

Girly Diagnosis

Hormonal Feminization Romance

“This story is for you.

May it transform you into

the person you are meant to be and

transport you into a world

where your fantasies come to life.”

[image: A person standing on a cloud with a fishing pole  Description automatically generated]

Copyright © 2026


Copyright © 2026 by Brightlucky Press under ABRAMS PUBLISHING HOUSE. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All the characters are within the legal age of consent. The author and publisher disclaim any liability, loss, or risk incurred as a consequence, directly or indirectly, of the use and application of any of the contents of this book.

This book is intended for mature audiences and contains adult themes and language. Reader discretion is advised.

If you have any questions regarding the use or distribution of this book, please contact the author directly. Thank you for respecting the author's work and intellectual property rights.


Table of Contents

∞∞∞

Girly Diagnosis

Table of Contents

Introduction

Free Vip Mailing List

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Epilogue

Hello Lilly

Book Bundles

Custom Story

Audiobooks

Find Femboys

Latest & Other Titles

Author’s Message


Introduction

“The growth of your breasts is unusual for males. Let’s see what we can do.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

One day I was moderating profiles for an LGBTQ+ dating app, quietly watching other people live their truths. The next, my chest ached, my hips softened, and my reflection began changing in ways I couldn’t explain. Doctors called it a rare condition. They offered me a cure. Testosterone. Reversal. A way back.

But my body didn’t want to go back.

As estrogen rewrote me from the inside out, I found myself drawn toward lace, stockings, dresses—and a version of myself that felt more real than anything I’d ever been. On a whim, I created a profile on my own app. As a trans woman. As Ella. And for the first time, I was desired not as an idea, but as a woman.

Then there was my doctor.

Calm. Brilliant. Watching me too closely. Caring too much. Falling just as hard as I was—into a truth neither of us could medically justify, but neither of us could deny.

They said I had a condition.

But what if this wasn’t an illness at all?

What if it was who I was always meant to become?

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 Girly Diagnosis.


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 SPENT most of my days looking at other people’s desires. That was the irony of it. I was a moderator for Love4All, an LGBTQ+ dating app that prided itself on inclusivity and safety, and my job was to scroll, flag, approve, reject. Bios, photos, kinks written too bluntly, hope written too carefully. I read about people discovering themselves every day while telling myself I was just there to enforce rules.

That morning, I noticed the ache.

At first, I thought it was posture. I leaned forward too much when I worked, shoulders rounded, back stiff. I shifted in my chair and rolled my shoulders, expecting the discomfort to ease. It didn’t. Instead, there was a strange pressure across my chest, dull and spreading, like I’d slept with something heavy resting on me.

I took a breath. It hurt more.

Not sharp. Not stabbing. Just… full. Tender. I frowned and placed my palm flat against my sternum, more curious than alarmed. The contact sent a ripple through me that made my fingers curl involuntarily.

That was new.

I pulled my hand away like I’d touched something hot and glanced around my apartment, even though I was alone. My heart rate picked up. I told myself it was nothing. Muscle strain. Stress. Too much caffeine.

On my screen, a profile waited for review. A trans woman, early thirties, smiling softly in a lace-trimmed camisole. Her bio talked about finally feeling at home in her body after years of discomfort, of pain she couldn’t explain until she stopped fighting it.

I swallowed and clicked approve.

The ache in my chest pulsed again, deeper this time, as if responding. I shifted in my seat, irritation prickling under my skin. My shirt felt tighter than it should have, the cotton brushing me in a way that was suddenly… noticeable. Too noticeable.

“Get it together,” I muttered.

I tried to rationalize. Hormonal fluctuations happened. Men got gynecomastia sometimes. Stress did weird things to the body. There were articles. Studies. Explanations that didn’t involve panic.

Still, as I moved through the queue, I became aware of every tiny sensation in my upper body. The drag of fabric. The subtle bounce when I stood to refill my coffee. The way my nipples—when had they become so sensitive?—reacted to the cool air.

By the time I logged out for lunch, my chest felt heavy, sore, almost swollen. I pressed my arms against my sides experimentally and sucked in a breath.

It hurt.

Not enough to scream. Enough to worry.

I stared at my reflection in the darkened laptop screen and felt a thin thread of unease wind tight in my stomach. Something was wrong. I didn’t know what yet, but the certainty settled into me with the same uncomfortable weight as the pressure in my chest.

And for the first time, I couldn’t scroll past it.

I didn’t mean to strip completely the next day after peeing in my bathroom. At first, I just tugged at my shirt, irritated by how snug it felt across my chest. The fabric resisted more than it should have, clinging as I pulled it over my head. When it finally came free, I froze.

My chest looked… different.

Not dramatically, not enough that someone else would have noticed at a glance. But I noticed. There was a fullness there that hadn’t been before, a subtle curve where there used to be flat planes and bone. I stepped closer to the mirror, heart thudding, and lifted my arms.

The movement caused a soft, unmistakable shift.

My stomach dropped.

I leaned in, studying myself like a stranger. The skin across my chest looked smoother, slightly flushed. When I pressed experimentally, there was resistance beneath my fingers. Not muscle. Something softer. Tender.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Okay.”

I told myself it could be swelling. Water retention. Some benign explanation I’d google later and feel stupid about.

I slid my pants down next, needing to confirm the rest of me was still… normal. My hips caught my attention before anything else did. They were wider. Not by much, but enough that my waistband had been sitting tighter all morning. My waist curved in more than I remembered, the line from ribs to hips subtly reshaped.

I turned sideways. The mirror didn’t lie.

My breath came shallow as I reached behind me, fingers brushing over flesh that felt softer, fuller. My thighs touched when I stood naturally. When had that happened?

I dropped my boxers last.

I wish I hadn’t.

It was still there, but smaller. Not alarmingly so—yet—but undeniably changed. Shorter. Thinner. Like it was… retreating. I stared, numb, waiting for panic to hit in full force.

Instead, a confusing warmth spread through me, low and unwelcome.

“No,” I said aloud, horrified at my own body’s betrayal.

The sensation wasn’t sharp desire, not the way I’d known it before. It was diffuse, buzzing, tied not to what I saw below but to the unfamiliar weight on my chest, the way my body felt when I shifted my stance. My nipples tightened under my gaze, aching in a way that made my pulse race.

Fear tangled with curiosity so tightly I couldn’t separate them.

I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around myself, suddenly desperate to cover up. My reflection stared back, eyes wide, skin flushed, body… changed. I looked like myself, and I didn’t. The recognition unsettled me more than the physical differences.

My phone buzzed on the counter. A work notification. Another profile waiting to be reviewed.

I ignored it.

I sat on the edge of my bed, towel clutched tight, chest throbbing with each breath. The pressure had deepened, radiating outward, and for the first time I wondered if it was more than discomfort.

Maybe this was dangerous.

Maybe I was already too late to stop whatever was happening.

By the time I got to the ER, the pain had sharpened enough that I couldn’t pretend anymore.

Each breath felt heavy, like my chest was filled with something dense and unyielding. The nurse at intake asked me to rate my pain, and I hesitated before saying a number that felt dramatic but honest.

She glanced at my chest longer than strictly necessary, her expression unreadable, and handed me a gown.

I was sitting on the edge of the exam bed when he walked in.

Dr. Adrian Cole.

He was tall, mid-thirties maybe, with calm eyes and the kind of presence that made the room feel quieter just by him standing there. His voice was steady as he introduced himself, professional but warm, and when he asked me to describe my symptoms, I found myself telling him more than I meant to.

The timeline. The tenderness. The changes.

His eyebrows lifted slightly, interest flickering across his face before he masked it. “I’m going to examine you,” he said gently. “Let me know if anything hurts.”
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When his fingers pressed against my chest, I sucked in a breath, sharp and involuntary. His touch was clinical, careful, but the contact sent a jolt through me that made my cheeks burn.

“Sensitive,” he murmured, mostly to himself.

He listened to my heart, his hand steady, his nearness impossible to ignore. I was acutely aware of my body in a way I’d never been before—how it reacted, how it felt under his gaze. Not judged. Assessed.

Seen.

“We’ll need blood work,” he said after a moment, meeting my eyes. There was something there now—curiosity, yes, but also concern. “Hormone panels. Comprehensive. This isn’t typical.”

That word landed hard.

He explained the process, the wait, the tests, his voice anchoring me as my thoughts spiraled. When the nurse came in to draw blood, he stayed, watching carefully, asking a few more questions about my job, my stress levels, my medical history.

When I mentioned Love4All, something shifted in his expression. Interest sharpened, just for a second.

As he left the room, promising to return once the results came in, I lay back against the pillow and stared at the ceiling, chest aching, mind racing.

Whatever was happening to me wasn’t in my head.

And the way Dr. Cole had looked at me—like I was a puzzle worth solving—made me suspect this was only the beginning.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS later, Dr. Cole carried a tablet instead of a clipboard, his expression composed but intent. He pulled the stool closer and sat, close enough that I could see the faint crease between his brows as he reviewed the numbers one more time.

“Your hormone levels came back,” he said. “Specifically, your estradiol.”

I already didn’t like the way he said that word.

He turned the screen toward me. The chart meant little at first—columns, ranges, red flags—but the highlighted number stood out immediately. It was so far beyond the normal male range that it barely looked real.

“That’s… high,” I said, stupidly.

“Yes,” he replied. “Extremely.”

My mouth went dry. “How high?”

He named the figure. I felt it land somewhere deep in my chest, heavier than the pain that had brought me in. “That’s not possible,” I said, even as part of me already knew it was.

“It’s rare,” he said carefully. “But not impossible.”

He explained slowly, methodically, like he was building a bridge I could walk across without falling apart halfway. Estrogen production. Endocrine misfiring. Late-onset presentation. A condition so uncommon it barely appeared in textbooks.

“Estroplusentosis,” he said. “That’s the working diagnosis.”

The word sounded invented. Unreal. Like something pulled from a research paper no one ever expected to see in practice.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“It means your body has begun producing estrogen at accelerated levels,” he said. “Rapidly. Aggressively. In someone your age, that explains the physical changes you’ve noticed.”

My stomach flipped. “So I’m not imagining it.”

“No,” he said softly. “You’re not.”

He went on, describing the progression, the expected symptoms. Breast tissue development. Fat redistribution. Genital changes. The words were clinical, detached, but each one hit me with a dull thud of recognition.

I wrapped my arms around myself without realizing it.

“This condition is extraordinarily rare,” he continued, his tone shifting slightly—not excited, but engaged. “I’ve never personally treated a case that presented this late. Most documented cases occur earlier in life.”

I looked at him sharply. “So I’m… what. An anomaly?”

His lips pressed together briefly. “You’re a patient,” he said. “And right now, my priority is your health.”

But I noticed the way his eyes lingered, the way his interest sharpened as he studied me—not my body, not yet, but the data, the story unfolding.

I nodded, overwhelmed, my thoughts scattering. Estrogen. My body. Not a fluke. Not stress.

Something real was happening to me.

“There is a way to stop the progression,” Dr. Cole said after a moment.

The word stop snapped my attention back to him.

He explained the treatment like he’d rehearsed it before, careful and precise. Elevated testosterone therapy. Immediate intervention. Weekly injections at first, possibly more frequent depending on how my body responded.

“The goal is to suppress estrogen production and reassert androgen dominance,” he said. “In many cases, that halts further feminization.”

“In many cases,” I repeated.

He nodded. “The sooner it’s started, the better the chances.”

“And if I don’t?” The question slipped out before I could stop it.

He hesitated, just for a second. “Then the changes will continue. And at a certain point, they’ll become permanent.”

Permanent.

I stared at the wall over his shoulder, my chest aching dully as if it already knew the answer my mind was fighting.

“There are side effects,” he added. “Mood instability. Aggression. Emotional flattening. Fertility loss is likely.”

My jaw tightened. The idea of injections—of forcing my body back into something it seemed to be actively rejecting—made my skin crawl.

“I don’t know if I can do that,” I said quietly.

His gaze sharpened. “Why?”

I struggled for words that wouldn’t make me sound ridiculous. “Because it feels… violent,” I said finally. “Like I’d be attacking my own body.”

Silence stretched between us.

Dr. Cole studied me with an intensity that made my breath catch—not judgmental, not dismissive. Observant. But then, he smiled.
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“You’re afraid,” he said.

“Yes,” I admitted. “But not just of what’s happening. Of stopping it.”

That was the truth, laid bare before I could soften it.

His expression changed then, something thoughtful flickering across his face. “You don’t have to decide today,” he said after a moment. “But time matters.”

I nodded, throat tight.

As he stood to leave, his hand brushed mine—accidental, brief—but the contact sent a strange warmth through me that had nothing to do with fear.

I didn’t go straight home.

I wandered through a pharmacy first, aimless, my thoughts buzzing too loudly to be alone with them. I avoided mirrors. Avoided eye contact. Avoided anything that might force me to acknowledge the way my body felt heavier, fuller, different with every step.

I don’t remember deciding to buy the lace bra.

I just remember standing in front of the rack, fingers brushing over soft fabric, heart pounding like I was doing something illegal. It felt absurd. Impulsive. Necessary.

At home, I locked the door behind me and leaned against it, breathing hard. The apartment was quiet, safe. I carried the small bag to my bedroom like it might explode.

My hands shook as I undressed but then decided to quit the foolery.

A day later, I told myself I owed it to science to try the novel treatment as it could help others experiencing the same thing. That was the justification I clung to when I showed up at the clinic, sleeve already rolled up, jaw set with a determination that felt borrowed. Dr. Cole met me in one of the smaller exam rooms this time, quieter, more private. He explained the protocol again, even though I’d memorized it already.

Testosterone cypionate. Intramuscular. Elevated dose.

“Just for observation,” I said, needing to hear it out loud.

He nodded. “We’ll monitor closely. If you experience anything concerning, you stop.”

The syringe looked heavier than it should have. I watched the clear liquid disappear into my muscle, the sting sharp but brief. Dr. Cole’s hands were steady, impersonal. When he was done, he pressed gauze to my skin and met my eyes.

“Pay attention to how you feel,” he said.

I did.

The first day was subtle. A restlessness I couldn’t shake. My thoughts raced, disorganized, sharp around the edges. I snapped at a coworker over a trivial moderation dispute and had to mute my mic before I said something I couldn’t take back.

By the second day, the irritation had settled into my bones.

Everything felt too loud. Too slow. My skin itched constantly, especially along my arms and jaw. I caught myself clenching my fists for no reason, teeth grinding when my internet lagged, when a profile description annoyed me, when someone dared to flirt badly.

I didn’t recognize myself.

By midweek, the changes were undeniable. Dark hair sprouted along my stomach, coarse and fast, as if my body were overcompensating. My scent changed too—sharper, musky in a way that made my nose wrinkle when I caught it on my own clothes.

I showered twice a day. It didn’t help.

The worst part wasn’t the physical changes, though. It was the way my emotions flattened and spiked at the same time. I felt aggressive without direction, like my body was revving an engine my mind didn’t want to drive.

I stood in front of the mirror on the fifth night, studying myself with clinical detachment. The tenderness in my chest had receded slightly, the fullness dulled. I should have felt relieved.

I didn’t.

Instead, there was a hollow ache where something had been, like a sound cut off mid-note. My reflection looked harsher somehow, edges sharpening back into place. Familiar. And yet, the sight unsettled me more than the changes had.

This was supposed to feel right.

It felt like a costume I’d outgrown.

When I went back to the clinic for the one-week check-in, Dr. Cole noticed immediately.

“You’re tense,” he said, watching the way I paced the room.

“I feel awful,” I replied bluntly. “Angry. All the time. I don’t sleep. I don’t think clearly.”

He nodded, making notes. “Those can be expected side effects at this dosage.”

“That’s the problem,” I said. “This dosage feels like… punishment.”

He looked up then, really looked at me, concern overtaking curiosity. “Do you want to continue?”

The answer rose up fully formed before I could rationalize it away.

“No. I mean, at least for now…”

Saying it out loud loosened something tight in my chest. Relief flooded in, immediate and profound.

“I don’t want to fight my body like this,” I continued, voice steady despite the weight of the admission. “Every day on this stuff feels like I’m at war with myself.”

Silence stretched between us, heavy but not judgmental.

Dr. Cole set the tablet down. “Then we stop,” he said simply.

Just like that.

No lecture. No disappointment. Just acceptance.

As I left the clinic, the air felt lighter. Over the next few days, as the testosterone began to ebb, the irritability faded. The sharp edges softened. The quiet awareness of my body returned—the fullness, the sensitivity, the subtle hum beneath my skin.

And instead of fear, I felt something dangerously close to peace.

I didn’t know what that meant yet.

But for the first time since this all began, I stopped trying to steer.

I let myself drift and turned my attention to the girly stuff I bought a week ago. The bra was pale, delicate, nothing like the utilitarian underwear I was used to. I slid it on carefully, awkwardly, adjusting the straps. When I looked in the mirror, my breath caught.

It fit.

Not perfectly—not yet—but well enough that the cups cupped the unfamiliar weight on my chest, supporting it, acknowledging it. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. Pressure eased. Awareness sharpened.

I added the matching lace panties without thinking, my movements slow, reverent. When I stood fully dressed—or undressed, depending on how you looked at it—I didn’t recognize myself.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS after I stopped the testosterone, my body settled into itself like it had been holding its breath. The irritability faded first. Then the noise. What replaced it was quieter, more insistent—a constant awareness of weight and balance I couldn’t ignore anymore. My chest felt heavier each morning, fuller, the ache now familiar rather than alarming. My hips curved enough that my jeans no longer sat right. I stopped trying to make them.

That morning, I stood in front of my open closet and reached for a box I’d been pretending wasn’t there.

Inside were things I’d bought gradually, almost academically. Research, I’d told myself. Observation. The same excuse I used when I moderated trans women’s profiles on Love4All and lingered a second too long on outfit details, posture, how fabric fell across their bodies.

I started with the bra.

It wasn’t lace this time. Soft, structured, designed to support rather than decorate. I hooked it in front of the mirror, hands steady, and slid the straps over my shoulders. When I turned it around and adjusted it properly, my breath caught.

It fit.

Not almost. Not close enough. Perfectly. The cups held me, lifted me, distributed the unfamiliar weight so my shoulders relaxed without me realizing they’d been tense. The pressure that had once felt like pain eased into something grounding.

I added the stockings next. They rolled up my legs smoothly, the fabric cool and whisper-thin, clinging to curves I was still learning how to move with. I caught myself standing differently—knees softer, stance narrower—without consciously deciding to.

The dress came last.

It was simple. Sleeveless, knee-length, a muted color I’d seen on more than one trans woman’s profile. I stepped into it carefully, pulling it up over my hips, smoothing it over my waist. The fabric skimmed my body, not fighting it, not hiding it.

I looked in the mirror and forgot to breathe.

This wasn’t dress-up. This wasn’t pretending.

My body made sense like this.

The weight on my chest balanced the pull at my hips. My posture shifted naturally, spine lengthening, shoulders easing back. When I moved, the dress moved with me, brushing my thighs, reminding me of myself with every step.

Gender euphoria wasn’t fireworks. It was quieter than that.

It was the absence of resistance.

I ran my hands down my sides, feeling the fabric, the softness beneath it, the way my reflection looked back at me without accusation. For the first time since this began, I didn’t feel like I was observing changes.

I felt like I was inhabiting them.

I logged into Love4All with a different kind of intent that afternoon.

My moderator account blinked at me from the corner of the screen, familiar and safe. I minimized it. Then I opened a new tab and hesitated only a second before clicking Create Profile.

The interface was the same. Clean. Neutral. Inclusive by design.

I selected trans woman and waited for the internal alarm bells to go off.

They didn’t.

Uploading photos took longer. I didn’t use my face at first—just a mirror shot from the shoulders down, the dress I was still wearing, the curve of my waist implied rather than declared. It felt… strategic. Controlled.

My bio took three attempts. I deleted words that felt too defensive, too explanatory. In the end, I kept it simple. Honest, without oversharing.

I hit save.
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The first notification came within minutes.

Then another.

Then three more.

I stared at the screen, pulse quickening as messages stacked up. Compliments. Curiosity. Polite introductions. A few clumsy ones I ignored instinctively, the same way I did at work.

What surprised me wasn’t the attention.

It was how natural it felt to receive it.

I replied cautiously at first, testing the tone, adjusting my voice the way I always did when stepping into a new role. The conversations flowed easily. Men asked about my day. About my transition. About what I liked.

I realized, distantly, that I liked answering.

There was a strange power in it—not domination, not control, but choice. I decided who got access to me. Who deserved a response. Who didn’t.

I leaned back in my chair, the dress brushing my thighs, stockings reminding me of my body with every shift. I felt visible in a way that wasn’t threatening. Desired in a way that didn’t erase me.

Surprise gave way to something warmer.

Validation.

I wasn’t performing. I wasn’t lying.

I was just… there.

The name came to me when I wasn’t looking for it.

I was staring at the profile, rereading my bio for the fifth time, when the cursor blinked at the empty name field. Temporary, the interface reminded me. Editable at any time.

I tried a few. They didn’t stick.

Then I typed Ella.

It fit the way the dress had fit. Easily. Quietly. Like it had been waiting.

I saved the profile and sat back, heart racing for reasons I didn’t fully understand yet.

My phone buzzed a moment later.

Dr. Cole: Just checking in. How are you feeling?

I stared at the screen longer than necessary before replying.

Better, I typed. More… myself.

The pause before his response stretched, and I wondered what he heard in that sentence.

Dr. Cole: I’m glad. If you want to come in for labs next week, we can monitor levels without intervention.

Thank you, I wrote. For not pushing.

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Then:

Dr. Cole: It’s your body.

The simplicity of it hit me harder than any diagnosis.

I glanced back at the screen, at Ella’s profile, at the messages waiting patiently. At my reflection in the darkened glass, softened by fabric and posture and choice.

For the first time since this began, I didn’t feel like I was disappearing.

I felt like I was coming into focus.

And somewhere between a name on a screen and a doctor who saw me without trying to fix me, I realized I wasn’t alone in this anymore.

I was seen.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BY THE end of the week, I had learned how to tell the difference. At first, all attention felt the same—names lighting up my screen, notifications stacking faster than I could answer them. Men introducing themselves, complimenting my photos, asking questions that ranged from thoughtful to painfully clumsy. I responded carefully, testing the edges of this new space I occupied.

Some of them wanted an idea of me.

They asked invasive questions too quickly about the condition I shared on my profile, framing curiosity as entitlement. I learned to spot it immediately now—the way their language collapsed me into a category, a fantasy. I didn’t argue. I didn’t explain. I simply stopped responding.

And then there were others.

Men who asked how my day was. Who complimented my smile even when my face wasn’t visible. Who wanted to know what music I liked, what made me laugh, what I did for work without turning it into a performance.

Those conversations surprised me.

I found myself enjoying the rhythm of it—the back-and-forth, the slow reveal. The way they flirted without pushing, how they let me set the pace. When I told one of them I wasn’t ready to meet in person, he replied with a simple, That’s okay. I’m not in a rush.

The power in that moment settled deep in my chest.

I was choosing. I was deciding who got access to me, not just to my body, but to my time, my attention. I noticed how differently I carried myself even sitting alone at my desk—spine straighter, chin lifted slightly, legs crossed without thinking.

Confidence crept in quietly.

I wasn’t pretending to be someone else. I wasn’t role-playing. I was just… letting myself respond honestly to being wanted.

And I liked it.

Not in a reckless way. In a grounding one.

I logged off that night feeling warm, not depleted. Seen, not consumed. The difference mattered more than I’d expected.

Dr. Cole’s exam room felt smaller the next day. Or maybe I was more aware of myself in it—of how I filled the space differently, how the paper gown sat across my chest when I tied it closed. I noticed his eyes flicker there immediately, professional but unmistakably attentive.

“How have you been feeling?” he asked.

“Better,” I said honestly. “More stable.”

He nodded, listening closely as he examined me. His hands were warm, precise, lingering just long enough to assess but not intrude. When he measured my chest, his brow furrowed slightly.

“The changes are progressing,” he said. “Faster than before.”

I swallowed. “Is that bad?”

“It’s notable,” he replied. “Your estrogen levels have continued to rise.”

There was something different in his tone now—not alarm, not excitement, but fascination. He wasn’t just treating a condition anymore. He was witnessing a transformation.

His fingers brushed my side as he adjusted the stethoscope, and the contact sent a quiet shiver through me. He noticed. I could tell by the way his hand stilled, then withdrew more carefully.

We locked eyes.

The silence stretched, heavy with everything unsaid.

“You’re adapting remarkably well,” he said finally, voice lower. “Physically. Emotionally.”

“I’m not fighting it anymore, at least for now,” I admitted.

Something softened in his expression then. Approval, maybe. Or relief.

“Let me know if anything changes,” he said, stepping back, professionalism reasserting itself with effort. “Anything at all.”

As I dressed, I was acutely aware of his presence just beyond the curtain, of the awareness that now flowed both ways.

This wasn’t just my body under observation anymore.

It was me.
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I slept in a nightgown later that night. It was soft and light, barely there, the fabric pooling around my thighs when I lay down. My body felt different in sleep—heavier in some places, softer in others. Supported. Cradled.

I dreamed.

In the dream, I wasn’t afraid. I was whole, comfortable in my skin in a way that felt effortless. Dr. Cole was there—not as a doctor, not as an authority, but as a presence that knew me. We talked without words. He touched me with reverence, not urgency, and I responded without hesitation.

The intimacy wasn’t explicit. It didn’t need to be. It was closeness. Recognition. A sense of being chosen.

I woke with my heart racing, sheets tangled around my legs, the echo of the dream lingering like warmth on my skin. For a moment, I lay still, hand pressed to my chest, feeling the steady rise and fall of my breath.

Conflicted feelings churned beneath the surface.

Desire. Fear. Curiosity.

What did it mean that I dreamed of him this way? That my mind reached for him when imagining myself fully seen, fully wanted?

I stared up at the ceiling, questions spiraling quietly.

Who was I becoming? And why, instead of panic, did the thought fill me with a cautious, trembling hope?


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS later, my hair brushed the tops of my shoulders. It wasn’t long yet, not really, but it had softened, grown heavy enough to tuck behind my ears without springing back. I wore it loose that morning, parted slightly off-center, the way I’d seen other women do without thinking about it. The habit surprised me. How natural it felt.

I chose my outfit carefully.

A fitted knit top that hugged my chest without squeezing it, a high-waisted skirt that emphasized my hips instead of fighting them. Stockings again—almost a default now—anchoring me in my body before I even left the apartment. When I caught my reflection in the mirror, I paused.

I looked… composed.

Not trying. Not hiding.

At the clinic, Dr. Cole noticed immediately. His eyes tracked me as I walked in, the way the skirt moved with my stride, the way I carried myself. He masked it quickly, professionalism sliding back into place, but the awareness remained.

We sat across from each other, the tablet between us like a neutral third party.

“We’re approaching the end of the reversal window,” he said, voice steady. “If testosterone therapy is going to be effective, it needs to start again. Soon.”

The word again tightened something in my chest.

He laid it out plainly. Timelines. Percentages. What would likely revert, what wouldn’t. The longer I waited, the more permanent things became. Breast development. Fat distribution. Fertility implications.

“This isn’t about pressure,” he added. “It’s about informed consent.”

But it felt like pressure anyway.

I nodded as he spoke, absorbing the information even as my mind pushed back against it. I crossed my legs, aware of the familiar weight on my chest, the way my body had settled into this shape as if it had always been waiting.

“And if I don’t?” I asked quietly.

He met my eyes. “Then we move forward with monitoring only. Supportive care.”

Move forward.

The phrase echoed in my head. Forward into what? Into a version of myself that felt increasingly inevitable?

I glanced down at my hands, at the smoothness of my skin, the subtle curve of my wrists. “It feels like you’re asking me to choose which version of myself I’m allowed to keep,” I said.

His expression softened. “I’m asking you to choose what you can live with.”

The stakes sat heavy between us.

“I’m scared,” I said finally.

The admission slipped out without drama, but it changed the air instantly.

Dr. Cole leaned back slightly, giving me space without disengaging. “Of what?”

“Of losing myself,” I said. “And of going back.”

He didn’t interrupt.

“When this started, I thought I was disappearing,” I continued. “That my body was betraying me. But the more I’ve stopped fighting it…” I swallowed. “The more I feel like I’m becoming someone I recognize.”

Saying it out loud felt like crossing a line I couldn’t uncross.

He was quiet for a long moment. Then, carefully, “I need to be honest with you too.”

I looked up.

“This situation puts me in a difficult position,” he said. “Ethically. Professionally. I’m responsible for your health. But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t… invested.”

My pulse spiked.

“Invested how?” I asked.

His gaze held mine, unwavering. “You’re not just a case to me anymore.”

The room felt suddenly too small.

“I think about you,” he continued, voice low but controlled. “Outside of these walls. I notice how you’re changing—not just physically. And that complicates things.”

My heart hammered against my ribs, against the soft weight I’d grown used to. “You’re saying you’re attracted to me.”

“I’m saying I’m struggling to pretend I’m not.”

The honesty was dizzying.

“I don’t want to be fixed,” I whispered. “Not if it means losing this. Losing… me.”

He exhaled slowly, like he’d been holding that breath for weeks. “Then we need to slow down,” he said. “For both our sakes.”

The words should have felt like distance. Instead, they felt like care.

“I need more time,” I said.

The request felt fragile and firm all at once.

Dr. Cole hesitated. I could see the calculation behind his eyes—the protocols, the guidelines, the voice of caution warring with something far more human.

Finally, he nodded. “Against protocol,” he said quietly. “But… yes.”

Relief washed through me so powerfully my knees nearly gave out.

We stood at the same time, the space between us charged, electric. Neither of us spoke. We didn’t need to.
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When he stepped closer, it wasn’t rushed. It was deliberate. His hand brushed my arm, fingers warm, grounding. I tilted my head up without thinking, aware of the difference in height, the way my body leaned toward his instinctively.

The kiss was hard.

Not rough. Not frantic. Just… full. His mouth pressed against mine with intention, claiming and questioning all at once. I responded immediately, rising onto my toes, hands gripping the front of his coat as if to anchor myself.

The world narrowed to breath and contact and the undeniable truth of what we were risking.

When we pulled apart, we stayed close, foreheads nearly touching.

“This doesn’t change the situation,” he murmured.

“I know,” I said.

“But it changes us.”

I nodded.

There was a promise in the silence that followed. Not spoken. Not defined. Just there.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A WEEK later, I stepped outside as myself. Not halfway. Not cautiously. Fully. The wig sat snug against my scalp, dark and softly layered, brushing my collarbones when I moved. I’d practiced putting it on until my hands stopped shaking. My makeup was minimal—foundation, a touch of blush, lip gloss—but it transformed me more than I expected. The dress I chose flowed instead of clung, cinched gently at the waist, skimming over my hips like it had always belonged there. Stockings again. Always stockings now. They grounded me.

Dr. Cole—Adrian, he’d told me to call him—waited at the end of the block.

When he saw me, he didn’t hide it.

His breath caught. His smile softened into something reverent. He didn’t say a word at first, just stepped forward and offered his arm like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“You look beautiful,” he said quietly.

Something in my chest loosened, warm and fragile.

We walked into the restaurant together, the door swinging open ahead of us. The host looked up and smiled. “Good evening, sir and madam.” I waited for him to correct himself, but felt a huge relief for him not doing so. “Table for two?”

Throughout the night, it kept happening. She. Miss. A woman in line complimented my dress. The bartender asked what I’d like to drink without hesitation, without confusion. Each moment stacked on the next until my body felt light, buoyant, like I was floating just above the pavement.

Adrian watched me closely—not possessively, not clinically—but with something like awe. When he squeezed my hand under the table, it wasn’t reassurance.

It was recognition.

I laughed more than I had in months. I leaned into him when he spoke. When we left, the night air brushed my legs and I felt… sweet. Open. Seen.

By the time we reached his place, my cheeks hurt from smiling.

His apartment was quiet and warm, dimly lit in a way that made everything feel intentional. We stood just inside the door for a moment, neither of us moving. The silence pulsed between us, thick with everything we’d been holding back.

He touched my cheek first.

Slow. Careful. Like he was memorizing me.

The kiss that followed wasn’t rushed. It was deep, lingering, the kind that stole breath and thought alike. His hands settled at my waist, firm and anchoring, drawing me closer until there was no space left to question.

I felt wanted in a way that had nothing to do with novelty.

Clothes came off without urgency, without spectacle. Just hands and heat and the soft friction of bodies learning each other. The world narrowed to sensation—his mouth against my neck, the way he whispered my name like it was precious.

“Ella,” he breathed as he cupped my breasts gently. My body was feeling all sorts of heat, but my penis refused to get hard. It was a new feeling—like I could almost finish just by the way he was groping every curve of my body.

Time blurred. The night folded around us. There was warmth, closeness, the quiet intensity of being held as if I mattered. As if this wasn’t an experiment or a condition or a mistake.

At some point—soft and unguarded—he said it.

“I love you.”

The words landed gently, like they’d been waiting for me.

I didn’t answer. Not because I didn’t feel it.

But because everything inside me was already saying yes.

I woke up alone.

For a heartbeat, panic flickered—but it faded when I noticed the note on the fridge.

Early shift. Didn’t want to wake you. Coffee’s there. —A

I stood in the kitchen wearing his shirt, the hem brushing my thighs, the scent of him lingering in the fabric. Sunlight streamed through the window, warm against my skin.

I caught my reflection in the fridge door.

Messy wig. Smudged makeup. Soft body.

Mine.

[image: ]

The thought of reversal drifted through my mind—not as a threat this time, but as an option I finally understood.

It would feel like loss.

Like erasing something I’d worked so hard to become without ever meaning to. Like stepping backward into a version of myself that felt distant now, unfamiliar.

I pressed my hand to my chest, feeling the steady weight there, the quiet hum beneath my skin.

“I choose this,” I whispered.

The pen felt heavier than it should have the next day. The document lay between us on the desk, crisp and impersonal, its language carefully neutral. Refusal of recommended treatment. Informed consent. Ongoing monitoring.

I read every line twice.

Across from me, Adrian watched quietly. Not as my doctor now—not only—but as someone who understood exactly what this meant. The room was the same exam room as always, but I wasn’t. I wore a soft blouse tucked into a midi skirt, my hair styled instead of tucked away, my posture relaxed instead of guarded.

“I want to be clear,” he said gently. “This is your decision. No one is pushing you.”

I nodded. “I know.”

I signed.

The moment the pen lifted from the paper, something inside me settled. No fireworks. No fear. Just a profound stillness, like a door closing behind me.

Adrian countersigned, then slid the document into the folder and set it aside. “We’ll continue monitoring hormone levels,” he said, back in his professional cadence. “Supportive care only. No reversal.”

I exhaled slowly, realizing I’d been holding my breath.

“You’re doing the right thing,” he added—not as a physician delivering reassurance, but as someone who meant it.

“For me,” I said.

“Yes,” he replied. “For you.”

When he stood, I followed. The space between us felt charged but calm, like everything important had already been decided. He reached for my hand, thumb brushing lightly over my knuckles.

“I’m proud of you,” he said.

The words hit harder than the diagnosis ever had.

I leaned in without thinking, and this time, there was no hesitation. The kiss was warm, steady, unhidden. Not stolen. Not rushed. A seal, not a secret.

When we pulled back, he rested his forehead briefly against mine.

“Ella,” he said.

It sounded like a prescription.

The next day, I dressed for work like I was telling the truth. A blouse with a gentle drape, tailored slacks that skimmed my hips instead of compressing them, low heels I’d practiced walking in the night before. My wig stayed on the stand; my hair was mine now—longer, brushed smooth, tucked behind my ears.

When I stepped into the office, the world didn’t end.

A few heads turned. Some smiles lingered. One coworker did a double take and then nodded, like they were filing the information away without judgment. My badge still had my old name on it, and seeing it felt… temporary.

I went straight to HR.

My hands trembled only slightly as I explained. Name change request. Gender marker update. Preferred pronouns. The woman across the desk listened carefully, nodded, and smiled.

“We’ll take care of that,” she said. “Welcome, Ella.”

I almost cried right there.

At my desk, work felt the same—but I didn’t. When I moderated profiles now, I saw myself reflected back at me in a hundred small ways. I approved them with a tenderness I hadn’t known I was capable of before.

At five o’clock sharp, my phone buzzed.

Adrian: I’m outside.

I gathered my things and stepped into the evening light. He leaned against his car, watching for me, his expression breaking into a smile the moment he saw me.

“Hey,” he said softly.

“Hey,” I replied.

He opened the door for me like it was nothing, like it had always been this way. As we pulled away from the curb, his hand found mine again, fingers lacing together naturally.

“I love you,” he said, eyes on the road.

I didn’t hesitate this time.

“I love you too.”

The words felt earned. Solid. Prescribed not by medicine, but by choice. And for the first time in my life, I knew exactly who they were meant for.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE PREP room smelled like antiseptic and something faintly metallic, clean in a way that felt deliberate a year later. Final. I lay back on the narrow bed in a thin hospital gown, my legs covered with a warming blanket, my hair tucked into a disposable cap that crinkled softly whenever I moved.

Adrian stood beside me, still in street clothes, holding my hand like it was an anchor.

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded, even though my throat felt tight. “I am,” I said. And I meant it.

The nurse had already been through the checklist. Blood pressure. Pulse. Temperature. My chart clipped neatly at the foot of the bed, pages thick with a year’s worth of monitoring, labs, letters. My name—Ella—printed clearly at the top.

Blood work had been done an hour earlier. Vials lined up, labeled, sent off. I’d watched calmly, almost serenely. This body had been studied enough. Today wasn’t about observation.

It was about completion.

The prep nurse returned and explained each step before doing anything, her voice gentle and practiced. Shaving was clinical, efficient, not embarrassing—just another task, another transition. Drapes were placed. Areas marked carefully. I stared up at the ceiling tiles and focused on Adrian’s thumb tracing slow, reassuring circles against my knuckles.

Dr. Harris came in a few minutes later, mask dangling around his neck, eyes kind behind wire-rim glasses.

“Morning, Ella,” he said. “You ready?”

I smiled. “I am.”

He glanced at Adrian and smirked. “You picked a good one,” he said lightly. “He hasn’t left your side once.”

Adrian squeezed my hand. “She’s the brave one.”

Dr. Harris walked me through it one last time—not because I didn’t know, but because consent mattered at every stage. I listened, nodded, asked one last question about recovery timelines, about sensation. He answered without flinching, without mythologizing.

When he left, the room felt quieter.

“I want this,” I said suddenly.

Adrian looked down at me, eyes soft. “I know.”

“I tried,” I added. “I really did. But… I couldn’t make love the way I needed to anymore. It felt like that part of me had already… let go.”

He didn’t look surprised. Just understanding.

“You’ve already crossed over,” he said gently. “This is just catching up.”
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The anesthesiologist arrived, cheerful and calm, introducing herself, explaining the mask, the countdown. The IV line was checked again. Fluids flowed cool into my vein.

I felt the weight of the moment settle—not fear, but gravity.

Adrian leaned down, forehead to mine. “I’ll be right here when you wake up,” he whispered.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you,” he replied, without hesitation, without doubt.

The mask lowered. The room softened around the edges.

As the medication carried me under, my last thought wasn’t about loss or gender reaffirming surgery or pain.

It was about wholeness.

About finally, fully, being hers.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Girly Diagnosis? 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…

[image: ]

“No shoes inside the house, only stockings.”

I went to Japan to finish my degree, flirt a little, and prove I could survive anywhere. I didn’t expect my exchange apartment to come with rules. Or a roommate who enforced them like my future depended on it.

Hiroshi was calm. Controlled. Unyielding.

No drinking before night. No girls in the apartment. No noise. No excuses. He said it was about discipline. About fitting in. About graduating on time.

At first, I fought him. Then I failed. So, I followed. Grooming. Clothes. Posture. Stillness. Stockings under slacks. Lace where no one could see. A wig I laughed at—until I didn’t. What started as survival became something quieter. Truer.

I stopped pretending it was temporary. I stopped pretending I didn’t like the way he looked at me when I dressed this way.

Falling for a man wasn’t part of the plan. Becoming a woman wasn’t either. But by the time I learned my name—Darlene—it was already too late to go back.

Read Feminized Exchange Student

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 Girly Diagnosis.

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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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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