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Introduction

“This is serious. Yes, my anxiety’s gone, but something else in my body’s showing up. What have you done to me!?”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was the quiet chemist who kept my head down and my goggles on—until the night my prototype steadied my hands and loosened something I’d held tight my whole life. At first, it was tiny shifts: my voice settled, my posture softened, lipstick stopped feeling like a costume. Then I caught my reflection in the fume hood and finally recognized her.

I told myself it was just chemistry… but so was the woman I was becoming. And once I started changing, I didn’t want to go back.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, magical feminization, enemies to lovers, romantic comedy, gender swap romance, 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 Girly Chemistry.


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 PH probe still blinked 7.14 on the meter, but I couldn’t look at it without replaying the chromatogram from twenty minutes ago—its ugly tail stretching like a smear of guilt. I’d swapped buffers for the calibration run. Not dangerous, not even costly, just sloppy enough to hand Tanya Montblanc ammunition.

“Calibration first, then curiosity,” she said, smiling like she was auditioning for a workplace wellness poster. “I know you were excited, Caleb, but order matters for people who want to stay here.”

“I followed the protocol,” I said. My voice came out thinner than I wanted.

“Sure,” she said, eyes flicking to my sample tray, its labels scrawled in a rush. “But following is different from understanding. Senior work requires the second part.”

I gripped the pipette a little tighter. In my head, I replayed every step: buffer A at 0.1 M, buffer B at 0.05, equilibrate column fifteen minutes, confirm baseline. I had confirmed baseline. I had even wiped the bench down with ethanol. None of it mattered. The tailing was still there.

“It won’t happen again,” I said.

“I hope not. Quality has been… variable.” She tilted her head in mock sympathy.

“Some people are better suited to routine tasks. Nothing wrong with that. There’s dignity in it.”

The words lodged under my ribs. I thought of why I’d come here in the first place—to stand near work that might someday matter, maybe even something that could fight cancer. I’d told myself I’d accept being the one who labeled the tube, if it meant it held something that mattered. Now I wasn’t sure Tanya would even let me label tubes much longer.

[image: A person and person in lab coats  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“Go take five,” she said.

“Get some water. Then clean up your labeling. We can’t have the board seeing… that.”

I set the pipette in its cradle with deliberate care, the way you shut a door quietly to prove you’re calm. The lab smelled like acetone and burnt coffee. The shaker in Bay 3 thumped in time with my pulse as I walked to the breakroom.

It was empty—thank God. The hum of the soda machine was steady. I leaned against the door and felt the pressure in my chest rise. The pamphlet from my therapist ran in my head: elevated heart rate, tingling in fingers, shallow breathing. No tiger in the room, just a supervisor and a flawed run, but my body didn’t care.

I went to the sink, turned on the cold water, and counted my breaths. Four in. Six out. Four in. Seven out. I knew it was chemistry, not magic, changing CO₂ levels to pull me out of hyperventilation. My hands shook so badly that water spattered the counter. The ceiling light flickered. I fixed my eyes on a crack in the tile near the trash can.

“You good?”

I jumped. Gregory Stone had slipped in quietly, like always. Senior chemist. The kind of man whose reports read like math with manners. Tall, plain lanyard, no stickers or pins.

“Yeah,” I lied.

He didn’t come closer right away. He filled a paper cup from the dispenser, handed it to me. “Drink.”

I took a sip. The cold line down my throat steadied me.

“You want a minute alone?” he asked.

“No. Yes. I don’t know.” I set the cup down. Then I broke down in tears.

“I made a stupid mistake.”

“What did you do?”

“Swapped the buffer for the calibration run. Corrected it. But the first run left a tail on the chromatogram.”

He held me as I shook, talking about other stuff to stop myself from crying. “You flushed the column?”

“Yes.”

“How long?”

“Twenty minutes for A. Ten for ACN. Flow at 0.5.”

“Okay. Then this is a nuisance, not a disaster.”

“Tanya thinks I’m not cut out for senior work.”

“Did she say that?”

“She said some people are better suited to routine tasks.”

“That’s her way.”

“It’s working.”

“That’s the point of it.”

I gave a short laugh. He didn’t flinch. “Need me to do anything?”

“Maybe just stand there and be normal.”

“I can do that.”

Soon after, we stared at the coffee machine’s stained drip tray. He had me name five things I could see, four I could feel, three I could hear, two I could smell, one I could taste. I hated that it worked. I hated needing it.

“It’s not normal,” he said. “Getting needled like that.”

“I wish it didn’t work on me.”

“It can stop.”

“How?”

“Practice. And data.”

We stayed there a few minutes. My pulse slowed. I wiped my palms on my lab coat.

“I wanted to be an oncologist once,” I said. “Better in a lab than with people. I just want to be part of the chain that leads to something that matters. But I keep tripping on small things.”

“You’re not the weak link.”

“You can’t know that.”

“I can know one chromatogram doesn’t define you.” He glanced at the sink. “You’re steadier now.”

“Yeah.”

“You should eat something.”

“I have a granola bar that tastes like cardboard and hope.”

“That’s the best kind. You have a plan for going back in there?”

“Fix the labels. Pretend my face isn’t glass.”

“Plan B?”

“Quit and become a florist.”

“Plan C?”

I exhaled. “Flush the column again. Run a clean blank. Log the deviation without an apology.”

“That’s a plan. I’ll walk back with you.”

By the time we returned, my panic attack stopped. I relabeled the tray in block letters, date and time in proper format, initials small in the corner. Tanya passed, heels clicking, and gave me a tight smile.

“Better,” she said, and moved on.

Gregory stayed just long enough for me to catch his eye. “You did the part that was yours,” he said, and left me to the work.

I found him later that evening, still at his bench while most of Bay 2 had gone home. He was checking viscosity readings, brow furrowed.

“You’re still here,” I said.

“Waiting for stability before I shut it down.” He looked up. “You?”

“Finishing the log. And… thanks. For earlier.”

He gave a small nod, as if accepting data.

I hesitated. “Can I ask something without it being weird?”

“Probably.”

“Why did you follow me?”

“I had something to ask you,” he said.

“But you were in the middle of… that.”

“What did you want?”

He glanced around, then lowered his voice. “How do you feel about side projects?”

I frowned. “Officially?”

“Unofficially. Off the books.”

“That sounds… risky.”

“Potentially rewarding.” He leaned back on his stool. “I’ve been working on a formulation in my own time. Mood-enhancing skincare. Targets cortisol and mild hormonal balance. Nothing strong enough for prescription, but enough to make a noticeable difference.”

“You mean stress relief in a bottle?”

“Cream,” he corrected. “Transdermal absorption. The delivery system is the interesting part. But it’s missing something—your kind of detail.”

“Why me?”

“You catch deviations other people miss. You log them properly. You think in steps.”

I wasn’t used to hearing that framed as a compliment. “And if we make this?”

“If we present it well, it could change our standing here. Yours, especially. Tanya would have to acknowledge you.”

I stared at the bench between us. My job was already a tightrope; adding a secret project sounded like tap dancing on it. “And if it fails?”

“Then we don’t mention it. But I don’t think it will.”

I thought of Tanya’s words. Better suited to routine tasks. The idea of proving her wrong itched at me.

“What’s in it for you?” I asked.

“A partner I can trust,” he said simply.

“Why the secrecy?”

He lowered his gaze. “Management wouldn’t approve R&D budget for something they see as ‘cosmetic.’ But if we show them results before they can kill it, they might reconsider.”

It was reckless. It was also… tempting. “What would I have to do?”

“Help with formulation tweaks. Data collection. Maybe try it yourself.”

“Try it?”

“For feedback. Efficacy, texture, anything off. You’d be the control.”

I chewed on that. I’d been my own test subject before—for harmless stuff, caffeine absorption, sensory panels. This felt bigger. But if it worked…

“When would we start?”

“Tomorrow. After hours.”

I met his eyes. “Alright. I’m in.”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE LAB FELT different at night. Without the constant hum of voices and the sharp tap of heels on tile, every sound was amplified—the hiss of the nitrogen line, the click of a pipette, the occasional groan from the old fridge that probably violated three safety standards. The fluorescent lights buzzed just above the threshold of notice. It was the sort of environment where you could hear yourself think, which was either a gift or a trap depending on the day.

Gregory was already there when I arrived, leaning over the benchtop like a chess player planning six moves ahead. Two amber bottles sat in front of him, their labels crisp, handwriting perfectly aligned.

“You’re on time,” he said without looking up.

“I said I’d be.” I set my bag down in the corner, hung my coat, and pulled on a fresh pair of nitrile gloves. The snap at the wrist felt like an official start.

He pushed one of the bottles toward me.

“Version four. Adjusted the carrier oil ratio. Should absorb faster.”

I picked it up, tilting it under the light. The cream inside was off-white, faintly glossy. I read the label: V4–20:05–G.S. The date, the batch number, his initials. Perfect formatting. I wondered if he practiced labeling every day the way he’d told me to.

“Smell it,” he said.

I cracked the seal. A faint herbal scent rose—lavender, maybe a little chamomile, something citrus hiding underneath.

“Not bad,” I said.

“Better than V3?”

“I wouldn’t know. You never let me smell V3.”

“That’s because V3 smelled like wet cardboard.” He set down the spatula and finally looked at me.

“Ready to try it?”

“I thought you were still in the tweaking stage.”

“This is part of it.” He pulled a stool over and gestured for me to sit.

“I want feedback.”

I hesitated. “On what exactly?”

“Absorption time. Initial feel. Any immediate changes in mood or physical sensation.” He was already pulling on gloves. “You’ll be the control.”

“Feels weird to be the control when you’re also the chemist.”

“Better than being the variable.”

I sat. The stool wobbled slightly. He scooped a small amount of the cream onto two fingers, then took my wrist gently, as if he was afraid I’d spook. His gloves were cool against my skin.

“You don’t have to do it for me,” I said.

“I’m doing it because I need consistency in application.”

“Sure.”

He started rubbing the cream into the inside of my forearm, slow circles from wrist to elbow. The scent deepened, the lavender opening up in the warmth of his touch. The cream spread easily, leaving a faint sheen before sinking in.

“Texture?” he asked.

“Light. Not greasy. Almost like it’s disappearing.”

“That’s the absorption rate working. Feel anything?”

“Cold at first. Now warm.” I shifted, aware of the way the warmth was creeping beyond the point of contact. “It’s… comfortable.”

He kept going until the cream vanished into my skin. “Check in with yourself. Mood?”

I closed my eyes for a moment, listening. The tightness I usually carried in my chest—not the full panic, just the constant hum—felt like someone had reached over and turned it down a few notches.

“Calmer,” I said, surprised. “Like I’m not holding something heavy.”

“That’s the point.”

“Is it supposed to be this fast?”

“It’s supposed to,” he said. “Skin’s a good delivery system if you respect the barrier.”

“Any euphoria is probably placebo,” I said.

He gave a small smile. “Probably.”

But even as I said it, I felt a faint buzz in my limbs, like the pleasant drop after caffeine kicks in—not a high, exactly, but a shift in baseline. My mind was quieter, but not sluggish. Colors seemed just a little more saturated under the flat lab lighting.

“How long will it last?” I asked.

“Two to three hours for the mood effect. Longer for the physical skin benefits. Any irritation?”

“None.” I turned my arm over, examining the skin. It looked the same, maybe a little more hydrated, but I wasn’t sure if I was imagining that.

He peeled off his gloves and tossed them in the bin. “We’ll document every use. If anything changes—anything at all—you write it down.”

“This is starting to feel like a clinical trial.”

“That’s because it is,” he said.

“Just not approved by management.”

I leaned back on the stool, flexing my fingers. “You ever think about what would happen if Tanya found out?”

“Every day.” He capped the jar. “But she won’t.”

“Confident.”

“Prepared.” He began labeling a new sample vial with his small, precise handwriting. “You up for continuing?”

I thought about the warmth still radiating from my arm, the quiet in my head. “Yeah. I am.”

We worked for another hour, me logging sensory feedback, him adjusting ratios. The rhythm was comfortable, almost companionable. When he finally said we were done for the night, I realized I’d gone the whole time without feeling the usual itch of anxiety under my skin.

Walking home through the cool Chicago air, I caught myself touching my forearm, as if checking whether the calm was still there. It was.

Three weeks in, the lab moved like a clock I finally understood: morning runs, midday approvals, evening cleanup, and then the hush after seven when Beta Labs turned into a library with machines. Gregory and I lived in that hush. We logged results in our shared sheet, traded small questions about spreadability and scent, and left notes as tidy as our labels. I wore the project like a small coin in my pocket. I checked it with my fingers when the day got noisy.

The cream worked. Every application turned the volume in my chest down by a notch or two. The strangest part wasn’t the calm; it was the way my skin felt like it belonged to me. Razor burn stepped back. The scaly patch near my watch band faded to memory. When I looked in the bathroom mirror each morning, light bounced differently off my face, as if the surface had been sanded and sealed by someone who cared about finish.

I told myself it was sleep, water, the placebo effect, anything sensible. I timed the mood curve in a notebook and plotted it like a graph. The line rose gently after application, plateaued around the ninety-minute mark, then decayed into evening. The shape made me feel safe. Shapes are honest, even when we aren’t.

The comment arrived on a Tuesday. Tanya stopped at my bench, pretending to admire my block-letter labels. “Better,” she said, eyes lingering on the white tape like it had finally learned manners. Then she looked at me. “You’re looking prettier these days, Caleb. New regimen?”

I felt the syllables go in like a thin needle. Prettier. Part observation, part evaluation, part weapon she could deny. I kept my voice neutral. “Sleep,” I said.

“Sleep is underrated,” she replied, and walked off, leaving the word to echo against the glassware.

I went back to the baseline on my monitor and pretended to study noise. The word stayed. Prettier. It wasn’t wrong. My skin was softer. Shaving was less of an argument. The edges of my mouth looked rested instead of tight. But hearing it from her made it feel like a file placed in my personnel folder under Other.

At lunch I washed my hands and watched water bead, then sheet, the way it does on good glass. The herbal scent that clung to my wrist after the nightly tests felt more noticeable now that I’d named it to myself. Lavender. Chamomile. Something citrus hiding. I thought about the ingredient list I’d seen on Gregory’s board: plant actives, peptides, a delivery system he wouldn’t describe beyond “microemulsion” and a small lecture on barrier function. Skin is a hormone listener, he’d said. Mine clearly was.

I lasted until the building emptied. At seven-fifteen I found him in the side room adding batch numbers to small amber jars with the focus people mistake for indifference. “I need you to tell me something,” I said.

He capped a jar, met my eyes, and waited.

“Is the formula doing more than mood and moisture?” I asked. “Because my face is… different. Tanya used the word prettier. I feel it when I shave.”

He didn’t rush the answer. “There’s a chance of low-level hormonal interaction,” he said.

“Not enough to be clinical. Enough to whisper.”

“Whisper what?”

“Lower stress can unmask other balances,” he said. “Some of the plant compounds have weak estrogenic behavior. The peptide stack might be nudging androgen receptors at the surface. Emphasis on might.”

I looked at my hands. The skin over the knuckles no longer looked chapped.

“So I’m not imagining this.”

“No.”

“Is it reversible?”

“Yes.”

I heard my own breath. “How sure?”

“High,” he said. “We’re in low-affinity territory. Stop using it and your baseline returns. Skin turnover will bury the local changes. Mood effect clears as it’s metabolized.”

Something loosened and tightened at the same time. “You should have told me.”

“I wanted more data before I put a name on a faint slope,” he said.

“And I thought we’d decide together when we saw it.”

I stepped to the window. The river below was a dark line, the city pinned to it with lights. “I didn’t sign up to change,” I said.

“You signed up to test,” he said. “Sometimes tests reveal edges.”

“I’m not a cliff.”

“You’re not.” He kept his voice level. “Do you want to stop?”
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I watched my reflection settle against the glass. I looked… not feminine, but less at war. That scared me more than I wanted. The calm the cream gave me felt like a room with a door I could finally close.

“What happens if I keep going?”

“We monitor closely,” he said.

“You log all changes. If anything crosses your boundary, we stop.”

“Tanya noticed.”

“She’s trained to notice what hurts,” he said.

“It keeps people obedient.”

I huffed. “She used the word prettier.”

“That’s about her,” he said.

“And about the power she thinks she has over your mirror.”

“It’s about both.”

He nodded. “Fair.”

I faced him again. “Worst-case scenario.”

“Temporary changes in skin texture and shaving comfort. Slight mood shifts. At our dose, reversibility is very likely.”

“Number.”

“Over ninety-five percent in our model,” he said. “If you want a guarantee carved in stone, I don’t have it. If you want probability, I do.”

I looked at his hands, steady as always. They were the kind of hands you could hand a fragile thing to. “Okay.”

His mouth made the smallest movement. “Okay you’re stopping?”

“Okay I’m not running,” I said. “But you have to promise me something.”

“Name it.”

“No surprises. If you see a curve forming, you tell me before it bends. No protecting me from information.”

“I can do that.”

“If I decide to stop, you won’t argue.”

“I won’t.”

For a while the room was only equipment sounds: a soft compressor sigh, a timer ticking toward done. My anxiety paced and sat and paced again. Gregory watched me without pushing.

He reached into the tray, picked up a fresh jar, and held it. “I have more,” he said. “If you want it.”

I thought of Tanya’s word and how it hurt and helped in the same breath. I thought of the morning mirror, the way my face looked like it had been rearranged into something kinder. “Hand it over,” I said.

He passed the jar. The label read V5 with today’s date and his initials, flawless as always. I slid it into my bag like contraband and felt my shoulders drop a millimeter.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

“Enough to keep collecting data,” I said. The honesty surprised me but didn’t feel wrong.

“Keep me informed. I’ll handle the rest.”

He gave one of his small nods, the kind that meant conclusion, not victory. “Deal.”

Back at my bench, I wrote the log in plain language: observed increase in dermal softness; reduced shaving irritation; external comment from supervisor regarding aesthetic shift; subject reports sustained calm after nightly application. No apology, no claims, just sequence and outcome. I saved the file and stared at the timestamp until it felt real.

On the way out, I caught my reflection in the elevator door. The lab coat looked less like armor and more like clothes. I pressed my thumb to my wrist and felt warmth lingering under skin that didn’t sting.

“Tomorrow?” I asked when Gregory passed by.

“Tomorrow,” he said, already walking, quiet and certain as gravity.

In the elevator, the doors closed and gave me back my outline. Prettier, the word said, trying to pick a fight. I inhaled for four, exhaled for eight, and let the shape of the breath answer it for now.

The irony wasn’t lost on me that I’d come here chasing big answers—mechanisms for cell death, ways to push a tumor into quitting—and had fallen for a cream. It wasn’t a cure. It wouldn’t save anyone’s father.

But it made the lab habitable. It gave me a margin where I could think in clean lines instead of static. Maybe margins mattered. Maybe all the work that looked small was the scaffolding you climbed to reach the big thing.

When the calm came on, I could actually read papers I’d been avoiding and sketch ideas without my brain yanking the pen away. There were still days I felt like a weak link in someone else’s chain, but under the calm I could choose the next step instead of reacting to the last one. Still. For now.

I got home to the radiator ticking like a lazy metronome. The apartment smelled of detergent and old coffee. I lined my shoes by the door and rinsed my face. The mirror’s scratch cut a thin horizon through my reflection. Under the bad bulb, my skin looked truceful—less redness by the nose, no angry shadow from shaving. I pressed a fingertip to my cheek and watched color return, slow and even.

The jar from tonight sat on the counter—V5, date neat, Gregory’s initials tucked small. I didn’t open it. I let the label calm me. Four in, eight out. The fridge hummed like a steady line.

I heated water for tea. The kettle took its time. I shrugged off my lab coat and stood in a washed-thin T-shirt. Cotton skimmed my chest and made me pause. I ran a palm across myself without planning to.

Tenderness. Not pain, just a new pressure. I pressed lightly and felt a small swell that pushed back. I tested it the way I’d test a valve: increment, release, observe. When I let go, my T-shirt registered a new edge against me.

The kettle clicked. I made chamomile, added honey I used to save for guests. Sweet landed differently—round, not cloying. I opened the fridge, considered a dutiful salad, ignored it, and broke off two squares of chocolate. They tasted better than they had any right to.

I carried tea and chocolate to the couch and turned on the smallest lamp. The big light felt like inspection; the lamp felt like permission. The radiator ticked. It kept me honest. A delivery truck sighed on the street.

I checked the tender place again. Not imagined. My brain tried a card: dermal hydration, receptor activity, local adipose shift possible with stress reduction. Words helped until they didn’t. I breathed.

My phone buzzed.

Gregory: Logged your V5 application in the sheet. Any irritation?

None, I typed. Warmth. Calm. Minor chest tenderness.

Rate 0–10.

2–3. New, not bad.

Copy. If dizziness or headache, stop. Hydrate.

I sipped tea like it was an SOP. Craving sweet, I wrote. Also you were right about citrus.

Bergamot, he sent. Chases the lavender.

You named the scent and didn’t tell me?

Trade secret. Then: You okay?

I looked at the lamp haloing dust like a constellation. Okay, I typed. Curious. A little scared.

Keep me posted. I’m around.

I set the phone face down. With the screen dark, the apartment made its own sounds. The cotton at my chest rasped just enough to announce itself when I shifted. I logged it mentally, not ready to put it in the shared sheet.

In the bathroom, I turned on the shower. Steam blurred the mirror. Hot water ran lines down my back. My chest reacted first—the spray felt sharper there, a ring of sensation exactly where the swelling sat. I adjusted the angle until the pressure felt like a hand smoothing clay.

I soaped my face. Razor stubble gave up without argument. I rinsed and felt the glide of clean skin under my fingers. When I reached for the towel, the terry cloth was suddenly vivid. My chest answered the contact with a small spark. I laughed once at being fascinated by a towel.

In the mirror, my torso wore a suggestion. Not a curve. A hint. The skin looked plumper over something changing underneath. My nipples were a shade darker. When I touched one lightly with the back of a finger, sensation traveled down my spine. I pulled my hand back and watched myself flinch at my own reflex.

I dried off and reached for deodorant. The scent hit sharper than usual—clean, almost cold. I opened the cabinet and sniffed my shampoo, then the tiny hotel conditioner I kept for emergencies. Both smells felt bigger, like someone had turned the gain up on my nose. Soon after, I chose a looser sleep shirt, not for style but because the softer fabric made the tenderness easier to forget.

My sense of smell stayed tuned up: chamomile, bergamot, and something metallic by the sink I kept meaning to fix. I took another square of chocolate and let it melt until it coated my mouth.

At the window, I cracked the sash. Night air brought rain and tires on wet pavement. I pressed my palm to the cool glass, then rested my forearm across my chest, mapping the new terrain like a careful survey. Curious lived next door to fear. I could hear both.

The phone buzzed again. Group thread about Friday’s safety drill.

Tanya: Please be on time. We want to avoid surprises. I muted it.

I lay on the couch, one arm under my head, the other across my ribs. My palm found a position where the swollen ring sat perfectly in my hand. Then, fear came…

What if I couldn’t hide this.

What if Gregory’s numbers didn’t fit my body.

What if I liked it.

The fear disappeared and shifted to cravings. Fruit, cold and bright. I walked to the kitchen and poured a bowl of blueberries and ate them one by one. Each pop felt like a small bell. Juice stained my tongue. Sweetness smoothed something that had been rubbing at the edges of me all evening. I licked the last stain from my thumb and chose not to be embarrassed.

I then opened the spice rack and unscrewed the cinnamon. The smell lifted straight up, warm. I toasted a slice of bread, buttered it, dusted it with cinnamon sugar like I was ten again, and ate it standing by the counter. The sweetness made my shoulders drop another notch. I checked my pulse at my wrist out of habit—mid-sixties, steady.

On my mood scale I keep in Notes, I slid the marker from 4.5 to 6.2 and added a line: craving satisfied by fruit and toast; no crash. No dizziness. No headache. Temperature steady. I drank water until the fridge hum synced with my breath. My shoulders unlocked another notch I hadn’t earned. Now.

At my small desk, I opened the draft I’d been avoiding—notes for an idea about coaxing tumor microenvironments into surrender instead of siege. Under tonight’s calm, lines formed. A signal here, a cofactor there, a map of whispers. I realized I was echoing our cream and let the parallel stand. The big work might need a thousand small, patient ones.

My phone lit the desk again.

Gregory: If you need me, call.

I typed: I’m functional.

Define functional, he sent.

I read the line twice. Then: Breathing, logging, not spiraling.

Good. Hydrate anyway.

Yes, sir, I wrote, and smiled at the screen before setting it face down.

When my eyes went sandy, I stretched. My shirt dragged across my chest in a way that made me aware of every thread. I turned off the lamp, brushed my teeth, and slid into bed. The sheets were cool. My body found last night’s hollow and then a new position that made space for tenderness. I listened to the radiator and let images rise: the lab window, the river’s dark wire, Gregory’s steady hands labeling a jar.

In the dark, my hand found my chest again, gently this time, just a rest. My breathing matched the radiator’s rhythm. For the first night in months, I didn’t rehearse conversations with Tanya. I didn’t draft apology emails in my head. I didn’t replay my sentences to Gregory, checking for unprofessional warmth. The room was a room. My body was a body. The changes were data points I could hold to the light tomorrow.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

GREGORY’S apartment was exactly what I expected and nothing like it at the same time—orderly, uncluttered, but with small, human interruptions. A row of books leaned against each other on the windowsill like they’d been left there mid-thought. A moka pot sat on the stove, spotless. The walls were a muted gray, the kind that doesn’t compete with anything you put in front of it.

“Shoes off, or you don’t care?” I asked.

“Doesn’t matter,” he said, heading toward the kitchen.

“Wine okay?”

“I don’t usually drink.”

“That wasn’t the question.”

I smiled despite myself. “Sure.”

He poured two glasses from a bottle with a label I didn’t recognize. The wine was deep red, almost brown in the light. He handed me a glass, then gestured toward the couch.

We sat at opposite ends. A record player in the corner spun something slow—jazz, maybe, but stripped down. He watched me take a sip.

“Not bad,” I said.

“High praise,” he said.

I set the glass down on the coaster he’d clearly placed with precision.

“You don’t strike me as a jazz guy.”

“I’m a whatever-works guy,” he said.

“Sometimes that’s Coltrane. Sometimes it’s nothing.”

I let the quiet settle. In the lab, silence was functional, an absence that let the machines speak. Here, it felt like space for thoughts to line up.

“So,” I said, “do you invite all your lab partners over for wine?”

“No. You’re the first.”

The words were casual, but they landed somewhere I didn’t have the right labels for. I picked up my glass again.

“You know what I hate?” he said, swirling his wine.

I braced. “What?”

“Lab politics.” He took a sip. “People jockeying for credit, undermining each other’s work. It’s tedious.”

I nodded. “You avoid it.”

“As much as possible.”

“How?”

“I keep my head down, over-deliver, and make sure the numbers are so tight they can’t be argued with. It’s harder for them to push you aside when your data is bulletproof.”

“You’ve been pushed aside before?”

He set his glass down. “Plenty. Early on, I was the young guy who didn’t talk much, so they assumed I didn’t know much. I let them think that until the reports went out with my name on them. Then they stopped talking over me.”

“That must’ve felt good.”

“It felt… correct,” he said. “Good is a bonus.”

We drifted into music talk. He told me about his brother’s obsession with classic rock; I told him about the playlist I used in grad school to time my assays. Somewhere in the middle of the second glass, my shoulders unclenched without permission.

He stood and disappeared into the bedroom. When he came back, he was holding a small clear plastic rack, the kind you’d see at a salon, filled with nail polishes in varying states of use.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Leftovers from my ex,” he said.

“She was a fashion designer. Kept them for… I don’t know, someday. Tonight’s someday.”

I laughed. “You want to paint my nails?”

“As a joke,” he said, already setting the rack on the coffee table.

“Pick a color.”

I leaned forward, scanning the rows. Blues, reds, metallics, pastels. My hand hovered over a muted teal. “That one.”

“Good choice,” he said, unscrewing the cap. “Left hand first.”

I held it out, expecting clumsy strokes, but he was methodical, steady. The polish went on smooth, no streaks. I watched the way his brow furrowed slightly, the same way it did when he was adjusting a flow rate.

“You’re good at this,” I said.

“Small motor control,” he said. “Same as pipetting.”

The teal dried into a soft shine. It looked… right in a way I didn’t want to think too hard about.

“You like it,” he said.

“It’s fine,” I said quickly, setting my hand down.

He started on the other. “Relax. It’s just paint.”

I wanted to believe him. But when I caught my reflection in the black surface of the TV, hands lifted for the next coat, I didn’t see just paint. I saw something in between the person I’d been and someone I hadn’t met yet.

“You’re overthinking,” he said.

“That’s my brand.”

When he finished, I held both hands up. The teal caught the light like water.

“Looks good,” he said.

I swallowed. “Yeah.”

We left it at that. He poured us each a little more wine, and we drifted into lighter topics—worst lab smells, best vending machine snacks, which lab jackets fit like they were cut for humans instead of mannequins.

By the time I left, the polish had set completely. I kept my hands in my pockets on the walk home, but would take them out and look at them from time to time.

Three days later, the dress arrived in a flat gray mailer with a smile in the corner. I cut it open with my lab scissors and shook the fabric onto my bed. Black, simple, soft, a slight A-line, a neckline that made no promises. The listing called it a day dress. It felt like a test strip.

My hair had crept past my lips over months, a slow decision I pretended wasn’t one. I stood in the mirror and pulled it forward with wet fingers, coaxing a curve. Without trying, I looked gentler. Or I was finally letting myself see it.

I pulled the dress over an undershirt, needing a step between worlds. The fabric skimmed my ribs and stopped above my knees. I expected ridiculous. I got quiet. The hem swayed when I shifted. The room didn’t change; I did.

I sat on the bed and stared at my knees. The lightness in the cut felt like a balanced line, not an answer. I checked the seams like they were data. Stitches clean, no loose threads. Cotton-blend moved when I breathed.

You can take it off, I told myself. Nothing binds you to a thought. When I reached for the hem, my hand settled instead. I stood, grabbed a bottle of clear coat from the pharmacy bag because teal would raise questions at work. The clear smoothed shine without calling attention. A compromise.

The next day at Beta Labs, I wore the dress together with some boots that I covered with a trench coat. The guard scanned my badge and said morning like always. Elevator doors offered me a dozen versions. I stayed with the one that stood straight.

Gregory was weighing a powder when I walked into Bay 2. He looked up. In that second, I took off my trench coat and I saw everything land: the dress, the hair, my shoulders. He didn’t blink fast or look away. He let the seeing be normal.

“New look,” he said.

“An experiment,” I said.

“Looks good,” he said.

“Define good.”

“Like you chose it,” he said. “Not like it happened to you.”

Heat climbed my neck. I pretended to study the whiteboard. Three runs before lunch, a meeting at two, a drill at four. I gloved up and watched powder fall like slow snow.

Tanya arrived with a slice of weather. She stopped at my bench and broke me into parts with her eyes. Hair down, trench coat, clear nail polish, and a small smile.

“You’re early,” she said.

“I needed column time,” I said.

“Good,” she said. “We value discipline.” Her gaze lingered on the boots.

“And consistency.”

After she left, my shoulders dropped a centimeter. Gregory nudged a stool with his foot. I sat and matched my breath to the shaker.

The morning runs became grid work. Open. Rinse. Load. Set. Record. The dress turned into a whisper in the room’s sound. Each reach slid sleeves down my wrists. I had expected distraction. I found focus. My hands looked different on steel: not smaller, but clearer.

In the breakroom, a junior tech said my hair framed my face better. I stared at the coffee tray until the words flattened into a note. Back in the bay, Gregory handed me a pipette like a relay baton. His eyes asked; I nodded.

After lunch, we met the regulatory liaison in a lemon-cleaner room. She asked about stability and shelf life. Gregory spoke in numbers that held. I answered when asked, keeping my voice even. Leaving, he lowered his voice.

“You okay?”

“Half-fine,” I said.

“Valid,” he said.

In the hall, Tanya fell in step. “You seem different,” she said, like a compliment trying to be a warning.

“Sleep,” I said.

“Whatever it is, keep it professional.”

Her smile said she owned the word.

The drill alarm sounded at four in the afternoon. We filed into the corridor. I stood between Gregory and a stack of recycling boxes. He angled his body just enough to make a windbreak without making a point. The warden called out checklist items. My heart ticked faster but shared space with something else I didn’t name. A loose thread on the hem presented itself. I left it alone.

After the drill, Tanya summoned me to the glass office by Bay 3. I stayed standing. She didn’t offer a chair.

“How are you settling into the new quarter,” she asked, not really asking.

“Steadily,” I said.

“You look… refreshed,” she said.

“I hope that isn’t taking your attention from the work.”

“The work is the point,” I said.

She tapped her pen. “Good. And Caleb—”

“Yes?”

“Remember: optics matter here.” She let the words sit. “Carry on.”

I stepped into the hall like out of a freezer. Gregory leaned against the far wall, not waiting, exactly, but there. He searched my face.

“What’s the verdict,” he asked.

“Optics matter,” I said.

“They always did,” he said. “How are you?”

“I’m scared,” I said. “And also not.”

We finished the last set without much talk. My body remembered every turn of wrist. When the machines went quiet, the room felt like a held note. I stripped my gloves and stared at my hands. Clear nails refracted the light like a small secret.

“You look confident,” he said, standing close enough our sleeves almost touched.

“Don’t jinx it,” I said.

“I’m not. I’m naming it so your brain has to admit it.”

Heat crowded my face. “It’s the dress under this coat,” I said, too quickly.

“It’s you choosing a dress,” he said.

He edged closer by a fraction, not a move so much as correcting the angle. I had the urge to laugh to break tension and failed.
I thought about the mailer on my bed that morning, the invoice with the smiling arrow, the way I almost tossed the dress back into the bag like a bad idea.

Then I’d felt the fabric between my fingers and couldn’t. The material hadn’t argued. It had only waited. Choice kept feeling like that lately: not a trumpet, just a door I could open and close without slips. Today I’d opened it a crack. The room behind it had air.

“I can’t get fired,” I said. “I need this job.”

“You won’t,” he said.

“You can’t know that.”

“I can know your work is excellent. I can know the board cares about results more than cardigans. I can know that if someone tries, they’ll have to argue with our data.”

“And you?”

“I’ll be there,” he said.

The sentence hit a place beyond logic. My eyes stung. I had kept so much of myself in a lab drawer that hearing I’ll be there felt like stepping into warm air.

He noticed. “Hey,” he said.

“It’s fine,” I said, swiping one eye. “I’m just tired.”

“That’s part of it,” he said. He paused. “Also, you’re beautiful.”

The word arrived and didn’t break anything. It lit a careful path. Tears leaked anyway, ridiculous and warm. I tried to catch them with the heel of my hand.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t lead with sorry,” he said gently.

I laughed, wrecked and small. “Right.”
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He handed me a tissue from the box everyone pretended not to see. I breathed until the surge passed. When I opened my eyes, he stood at exactly the same distance, like he’d measured it.

“Tomorrow,” he said.

“Tomorrow,” I said.

I rode the elevator down with my coat folded over my arm so the fabric could move. On the train, the window gave me a softer reflection than the tunnel lights deserved. I didn’t look away. I sat with it until my stop, then walked home with the river on my left like a wire holding the city together. For once I didn’t feel like a loose screw. I felt like part of the structure, even if small, and when the wind found me, it slid off.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BY THE TIME winter had half-melted into slush, my wardrobe had shifted without an official announcement. It started with softer sweaters, thinner cuts, shoes with narrower silhouettes. A cardigan here, a scarf there. Nothing that would set off alarms in the lab, but enough to make the mirror at home tilt its head at me.

The cream had stayed in rotation. My anxiety didn’t just fade—it left gaps I could fill with thought instead of static. My mornings stopped being survival drills. I ate breakfast without checking my pulse. On the train, I looked out the window instead of at my phone. Mood felt less like a glass I had to carry carefully, more like a floor I could walk on without watching for cracks.

That day in the lab was heavier than most. A reagent shipment arrived mislabeled, setting back two weeks of prep. Tanya caught it and treated it like a test I’d failed. I explained it twice. She nodded once, slow enough to register disapproval, then told me to “be more proactive in supplier relations,” as if I could personally police cargo routes. I got through the rest of the shift on muscle memory.

By five-thirty, I couldn’t stand the air in the building. I walked until the concrete softened into the park near the river. The lamps had clicked on early, halos in the fog. I sat on a bench, hands in the sleeves of my coat, and counted breaths until I lost track.

Gregory found me there. No text, no call—just him walking up with his hands in his pockets. He didn’t sit right away. He looked at me, then the river, like deciding where to put his attention first.

“You’ve been out here a while,” he said.

I shrugged. “Didn’t want to go home yet.”

He sat, leaving that measured space he always did. “Bad day?”

“Frustrating.” I stared at the lamplight on the water.

“It wasn’t my mistake. But I’m the one who’s supposed to fix it.”

“That’s the job.”

“I know.” My throat felt dry. I swallowed and looked at him. “The weird part is—it didn’t make me spiral. I was mad, sure, but not in that… heart-racing, palms-sweating way. I kept waiting for the anxiety to drop, but it didn’t. And that’s good, right?”

“It’s good.”

“It’s also…” I rubbed my eyes. “I don’t know. It’s making everything else louder.”

He didn’t rush me.

“I keep catching myself in the mirror and thinking…” I stopped. My hands twisted in my sleeves. “Thinking I look more like myself. Except the self I see isn’t the one I’ve been calling me all this time.”

He kept still, but I could feel him paying attention.

“I feel more like a her,” I said, barely louder than the river. The words made the cold air hit my lungs differently. I waited for the panic that didn’t come.

He didn’t flinch. “Okay.”

“That’s all you have to say?”

“That’s all I have to say until you tell me more.”

I laughed once, unsteady. “That’s the thing. I don’t even know what more is. It’s not just the clothes or the skin or the… whatever the cream’s doing. It’s how I feel in it. Like my brain’s been carrying the wrong name tag.”

“What would the right one say?”

I bit my lip. My heart thudded—not fear, just pressure. “Callie.”

He said it once, like testing the weight. Then again, softer. “Callie.”

Hearing it from him hit somewhere I didn’t have a chart for.

“That’s beautiful,” he said.

I dropped my gaze to the sidewalk. “It’s just a name.”

“No,” he said. “It’s you choosing it.”

The lamps hummed. A jogger passed, their shoes soft on the path. I pressed my hands between my knees. “I don’t know what this means for… everything.”

“You don’t have to solve everything tonight.”

“What if it’s a phase?”

“What if it isn’t?”

“That’s worse.”

“Or better,” he said.

I let out a long breath. “I feel stupid for crying.”

“You feel human for crying,” he said.

I swiped at my cheeks. “I’m not ready to tell anyone else.”

“You don’t have to.”

We sat in quiet. My chest felt raw but not broken. Saying Callie out loud had left me lighter in ways I didn’t trust yet.

“You’re going to be okay,” he said finally.

“How do you know?”

“I’ve seen you build things. I’ve seen you fix what’s broken. You’ll do that here too.”

I leaned back on the bench. The river moved slow, a long sheet of ink under the lamps. For the first time in hours, I noticed how warm my hands felt in my sleeves.

He stood with me. “We should get a drink.”

“Now?” I asked.

“Tomorrow night.”

That night came soon enough and I texted Gregory that I was near. He buzzed me up before my finger left the button. The hallway smelled like rosemary and dust. He opened the door.

On the coffee table sat a flat white box and a folded sweater the color of lilacs.

“For you,” he said. “No pressure.”

“For what?”

“I wanted to,” he said.

He handed me the sweater. It was soft enough to tighten my throat. I held it to my chest; the color did something kind to my skin.

“Bathroom?” I asked.

“Down the hall.”

In the mirror I saw the day still on me: cardigan, tired eyes, hair half-tamed. I pulled the lavender over my head. The fabric settled like a decision that didn’t need witnesses. I smoothed the hem and met my own small, startled smile.

When I came out, he was holding the white box like a rare sample.

“If this is weird,” he said, “say so and I’ll put it away.”

“What is it?”

He lifted the lid. A shoulder-length wig lay inside—soft waves, warm brown with lighter strands. The hairline looked unreal in the best way.

“I asked a friend for advice,” he said. “Heat-safe. Lace front.”

My heart thudded, not panic, just gravity. “You bought me hair.”

“I bought you an option,” he said.

I touched the parting; the lace was fine as breath. “Okay.”

He brought out a kit: swabs, scissors, adhesive, clips, a comb. He moved like he did at the bench—careful, even. I sat; he pulled up a chair.

“Chin up,” he said.

He gathered my hair, pinned it flat. His knuckles brushed my neck; I shivered and blamed the draft. He cleaned my hairline, blew until the skin felt cool.

“This will stick fast,” he said.

“I trust you.”

He pressed the lace down in sections, smoothing it like a map. He trimmed, dabbed, pressed again, then stepped back.

“Look.”

I faced the mirror above the bookcase. Someone I wanted to know looked back. The hair framed my face and softened angles I never liked. Not magic. Alignment.

“Well?” he asked.

“It fits,” I said.

He grinned. “Makeup?”

“I don’t know how.”

“I don’t know either, but my ex left some things,” he said, returning with a bag.

“Clean and unexpired.”

I dotted tinted moisturizer along my cheeks, brushed my brows, tapped a stain on my mouth, and lifted my lashes. When I finished, I looked at the compact mirror.

“Don’t laugh,” I said.

“Why would I?”

My face was still mine, only tuned. The lavender, the warm hair, the quiet mouth made a whole that didn’t argue with itself.

“Do you want to go out? Somewhere no one knows us.”

“Where?”

“Evanston. Soft lights.”

The wig felt like both costume and truth.

“Okay,” I said. “If I bolt, you don’t ask why.”

“Deal.”

He found me a long coat and a scarf that didn’t fight the lavender. In the elevator I caught our reflections: him solid; me careful and new. He drove, radio low. The city thinned, then gathered again.

The bar was narrow, amber-lit, tucked between a plant shop and a dark bakery. Inside, a woman sang over a guitar. The bartender treated us like any two people who wanted a drink.

“Two?” he asked.

“Please,” Gregory said.

We took a table near the back. The wig didn’t fight when I sat, just settled. Gregory ordered a red for himself and something citrusy and low-alcohol for me.

“Training wheels,” he said.

“I’ll allow it.”

I scanned the room for threat and found none. The singer’s voice draped the conversation and made everything softer.

“How do you feel?” he asked.
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“Like a hypothesis,” I said. “Promising.”

We talked small things: the song, the bartender slicing lemons, the fern-filled window next door. My shoulders let the night in by degrees. When I laughed, it sounded like it belonged to this face.

Couples drifted to the small dance square. Gregory looked at me.

“No,” I said, smiling.

“Come on,” he said.

“I don’t know what to do with my hands.”

“I do.”

He offered his palm. I took it. On the floor he set one hand at my waist and held the other steady, gentle. We moved. Sway, step, turn. The wig swayed and reassured me by not moving out of place.

“You’re good at this,” I said.

“Counting,” he said. “Same as the lab.”

“Always the lab.”

“Not always,” he said, and his eyes held mine long enough to prove it.

Movement made scent bloom: lavender, bergamot, something warm from his sweater. I let my head tip near his jaw without making a declaration. He adjusted a fraction so we fit.

“Thank you,” I said.

“For what?”

“For buying a door and letting me choose whether to walk through it.”

“You walked,” he said.

The song ended; another began. We stayed for one more, then returned to the table. My drink had sweated a ring onto the coaster. I traced it with a fingertip.

“Callie,” he said.

“Hmm?”

“I’m starting to fall for you.”

The room did not tilt. I felt heat and a click, like a lid finding its thread.

“That’s dangerous,” I said.

“I know,” he said. “But true.”

“I’m still… new.”

“I can wait,” he said. “I’ll match your pace.”

I looked at his mouth, then his eyes, then our hands on either side of the table. Fear checked the exits and sat down. I leaned in first. He met me halfway. The kiss wasn’t a claim. It was a careful seal on something we’d been building with quiet.

When we pulled back, I searched his face for doubt. He didn’t have any to lend me.

“Okay,” I said.

We finished our drinks like two people who had time. Outside, the night felt wider. The wig caught a stray breeze and fell back into place like it had practiced.

“Hungry?” he asked.

“Always,” I said. “Fries?”

“Scientific,” he said.

We split fries and a milkshake at a diner with neon that buzzed like an incubator. The waitress called me hon without tripping. I logged the feeling and let it warm me.

On the drive back he kept one hand on the wheel and the other loose on his knee. Streetlights ribboned the windshield.

“I don’t want to take the wig off,” I said.

“You don’t have to,” he said. “Not tonight.”


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

ONE MORNING, I dressed like I was wiring my own secret into the day. The mirror showed plain hair, boy clothes folded on the chair, and the black trench coat draped over the hook like it had been waiting.

Underneath, I went slower. The lingerie set had been living in the back of my drawer for weeks—black lace, thin straps, the bra’s cups lined just enough to keep from being see-through in daylight. The panties matched, sitting high on my hips, making my legs look longer in a way I wanted to keep to myself.

I pulled the stockings up, smoothing each with both hands until the tops sat straight. The garter clips snapped into place, small sharp sounds in the quiet apartment. The trench coat slid over everything like a seal. In the mirror, I looked like any other man, well, femboy, heading to work in January.

The wig was in my bag, wrapped in a scarf. I decided I’d put it on in Gregory’s office. The idea had grown overnight like yeast—small, warm, quietly doubling in size until I couldn’t ignore it.

When I reached the lab, I signed in, swiped my badge, and took the elevator to the top floor. Gregory’s office was tucked into a corner with a view of the river, blinds half-down to block glare. He looked up from his monitor as I shut the door behind me.

“Morning,” he said.

“Morning,” I said, and dropped my bag onto the couch. I pulled out the wig, shook it gently, and fit it over my pinned hair. The lace settled cleanly against my forehead, just like he’d shown me.

His mouth tilted into the smallest smile. “What’s this?”

“Data collection,” I said, undoing the belt of the trench coat. The fabric parted to show lace and skin. I stepped toward him, watching his eyes darken.

He stood, moving around the desk, and before I could overthink it, his hands were at my waist. The kiss started slow but landed fast, the desk edge pressing against my back. His fingers traced the strap of the bra like checking a seam.

“You’re—” he started, but the door handle turned.

Tanya’s heels hit the carpet before her voice did. “Greg, I need—” She stopped, eyes catching on me like a hook. Her gaze swept down: wig, lingerie, stockings.

Her mouth pulled into something between disgust and glee. “What is this? Why are you dressed like—” She cut herself off. “Do you have any idea what this looks like?”

I stepped back, heat flooding my face. “It’s not—”

Gregory moved between us. “We’re in the middle of an experiment.”

Tanya’s laugh was sharp. “An experiment? That’s your excuse?”

He reached for the desk drawer, pulled out a tube of the cream, and held it up. “This is the product we’ve been developing. Callie has been the primary test subject. We’ve been documenting mood, anxiety reduction, and ancillary physical effects. Today’s presentation—”

“Ancillary physical effects?” Tanya’s eyebrows lifted.

“You mean you’ve been feminizing him.”

“She volunteered,” Gregory said.

Tanya’s gaze flicked to me. “Did you?”

I swallowed. “Yes. It’s not—”

“Don’t finish that sentence,” she said. “You realize this is a gross breach of ethics? Using an employee as a human subject without official clearance?”

“It’s trace amounts of estrogen,” Gregory said, calm as if she hadn’t just lit the air between us on fire. “We’re talking micrograms of phytoestrogen and peptides with surface receptor activity. Reversible, non-systemic.”

Her smile cut. “If it’s trace amounts, then why does Caleb—sorry, Callie—look like a fucking girl? And she has tits for Christ’s sakes!”

My stomach dropped. I felt my own name, old and new, colliding in the space between her teeth.

Gregory didn’t flinch. “That’s not the point.”

She stared at him like he’d just admitted to poisoning the water supply. “You’re both in serious trouble. I’m reporting this to the board. You can start cleaning out your benches.”

When she slammed the door, the blinds rattled. I was still standing there in lace and a wig, heartbeat in my throat.

“I just ruined everything,” I said.

“No,” Gregory said. “She was always going to come after us. This just gave her the excuse.”

“She’s going to bury me. I’ll never work in a lab again.”

He stepped closer. “Callie. Look at me. You haven’t ruined anything. We still have the data. We still have the results. That’s what matters.”

I shook my head. “She’s going to spin this as… as some fetish thing. She’ll make me look like—”

“She’ll try,” he said. “We’ll counter it. I’m going to request a full session with the board. You’ll be there. We’ll tell them exactly what we’ve been doing, why, and what we’ve achieved.”

“Greg—”

“I’m not letting her erase the work. Or you.”

I pulled the trench coat back around me, belted it tight. “I need to go home. I can’t—”

“You can,” he said, “and you will. But first, trust me to handle this.”

The cream tube was still in his hand. He set it on the desk gently, like it was evidence and proof at once.

“Go change,” he said. “I’ll text you the meeting time. We’re not done.”

I nodded, though the certainty I heard in his voice felt like something I couldn’t touch yet. In the hall, I kept my head down. No one saw the lace under the coat, but it felt like a flare I was carrying through the building, burning hot and dangerous.
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By the time I reached the street, the air felt colder than it should. I walked fast, the wig in my bag, the trench tight, every step echoing with Tanya’s voice: look like a fucking girl.

It didn’t sound like an insult in my head. It sounded like a verdict I hadn’t decided whether to fight or claim.

The boardroom smelled faintly of paper and disinfectant, the kind of neutral meant to keep you from remembering anything about the space once you left. Long table, water pitchers, small stack of agendas at each seat. Tanya was already there, posture perfect, face set like she was chairing a disciplinary hearing.

Gregory came in beside me, carrying the project folder and a small case. His calm was the same as before a big assay—unmoved, methodical, as if the outcome was already logged somewhere.

“Thank you all for making the time,” he began, once the board members had settled. He didn’t look at Tanya. “We’re here to present the results of a product we’ve been developing off-hours. A topical formula designed to address stress-induced mood disorders through transdermal delivery of plant-derived peptides and trace phytoestrogens.”

He opened the case, took out two tubes of the cream, and placed them on the table. “The primary aim: to lower baseline anxiety and improve emotional stability without sedation. Secondary effects: improved dermal health, sensory regulation, and, in certain subjects, subtle hormonal shifts that may contribute to mood normalization.”

Tanya’s laugh was sharp. “In other words, you’ve been feminizing one of your junior chemists.”

He didn’t react to the bait. “In our single-subject study, the results were significant. Callie—formerly Caleb’s anxiety episodes have decreased by over eighty percent. Resting heart rate stabilized. Sleep quality improved. The subject reports enhanced focus, reduced intrusive thought patterns, and a persistent calm that allows for higher productivity.”

One of the board members leaned forward. “You’re saying the physical changes are incidental?”

“Yes,” Gregory said. “They are dose-dependent, reversible, and occur alongside the intended psychological benefits.” He nodded toward me. “Callie can speak to her experience directly.”

Every head turned. My throat felt tight, but Gregory’s hand stayed loosely on the back of my chair, not touching, just there.

“I was diagnosed with generalized anxiety years ago,” I said. “Nothing I tried ever stopped it from running my life. This cream… it gave me quiet for the first time I can remember. I could think. I could work without bracing for a panic attack. The other changes—softer skin, different hair texture—they weren’t what I was looking for, but they didn’t make me want to stop. They made me want to keep going.”

Tanya’s voice cut through. “This is unethical. You cannot change someone’s sex characteristics just to make them feel better.”

“It’s trace amounts,” Gregory said, steady.

She smirked. “Yeah, trace amounts that comes with free boobies.”

The room went very still.

Gregory didn’t look away from her. “She feels better. She’s able to function without the constant weight of her own thoughts fighting her. That’s what science is supposed to do—improve lives.”

The board shifted, a rustle of papers, a cough into a hand. No one rushed to agree with Tanya. No one rushed to agree with him, either, but silence was better than condemnation.

Gregory glanced at me, just once. It was enough to remind me we were in this together.

He turned back to the table. “You can frame this as an ethical breach, or you can see it as the foundation for a product that could change how we approach mental health support—non-invasive, topical, with measurable outcomes and high user satisfaction. We have the data. We have the method. And we have proof sitting right here.”

His voice didn’t rise, but it filled the room. I could feel my pulse in my fingertips, not from fear this time, but from the way he said proof like it was something precious.

The chair of the board finally spoke. “We’ll need time to review this fully. Both the product and the… circumstances.”

Gregory nodded. “Of course.”

Tanya’s glare stayed on me until the meeting adjourned. I met it without flinching.

When we left, Gregory held the door for me. “That went better than it could have,” he said once we were in the hall.

“Or worse than it should have,” I said.

“They didn’t shut us down. That’s a win.”

I looked at him. “Even if they do in the end?”

“Then we take the data and go somewhere that will let us finish,” he said. “But I’m not letting them write you out of this.”

Walking beside him, I realized Tanya could shout, threaten, and try to strip my name from the work, but she couldn’t take back the moment in that room when I spoke for myself—Callie, not Caleb—and didn’t apologize for it.

And that was something worth keeping.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A MONTH changes the shape of a building. Same walls, same machines, but the air moved differently when I walked through it now. The board had spent weeks combing through every batch record, every assay, every line of our shared logs. They called it a comprehensive review. I called it waiting for a verdict with my name attached.

The results came in a plain envelope left on my desk. Gregory was already in the bay when I slit it open.

The first lines read clinical. Trace estrogen content confirmed at 0.004%. All exposure levels well within non-systemic limits. No correlation between topical application and sustained endocrine disruption.

In other words, the breasts Tanya had pointed out in the boardroom as evidence weren’t the cream’s doing. They were the result of my late-night chocolate binges. The observation summary put it politely: subject’s chest changes likely attributable to weight gain and natural redistribution. My notes in the margins translated it to: this body was already moving in that direction before the cream.

They added a softer paragraph toward the end: Regarding the subject’s expressed feelings about gender identity, the board recommends seeing a licensed gender specialist to provide clarity and support.

Then came the unexpected line. Effective immediately, Callie Bryant is offered a probationary promotion to Head Research Associate, Product Development, reporting to Senior Chemist Gregory Stone. Direct oversight by Tanya Montblanc is removed per HR’s recommendation.

I read it twice, the words shifting from hypothetical to structural. Gregory leaned over just enough to see the letter without touching it.

“You’re in,” he said.

“I’m… under you.”

He smiled faintly. “You’ve been under my supervision unofficially for months. This just makes it harder for them to interfere.”

“I thought they’d cut me loose.”

“They couldn’t. The data’s too strong. And the board likes the optics of rewarding results.”

The word optics still made my shoulders twitch. “Tanya’s going to hate this.”

“She can hate it from across the room,” he said.

“She’s out of your chain.”

I folded the letter and slipped it into my lab coat pocket, where I usually kept index cards and spare Sharpies. “They want me to see a specialist.”

“Do you want to?”

The question sat there, clean and sharp. I could have dodged it, let the week pile over it. Instead, I heard myself say, “Yeah. I think I do.”

He nodded, like I’d just confirmed a measurement he’d suspected.

“I’ll go with you. First appointment, if you want.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I know.” He went back to calibrating the pump, as if the decision had already been logged.

Two weeks later, I was in a quiet office with light green walls, sitting across from Dr. Levy, a woman with glasses perched low on her nose and the kind of voice that made you feel you could take an extra second to answer. Gregory sat in the waiting room, reading something on his phone, not hovering.

We talked about the cream, about the boardroom, about the way my mirror had become both friend and stranger. She asked about childhood—how I’d felt in school photos, whether I’d ever borrowed clothes from my mother or sister. I told her about the teal nail polish at Gregory’s, the wig in Evanston, the lavender sweater folded neatly in my drawer at home.

She didn’t push for a label. She asked if I felt more comfortable in the world as Callie than as Caleb.

“Yes,” I said before I thought to measure it.

She wrote something down. “Comfort can be a kind of truth,” she said.

I left with a follow-up appointment and a list of resources. Gregory looked up from his chair when I came out.

“How was it?”

“Like opening a window in a room I didn’t know was stuffy.”

“That’s good.”

We walked out into cold air. I tucked my hands into my coat. “She didn’t tell me what I am.”

“She’s not supposed to. That’s yours to find.”

Back at the lab, the promotion felt both official and invisible. My desk didn’t move. My bench didn’t change. But my name was on more emails, my input requested in meetings where I’d once been silent in the corner. Gregory made space without making a show of it, shifting so my voice reached the table before his.

Tanya passed me in the hall twice that week without saying my name. I counted it as progress.

The work pulled me forward—stability testing, sensory trials, planning the next phase. HR checked in twice about my transition-related support, the language careful but not cold. I scheduled another session with Dr. Levy before I could talk myself out of it.

The second time, I told her about the morning I’d looked in the mirror and thought, without warning, I hope I never have to go back. She asked what “back” meant. I told her about Caleb, about the constant low-level fight between body and mind, about the way Callie didn’t erase my anxiety but made it livable.

She didn’t tell me what to do. She asked if I wanted to keep moving in this direction.

“Yes,” I said, and didn’t flinch.

By the end of the month, my calendar was a braid of lab deadlines and therapy appointments. Gregory never asked for details, just offered rides when the weather turned. Sometimes we’d get coffee after, talking about batch yields and base notes like nothing else had changed. Sometimes he’d just hand me a granola bar in the parking lot and drive me back in comfortable quiet.

One evening, while reviewing stability data, I realized my promotion letter was still in my lab coat pocket. I took it out, smoothed it on the bench, and read the line about working alongside Gregory. It wasn’t just about him being in my corner—it was about me being in my own.

For the first time in years, the idea of a future didn’t feel like a chart I’d never be able to fill. It felt like a series of trials I was willing to run, one after another, until I found the formulation that fit.

And I knew, sitting there under the hum of the fume hood, that I was going to keep choosing Callie.

A year later, the city had the same bones and a different posture. The river still held the buildings in a long metal line, but I walked its edge like I belonged to it. Beta Labs dressed itself up for the launch—banners in restrained colors, uplights making the lobby look like it had learned manners, a temporary stage that screamed temporary even under expensive fabric. The emails called it a celebration of innovation. Everyone else called it the party for the cream.

Gregory texted at noon: Car at seven. You ready?

Almost, I sent, standing in front of my closet like it was a decision tree.

The gown waited in a garment bag I’d unzipped three times and zipped again without touching. Satin in a color between champagne and shell, bias cut so it would skim and not argue, a neckline that promised careful rather than loud. I laid everything out on the bed like a staging tray: silk slip, adhesive bra I no longer cursed, seamless panties, sheer stockings, the heels I’d practiced in on nights when the kitchen timer was my metronome. The lavender sweater he’d given me a year ago sat folded in a drawer; I took it out and set it on the chair like a witness.

I showered and did the boring work first—moisturizer, wait; primer, wait; a thin veil of foundation; concealer only where the skin asked. Brows brushed up and set. A touch of taupe across the lid, liner so thin it was more suggestion than line. Mascara with the smallest wiggle. Cream blush dotted high and pushed toward the ear. Lip balm, stain, balm again. I intended to go light and somehow still felt like an accountant opening a box of watercolors for the first time—careful, but curious.

My hair reached my shoulders now. I’d thought about the wig, took it out of the box to check the lace, then put it back. Tonight I wanted my own hair. I blew it straight, then pressed it into a soft bend, tucking one side behind my ear with a clip small enough to pass as nothing. When I tilted my head, it moved like I’d asked it to rather than despite me.

The silk slip hugged without squeezing. The stockings slid on with that small rush of cool that never stopped feeling like a secret handshake. I stepped into the satin and let it fall. The dress found my ribs and the slight curve of my hips without making demands. When I looked up, the mirror offered someone I had slowly constructed out of choices rather than outcomes. I stood straighter than I used to without telling myself to.

I put on the smallest necklace I owned—a thin gold chain with a dot of a pendant—and a pair of earrings that caught the light like they’d been trained. Clear polish on my nails, the kind that looks like good water. Perfume last: a drop at the back of each knee, one at the wrist, one behind the ear. The scent was quiet citrus and clean skin. Nothing loud to fight the satin.

I sent Gregory a photo of my shoes, just the shoes, toe angled, heel like a question. He sent back a simple: Yes.

When he arrived, he didn’t say wow. He said my name once in the hallway like he was checking a calibration, and when I opened the door he looked and looked, then nodded as if the data matched his hypothesis. He wore a suit that fit like he’d been measured by someone with a grudge against wrinkles. No tie, top button undone. He carried a small garment bag.

“What’s that?” I asked.

He lifted it like a magician revealing nothing. “Insurance.”

“Against?”

“Stage lighting. Or air conditioning.”

Inside was a shawl the exact lavender of the sweater, fine as mist. I touched it and felt the year drop into my throat.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Let’s go,” he said.

The car ride was the slow exhale before a run. He kept one hand on the wheel and one resting lazy on his thigh. Every now and then he’d look over, the faintest smile at the corners like he was doing math out loud and I was part of the equation.

At the venue, Beta Labs had stretched itself into confidence—tall arrangements, sleek signage, a step-and-repeat wall I quietly planned to avoid. The product had a name now: Serenex. Not my pick, but it tested well in the meetings where words and numbers fight and numbers win.

On the program, Gregory was listed as Lead Inventor and Principal Investigator. My name sat under his as Head Research Associate, Product Development. Seeing it printed made something anchor inside me.

We did the hello circuit. The board chair shook our hands with the right amount of pressure. People from ops and QA smiled like they’d been told to. Tanya arrived late and stayed far enough away that we could pretend it wasn’t on purpose. When she did pass, her eyes slid over me as if I were the kind of glass you can see through and still see yourself. I let them.

On stage, the chair did the speeches: innovation, collaboration, impact on mental health outcomes. Gregory’s turn was blessedly short. He talked about stress as a biochemical weather system and about giving people the kind of calm that didn’t sedate but cleared. He credited me by name three separate times—once for design, once for data integrity, once for “courage under scrutiny,” and I had to look at the floor for that one because the ceiling was suddenly too much.

He didn’t do flourish. He did facts in a voice that made a room trust him. When he stepped off, he returned to me through a small forest of hands and congratulations. He didn’t stop moving until he was at my side again.
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“You did well,” I said.

“You too,” he said. “Your face during the second credit kept us from drifting into myth.”

“That was me trying not to cry.”

“Effective.”

We posed for one photo I couldn’t avoid. In it, my shoulder leaned the smallest degree toward him. Later, I would notice his had leaned the same fraction toward me.

The rest was appetizers on small plates, donors pretending not to count other donors, the sound of a jazz trio making the acoustics better behaved than they were. I found a corner where I could watch the room without being watched and let my eyes rest on the small things: the way a lab tech I liked stood with her heels touching as if she might run; the way the CFO laughed with his head too far back; the way the light caught the curve of Gregory’s ear when he turned toward someone asking him a question and then away.

“Dance with me,” he said when the trio slid into something that wanted bodies to move.

“I’m in six-inch heels,” I said.

“I did the math,” he said. “We’ll go slow.”

On the floor, he placed a hand at the small of my back with authority that didn’t take. I let my palm rest in his and felt the memory of Evanston—a smaller square, the wig settled, the words he’d said, and the careful seal of that first kiss. This time I let my weight lean into him a little more. We didn’t talk. We counted together without numbers.

He kept me just outside his center of gravity, the safe place where you can turn without losing your line. I let my head tilt enough to take in his jaw, the scrape he hadn’t bothered to shave perfectly, the line of his mouth when he concentrated. When the song ended, the room clapped like it had been reminded of itself. We stepped off. I didn’t wobble. I felt like a person whose feet were her own.

“Skyline?” he asked when things started to wind down.

“Yes,” I said, already knowing the answer.

We slipped out a side door with the people who wanted air. The night had that thin spring chill that makes the city smell like metal and thawing dirt. He led me to the terrace where you could see the river throw the buildings back at themselves. The lights were reckless. I let the shawl slide around my shoulders and breathed.

“I used to come up here when I thought I’d get fired,” I said.

“Practice what I’d say if anyone asked me to leave the building.”

“What was the speech?”

“Nothing brave,” I said. “Mostly logistics.”

He laughed once, soft. “I’m glad you never had to give it.”

“I gave other speeches,” I said. “In rooms where the air forgot me.”

He turned so we were face to face, the skyline a polite third wheel.

“Not tonight.”

“Not tonight,” I agreed.

For a minute, neither of us spoke. We stood with the quiet and the sound of a city pretending to sleep. He reached up and fixed nothing in my hair, just touched it like the gesture could lay a moment flat so it wouldn’t roll away.

“I don’t care what people think,” he said, finally, like he’d been holding the words and testing their weight in his pocket and now they were ready.

“I’ve always been drawn to you.”

Always stretched back farther than the first panic attack he’d walked me through, farther than the first time he said my name like it belonged. I let the word land and then made room for it.

“Even when I was a mess,” I said.

“You weren’t a mess,” he said. “Besides, you can’t fight something like this… something like our chemistry.”

I looked at him. The lights behind him made a halo he would hate me mentioning. “Kiss me,” I said, because the answer had been present for minutes and all that was left was the method.

He did. Not a stage kiss, not a proof-of-concept. He kissed me like he believed in repeatability, like he planned to replicate the result under different conditions and get the same outcome every time. I reached for his lapel and held on with two fingers and the set of my mouth.

When we broke, the air felt warmer. The river kept going on with its job. I touched the shawl and the satin at my hip and the center of my chest, where anxiety used to set up its equipment and run its loudest trials. Tonight the machines were quiet. The baseline was clean.

“Come home with me,” he said.

“I will,” I said, and I said it in the tone I used with protocols when I knew the next steps with my eyes closed.

We walked back through the lobby, past framed photos of men who used to own the story and now owned only the frames. In the elevator, our reflections didn’t compete; they shared the small space like they’d negotiated it.

He took my hand without a flourish. I let him. When the doors opened, the night leaned in. We stepped into it as if it had been measured for us, confident in the data only we could feel, ready to keep collecting.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

TWO YEARS later, the city had gone through two winters, three mayors, and more construction than anyone would admit to, but the river still kept its place like a steel spine. Serenex was no longer just a launch-night gamble—it was in pharmacies across the country, the kind of product that had its own aisle tags and repeat customers. My name lived on the patent paperwork now, right under Gregory’s, in the same font and weight.

We still worked side by side. The promotion had gone permanent. My bench was still my bench, but the projects were mine to steer. Gregory called me boss in meetings just to see me roll my eyes. We’d built a rhythm where the lab and life bled into each other in the best way.

Family was the harder lab.

It started with my mother—coffee at her kitchen table, her hands wrapped around the mug like she was reading its heat. I told her I wasn’t coming back to Caleb. She was quiet long enough for the fridge motor to kick in. Then she reached over and touched my cheek like she was checking for fever.

“You look happy,” she said. It was all I’d needed.

My sister sent me a text a week later: Mom told me. I Googled Serenex. I think you’re a badass. Also, you have my chin now.

Dad took the longest. Two years ago, he couldn’t look at me without seeing a subtraction. It took a barbecue last summer—my sister’s backyard, paper plates, everyone pretending not to watch—to close the gap. He handed me a plate piled with food and said, “You always were too smart to take orders from people who didn’t get it.” It wasn’t an apology. It was better.

By this spring, holidays weren’t negotiations anymore. I could show up with Gregory, introduce him as my partner, and not hear the room stiffen. He and my dad talked about fishing like it was neutral ground. My mother hugged him on the way out. Small things, but they stacked up.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Girly Chemistry? 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 30,000 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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“Are those… wings!? Are those… breasts!? Is that a…?”

I never believed in magic—just good lighting and better editing. As an ambitious documentary filmmaker clawing my way out of community college, the only thing I cared about was landing the hosting gig of Earth Explorations.

That is, until the network paired me with Peter Smith—Harvard golden boy, my rival in every way—and sent us into the deepest woods of Oregon for a trial shoot.

Then I peed in the wrong spot. One cursed fairy ring later, I woke up with wings, a new body, and a name I’d never dared whisper out loud.

Now I had to navigate ancient dwarf spirits, a bitter crow-winged enemy, and the uncomfortable truth that Peter was starting to look at me differently. And worst of all?

I was starting to look at myself differently too.

This was supposed to be my big break. I didn’t expect it to be the beginning of becoming someone… magical.

Read Confessions from The Closet

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.

	[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]
	[image: A person in a cheerleader outfit  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a swimsuit on a beach  Description automatically generated]	[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]



Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Girly Chemistry.

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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