. I didn't like boys—or so I thought—but there was something about Alex that pierced through my rehearsed indifference. Maybe it was his genuine smile or the way he didn't hesitate to kneel on the floor beside me, grabbing paper towels.

"Thanks," I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper, terrified that even my gratitude might betray me.

"No problem. Everyone spills something on their first day. It's like a rite of passage," Alex joked, his eyes crinkling in amusement.

I forced a laugh, the sound foreign to my ears. The fear of discovery loomed larger than ever, a constant shadow that darkened every interaction. I was acutely aware of every glance that lingered too long, every question that seemed too probing. The stakes were high, and the act was wearing thin.

During the first few hours, it already became clear who the stars were. Sarah Belle and Eloise, with their effortless grace and unwavering confidence, aced every simulation and test thrown their way.

I, on the other hand, had managed to make myself memorable in a less desirable fashion. After the coffee disaster, not only was the floor stained, but so was my blouse—a dark, spreading mark that felt like a beacon of my incompetence.

Muttering reasons, I excused myself from the group, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. The cool air of the corridor was a small relief against the heat of my flushed skin. My steps were hurried, eager to escape the scrutiny and clean the damning evidence from my uniform.

That's when another stewardess blocked my path, her presence as commanding as it was unwelcome. "I wonder how you got the job," she said, her voice dripping with insinuation, her perfectly manicured hand flipping her hair in a gesture of disdain.
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Her words felt like a punch to the gut, reinforcing my fear of being discovered. "Well, I wonder how anyone puts up with you," I wanted to retort, but the words stuck in my throat. Instead, I just stared at her, feeling smaller by the second.

Before I could muster a reply, Alex Voss appeared beside us, his timing as impeccable as his pilot's uniform. "Don't mind her," he said, nodding towards her with a dismissive tilt of his head.

"Her name's Sachiko, and she's earned the nickname 'Mile High Bitch' for a reason."

Sachiko huffed, clearly displeased with being spoken about as if she wasn't there, and stalked off, leaving a trail of expensive perfume and disdain in her wake.

Alex then turned his attention to me, noticing the state of my blouse. With a look of concern, he frantically reached into his pockets and produced a Tide pen. "Here, this should help," he offered, his smile kind and genuine.

"Thanks," I said, my voice a mix of gratitude and confusion. "But why are you even here? You're a pilot."

He shrugged, a hint of humor in his eyes. "Sometimes we're obligated to participate in training, get a feel for the new crew. Other times, we get to choose the crew we want to fly with. Keeps things fresh."

His words, meant to be reassuring, only served to heighten my nervousness. The idea of being selected, of standing out for reasons beyond my control, was terrifying. I was playing a role, but the stakes felt all too real.

"Thanks for this," I said again, gesturing with the stain remover. The quick fix was a small comfort, but the stain on my blouse felt like a metaphor for my situation—something I could try to cover up, but never fully erase.

After the tumultuous day of training, Alex's offer for coffee felt like an unexpected lifeline, a moment of normalcy in the whirlwind of my deception. "And don't worry, I won't hold it against you if you spill," he joked, his eyes twinkling with humor.

I couldn't help but laugh, the sound more nervous than I intended. "Sure," I agreed, my stomach a tangled knot of nerves and anticipation. His kindness was disarming, making it even harder to maintain the facade of being Jane.

Sitting across from Alex in the cozy, dimly lit coffee shop, the aroma of roasted beans in the air and the soft murmur of other patrons around us, I felt like I was in a scene from another person's life. The warmth from the cup in my hands did little to ease the chill of fear that he might see through my act.
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"So, why did you choose to be a stewardess?" he asked, his tone casual but curious.

I scrambled for a believable story, one that would fit Jane's character. "I've always loved the idea of traveling, seeing new places, and meeting new people," I fabricated, hoping my answer sounded genuine. "Plus, the opportunity to help and connect with others mid-flight seemed... fulfilling."

He nodded, his expression thoughtful. "Makes sense. Travel does have its allure. I'm 32 and still don’t know what I really want to do. People expect me to be captain one day. But for now, I'm just happy being a co-pilot."

His admission opened a window into his world, and I found myself genuinely interested. "What's it like, working for Stellara?" I asked, eager to steer the conversation away from me.

"The money's good, but there's a lot of office politics, like anywhere else, I suppose," he shared, his gaze drifting to the window before returning to mine.

"My advice? Be strong mentally. It's not just about serving drinks and smiling. You've got to navigate through a lot of... let's say, personalities."

His words, meant as guidance, felt like a warning. The complexities of my situation, the constant fear of discovery, made his advice resonate all too well.

"Are you always this kind to the newbies?" I couldn't help but ask, a part of me wondering why he was going out of his way for someone he barely knew.

He laughed, a sound that filled the space between us with ease. "Maybe. Or maybe you just seem like you could use a friend around here."

His kindness was overwhelming, a stark contrast to the persona I had to maintain. Every word, every shared laugh, felt like a step further into a territory I couldn't navigate. Yet, amidst the fear and the lies, there was a flicker of something real—gratitude, connection, a sense of not being alone in a world that felt too big and too complicated.
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As we parted ways that evening, I was left with a mixture of emotions. Relief, for having navigated the coffee date without spilling any secrets; fear, for the days ahead and the constant threat of being discovered; and an unexpected warmth, for the kindness shown by someone who, for a few brief hours, made me forget the weight of my disguise.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

PULLING UP MY STOCKINGS, the fabric smooth against my skin, I balanced the phone between my shoulder and ear, listening to Alex's voice on the other end. Today marked the start of everything I'd been pretending, training, and preparing for—my first day on the job as Jane 2.0. The nerves about the job itself had settled into a dull background hum, replaced by the more immediate, swirling confusion of my feelings towards him.

His voice, warm and reassuring, was a stark contrast to the cold, impersonal touch of the stockings. "Remember, you've got two non-stop flights today—from Charlotte to Cincinnati and back. Just breathe, follow the protocols, and you'll do great."
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I couldn't help but smile at his confidence in me, a stark contrast to the uncertainty churning inside. "Thanks, Alex. I, uh, appreciate the pep talk."

As we spoke, I began my ritual of double-checking everything. The makeup was next, applied with a precision that had become second nature over the past few weeks. Each stroke of the brush, each dab of color, was a step closer to becoming Jane, a mask that felt both empowering and restrictive.

The wig was adjusted, the familiar weight and texture now a comforting presence on my head. It was a crucial piece of the puzzle, transforming my reflection into someone recognizable yet foreign. The cap secured it in place, a final nod to the role I was about to play.

Finally, the scarf—the last piece of the uniform, neatly tied, a splash of color against the crisp, blue attire. It was a symbol, a final touch that sealed the transformation from Ethan to Jane, from private individual to public persona.

My apartment in Charlotte, small but mine, was filled with the scent of coffee and the faint, lingering notes of my cologne—a reminder of who I was beneath the uniform. The city outside my window was waking up, the early morning light casting long shadows across the room, painting everything in a hue of possibilities and what-ifs.

"I've got to go, Alex. Wish me luck," I said, a mixture of gratitude and something akin to regret coloring my voice. There was a complexity in our interactions, a depth that I hadn't anticipated, creating ripples in the calm facade I'd worked so hard to maintain.

"You'll be amazing, Jane. Just remember, I'm here if you need anything," he replied, his use of 'Jane' a gentle reminder of the line we both tread carefully around.

Hanging up, I took a deep breath, the city's soundscape a distant murmur against the beating of my heart. Today wasn't just about proving I could do the job; it was about navigating the intricate dance of my feelings, the delicate balance between being Ethan and portraying Jane.

Stepping out of my apartment, I felt the early morning chill wrap around me, a tangible reminder of the day ahead. The streets of Charlotte were quiet, the city holding its breath as I embarked on this journey.
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Today, I wasn't just carrying the responsibility of my role on my shoulders; I was carrying the weight of my own self-discovery, each step forward a step into the unknown.

My first day in the skies as Jane 2.0 was a whirlwind of emotions and new experiences. One of the first tasks of the day involved helping passengers stow their bags in the overhead compartments. My arms, though not muscular, had a strength that seemed to surprise the passengers.

"Wow, you're stronger than you look," one gentleman remarked, his eyebrows raised in surprise as I effortlessly hoisted his heavy suitcase into the compartment.

The praise from customers was a small victory, a moment of validation in the sea of my anxieties. But not everyone seemed pleased with the attention I was garnering. Sachiko, with her impeccable uniform and perfectly styled hair, watched with barely concealed annoyance. Her disdain for me was palpable, a constant shadow in the brightly lit cabin.

As I moved down the aisle, ensuring everyone was comfortably settled, Sachiko intentionally bumped into me, her shoulder meeting mine with enough force to send a clear message.

"You're in my way," she hissed, her voice low but venomous.

Eloise, who had been assisting a family with young children, caught the exchange and sent me a knowing look. It was a silent commiseration, an acknowledgment of Sachiko's relentless bitterness. I couldn't help but giggle at the absurdity of the situation, finding solace in Eloise's shared disdain for Sachiko's antics.

The pre-flight choreography was next, a dance of safety demonstrations and practiced smiles. Sachiko, ever the competitor, tried to outshine everyone, her movements exaggerated, seeking the spotlight.
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“Eyes on me, mister!” Sachiko demanded.

But despite her efforts, it was the genuine warmth and enthusiasm I brought to the demonstration that seemed to captivate the passengers. Their eyes followed me, not because of any flamboyance on my part, but perhaps because of the sincerity and a hint of nervous energy that made me relatable.

Feeling the passengers' attention on me was both exhilarating and daunting. Each gesture, each safety instruction given, felt like a performance where there was no room for error. The cabin's air was filled with the scent of coffee and the faint, underlying tension of takeoff, a mixture of excitement and apprehension that mirrored my own emotions.

Sachiko's attempts to undermine me only served to highlight the differences in our approaches. Where she sought to command the space with authority, I aimed to fill it with kindness and reassurance.

As the choreography came to an end and the flight began its ascent, the hum of the engines a steady backdrop to my racing thoughts, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride.

Moments later, in the cramped but cozy backroom, Eloise and I took a brief respite from the hustle of the cabin. She was in the midst of a particularly juicy bit of gossip about Sachiko’s mysterious love life when her eyes suddenly dropped to my hands.

"Girl," she exclaimed, her tone a mixture of surprise and amusement, "how have you been getting away with those unpolished fingers?"

Before I could muster an excuse, she was already rifling through her small locker, pulling out a kit with a flourish. "You're so lucky I always bring these," she said, revealing a collection of press-on nails with a proud smile.

As she busied herself with applying the nails, explaining the importance of maintaining a polished appearance as stewardesses, the subtle scent of nail glue filled the air, a stark contrast to the recycled cabin atmosphere.
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"It's all about the details, Jane. First impressions count for a lot in this job," she advised, her focus meticulous as she transformed my hands from plainly masculine to delicately feminine.

With my newly adorned nails, the conversation naturally drifted back to Sachiko. "Why is she so mean?" I asked, genuinely curious.

Eloise sighed, a hint of resignation in her voice. "It's her way to keep her job, I guess. Get others to quit. She thinks it makes her look better by comparison."

"Poor her," I mused, feeling a pang of pity for Sachiko despite her antagonism. It was a sad, lonely way to live, constantly viewing your colleagues as threats.

Our conversation was abruptly cut short by the crackle of the radio. Alex's voice came through, asking for coffee in the cockpit. My heart skipped a beat, a mixture of excitement and nerves washing over me. The simple task, something I had practiced countless times, suddenly felt monumental.

Rushing to prepare the coffee, my newfound nails clicking softly against the cups, I rehearsed what I might say to Alex, how I might casually brush off Sachiko's earlier rudeness with grace. But as I approached the cockpit, my eagerness turned to disappointment.

Sachiko was already there, a tray with two cups of coffee in hand, laughing and flirting with Alex and Craig, the captain. The sight stung more than I expected. Jealousy, sharp and confusing, knotted in my stomach.
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I didn't even like men, or so I thought, but seeing her there, so close to Alex, ignited a feeling I couldn't quite name.

Retreating quietly, I realized my emotions were more complex than I had given them credit for. The journey I had embarked on as Jane 2.0 was not just about surviving each flight but also about navigating the turbulent waters of my own identity and desires.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH INTO THE JOB, and the dynamics within the cabin crew had reached a boiling point. The announcement over the crew intercom about the nominees for stewardess of the month stirred a mix of excitement and tension in the air. Sachiko, Sarah Belle, Eloise, and surprisingly, I, fake Jane, were on the list. The news should have been a moment of celebration, but Sachiko's presence cast a shadow over it.

In the backroom, as we prepared for landing, Sachiko couldn't resist a snide remark. "What a joke," she muttered, loud enough for everyone to hear, her disdain barely concealed.

Eloise chose to ignore her, focusing instead on her duties, but I could feel anger simmering within me. It was one thing to endure Sachiko's barbs in silence, but her outright dismissal of my efforts was the last straw.

After we landed and found ourselves in a coffee shop during our layover, I spotted Sachiko stepping outside for a smoke. My initial hesitation gave way to a rush of indignation, propelling me toward her.
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"What’s your problem?" I demanded, my voice a mix of frustration and disbelief.

Sachiko turned to me, her expression one of cool contempt. "You're my problem," she retorted, taking a drag from her cigarette, the smoke curling into the air between us.

"Why?" I pressed, needing to understand her animosity.

"I don't like you. You don't belong in the skies," she stated flatly, her words cutting through the noise of the bustling coffee shop.

Before I could respond, Alex appeared, his timing impeccable as always. His defense was immediate and fierce. "Stop being a bitch!" he exclaimed, his frustration with Sachiko's behavior boiling over.

The intensity of the moment was palpable, the air charged with a mix of shock, anger, and hurt. Sachiko, for the first time, seemed genuinely taken aback, her eyes glossy with unshed tears. Without another word, she turned on her heel and walked away, leaving a tense silence in her wake.

Alex turned to me, his expression softening.

"I'm sorry you had to deal with that. Are you okay?" he asked, his concern genuine.

The encounter left me rattled, a tumult of emotions swirling within me. Sachiko's blunt admission, Alex's unexpected intervention, and the realization of the complexities of our interactions left me feeling exposed and vulnerable. The smell of coffee and cigarettes lingered in the air, a bitter reminder of the confrontation.

Alex's question echoed in my mind, a simple inquiry that felt overwhelmingly complex in the moment. "Am I okay?" I pondered, the answer more elusive than ever. This journey was teaching me about resilience, about standing up for myself, and about the unexpected allies we find along the way.

After the confrontation with Sachiko, Alex and I found ourselves seated at a quiet corner of the coffee shop, a respite from the chaos.

"Should we follow her?" I asked, my concern for Sachiko battling with the remnants of our altercation. It felt odd, worrying about someone who had shown me nothing but disdain.

Alex shook his head, his gaze fixed on the cup in front of him. "Nah, she'll be fine," he said, his voice carrying a note of finality. "She needs some time to cool off."

The conversation lulled into a comfortable silence, the soft murmur of the coffee shop and the occasional clink of cups and saucers filling the space between us. It was Alex who broke the silence, his voice hesitant but determined.
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"Jane, I like you," he began, his eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my heart skip a beat. "I've been gathering the courage to tell you this. Will you have dinner with me tonight?"

The question hung in the air, heavy with implications and possibilities. My mind raced, weighing the risks of crossing into uncharted territories. Accepting Alex's invitation threatened to unravel the carefully constructed facade I had maintained as Jane 2.0. It wasn't just about jeopardizing my sister's job anymore; it was about the delicate balance of my own identity and feelings.

Yet, looking into Alex's earnest eyes, remembering all the kindness and support he had shown me, my resolve wavered. "Okay," I found myself saying, the word escaping my lips before I could fully grasp the consequences. "Yes, I'll have dinner with you tonight."

His smile, wide and genuine, lit up his face, and for a moment, all my fears and doubts were overshadowed by the simple joy of making him happy.

Back in my hotel room, the reality of the upcoming dinner with Alex set in, stirring a mixture of excitement and nerves. The room was filled with the soft hum of the air conditioner, a counterpoint to the racing thoughts in my mind. Tonight wasn't just about maintaining my disguise as Jane; it was about indulging in the experience, allowing myself to momentarily live without the constant weight of my secret.

The preparation started with a long, soothing shower. The hot water cascaded over me, washing away the tensions of the day. I lathered my body with a floral-scented body wash, the fragrance enveloping the space, transforming the sterile bathroom into a personal sanctuary. The scent was sweet and comforting, a reminder of the delicate balance I was navigating.

After the shower, I stood in front of the mirror, wrapped in a plush hotel towel, my damp hair a bit longer now—and began the ritual of skincare. Each application of moisturizer, serum, and eye cream was deliberate, a celebration of femininity I had never anticipated experiencing. The cool touch of the creams against my skin, the way my face seemed to brighten and soften under my hands, was unexpectedly satisfying.

Makeup was next. I approached it with a mix of trepidation and excitement, remembering the tips and tricks Eloise had shared with me over the past weeks. Foundation, concealer, blush, and the subtle art of contouring transformed my reflection. The act of applying mascara, coaxing length and volume from my lashes, felt like wielding a magic wand. Finally, I chose a lipstick—a bold, yet sophisticated shade that seemed to command confidence.

Dressing for the occasion required careful consideration. I settled on a simple, elegant dress that flattered the figure I crafted with the help of Spanx, lingerie, bra pads, and contouring. Slipping into it, the fabric hugged my body in just the right places, its texture a whisper against my skin. The press-on nails Eloise had introduced me to clicked softly against each other as I adjusted the dress, a small but poignant reminder of the persona I had embraced.

The final touch was the wig, now a familiar friend. Adjusting it on my head, securing it in place, I marveled at how natural it felt, how it completed the transformation with its silky strands framing my face.

Standing back to take in the full effect, I was struck by the person looking back at me from the mirror. Jane 2.0, ready for a dinner date, exuded a confidence and joy that felt both foreign and exhilarating. For a moment, I allowed myself to forget the complexities of my situation, to simply enjoy the sensation of being someone else, someone free from the constraints I had always known.

As I sprayed a hint of perfume, the final note in my symphony of preparation, I couldn't help but smile at my reflection.
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Tonight, I wasn't just Ethan pretending to be Jane; I was a woman preparing for a date, indulging in the rituals of beauty and self-care that felt surprisingly right.

Walking through the polished corridors of the hotel, my heart raced with a mixture of anticipation and anxiety. The heels I wore clicked against the marble floor, a steady rhythm that matched the quickening pulse in my veins. As I approached the hotel restaurant, a blend of soft lighting and the gentle hum of conversation welcomed me, a stark contrast to the chaos of my thoughts.

Alex was already there, waiting by the entrance. He looked amazing, his attire not the pilot's uniform I had grown accustomed to but a well-fitted suit that highlighted his stature and poise. The sight of him, so different yet familiar, sent a wave of nerves through me.

Our dinner date was a tableau of shared discoveries and laughter. The restaurant's ambiance, with its warm lighting and the soft clatter of dishes, provided the perfect backdrop for our conversation. We discovered a mutual sense of being adrift in our careers, neither of us having initially chosen the airline industry, nor certain of what we truly wanted from life.

"I never really saw myself working for an airline," I confessed, playing with the edge of my napkin. "It's funny, I used to spend most of my time playing video games, hanging out with my best friend, To—Tammy." The lie about Toby's name tasted bittersweet on my tongue, a necessary deception in a night filled with truths.

Alex's interest was piqued. "Video games, huh? I've never had much time for them, but they always seemed like a great escape. What do you play?"

Our conversation flowed easily from there, an exchange of dreams deferred and small confessions. The food arrived, an array of dishes that were both exotic and inviting. Alex noticed my hesitation with the chopsticks and took it upon himself to teach me. His hands guided mine, a touch that was both instructional and intimate, sending a flutter through my chest.

“Wow, that’s a lot,” I marveled.
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“You like Asian food?”

“Uhm, I don’t know, but I’ll definitely know after tonight,” I quipped.

The Asian feast we shared was a delicate dance of flavors and textures, each bite an exploration.

“I don’t know how to work this,” I shyly confessed—the chopsticks hanging for their lives on my care.

“Ah, I should’ve chosen Italian, sorry about that,” he said.

Learning to maneuver the chopsticks under his patient guidance was a small victory, punctuated by laughter and the occasional successful transfer of food from plate to mouth without incident.

As the evening wore on, the space between us felt charged with an unspoken tension, a buildup to a moment neither of us seemed fully prepared for. It came to a head when he leaned in, the intention clear in his eyes. Panic and desire warred within me, the impulse to lean in battling the fear of revealing too much.

"I, uh, need to use the washroom," I stammered, excusing myself from the table in a rush, the need to flee from the potential kiss overwhelming.

The cool solitude of the bathroom was a stark contrast to the warmth of the moment I had just escaped. My reflection in the mirror was a reminder of the dual life I led, the secrets I harbored even in the midst of connection.

Suddenly, my phone rang, and it was the real Jane.

“Why haven’t you been updating me?”

Found guilty, I made up an excuse about how being a stewardess was overwhelmingly busy.

“I can’t talk, my date’s waiting.”

“Date—date!? What date!? You do know you’re using my iden—”

But before she could ask more questions, I hung up and texted her that I was just kidding.

When I returned, the moment had passed, the tension dissipated into the soft ambiance of the restaurant. We finished our meal with more talk, skirting around the near-intimacy of before, and eventually bid each other goodnight.

“I had a lovely night, thank you, Alex,” I said.

“Me too, thanks for saying yes. Let me take you to your room.”

My room? I immediately knew he was onto something. But before I could say no, he started walking.

“Don’t worry, I’ll try to control myself,” he ensured.

Standing at the doorstep of my hotel room, the night air was cool, a gentle breeze playing with the edges of my dress. The evening with Alex had been unexpectedly wonderful, filled with laughter, shared confidences, and a connection that felt both new and deeply familiar. As we said our goodnights, the moment stretched, charged with the anticipation of something more.

Alex leaned in, his eyes searching mine for a sign, an invitation. My heart pounded, the sound loud in my ears, as I made a split-second decision.

"It's just a kiss," I thought, trying to calm the storm of emotions swirling within me. As his lips met mine, a surge of surprise washed over me—I liked it. The kiss was soft, gentle, yet filled with an intensity that left me breathless. It wasn't just any kiss; it was a revelation.

In that moment, all my fears and doubts faded into the background. I didn't feel gay; I didn't feel straight. I just felt... happy. Happy to be here, in this moment, with Alex. The kiss deepened, becoming more intoxicating by the second, a dance of desire and discovery that I never wanted to end.

As we parted, I fumbled with the door to my room, my mind a whirlwind of emotions. But before I could close it behind me, a boldness I hadn't known I possessed took over. I reached out, grabbed his hand, and led him back to my room, not ready for the night to end.

Our kisses became more heated, a reflection of the pent-up longing and the exhilarating freedom of the moment. Each touch was electric, each glance loaded with unspoken promises.

“You’re so damn beautiful,” he hissed—his hands all over my behind.

I didn’t care if my fake nails were detaching from my fingers anymore but I couldn’t stop pulling his hair—the only control I had to the ultimate surrender that I gifted this beautiful man with.

No sooner than the soonest, his kisses found their way to my neck as his hand started exploring underneath my blouse. That’s when the panic surged in.

"I'm not ready for the next step," I whispered, the words a mixture of truth and fear. The reality was, I was terrified he would discover I wasn't the woman he thought I was.

Alex's expression flickered with disappointment, but his respect for my boundaries was immediate. "Of course," he said, his voice gentle.
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"I understand." He was the epitome of a gentleman, his care and consideration shining through even in the face of unmet desires.

After a final, tender goodnight peck, “Damn, you’re driving me crazy,” he jested—pulling his hair in frustration as he walked away.

The door clicked shut behind me, and I couldn't contain the giddy excitement that bubbled up. I found myself jumping around my room, a silly grin plastered on my face, reveling in the afterglow of the evening.

The kiss, the connection, the rush of emotions—it was all so new, so intoxicating. For the first time in a long time, I allowed myself to just feel, without overthinking the implications or the complexities of my situation. Tonight, I wasn't Ethan pretending to be Jane; I was just a person, experiencing the joy and excitement of a first kiss with a man, of a potential new relationship.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS HAD FLOWN by in a blur of emotions and experiences, each day a new chapter in the unexpected story that was my life as Jane 2.0. Happiness had become my constant companion, buoyed by the thrill of dating Alex.

I’ve also revealed what I’ve been going through internally, and my family has been very supportive. Toby said that nothing has changed but whenever we talked over a video call, I could sense that he was still adjusting.

Yet, beneath the surface of this newfound joy, a thread of fear wove through my thoughts. Alex's desire to take our relationship to the next step was a reminder of the precarious nature of my situation, the delicate balance between intimacy and the preservation of my secret.

On a lazy afternoon, I found myself in the solitude of my hotel room, waxing my legs in preparation for another date. The sting of the wax strips was a familiar discomfort, a small price to pay for maintaining the illusion of Jane. The smell of the wax mingled with the scent of the hotel's air freshener, creating a sensory backdrop to my conversation with my sister over the phone.
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"Yeah, it's been amazing, but it's also scary, you know? He's mentioned wanting to...well, move forward, and I'm just not sure how to navigate that without blowing my cover," I confessed, my voice a mix of excitement and apprehension.

The sound of my sister's laughter came through the phone, a reminder of the absurdity and complexity of my predicament. "You've always been a terrible liar. Just be careful, okay? We don't want you getting hurt—or worse, getting caught. Damn, I still can’t believe I’m dating a sexy pilot. I’m so hot, I mean you’re so hot, I mean you get what I mean!"

As I applied another wax strip, bracing myself for the pull, I couldn't help but share my latest achievement. "Oh, by the way, I'm up for stewardess of the month," I said, trying to keep the pride out of my voice but failing miserably.

The genuine excitement in my sister's response was palpable. "That's amazing, Ethan! I mean, Jane! Gosh, this is so confusing, but I'm so proud of you!"

Our mother, ever the supportive matriarch, echoed the sentiment. "You got this, honey! Just keep doing what you're doing, and remember, we're all rooting for you back home."

The warmth of their support filled the room, softening the sting of the wax and the constant fear of discovery. For a moment, I allowed myself to bask in the glow of their pride, the encouragement a balm to the constant anxiety that shadowed my days.

As I finished up and surveyed the smoothness of my legs, a sense of accomplishment washed over me. Not just for the physical task I had completed, but for the journey I was on. Dating Alex, maintaining my cover, and even being considered for stewardess of the month were achievements I had never anticipated when I first stepped into Jane's shoes.

Later that afternoon, Eloise and I huddled over our latest obsession: nail fashion. The camaraderie between us had blossomed, fueled by shared secrets and mutual support in the face of cabin crew drama.
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"Check these out," I said, presenting her with a set of press-on nails with their complementary brochure in the softest shade of pink I could find. The smile that spread across her face was worth every penny spent.

"Oh, Jane! These are gorgeous! You shouldn't have," Eloise exclaimed, her eyes lighting up as she inspected the nails, the color a perfect match for her bubbly personality.

"It's nothing. Consider it a thank-you for being such a great friend," I replied, feeling a warmth that had little to do with the close quarters of the backroom.

Our moment of nail-induced bliss was interrupted by Marge Hathaway, the senior cabin crew member, clearing her throat to capture our attention.

"Alright, everyone, brace yourselves. We'll be getting the results for stewardess of the month within the hour," she announced, her voice carrying the weight of authority.

Sachiko, ever confident, tossed her hair over her shoulder with a smirk. "I'll get it, as always," she declared, her tone dripping with certainty.

The announcement hung in the air, a palpable tension settling over us as we dispersed to our duties. I couldn't help but feel a flutter of hope at the possibility of being recognized, despite the oddity of my situation.

As I made my way to first class, my focus shifted to providing the best service possible.

"Good afternoon, sir. May I offer you a beverage before takeoff?" I asked, my tone professional yet friendly, as I approached a sharply dressed gentleman.

"A glass of your finest champagne, please," he replied, his smile hinting at flirtation. "And might I say, you have the most captivating eyes."
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"Thank you, sir. I'll be right back with your champagne," I responded, the practiced smile on my lips hiding the flutter of nerves his compliment induced. This aspect of the job, the mild flirtations from passengers, was something I navigated with care, always mindful of the line between professional friendliness and personal comfort.

As I poured the champagne, the clink of the bottle against the glass a familiar sound, I couldn't help but reflect on the journey that had brought me here. Serving guests, engaging in light banter, and even dealing with the occasional overly flirtatious passenger had become part of my routine, a dance I had learned to perform with a semblance of grace.

Returning to the gentleman with his drink, I placed it on his tray table with a flourish. "Here you are, sir. Enjoy," I said, meeting his gaze with a confidence I had slowly cultivated over the weeks.

"Thank you, my dear. Now, if you need anything, feel free to slide into my door," he flirtatiously suggested, raising his glass in a toast in hopes that I’d give him the privilege of joining the Mile High Club.

As I moved through the cabin, ensuring each passenger's comfort, the anticipation of Marge's announcement lingered in the back of my mind. Whether or not I received the accolade, the experience of working among the clouds, of forming unexpected friendships, and of navigating the complexities of my dual identity, had already bestowed upon me a sense of accomplishment I had never anticipated.

Amid the gentle hum of the aircraft, a discordant note struck as a passenger, embodying the quintessential "Karen," launched into a tirade that cut through the cabin's tranquility. She was vehemently complaining about a crying baby, her voice sharp and unyielding, directed at a frazzled mother traveling alone with her infant.

"Can't you quiet that child? Some of us are trying to have a peaceful flight," the passenger snapped, her impatience palpable.

I approached the situation with a deep breath, my mind racing for a solution. "Ma'am, I understand your frustration, but flying can be quite stressful for infants. The mother is doing her best," I explained, my voice a calm counterpoint to her rising temper.

The discussion spiraled, the passenger's demands escalating with each word. It was a delicate dance, trying to soothe frayed nerves without alienating anyone involved. Finally, struck by inspiration, I offered a compromise.

"Ma'am, if it would make your flight more comfortable, we have an available seat in first class. You're welcome to move there for the remainder of the journey."
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The offer, a peace offering in the midst of chaos, was reluctantly accepted. As the passenger gathered her belongings, muttering under her breath about "incompetent mothers" and "unbearable children," I couldn't help but feel a mix of relief and disappointment at the lengths we had to go to accommodate such entitlement.

With the crisis averted, my attention snapped back to the impending announcement of employee of the month. Anxiety gnawed at my insides, a nervous energy that made me feel like I was vibrating. Excusing myself, I rushed to the lavatory, desperate for a moment of privacy and respite.

The nerves, however, morphed into an urgent need to pee, a physical manifestation of my stress. With shaking hands, I attempted the usual seated position but found the act impossible under the weight of my anxiety. In a moment of desperation, I lifted my pencil skirt and resorted to standing, a decision driven by sheer necessity.

Just as I began to relax, the door swung open unexpectedly. Sachiko stood there, her eyes wide with shock, taking in the scene before her. My heart plummeted, the vulnerability of the moment leaving me exposed in a way I'd never been before. My secret, the carefully maintained facade of Jane 2.0, was out.

"Sachiko, I can explain," I begged, my voice a mix of panic and plea. "P—please, don’t tell anyone."

Her reaction was a laugh, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. I hurriedly explained everything—the swap, my reasons, the lengths I'd gone to protect my sister's job and identity. Sachiko listened, her expression unreadable, a Sphinx in uniform.

"I can't assure you anything," she finally said, her tone laced with the same haughty amusement that had earned her the nickname 'Mile High Bitch.' "After all, I'm a Mile High Bitch, right?" With that, she turned and walked away, leaving me to grapple with the implications of her newfound knowledge.

I locked the lavatory door, sealing me in with my fear and desperation. The relief of having voided my bladder was overshadowed by the terror of what Sachiko's silence—or lack thereof—could mean for me.
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My secret, once my burden to bear, was now in the hands of someone who had no reason to keep it.

As I composed myself, washing my hands and straightening my skirt, the uncertainty of my future weighed heavily on me. The prospect of being exposed, of losing everything I had worked so hard to build, was a stark reality I was now forced to face. The return to the cabin, to my duties, felt like walking back into a lion's den, each step heavier than the last.

In the cramped backroom, the air was thick with anticipation and the faint smell of coffee that seemed to perpetually linger around us. Everyone was there, from the cabin crew to the pilot captain, gathered for the announcement of the stewardess of the month. My heart was a drumbeat of fear, pounding against my ribs with relentless force.

“You got this.”

Alex, standing beside me, whispered words of reassurance, his hand a comforting weight on my shoulder. Across the room, Sachiko watched with a smug smirk, her eyes gleaming with malicious intent.

The moment stretched, every second a lifetime, until Marge cleared her throat to speak. "And the stewardess of the month is... Jane Hawthorne," she announced, her voice cutting through the tension.

A wave of applause broke out, a cacophony of congratulations that felt both distant and surreal. I stood there, frozen, unable to move or speak, my mind racing with the implications of this recognition.

As the applause died down, Sachiko stepped forward, her movements deliberate, her intent clear. My heart, already racing, seemed to stop altogether.

"Really?" she drawled, her voice dripping with disdain. "I don't think Jane is with us, so you're congratulating the wrong person."

Before I could react, she reached out and snatched my wig off, exposing me in the most brutal way possible. "This man can't be the stewardess of the month," she declared, her words echoing in the stunned silence that followed.

“What the fuck’s wrong with you!?” Eloise said—her eyes piercing towards Sachiko’s direction.

“Just telling the truth,” Sachiko retaliated smugly.

The room spun, a maelstrom of shock, betrayal, and humiliation. Eloise rushed to my side, attempting to shield me from the prying eyes and to put the wig back on, her actions a small beacon of kindness in the overwhelming chaos.

Alex, who had been my pillar of support, looked as if he'd been struck. The color drained from his face, his expression a mix of horror and disbelief. The hand that had been holding mine fell away, leaving a cold void in its wake. The sense of betrayal, the realization that the foundation we had built was crumbling, was a blow more devastating than Sachiko's reveal.

“A—Alex, I can—” I said under my breath.

Marge, ever the professional, quickly intervened, pulling Sachiko away from the center of the drama. But the damage was done, the secret I had guarded so fiercely now laid bare for all to see.
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“Bye, fake girl,” Sachiko announced.

The captain, an observer to the unfolding drama, let out a low whistle. "Wow, intense," he commented, raising his glass of whiskey in a gesture that felt both dismissive and oddly fitting for the surreal turn of events.

In the aftermath, as the room buzzed with whispered conversations and speculative glances, I stood there, stripped of my disguise, of my dignity. The sense of exposure, of vulnerability, was overwhelming. No words came to me, no explanations sufficient to bridge the chasm that had opened up.

The revelation of my identity, the loss of Alex's trust, and the public humiliation at Sachiko's hands were a confluence of my worst fears realized. In that moment, I was more than just Ethan pretending to be Jane; I was a person grappling with the fallout of choices made in desperation, of a life turned inside out by the cruelty of others.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, ELOISE AND I WERE IN THE THICK of last-minute packing in my small apartment in Charlotte, the task at hand bittersweet and laden with unspoken emotions. She folded my clothes with a care that seemed to imbue them with warmth, her presence a comforting constant in the turmoil of my recent life.

"What's next for you?" Eloise asked, breaking the silence that had settled between us.

I sighed, the weight of the question heavy on my shoulders. "Well, I failed my sister, so I have to face her. Then... maybe see a gender specialist, get to know myself better." The words felt both terrifying and liberating, an acknowledgment of the journey ahead.
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Her eyes met mine, filled with a mix of sadness and understanding. "I'll miss you so much. I don’t know how I’ll be able to stand Sachiko alone. What about Alex?" she prodded gently, her concern palpable.

"Yeah, what about him?" I murmured, the question more to myself than to her. Alex had become a significant part of my life in a way I hadn't anticipated, yet the revelation of my secret and his reaction had left a chasm between us that seemed insurmountable.

With the packing done, Eloise drove me to the bus stop, a silence enveloping us, filled with all the things we couldn't say. She double-checked everything before I boarded, her actions speaking volumes of her care and friendship.

“Here, once a Stellara stewardess, always a Stellara stewardess,” she said—gently draping the scarf around my neck.
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The bus ride to Asheville was the longest two hours of my life. Each mile stretched, laden with memories of my time as Jane and the uncertainty of the future. The landscapes blurred past the window, a tapestry of greens and blues that offered no comfort.

Arriving at home was a moment I had both longed for and dreaded. I had already texted my sister, preparing her for my return. She wasn't in her wheelchair anymore but used a cane, a testament to her resilience and strength.

As I stepped off the bus, the sight of my family waiting for me was overwhelming. My mom and sister rushed to hug me, their arms wrapping around me in a cocoon of unconditional love and acceptance. Tears flowed freely, a mixture of relief, regret, and the raw emotion of coming home.
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There were no words in that moment, just the tangible feeling of being held, of belonging. The journey I had embarked on as Jane, filled with deception, discovery, and ultimately, a confrontation with my true self, had led me back to where I began. But I was not the same person who had left. The experiences, the connections, and the painful revelations had reshaped me, setting me on a path of self-discovery and acceptance.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

EIGHT MONTHS had passed since I'd stepped away from the life I knew, embarking on a journey that was both terrifying and liberating. Autumn had wrapped its cool embrace around the world, the leaves painting a tapestry of change that mirrored my own transformation. My name is Ethel now, a name that feels like a warm blanket, enveloping me in its familiarity and rightness.
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Seeing a gender specialist and starting hormone therapy had been the first steps on a path that felt more like coming home than venturing into the unknown. The changes to my body were subtle but profound, each one a milestone in a journey that felt both personal and universal. My hair, once kept short out of convenience and necessity, now cascaded past my shoulders, a physical manifestation of my growth and change.

My breasts, once flat, were now budding with the most sensate nipples. Never did I imagine that I’d achieve an hourglass shape naturally but my hips and butt were growing nicely as well.

Laser treatments had become a regular part of my routine, the sensation a reminder of the lengths I was willing to go to align my exterior with the person I had always been inside. It was a process that required patience, a trait I hadn't known I possessed until now.

Amidst this personal evolution, I found myself sitting at my desk, submitting applications to flight attendant schools. The irony wasn't lost on me—the role I had once assumed under false pretenses was now a goal I pursued with genuine passion. Jane, the real one, had moved on from the scandal at Stellara, finding her place in a company that valued her and offered better compensation. Her happiness in her new role was a balm to the guilt I still carried, a reminder that sometimes, the most challenging paths lead to the brightest futures.

Toby, ever the constant in my life, had adapted to my transition with a grace that both surprised and comforted me. His sensitivity and newfound gentlemanliness around me were unexpected gifts, reinforcing the depth of our friendship. Our hangouts, filled with laughter, video games, and the occasional heart-to-heart, were moments I cherished, anchors in the swirling sea of change.
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"Ethel, you're really doing this, huh?" Toby asked one lazy afternoon, his voice tinged with a mix of awe and support as he glanced at the flight attendant school application on my laptop.

"Yeah, I am," I replied, a smile playing on my lips. "It feels right, you know? Like I'm finally stepping into the life I was meant to live."

He nodded, understanding and acceptance in his eyes. "You're gonna be the best stewardess they've ever seen," he said, his confidence in me unwavering.

Soon after, the aroma of freshly baked cookies filled the kitchen, a scent that was both comforting and irresistibly tempting. Mom, ever the heart of our home, emerged from the oven with a tray of golden-brown treats.

"Alright, rascals, time for some snacks," she announced, her voice warm with the affectionate tease we'd come to love.

I couldn't help but laugh, glancing over at Toby, who was sprawled on the couch, seemingly too engrossed in his game to move. "Hear that? It's time for you to go home," I joked, a playful nudge to our long-standing banter.

Toby shot me a mock-offended look, pausing his game to retort, "You can't get rid of me, especially now that the cookies are ready. What kind of monster do you take me for?"

Rolling my eyes, I turned my attention back to the flight attendant application on my laptop. "Fine, fine. Just get me some, will you?" I said, the familiar clack of the keyboard under my fingers as I filled out the form.

That's when the sound cut through the air, a low, throbbing hum that seemed too mechanical, too out of place. "Keep it down, Toby," I muttered, assuming it was some new game effect he was experimenting with.
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But Mom's voice, tinged with surprise, came from the kitchen. "That's not coming from the game." She moved to the window, peering out with a mix of curiosity and shock. "The trees are moving," she said, her tone a blend of disbelief and awe.

Curiosity piqued, Toby and I exchanged a glance before scrambling to our feet, abandoning the warmth of the kitchen and the promise of cookies. We followed Mom outside, the autumn chill greeting us as we stepped into the yard.

The sound grew louder, more insistent, a cacophony that drowned out the usual tranquility of our home. And then, from the sky, a helicopter emerged, its presence as commanding as it was unexpected. The rotor blades sent gusts of wind swirling around us, the force bending the trees and whipping our hair into frenzied dances.

“What the fuck?!” Toby yelled—all our faces puzzled.

We stood there, a small family unit huddled together in our yard, watching in stunned silence as the helicopter began its descent. The grass bent beneath the downdraft, the world seemingly pausing in anticipation of its landing.

The helicopter's descent was a spectacle, the kind of thing you'd expect to see in a movie, not in our usually quiet, unassuming life. As it touched down, the noise finally began to abate, the rotor blades slowing with a mechanical sigh.

The three of us, Mom, Toby, and I, stood rooted to the spot, a mix of excitement, confusion, and a hint of apprehension filling the space between us.

Who could be visiting us in such an extravagant manner?

And what did their arrival mean for us?

As the mystery pilot descended from the helicopter, each step deliberate and confident, a hush fell over us. The world seemed to pause, the only sound the settling hum of the rotor blades and the rustling leaves stirred by their wake. When he removed his sunglasses, the afternoon sunlight catching in his hair, the revelation struck me like a bolt from the blue. It was Alex.

[image: ((handsome beefcake male Russian short brown hair)]

"Hey, Jane, or whoever you are," he greeted, a gentle tease in his voice that belied the depth of emotion in his eyes.

My heart stuttered in my chest, a tumult of feelings rising within me as he approached. He extended his hand to my mom and then to Toby, offering each a firm, respectful shake, the mark of a man who understood the value of connections and respect.

"Remember when I told you that I wasn't sure of what I wanted to do?" Alex asked, turning his attention back to me. His question hung in the air, a reminder of our last conversation, filled with uncertainty and the contemplation of futures unknown.

I nodded, unable to find my voice, tears welling in my eyes as the past months' pain and longing surged forward.

"Well, now I know," he continued, stepping closer. The intensity in his gaze held me captive, the world around us fading into insignificance. "I just want to be with you. I don't care about what anyone would say. I've tried to forget you, but I can't. You're the only thing I'm sure of."

His words were a balm to the wounds I hadn't realized were still open, a salve to the ache of separation and the fear of rejection. The air around us was charged with the scent of autumn, the earthy fragrance grounding me in the moment, making it all the more real.

"Alex," I whispered, my voice barely above a breath. "I've missed you so much. I was afraid—afraid of how you'd react, afraid of losing you for good. But I love you. I love you, and that's the one thing I've never been more sure of in my life."

The confession tumbled from me, a torrent of words that carried with them all the hope, fear, and love I'd harbored since our last meeting.

He stepped forward, closing the distance between us, and wrapped me in his arms. The contact was electric, a connection that felt both new and achingly familiar. "I love you too. No matter what name you choose, no matter the journey you're on, I'm with you. You're my certainty in a world of doubts."

“Oh, I love you, Alex!” I finally gave in—wrapping him with my arms and kissing him like I’ve never kissed anyone before.
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Our kiss was a seal on that promise, a melding of past hurts and future hopes. It was passionate yet tender, proof of the journey we had both undertaken to reach this point. Around us, my supportive circle, the sounds of the countryside, the whisper of the wind through the trees, and the distant call of birds, all seemed to celebrate the moment, a symphony of nature bearing witness to our reunion.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

LIFE, MUCH LIKE THE FLIGHTS we operated, had taken us on unexpected journeys since that autumn day when everything changed. Toby had ventured north to Massachusetts, immersing himself in the study of law, his dreams as vast as the distance between us. Yet, our friendship remained a constant, a tether across the miles, solidified by calls and texts filled with laughter and updates.

My sister, Jane, in a twist of fate as surprising as it was beautiful, had found love in the skies. A passenger from first class had captured her heart, leading her down the aisle rather than the aisles of an aircraft. Her decision to quit working was buoyed by the promise of a new beginning, one grounded in love and partnership.

Mom, too, had found companionship, her heart opening to someone after years of solitude. The joy in her laughter, the lightness in her step, were testaments to the transformative power of love, regardless of the season of life.
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As for me, Ethel, life had settled into a rhythm aboard Stellara, the airline that had once been the backdrop to my greatest challenges and triumphs. Alex, now Captain Voss, was more than just a colleague; he was my partner in every sense, his support unwavering as we navigated life together.

Eloise and Marge remained fixtures in my life, their friendship a constant in the ever-changing landscape of airline work. Sachiko, her actions finally catching up to her, had been removed from our team, a relief to all who had endured her torment.

One particular flight, amidst the familiar routine of serving and safety checks, the crackle of the radio interrupted. "Ethel, you're wanted in the cockpit," the disembodied voice announced, a note of mystery in the otherwise mundane request.

Curiosity piqued, I made my way forward, passing passengers who offered me smiles and nods, unaware of the drama about to unfold. The cabin's ambient noise faded as I approached the cockpit, the anticipation building with each step.

Inside, Alex stood with a grace that belied the confines of the cockpit, his co-pilot, John, a newbie still finding his bearings, at the helm.
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"John, take over, will ya?" Alex said, his voice calm but carrying an undercurrent of excitement.

John nodded, his focus on the controls, as Alex took my hand and led me just outside the cockpit door. The act, simple yet bold, drew the attention of passengers and crew alike, a hush falling over the cabin.

"Ethel," Alex began, his voice steady, his gaze locked on mine, "these past months have been the most incredible journey of my life. Not because of the places we've flown or the skies we've navigated, but because I've had you by my side."

The passengers, now silent spectators, watched as our personal moment unfolded in the public sphere of the aircraft cabin.

"From the moment you walked into my life, everything changed. You've shown me what it means to truly love someone, to accept them wholly and without reservation," he continued, his words weaving a spell of love and commitment that left me breathless.

"And so, in front of everyone here, I want to ask you, Ethel, will you marry me? Will you be my co-pilot in life, through clear skies and turbulence, as long as we both shall live?"

The question hung in the air, a moment suspended in time. Around us, the world seemed to pause, the hum of the engines a distant whisper against the beating of my heart.

"Yes, Alex. Yes, I will marry you!" I replied, my voice a mix of laughter and tears, the words a vow of love and a promise of a shared future.
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The cabin erupted into applause, the passengers and crew sharing in our joy. As Alex slipped the ring onto my finger, a symbol of our commitment, I knew that no matter where the plane of life took us, together, we would relish the journey.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Surprise Stewardess? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

Story 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

Moreover, I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“My nicknames were nerdboy, loser, and geek-o. But the very mean girls in my new school decided to turn me into THE hot babe.”

Read Very Mean Girls


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!

	[image: A person in glasses and a garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a black garment and earrings sitting in a green chair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a pink corset lying on a bed  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person with purple hair  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in lingerie posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person with flowers in her hair  Description automatically generated]


Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and The Surprise Stewardess – A Reluctant Feminization Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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