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Introduction

“The coq au vin may have triggered the estrogen increase in your body.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

As Michelin’s youngest inspector, I was trained to be invisible. Anonymous. Untouchable. I failed restaurants without flinching. I believed excellence required cruelty. And that was exactly why I went to Paris to destroy dreams.

Then I walked into Maison Moreau.

Lucien Moreau wasn’t just a chef. He was fire in human form. Passionate. Intuitive. The kind of man who cooked like he was confessing something.

I told myself I was there to evaluate him.

But every plate he served unraveled me.

First my discipline.
Then my body.
Then my identity.

The more I ate, the more I changed. Softer skin. Curved hips. Breasts I couldn’t explain. A reflection that stopped looking like Julian and started looking like someone else.

Like Juliette.

I told myself it was science. Diet. Stress. Paris.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, rapid feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization 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 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 Feminine Taste.


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

∞∞∞

I ARRIVED early. Earlier than necessary, earlier than expected. Punctuality was one of the few variables I could still control. The Michelin office in Paris did not announce itself. No red carpets, no theatrical reverence. Just a discreet brass plaque beside a narrow stone entrance, polished to a muted glow. It was appropriate. Michelin was not about spectacle. It was about judgment.

I adjusted the cuff of my navy blazer before stepping inside.

Everything about me was deliberate. My posture. My haircut. My expression. Even the way I breathed—slow, measured, economical. Emotion clouded perception. I had trained myself to feel as little as possible when it mattered.

A receptionist greeted me with a polite nod and directed me upstairs.

The briefing room was quiet. Two men and one woman sat at the far end of a long table, their folders closed, their faces neutral. They did not smile when I entered.

Good.

I took the empty chair opposite them and folded my hands in my lap.

“Julian Hart,” the woman said, confirming it without warmth.

“Yes.”

“You understand the nature of this work.”

It wasn’t a question.

“I do.”

One of the men slid a thin folder across the table toward me, but kept his fingers resting on it.

“Our inspectors are anonymous,” he said. “You are not a personality. You are not a critic. You are not a guest. You are a ghost.”

I nodded once.

He continued. “You will not reveal your affiliation. You will not accept special treatment. And under no circumstances will you form personal relationships with chefs or staff.”

His eyes held mine.

“Compromise,” he said, “invalidates judgment.”

“I understand.”

And I did. Completely.

Another inspector leaned forward slightly. “Your purpose is not to reward effort. It is to recognize excellence. You are not here to be liked.”

That, at least, came naturally.

I had not fought my way into this position to hand out stars like charity. Michelin did not need generosity. It needed discernment.

I wanted them to see that in me.

To see that I was worthy.

The woman finally released the folder.

“These are your initial assignments.”

I opened it immediately.

A list of restaurants. Addresses. Notes.

Some familiar names. Some ambitious ones.

My pen was already in my hand, ready to dissect, to evaluate, to dismantle.

Then I saw it.

Maison Moreau

No stars.

Suburban location.

Independent ownership.

I paused for less than a second.

Insignificant.

The kind of place chefs opened to indulge themselves. The kind of place that mistook sincerity for excellence.

I turned the page.

“I will begin tonight,” I said.

The three of them exchanged a glance.

“Take your time,” the woman replied.

But I didn’t intend to.

Time was a luxury for those who could afford to hesitate.

I had come to prove something.

And failure—other people’s failure—would be my evidence.

I closed the folder, already planning my first visit.

Maison Moreau barely lingered in my mind at all.
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Moments later, the apartment was smaller than the photographs had suggested.

Of course it was.

Paris had a way of compressing space, of folding life into tighter, more intimate corners. The ceiling sloped slightly near the windows, and the wooden floors creaked under my weight as I stepped inside. Someone had tried to make the place charming. Neutral linens. A small table set for one. A narrow bookshelf with nothing on it.

It wasn’t home.

It wasn’t supposed to be.

I set my suitcase beside the bed and stood still for a moment, listening.

Silence.

No traffic loud enough to intrude. No voices through the walls.

Just me.

Good.

Isolation was useful. It sharpened the senses.

I unpacked with efficiency. Shirts hung evenly in the wardrobe. Shoes aligned beneath them. My notebook—the real reason I was here—went on the small desk by the window.

Black leather. Unmarked.

I sat down and opened it.

Blank pages.

Possibility.

Or disappointment.

I wrote the date at the top of the first page. My handwriting was neat, controlled, the letters precise.

This book would not lie. It would not care about anyone’s dreams or sacrifices. It would record only what mattered.

Excellence.

Or the lack of it.

I reached for the Michelin folder and reviewed the list again.

Names. Locations.

I imagined each dining room. Each plate. Each flaw.

My pen hovered beside Maison Moreau.

Still nothing about it inspired confidence.

I closed the notebook.

My reflection stared back at me from the dark window.

I stood and walked to the mirror mounted beside the wardrobe.

I examined myself the way I examined everything else.

Objectively.

My jaw was cleanly shaved. My dark hair trimmed short and neat. My shoulders straight beneath my shirt. My body lean from discipline, not indulgence.

Controlled.

Reliable.

No excess.

No weakness.

This was the man Michelin had chosen.

This was the man who would not fail them.

I held my own gaze for a long moment, as if daring myself to fracture.

I didn’t.

I turned away and picked up the folder again.

Maison Moreau.

I would start there tomorrow.

Not because it interested me.

But because it didn’t.

And that, more than anything, made it predictable.

The next night, Maison Moreau did not look like a restaurant that mattered. It sat on a quiet corner, its windows glowing softly against the early evening dark. No grand entrance. No attempt to impress from the outside.

Confidence, or ignorance.

Inside, the space was warm. Intimate. Only a handful of tables, each dressed in simple white linen. The lighting was gentle, flattering without being theatrical.

Someone cared about this place.

I reminded myself that caring was not enough.

A man emerged from the back.

He was taller than me, broad across the shoulders, his dark hair slightly disordered as if he’d run his fingers through it too many times. His sleeves were rolled to his forearms, revealing skin marked faintly by old burns.

A chef.

He stopped when he saw me.

For a moment, he simply looked.

Not the polite glance of a host assessing a guest.

Something else.

Something more direct.

“Bonsoir,” he said.

His voice was low, textured.

I nodded. “Bonsoir.”

He smiled—not professionally, but personally.

“I’m Lucien,” he said. “Welcome.”

He seated me himself.

I hadn’t expected that.

“I’m Julian,” I said.

I opened my notebook the moment he walked away, creating the barrier I needed.

Professional distance.

Necessary distance.

The first course arrived soon after.

I studied it before tasting.

Presentation was elegant. Balanced. Intentional.

I lifted my fork.

The flavors unfolded slowly.

Butter. Citrus. Something delicate beneath it all.

My hand stilled.

I swallowed carefully.

Objectivity, I reminded myself.

Lucien returned.

“How is it?”

His eyes held mine again.

Observant.

I forced a neutral expression.

“Very good,” I said.

He nodded, but his gaze lingered as if he were searching for something deeper.

When he reached to take the plate, his fingers brushed mine.

It lasted less than a second.

But it was enough.

Heat flickered through my hand.

Unexpected.

Unwelcome.

He didn’t react.

Or perhaps he did, and hid it better than I could.

The rest of the meal passed in a blur of precision and restraint.

Each dish better than it needed to be.

Each moment more unsettling than the last.

When I finally stood to leave, Lucien was there again.

“Thank you for coming,” he said.

His smile was softer now.

I nodded once.

Outside, the night air felt colder than before.

I walked without direction for several minutes before realizing I’d left my notebook untouched in my pocket.

I hadn’t written a single word.

I told myself it didn’t mean anything.

It was just a meal.

Just a restaurant.

Just the first of many French chefs to meet.

And yet, as I stood there beneath the Paris streetlights, I couldn’t shake the strange, quiet feeling that something had already begun.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I WOKE to discomfort. Not pain. Not exactly. Sensitivity. It took me a moment to understand where it was coming from. I lay still beneath the unfamiliar Parisian ceiling, the pale morning light cutting through the curtains in soft, indifferent lines. My body felt different in ways I couldn’t immediately define. More aware of itself.

My chest brushed against the bedsheet when I shifted, and a strange, unwelcome sensation followed. Tender. Heightened.

I frowned.

It was probably nothing. Travel did strange things to the body. New environments. New foods. Disrupted sleep.

I sat up slowly.

The feeling remained.

I pressed my palm lightly against my sternum.

Sensitive.

I exhaled through my nose and stood, dismissing it.

My feet touched the cold wooden floor, grounding me. Reality reasserted itself in small, dependable ways. My routine would correct whatever imbalance this was.

In the bathroom, I turned on the light and faced the mirror.

Nothing had changed.

My reflection remained the same man who had walked into Maison Moreau the night before. Composed. Controlled.

I leaned closer anyway.

My skin looked… clearer.

I told myself that was the lighting.

I reached for my razor.

Shaving had always been a task of maintenance, not vanity. Necessary. Efficient.

The blade slid across my jaw.

I paused.

It moved more easily than usual.

No resistance.

No drag.

I rinsed it and tried again, slower this time.

My skin felt smoother beneath my fingers, even before I finished.

I examined my neck, my chin.

There was nothing visibly different.

And yet.

I ran my fingertips along my jawline again.

Soft.

I lowered my hand immediately.

Irrelevant.

Bodies changed constantly. Minor fluctuations. Meaningless details that must have been caused by diet changes.

I finished shaving, dressed, and stepped back into the main room.

My notebook sat on the desk, waiting.

Work would restore order.

Work always did.

I picked it up, steadying myself with its familiar weight.

Whatever this was, it would pass.

It had to.

Beurre Rouge was everything Maison Moreau was not.

Larger. Louder. Confident in its reputation.
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The dining room buzzed with quiet conversation, punctuated by the soft clinking of glassware. The kind of place that expected to be watched.

Expected to be judged.

I took my seat and opened my notebook immediately, creating distance.

Observation before experience.

Always.

The first course arrived, plated with deliberate artistry. I recorded everything. Presentation. Aroma. Balance.

My pen moved quickly.

Technically excellent.

But something was missing.

I hesitated, annoyed by the thought before I could stop it.

Lucien would have done this differently.

I froze.

I stared down at the page, at the unfinished sentence.

This was not relevant.

I forced myself to continue writing.

Professional. Detached.

A burst of laughter near the bar pulled my attention away.

I glanced up.

And saw him.

Lucien stood beside another man in chef’s whites, a glass of wine in his hand. Relaxed. Familiar.

Beurre Rouge’s chef.

They were friends.

Lucien turned slightly.

His eyes found mine immediately.

Recognition.

His mouth curved into a smile.

Warm.

Personal.

My stomach tightened.

I looked back down at my notebook, pretending not to notice.

Footsteps approached.

“Julian.”

My name in his voice did something strange to me.

I looked up.

He stood beside my table, closer than he had any reason to be.

“I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said.

“I’m exploring,” I replied.

His smile deepened.

“This is a good place.”

He gestured toward my plate.

“They make the best escargot in Paris.”

I nodded.

“Yes.”

But it wasn’t true.

Not really.

His had been better.

I didn’t know why I thought that.

He pulled out the chair across from me and sat without asking.

My pulse quickened.

“I’m glad you came to Maison Moreau,” he said.

There was no accusation in his voice. Just sincerity.

“I enjoyed it,” I admitted.

His eyes lingered on my face, searching.

Something passed between us I couldn’t name.

He stood after only a moment.

“Good to see you,” he said.

Work.

Yes.

That’s what this was.

He touched the back of my chair lightly as he passed.

The warmth lingered long after he walked away.

I stared down at my notebook.

My chest felt warm.

Not uncomfortable.

Not painful.

But unfamiliar.

I pressed my hand there briefly, unsettled.

Something was happening.

I didn’t understand what.

That night, I didn’t turn on the lights. The apartment was dim when I entered, the fading evening barely illuminating the familiar shapes of furniture.

I went straight to the mirror.

I didn’t know why.

I just did.

I stood there for a long moment, breathing slowly.

Nothing looked different.

And yet.

I pulled off my shirt.

My chest tightened.

There.

Subtle.

But unmistakable.

The contours had changed.

Slight swelling beneath the skin.

I stepped closer.

My fingers hovered before touching.

Sensitive.

More than before.

I swallowed.

This wasn’t possible.

Weight fluctuation. Hormonal imbalance. Stress.

There were explanations.

Logical explanations.

I turned sideways.

My waist curved differently.

Not dramatically.

But enough.

Enough that I noticed.

My heart began to beat faster.

I pressed my hands against my hips.

Softer.

I stepped back immediately.

No.

No.

I ran my hands through my hair, trying to steady myself.

This wasn’t real.

Bodies didn’t change overnight.

Not like this.

I looked back at my reflection.

It looked like me.

But not entirely.

I dressed quickly, covering myself.

As if hiding it would undo it.

As if pretending would restore control.

I sat on the edge of the bed, breathing hard.

My mind searched desperately for reason.

For cause.

For anything.

Instead, I saw Lucien’s face.

His smile.

His voice.

His touch.

I closed my eyes.

But it didn’t help.

Because no matter how hard I tried to focus on anything else—

I couldn’t stop thinking about him.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

SUNDAY mornings in Paris felt like a performance I hadn’t rehearsed for. The market stretched along the narrow street in soft, cheerful disorder. Striped awnings fluttered lazily in the warm breeze, and voices overlapped in gentle rhythms I was only beginning to understand. Someone nearby laughed. Somewhere else, a radio played an old chanson, its melody bright and careless.

I walked slowly, basket in hand, pretending I belonged there.

For once, I wasn’t working.

I wasn’t observing.

I was simply… present.

I stopped at a butcher’s stall, staring at a cut of beef I had spent the last hour convincing myself I needed.

Boeuf bourguignon.

I wasn’t entirely sure why I’d chosen it. It felt like something I should know how to make. Something that might anchor me to this place.

Something Lucien would respect.

I frowned at the thought and reached for a bundle of carrots.

“Planning something ambitious?”

His voice sent a quiet shock through me.

I turned.

Lucien stood beside me, sunlight caught in his dark hair, his expression warm with surprise.

“I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said.

“I could say the same.”

He glanced at my basket, then laughed softly.

“You’re cooking.”

“Yes.”

“What?”

“Boeuf bourguignon.”

He studied the ingredients I’d gathered.

“You chose the wrong wine.”

I blinked.

“And that cut is too lean,” he added gently. “It will dry out.”

Heat crept into my face.

“I see.”

He didn’t mock me.

Instead, he reached for another bottle, placing it carefully into my basket.

“This one,” he said. “Trust me.”

We walked together after that.

It felt strangely natural.

“What are you doing in Paris, Julian?” he asked.

I’d prepared for this.

“I import carpets,” I said smoothly. “From here back home to the US.”

He nodded thoughtfully, accepting the lie without question.

“I’ve never been,” he said. “To America.”

“You should.”

He smiled faintly.

“I can’t leave.”

“Because of the restaurant?”

He looked ahead, his expression softening.

“It’s everything,” he said. “I want it to matter. I want people to feel something when they eat there.”

I understood that more than I wanted to.

We stopped walking.

For a moment, neither of us spoke.

I became aware of my body in a way that was becoming increasingly familiar. My shirt brushing my chest. The warmth in my skin.

Subtle.

But there.

Lucien looked at me again.

“I’m glad I met you,” he said.

I didn’t know how to respond.

So I said nothing.

And somehow, that felt like enough.

I waited until evening to look.

I told myself I wouldn’t.

I told myself it didn’t matter.

But I did.

Later that day, I stood in front of the mirror, shirtless.
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The change was undeniable now.

My chest had softened further, the gentle swell more defined than before. Not large. Not obvious to anyone else.

But to me, it was impossible to ignore.

I lifted my hand and touched it lightly.

Sensitive.

My breath caught.

I turned sideways.

My waist curved inward more noticeably, my hips rounding beneath it in a way that felt foreign and deeply familiar at the same time.

I ran my hands along them.

My skin felt smoother.

My body hair had thinned.

Even my stomach looked different. Softer.

Not weaker.

Just… changed.

I didn’t know whether to feel afraid.

Or relieved.

I sat on the edge of the bed, trying to steady my breathing.

This wasn’t logical.

This wasn’t possible.

And yet.

I stood and walked back to the mirror.

I didn’t look away this time.

I studied myself.

Curious.

Terrified.

Awake.

And beneath all of it—

Something else.

Something quieter.

Something I wasn’t ready to name.

I saw his message an hour after he sent it.

I’d been staring at my notebook without reading it.

Lucien:
Did you cook it?

I stared at the screen.

My heart beat faster than it should have.

Me:
Yes.

A lie.

Lucien:
And?

I hesitated.

Me:
It was acceptable.

Three dots appeared.

Disappeared.

Appeared again.

Lucien:
I could show you how to make it properly.

I swallowed.

Another message followed.

Lucien:
Come to my apartment. I’ll cook for you.

I stared at the words.

This was exactly what Michelin had warned against.

Compromise invalidates judgment.

I set the phone down.

Picked it up again.

My chest felt warm.

My body felt restless.

I imagined his kitchen. His hands. His voice.

I imagined saying yes.

I imagined saying no.

I typed.

Deleted it.

Typed again.

Me:
When?

His reply came immediately.

Lucien:
Tomorrow night.

I hesitated one last time.

Then:

Okay.

The moment I sent it, something shifted inside me.

Excitement.

Fear.

Anticipation.

I set the phone down slowly.

My reflection watched me from across the room.

Different.

Not entirely.

But enough.

And for the first time since arriving in Paris—

I wasn’t thinking about Michelin at all.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I KNEW that the French were more lenient with tardiness. But as an American, it felt like a crime to be running late. That was the first thing I realized when I stepped under the spray of the shower and saw the time glowing faintly through the fogged glass.

I hurried, running my hands over my body without thinking.

Until I felt it.

A lump.

I froze.

My fingers pressed gently against my chest.

It was unmistakable now. Firm beneath the softness. Sensitive in a way that sent a nervous current through me.

My breathing slowed.

Careful.

Tentative.

Both sides.

Symmetrical.

I swallowed hard and stepped out of the shower, water dripping from my hair, from my shoulders, down the unfamiliar curves of my body.

I wiped a circle in the fog on the mirror.

And stared.

I didn’t recognize myself.

My waist curved inward, narrower than it had ever been. My hips flared gently beneath it, creating a silhouette I had never possessed. My chest—no, my breasts—were small but visible now, undeniable beneath my skin.

My lips looked fuller.

Pink.

My skin looked softer. Clearer.

Feminine.

The word slipped into my mind without permission.

I stepped back.

This wasn’t possible.

This wasn’t real.

My heart pounded.

I turned sideways.

The shape remained.

I looked like—

I grabbed a towel and wrapped it tightly around myself, as if hiding it would undo it.

The clock reminded me again.

Late.

Lucien was waiting.

Panic surged.

I dressed quickly, choosing the loosest shirt I owned, but even that betrayed me. The fabric rested differently against my chest. My jeans clung to my hips in a way they hadn’t before.

Everything felt wrong.

Or right.

I didn’t know which terrified me more.

I stared at myself one last time before leaving.

Vulnerable.

Exposed.

And completely unprepared for whatever came next.

Lucien’s apartment smelled like wine and butter.

Warm. Intimate.

Dangerous.

He smiled when he opened the door.

“You made it.”

His eyes moved over me briefly, and something in his expression shifted.

Not judgment.

Recognition.

I stepped inside, suddenly aware of every inch of my body.

He handed me a glass of wine.

“Sit,” he said gently.

I obeyed.

We talked while he cooked.

Simple things.

My supposed work.

His childhood.

Paris.

He moved with effortless confidence, his hands steady as he prepared the ingredients.

I couldn’t stop watching him.

Or the way he watched me.

He sat across from me eventually.

Close.

Too close.

His eyes lingered on my chest.

My breath caught.

“You look different,” he said softly.

My stomach tightened.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

He reached forward slightly, hesitating before touching the air above my shirt.

“Are those…” he said.

Heat flooded my face after he recognized the unwelcome spurt.

“It’s nothing,” I said quickly.

He studied me.

Then he smiled.

“You look like a girl.”

My heart stopped.

I couldn’t speak.

He tilted his head.

“A pretty girl.”

The words settled into me.

Heavy.

Dangerous.

He didn’t laugh.

He didn’t mock me.

He said it like it was obvious.

Like it was true.

He poured more wine.

His movements became gentler.

Careful.

Like I might break.

And somehow, that terrified me more than anything else.

The boeuf bourguignon was perfect.

Of course it was.

Lucien sat beside me now, not across.

Closer than before.

Our shoulders almost touching.
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“You see?” he said softly. “This is what it’s supposed to taste like.”

I nodded.

I couldn’t trust my voice.

My body felt warm.

Heavy.

Alive.

He turned toward me.

Slowly.

His hand lifted.

Paused beside my face.

My heart pounded so hard I thought he could hear it.

His fingers brushed my cheek.

Gentle.

Reverent.

My breath caught.

He leaned closer.

I knew what he was going to do.

I wanted—

I stood abruptly.

“I can’t,” I said.

His expression fell.

“I’m sorry. There’s—there’s something I forgot. Work. Carpets. An emergency.”

The lie sounded ridiculous.

But I couldn’t stop.

“I have to go.”

He didn’t stop me.

That hurt more than if he had.

I left quickly, my pulse racing.

The night air hit my skin like cold water.

I walked faster.

Faster.

Until I was running.

By the time I reached my apartment, my chest ached.

My entire body burned.

I locked the door behind me and leaned against it, gasping.

Something was happening.

Something I couldn’t control.

My shirt clung to me.

I pulled it off.

My breasts were fuller.

More sensitive.

My waist narrower.

My hips softer.

I stared at myself in the mirror, trembling.

This was accelerating.

Changing.

Becoming.

And I didn’t know how to stop it.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

BY THE SECOND week, I could no longer pretend it wasn’t happening. My body had crossed some invisible threshold, and there was no returning from it.

I stood in front of the mirror in my apartment, wearing nothing but the pale cream bra I had bought three days earlier from a quiet boutique two streets away.

I hadn’t planned to go inside.

I hadn’t planned to buy anything.

But the moment the saleswoman measured me without hesitation, without confusion, without question—

I hadn’t corrected her.

Now the bra fit perfectly.

My breasts filled the cups completely, their weight gentle but undeniable. My waist had drawn inward, creating a delicate inward curve that made my hips appear even wider. My stomach was soft, smooth beneath my fingers.

My whole body felt… quieter.

Less angular.

More alive.

On the bed behind me lay a pair of black panties.

Mine.

I had started wearing them at night.

At first out of curiosity.

Now out of necessity.

That day, I dressed quickly. I had an appointment. The doctor was calm. Clinical. Unmoved. He examined me, asked questions, then referred me to an endocrinologist.

More tests. Blood drawn. Waiting.

When the results came back, he frowned slightly.

“Your estrogen levels are extremely high,” he said.

I stared at him.

“That’s not possible.”

“Are you taking hormones?”

“No.”

He studied the chart.

“Any significant dietary changes?”

I hesitated.

“There’s a restaurant,” I said slowly. “They make a soy coq au vin. I’ve been eating there often.”

He nodded thoughtfully.

“Soy contains phytoestrogens,” he said. “But not in quantities that would normally cause this.”

“Normally?”

He met my eyes.

“Bodies sometimes respond to triggers,” he said carefully. “Changes they were already predisposed to.”

My chest tightened.

“This may not only be physical,” he added. “You may experience emotional shifts. Identity shifts.”

Identity.

The word stayed with me long after I left.

He told me to come back in a month.

To observe.

As if observation alone could stop it.

As if I even wanted it to.

I told him everything.

Or as much as I could.

That night, we sat in his apartment again, wine untouched between us.

“My body is changing,” I said.

Lucien didn’t laugh.

He didn’t look afraid.

He looked curious.

Concerned.

“What do you mean?” he asked gently.

My hands trembled.

But I stood.

I removed my shirt first.

His breath caught.

Then I unbuttoned my jeans.

Stepped out of them.

I stood before him in nothing but my bra and panties.

His eyes moved over me slowly.

Not with hunger.

With reverence.

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

My heart stuttered.

[image: ]

“I don’t understand what’s happening.”

He stood and stepped closer.

His hand hovered near my waist before resting there carefully.

“You don’t have to understand it,” he said softly.

“You just have to feel it.”

I leaned into him.

Into the safety of him.

He kissed me.

Slow.

Careful.

My hands moved to his shoulders.

His chest.

His hair.

Everything felt electric.

He touched me like I was something fragile and precious, not something broken.

Not something wrong.

And when I sank to my knees before him, it didn’t feel like surrender.

It felt like choice.

Like trust.

Like love.

For the first time, I wasn’t thinking about who I had been or what I was into.

Only who I was becoming and who my heart was beating for.

Morning came softly.

I lay beneath the sheets beside him, my head resting against his chest, listening to his heartbeat.

His fingers traced slow patterns along my arm.

Neither of us had spoken yet.

I didn’t want to break it.

He tilted his head down toward me.

“Juliette,” he whispered.

The name slipped into the space between us like it had always belonged there.

I froze.

He watched my face carefully.

“You look like a Juliette.”

My throat tightened.

I had never told him.

Never suggested it.

And yet.

It fit.

It fit in a way Julian never had.

“Juliette,” he said again.

Softer.

More certain.

Something inside me settled.

Aligned.

I wasn’t losing myself.

I was finding her.

“I think I’m falling for you,” he said.

I didn’t know how to respond. I lifted my head and kissed him.

“My name,” I said quietly, tasting the truth of it, “is Juliette.”

He smiled.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NAIL salon sat two streets away from the Michelin office. Close enough that I could see the building’s discreet brass plaque if I leaned slightly toward the window.

I didn’t.

Today wasn’t about that life.

Today was about mine.

I sat in the padded chair, hands resting on the small white towel, and watched as the technician filed my nails into a soft almond shape. The rhythmic scrape was strangely soothing. Precise. Deliberate.

Like plating.

Like discipline.

But this was gentler.

I wore a cream blouse tucked into a high-waisted pleated skirt that brushed my knees. The skirt hugged my narrower waist and flared softly over my hips. Nude heels rested neatly beneath the chair. My hair fell loose around my shoulders, slightly curled from this morning’s effort.

Makeup light but intentional.

Mascara lengthening lashes that had grown thicker on their own.

Blush warming cheeks that flushed more easily now.

Lip gloss catching the light.

I studied my reflection in the mirrored wall.

Not Julian.

Not even someone pretending.

Juliette.

The technician held up a small glass bottle.

“Rose quartz?” she asked.

I nodded.

The color was soft pink with the faintest shimmer — delicate without being childish. The brush glided over my nails, transforming them with each stroke.

My hands looked elegant.

Slender.

Feminine.

I flexed my fingers slightly as she moved to the next.

“Special occasion?” she asked casually.

I hesitated.

“No,” I said. “Just… because.”

Because I could.

Because it felt right.

Because when Lucien held my hand tonight, I wanted him to see them.

The final coat went on. Glossy. Perfect.

She turned my hands under the small UV light, sealing everything into place.

I stared at them while they dried.

These were not the hands that gripped a notebook like a weapon.

These were not the hands that wrote verdicts.

These were hands meant to be held.

I paid, thanked her, and stepped outside carefully, mindful of the fresh polish.

The Michelin building stood in my peripheral vision.

I kept walking.

I didn’t belong to that version of myself anymore.

I belonged to the woman admiring her pink nails in the afternoon sun.

And for once—

I felt beautiful.

That night, I couldn’t wait to show Lucien my new nails. But he didn’t smile when I entered his apartment.

He stood by the kitchen counter, shoulders tense, my black leather notebook resting beside him like evidence.

My stomach dropped.

“Lucien…”

He didn’t interrupt.

He opened it instead.

I saw my handwriting.

Meticulous.

Cold.

“Maison Moreau,” he read aloud. “Service intimate. Technique refined. Emotional manipulation evident.”

My throat closed.

“You’re Michelin,” he said flatly.

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.”

Silence expanded between us.

“How long?” he asked.

“Since the beginning.”

His jaw tightened.

“So when you came to my restaurant… when you smiled… when you touched me—”

“It was real.”

He laughed once.

Sharp.

“Was it?”

I stepped toward him.

“Lucien, I didn’t expect—”

“You didn’t expect to feel?” he snapped. “Or you didn’t expect me to?”

His words cut deeper than they should have.

“I was assigned to you,” I admitted. “But what happened after—”

“Was that part of the evaluation?”

“No.”

“Were you going to give me a star?”

I hesitated.

The pause was enough.

He stepped back as if I had struck him.

“I also read that if we’re involved,” he said quietly, “they won’t rate me.”

The truth hung heavy.

I hadn’t told him that part.

“Were you ever going to tell me?” he asked.

Tears blurred my vision.

“I didn’t know how.”

He shook his head slowly.

“You let me believe you chose me.”

“I did choose you.”

“After spying on me.”

The word landed like a verdict.

“I love you…” I said.

He looked at me in disbelief. “I don’t know how to respond to that. Now that I’m not sure what’s real or not.”

He closed the notebook and placed it firmly on the counter.

“I need you to leave.”

The softness in his voice hurt more than anger.

“Lucien—”

“Please.”

I stood there for a moment longer.

Waiting for him to stop me.

He didn’t.

So I walked out.

And this time—

He didn’t follow.
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A week later, there was nothing ambiguous left about my body.

I stood in front of the mirror again.

Fully myself.

My breasts were round and heavy, filling my bra naturally. My waist curved inward with effortless definition. My hips were undeniably feminine, soft and strong at the same time.

My face had softened further — fuller lips, higher cheeks, eyes that seemed larger somehow.

No trace of Julian remained.

Only Juliette.

I ran my hands through my hair.

Longer now.

Thicker.

I had added extensions two days ago, wanting something dramatic. Something final. Something that could help me move on from the heartache caused by my own treachery.

The woman staring back at me looked complete.

And completely alone.

That evening, I walked along the Seine.

The water moved slowly beneath the fading light, reflecting gold and lavender from the sky above. Couples leaned against the stone railing, hands intertwined. A busker played a soft melody on a violin nearby, the sound carrying across the river.

I stopped and leaned forward slightly, watching the ripples distort my reflection.

For a moment—

I saw his face in the water beside mine.

Lucien’s smile.

Lucien’s eyes.

Gone.

I blinked, and it was just me again.

Beautiful.

Broken.

The music swelled behind me.

Laughter drifted from somewhere to my left.

Paris moved on.

I pressed my hand to my chest, feeling the steady rhythm beneath it.

My body had become exactly what it was meant to be.

But my heart—

My heart had chosen someone it might not be allowed to keep.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

WALKING back into the Michelin office felt like stepping into a former life. The receptionist looked up, her polite smile freezing halfway when she recognized me. Her eyes flicked over my hair, my dress, my face.

“Julian?”

“Juliette,” I corrected gently.

She blinked, then nodded.

My boss didn’t hide his surprise.

He stood when I entered, his brows lifting as he took in my appearance. The silence stretched long enough to become uncomfortable.

“Well,” he said finally, gesturing vaguely. “I must say. I admire the lengths you’ve gone to for disguise.”

“It’s not a disguise,” I said.

He frowned slightly.

“This is who I am.”

The words landed heavier than I expected.

He studied me more carefully now.

Something in his expression shifted.

I stepped forward and placed the black notebook on his desk.

“I’m here to resign.”

His eyes snapped to mine.

“You’re what?”

“I’m resigning,” I repeated. “Effective immediately.”

His expression hardened.

“Why?”

“Personal reasons…”

Because I loved him.

Because I refused to be the reason his dream died.

“I’ve submitted my final review,” I said instead, nodding toward the notebook. “Maison Moreau.”

He stared at it.

Then back at me.

“You understand what you’re giving up.”

“Yes.”

For the first time in my life—

I did.

That night, Maison Moreau glowed exactly the same.

Warm.

Inviting.

Untouchable.

I stepped inside slowly.

Lucien stood near the kitchen entrance, speaking to a server. He saw me immediately.

He didn’t smile.

My chest tightened.

“I’m leaving,” I said softly when I reached him.

His expression didn’t change.

“When?”

“In three days.”

Something flickered behind his eyes.

Pain.

But he only nodded once.

The restaurant was full.

Laughter filled the room.

“A guest is celebrating a birthday tonight,” he said quietly. “I’m busy.”

Busy.

The word settled between us like a wall.

“I understand,” I said.

My voice trembled.

He didn’t reach for me.

Didn’t stop me.

Didn’t say anything else.

I turned and walked toward the door.

Each step felt heavier.

Outside, the night air hit my skin.

I stopped across the street.

Turned.

Looked back through the window.

He moved through the restaurant with practiced ease, speaking to guests, smiling politely.

He didn’t look for me.

He didn’t follow.

I waited anyway.

For one second.

Two.

Ten.

Nothing.

I turned and walked away.

This time—

There was no confusion.

Only loss.

Paris blurred past the taxi window.

The city I had arrived in as someone else.

The city I was leaving as myself.

My suitcase rested beside me, my fingers gripping its handle like an anchor.

My phone rang.

Michelin.

I hesitated.

Then answered.

“Juliette,” my boss said sharply. “Where are you?”

“On my way to the airport.”

“You need to come back.”

“I’ve resigned.”

“You still have two weeks to render.”

His voice was tight.

Angry.

“This can’t wait.”

I closed my eyes.

Everything in me wanted to refuse.

But I told the driver to turn around.

The office felt colder this time.

My boss stood waiting.

And beside him—

Lucien.

My heart stopped.

He looked at me like he hadn’t breathed in days.

Another man stood beside him.

Tall. Confident.

“Juliette,” my boss said. “This is Fabian. Senior inspector.”

Fabian nodded politely.

My boss continued.

“Lucien told us everything.”

Shame flooded me.

“I’m sorry—”

“You were assigned incorrectly,” my boss interrupted.

I blinked.

“What?”

“Fabian evaluated Maison Moreau two months before you arrived. He already submitted his report.”

Fabian smiled slightly.

“It was exceptional.”

My mind struggled to catch up.

“The file wasn’t updated,” my boss said. “You were never meant to rate him.”

My chest tightened.

“You quitting,” he said more gently now, “was unnecessary.”

Silence fell.

I looked at Lucien.

“I didn’t want to ruin your chances,” I whispered.

He stepped closer.

“You were never going to.”

Tears filled my eyes.
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“I’m sorry.”

He laughed softly.

“You know,” he said, his voice teasing again for the first time in weeks, “you owe me.”

I blinked.

“For what?”

“For making me suffer like this.”

His hand slid into mine.

“You’ll have to give me a five-star performance in bed later.”

I laughed through my tears.

“I think I can manage that.”

He pulled me into his arms.

And when he kissed me—

There was no Michelin.

No lies.

No Julian.

Only Juliette.

Only love.

Only us.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

PARIS looked softer now. Or maybe I did. The late afternoon light filtered through the windows of Maison Moreau, turning everything gold. The glasses. The silverware. The quiet faces of guests leaning toward one another in conversation. Even the air itself seemed warmer, fuller, alive with something I could finally feel without resistance.

I sat at my usual table.

My table.

Lucien had insisted on it.

“You belong here,” he’d said once, simply.

I wore a loose cream sweater that draped gently over my body, careful not to press against the tender places still healing beneath it. Two weeks. It had only been two weeks since the gender reaffirming surgery, and every step, every movement, every breath still carried the fragile awareness of what had changed.

What had been completed.

My hand rested unconsciously over my lower stomach, protective. Reverent.

Lucien emerged from the kitchen, wiping his hands on a cloth, his eyes finding me instantly the way they always did.

Some things never changed.

He approached with a small plate of crème brulee, placing it carefully in front of me.

“For you,” he said.

I smiled.

He sat across from me, studying my face.

“How do you feel?”

“Feels different not feeling a tuck, it’s totally gone,” I explained.

He leaned back in his chair, exhaling dramatically.

“You have no idea how cruel you’re being.”

I laughed quietly.

“How so?”

He leaned forward slightly, lowering his voice.

“To be so close,” he said, “and not allowed to touch, to make love.”

Heat rose to my cheeks.

“Lucien.”

“It’s torture.”

His eyes sparkled with mischief, but beneath it was something deeper. Something patient.

Something loving.

I tilted my head.

“Good things come to those who wait.”

He groaned softly.

“You’ve become very wise.”

I smiled and reached across the table, taking his hand.

His fingers closed around mine instantly.
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Outside, Paris moved in its endless rhythm. People walking. Talking. Living.

A year ago, I had arrived here as someone else.

Someone smaller.

Someone quieter.

Someone unfinished.

Now, I sat in the golden light of evening, my body whole, my heart steady, my life my own.

I watched Lucien as he spoke, the way his hands moved, the way his eyes softened when they met mine.

This was my home.

Not because of the city.

But because of who I had become within it.

I was no longer hiding.

No longer pretending.

No longer waiting to be myself.

I lifted my water glass.

“To Maison Moreau,” I said.

He smiled.

“To my lovely lady, Juliette.”

And as the sun dipped lower over Paris, I realized something simple and undeniable:

I had finally learned the taste of happiness.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Feminine Taste? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.
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“Along with the Estrogen and Anti-androgen, I took EVERYTHING, including the Risk of Falling in Love.”

It contains over 43,000 indelible words that will open your eyes to the possibility that transformation can lead to Happily Ever After. It is a brave story of a nurse who got kicked out of the house for wearing a dress and eventually meets an arrogant yet oh-so-charming doctor who will not only steal her parking slot, but also her heart.

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


Story 1 – Secret Girlfriend
I didn’t expect that the price to pay to be walking the hallways with them would entail me, serving the jocks food and drinks every weekend… in his sister’s clothes.


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
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 3 – Female ID
It was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.


Story 4 – In The Navy
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 5 – Cheerleader By Chance
When I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!


Story 6 – The Secretary
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.


Story 7 – Old Maid
When I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.


Story 8 – Angel Baby
She was beautiful, kind, and had all the answers to my questions. But then, she started telling me to try the shoes of another person, and that pair… had six-inch heels.


Story 9 – My Crazy Girl
One night, I met that drunk girl in the subway station, my crazy girl who showed me how femininely beautiful this world could be and left me questioning if I was ready for it.


Story 10 – Miss Meow
During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.


Story 11 – After Midnight
My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things. Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for… men. 

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 Femboy Diaries


Hello Lilly
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

I’ve created an exclusive Fansly(profile) where I post feminizing and enchanting audio clips to help you achieve your most dazzling version.

Apart from the hypnotic lessons, I also post bonus content such as photos and scalding real-life stories along with POV clips that can lull (or get your blood rushing) depending on your choice, xo.

I’ll be updating it weekly with new content so stay tuned.

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


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!
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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 emails, 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.

We have over 44,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“Your art is soulless. Come to the Moonlight Party… in a tail.”

I was twenty-one, invisible, and one bad project away from losing my job at Artspikes—until my boss sent me to a furry performance instead of firing me.

That night changed everything.

Under neon lights and pounding music, I discovered Tara—the soft, fearless version of myself I’d been hiding for years. With fox ears, a tail, and trembling confidence, I stepped into a world where creativity meant honesty… and desire meant being seen.

Benjamin Miller was supposed to be my mentor.

My boss.

A line I shouldn’t cross.

Instead, he became the man who watched me awaken, guided me with steady hands, and claimed me with patience, trust, and devotion. He was dominant, protective, and dangerously good at seeing through my fears.

Read Moonlight Party

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Feminine Taste.

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.

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 |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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