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Introduction

“I took it three times a day and the pain was gone… but with its disappearance, something else emerged, a bouncy pair that I wasn’t sure I was prepared for.”

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

∞∞∞

I’ve just moved on from my cheating ex and continued living my mundane life.

One afternoon, I delivered a couch all by myself. I overestimated my strength and thought that I could carry it alone.

Ending up in the doctor’s office, I was given something to alleviate the pain. But along with the pain came the girly pleasure.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Girly Prescription.


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 CHECKED THE ADDRESS on the package one last time before hopping out of the van. "1014 Maple Street," I read aloud. "Yep, this is the place."

I grabbed the box from the back and walked up the steps to the front door. The house looked well-kept, with a neat lawn and colorful flowerbeds. I rang the doorbell and waited. Moments later, a middle-aged woman opened the door.

"Good morning!" I greeted her with a smile. "I have a delivery for you."

"Oh, thank you!" she said, her face lighting up.

"I've been waiting for this all week."

"Happy to deliver," I replied, handing her the box.
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"Have a great day!"

As I walked back to the van, I couldn't help but feel a little lighter. Making people happy was one of the best parts of my job.

Next stop was just around the corner. I parked in front of a small, cozy-looking house. The address matched, so I grabbed the next package and headed to the door. This time, a young man answered.

"Hey, man," I said. "Package for you."

"Sweet, thanks!" he exclaimed, taking the box from me. "I've been looking forward to this."

"Enjoy it," I replied. "Take care!"

The last delivery in the area was to an apartment complex. I navigated through the maze of buildings until I found the right one. As I approached the door, it swung open, and a little girl ran out, nearly bumping into me.

"Whoa there!" I laughed, stepping aside. "Is your mom or dad home?"

"My mommy's inside," she said, pointing towards the open door.

I stepped inside and saw a woman coming towards us. "Hi there," I said. "I've got a package for you."

"Thank you so much," she said, taking the box from me.

"It's always a pleasure to see you, Allan."

"Likewise," I replied with a smile. "Have a wonderful day!"

I continued my morning shift, driving away and listening to my favorite music—all uplifting and not a single one to remind me of how my ex-girlfriend cheated on me for her high school sweetheart. With my deliveries done, I headed back to the van, feeling good about the morning.

Soon after, I sat in the corner booth of the diner, enjoying my usual lunch break. A turkey sandwich and a side of fries were just what I needed to recharge. I had my phone propped up against the salt shaker, scrolling through some news when it buzzed with a text from my delivery partner, Cole.

"Hey Allan, I can't make it to work today. Max had an emergency. Sorry, man."

I frowned, typing back quickly—hoping that nothing serious happened to his dog. "No worries, Cole. I hope Max is okay. Let me know if you need anything."

Just as I was about to take another bite of my sandwich, another message popped up. This one was from the store owner at Amazon.

"Allan, we really need that couch delivered today. The buyer is threatening to leave a bad review if it doesn’t arrive."

I sighed, looking at my sandwich.

"Great," I muttered to myself.

"How am I supposed to deliver a couch by myself?"

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the anxiety creeping in. "Okay, think, Allan. You can do this." But how? I didn't have a partner today, and that couch was going to be a real challenge.

The waitress, Linda, came over with a fresh pot of coffee.

"Refill, Allan?"

"Yeah, thanks, Linda," I said, pushing my cup towards her. "Just trying to figure out how to deliver a couch by myself."

"That sounds tough," she said, pouring the coffee.

"Why don't you ask someone for help?"

I chuckled. "I would, but everyone’s busy today. My partner, Cole, had an emergency with his dog."

"Well, you’ve got the whole afternoon to figure it out," she said with a kind smile. "I'm sure you'll manage."

"Thanks, Linda. I hope so."

I finished my sandwich and fries, thinking about how to tackle the problem. Maybe I could find someone at the delivery site to lend a hand.

Or I could try to get some straps to help carry it.

My phone buzzed again, and I glanced at it, half-expecting more bad news. Instead, it was a photo of Cole's dog, Max, at the vet, looking a bit sad but okay. I smiled and texted back.

"Glad to see Max is alright. Take care of him, buddy."

I leaned back in the booth, sipping my coffee. I’d figure this out. I always did. But first, I needed to finish my lunch.
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Later that day, I paced back and forth in the warehouse, glancing at the clock every few minutes. It was late, and I was still waiting for someone to show up and help me with this couch delivery. Everyone else had gone home, and it looked like I was on my own.

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "Come on, Allan, you got this," I muttered to myself. I knew the couch needed to be delivered today, or we'd get a bad review.

Finally, I decided I couldn't wait any longer. With all the strength I could muster, I heaved the couch up and started dragging it towards the truck. It was heavier than I expected, and I stumbled a few times, but I managed to get it into the back of the truck.

I stood there for a moment, catching my breath.

"You did it, man," I said, kissing my biceps.

"And that, fellas, is what you call superhuman strength."

Feeling a burst of confidence, I hopped into the truck and headed to the customer's house. When I arrived, I was greeted by an overly excited woman who nearly bounced out the door.

"Oh my god, you're here!" she squealed.

"I need that couch for my new TikTok video. It's gonna be so epic!"

I forced a smile. "Happy to deliver it. Just give me a minute to get it out of the truck."

As I lifted the couch, I felt a sharp pain shoot through my shoulder. I tried to ignore it, but it got worse with each step. Suddenly, I dropped the couch and collapsed to my knees.

"Oh my god, oh my god!" the woman screamed, her hands flying to her mouth.

"Are you okay?"

I gritted my teeth, trying to stand up, but the pain was too much.

"I think I pulled something," I groaned.

"I'll call an ambulance!" she said, pulling out her phone and dialing frantically.

"Hang on, help is coming!"

I sat there on the ground, feeling the pain throbbing through my shoulder. This was not how I wanted my day to end.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I FOUND MYSELF in the emergency room, lying on a stiff bed with my arm throbbing. The bright lights and the antiseptic smell made me feel even more uneasy. A nurse came in and told me the orthopedic doctor would see me soon.

After what felt like an eternity, a tall man in a white coat walked in.

"Hi, I'm Doctor Kauffman," he said, glancing at my chart.

"Looks like you've had a rough day according to the nurse."

"Yeah, you could say that," I replied, wincing as the pain flared up again.

"Let's get you some relief," he said, preparing an injection.

"This will help with the pain."
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I nodded, watching as he administered the painkiller. Almost immediately, the pain started to dull, and I could finally take a deep breath.

"Now, we'll need to get some x-rays to see what's going on," Dr. Kauffman said.

"I'll be back once we have the results."

As I waited, nerves started to creep in. What if it was something serious? What if I couldn't work for a long time? The nurse wheeled me over to the x-ray room, and I tried to stay calm as they took the images.

Back in the room, Dr. Kauffman returned with the x-rays. "You're lucky I'm still in the hospital," he said with a small smile.

"It's just a sprain, but you'll need to rest for about two months."

"Two months?" I blurted out. "I can't just sit around for two months! I need to be on the go, doing my job."

“I’m sorry but that’s what must be done.”

While I appreciated his expertise, I didn’t back down. Two months of staying in the house and doing nothing sounded like a nightmare.

“Come on, doc, give me something strong. I have to work!”

Dr. Kauffman raised an eyebrow. "I understand, but rest is crucial for healing.”

“You doctors and your protocol crap…”

He turned around and grinned—the look that one would often see from a Disney villain.

“If you're really against resting, there's a new drug called Feminova. It's supposed to help with muscle rejuvenation, but it's still pretty new. You'd have to sign a waiver."

"I don't care, I'll sign it," I said, eager to get back to work.

"Where do I sign?"

With a smile, he handed me the waiver then I scribbled my name at the bottom without even reading it.

"Alright then," Dr. Kauffman said, handing me the medication.

"Take these as directed and make sure to follow up if you have any issues. And you'll need to pay at the cashier on your way out."

"Thanks, Doc," I said, already feeling a bit more optimistic.

"I really appreciate it. Sorry about…"

“No explanation necessary. Good night,” he said before heading to the backroom of his office.

As I made my way to the cashier, I couldn't help but feel relieved. Maybe this new drug would be my ticket back to normal.
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Later that night, I stood outside the hospital, waiting for a cab to take me home. The streetlights cast long shadows on the pavement, and I glanced at the bottle of Feminova in my hand. I opened it and pulled out the directions: "Take 3 times a day, every 6 hours."

"Alright," I muttered to myself, popping the first pill into my mouth just as the cab pulled up. I got in and gave the driver my address, then settled back and looked out the window.

The city lights blurred past, neon signs flickering in the night. I watched the people on the sidewalks, bustling about their lives. My mind drifted back to happier times with Lilliane. We used to walk these same streets, laughing and holding hands.

"How could she do this to me?" I whispered, feeling the familiar sting of betrayal.

"Five years together, and she throws everything away by forgetting to close her legs in their stupid high school reunion."

I remembered the nights we spent talking about our future, making plans, and dreaming big. It all seemed so perfect until it wasn't. The betrayal cut deep, and even now, the pain lingered.

The cabbie glanced at me in the rearview mirror. "You alright back there, buddy?"

"Yeah," I lied, forcing a smile. "Just a long day."
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He nodded and kept driving. I looked out the window again, trying to shake off the memories. The city was alive with lights and sounds, but I felt a million miles away.

I knew I had to move on, but the past kept pulling me back.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I woke up with a sharp, stabbing pain in my shoulder. "Ah, damn it," I groaned, sitting up slowly. The pain was worse than yesterday. I reached for the bottle of Feminova on my nightstand and quickly took a pill. Almost instantly, the pain began to fade away.

"Wow, that stuff really works," I muttered, feeling relief wash over me. I got out of bed and wondered if I should call Amazon and tell them about the accident.

But then, I thought, I’m already up and getting ready.
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I headed to the bathroom and turned on the shower. The hot water felt good on my skin, and as I moved around, I realized I didn't feel any pain.

Maybe I could handle a day's work after all.

Standing under the spray, I weighed my options.

“It’s probably nothing,” I huffed.

By the time I stepped out of the shower, I had made up my mind. If I felt fine now, there was no reason to sit around doing nothing. Besides, having so much idle time will just remind me of her.

I dried off and got dressed, feeling more confident with every step.

I grabbed my phone and sent a quick text to my supervisor. "Hey, I had a little accident yesterday but I'm feeling fine now. Heading in to work."

Almost immediately, my phone buzzed with a reply.

"What accident? Are you okay?!"

"I’ll tell you all about it later," I replied, feeling a sense of determination. I grabbed my keys and headed out the door, ready to take on the day. If Feminova could keep the pain at bay, I had nothing to worry about.

Soon after, I arrived at the warehouse, feeling pretty good considering the pain I woke up with. Cole was waiting by the entrance, looking worried.

“Allan! Man, you okay?” he asked as soon as he saw me.

“Hey. Yeah, I’m good now,” I replied, giving him a thumbs up.

“Had a bit of a rough time yesterday, though.”

“What happened?” he asked, eyes wide with concern.

I took a deep breath and started explaining. “So, I had to deliver this couch on my own because you were out. I pulled a muscle and ended up in the emergency room.”
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Cole’s face turned pale. “Dude, sorry about that. That sounds awful! Why didn’t you call someone for help?”

“I did but nobody was here. Didn’t have much choice,” I shrugged.

“But I’m okay now. The doctor gave me this new drug, Feminova. It’s amazing. Took my second this morning, and I feel like a new man.”

Before Cole could say anything, our supervisor, Mr. Harris, walked in.

“Morning, gentlemen. Allan, I read that you had an accident yesterday. You should be home resting.”

Cole jumped in, “Yeah, Mr. Harris, Allan was in the emergency room. He pulled a muscle delivering a couch alone.”

Mr. Harris turned to me, frowning.

“Allan, you need to take care of yourself. I don’t want you getting worse. Go home and rest.”

“No, seriously, I’m fine,” I insisted.

“This Feminova stuff is incredible. Look, I’ll prove it.” Before either of them could stop me, I did a cartwheel right there in the warehouse.

Cole and Mr. Harris burst out laughing. “Okay, you’re crazy,” Cole said, shaking his head.

Mr. Harris chuckled.

“Alright, alright. But take it easy today, Allan. No heroics, understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said with a grin. “Promise.”

As we got to work, I couldn’t help but feel proud. Maybe I was a little crazy, but I was also determined to show that nothing could keep me down for long.

Soon after, I sat in the passenger seat, feeling a bit out of place. Cole insisted on driving today. "We don’t need you getting into another accident if your muscle gets sore," he said with a grin as he buckled his seatbelt.

"Fine, fine," I replied, rolling my eyes.

"Just don’t get too comfortable. I’ll be back behind the wheel tomorrow."

He laughed and started the truck. As we pulled out of the warehouse, I glanced at the packages in the back. One of them had a card attached to it. Curiosity got the best of me, and I reached for it.

"What’s this?" I muttered to myself, picking up the card. It was decorated with little hearts and flowers. I hesitated for a moment, then opened it.

The message inside was simple but sweet: "To my dearest, I can’t wait to see the look on your face when you open this. You mean the world to me. Love, J."

I felt a lump in my throat and blinked rapidly. For some reason, those words hit me hard. Maybe it was because I hadn't felt that kind of love and appreciation in a long time.

He glanced over and noticed my expression.

"Hey, man, you okay? What’s wrong?"

I quickly wiped at my eyes and shook my head.

"Nothing, just a really nice message. Made me a bit emotional, I guess."

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t press further.

"Alright, but if you start bawling, I’m pulling over."

I chuckled, grateful for his attempt to lighten the mood.

"Thanks. I’ll try to keep it together."

We drove in silence for a while, the sweet message still lingering in my mind. It reminded me of how things used to be with Lilliane, before everything went south. But it also gave me a glimmer of hope that maybe, someday, I could have that kind of love again.
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Later that day, Cole and I were at the diner for lunch, sitting in our usual booth. He looked down at his burger, pushing it around on his plate more than actually eating it.

“Hey, Cole, what’s up?” I asked, taking a bite of my sandwich.

He sighed. “It’s Max. The vet said he might need surgery. It’s expensive, and I don’t know how I’m going to afford it.”

“I thought that he’s okay.”

“Well… the symptoms started showing after he got discharged.”

I felt a rush of sympathy for him. Without thinking, I reached over and pulled him into a hug.

“Man, I’m so sorry to hear that. Max is gonna be okay, though. We’ll figure something out.”

Cole looked a bit uneasy, like he wasn’t used to me being so touchy-feely. He awkwardly patted my back.

“Uh, thanks, Allan. Appreciate it.”

I let go and sat back, feeling a wave of emotion wash over me.

“You’re a good friend. We’ll get through this together.”

He nodded, though he still looked a bit uncomfortable. “Yeah, thanks.”

I felt a familiar twinge in my shoulder and reached for the Feminova bottle in my pocket. “I need to take another one of these,” I said, popping a pill into my mouth.

“Shoulder’s acting up again.”

Cole watched me, concern in his eyes.

“You sure you’re okay, Allan? You’re acting a bit weird.”

I shrugged, trying to play it off.

“Just trying to stay positive, you know? By the way, this stuff really helps with the pain.”

“Hmm, didn’t you mention that it’s new,” he said slowly. All I could do was nod.

“Just don’t overdo it, okay?”

“I won’t,” I promised, finishing my sandwich. “And seriously, if you need anything for Max, just let me know. We’ll figure it out.”

“Thanks, Allan,” he said, giving me a small smile.

“Means a lot.”


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I was in the shower, letting the hot water wash away the stress of the day. I started to soap up, but when I touched my chest, I winced. My nipples were sore, and the sensation was strange—somewhere between pain and pleasure. Alarmed, I kept touching them, trying to figure out what was going on.
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"What the hell?" I muttered to myself. My nipples felt more sensitive than ever before. It was weird and unsettling. I rinsed off quickly and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel.

I stood in front of the mirror, looking closely at my chest. To my shock, I noticed small bumps forming under my nipples. "Are those... breasts?" I whispered, my heart racing. I rubbed my eyes, hoping I was imagining things, but the budding shape was still there.

I looked at my face next, running a hand over my jaw. My facial hair seemed like it hadn't been growing as fast. Usually, by the end of the day, I had a pretty decent stubble, but now it was barely noticeable.

"This can’t be real," I said aloud, leaning closer to the mirror.

"What’s happening to me?"

My mind raced back to the Feminova. Could that be causing these changes? I wrapped the towel around my waist and sat on the edge of the sink, trying to process everything. The drug was supposed to help with rejuvenation, but no one mentioned anything about growing breasts.

I took a deep breath, feeling the panic rise.

"Okay, calm down, Allan. Just... figure this out."

I picked up my phone and dialed Dr. Kauffman’s office. The line rang and rang, but no one answered. "Come on, pick up," I muttered, tapping my foot impatiently. After a few more rings, I gave up and hung up.

"Great. Just great."

I took a deep breath and started dressing for work. The soreness in my chest and the strange feeling from earlier were still fresh in my mind, but I tried to push them aside. I had a job to do, and worrying wouldn't help.

When I arrived at the warehouse, Cole was waiting for me. As soon as he saw me, he broke into a big smile and rushed over, pulling me into a hug.
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"Allan, thank you so much for the money. Max had his surgery, and he's recovering well. I don't know what I would've done without you."

I felt a wave of warmth and emotion. "I'm just glad Max is okay," I said, hugging him back. For some reason, the hug felt really nice, more comforting than usual. I found myself holding on a little longer than I normally would.

Cole pulled back slightly, looking at me with gratitude.

"Seriously, you're a lifesaver. Max is doing great because of you."

I smiled, feeling touched by his words. "Anything for you and Max, buddy. You know that."

As we got to work, I couldn't help but think about how much I enjoyed that hug. It was a small thing, but it made me feel connected and appreciated. Maybe it was just the stress of everything getting to me, but I couldn't shake the feeling that something was changing inside me.

Moments later, Cole and I arrived at one of the houses for a delivery later that day. The sun was high, and we both felt the heat as we unloaded the truck. We were picking up a heavy dining table when he accidentally bumped into my chest.

“Ah!” I yelped, dropping my end of the table and clutching my chest.

His eyes widened in concern. “Allan, are you okay? What happened?”

I took a deep breath, trying to manage the pain.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just…sore. It’s weird.”

He looked puzzled. “Sore? From what? Are you sure you’re okay?”

“Yeah, it’s just...a bit sensitive, that’s all,” I said, avoiding his eyes. It was a novel feeling, and I wasn’t sure how to explain it to him without sounding strange.

“Alright, if you say so,” he said, still looking worried.

“But if you need to take a break, just let me know.”

“I’ll be fine,” I insisted, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

“Let’s just get this table inside.”

We picked up the table again, more carefully this time. The soreness in my chest was a constant reminder of how different things had become. As we carried the table inside, I couldn’t stop thinking about what was happening to my body.

Once we had the table set up, he glanced at me.

“Seriously, Allan, if you’re not feeling right, maybe you should see a doctor again.”

“I’ve been trying to reach Dr. Kauffman,” I admitted.

“No luck yet, but I’ll keep trying.”

He nodded. “Good. Just take care of yourself, alright? We need you in one piece.”

I chuckled, appreciating his concern. “I’ll be fine. Thanks, Cole.”

As we headed back to the truck, I couldn’t shake the feeling that my body was trying to tell me something. The changes were unsettling, but I had to keep going.
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After work, I headed home, feeling the familiar ache in my muscles. I was ready for a shower, but when I stripped off my clothes, I noticed something strange. My body odor wasn’t as strong as it usually was after a long day. I sniffed my underarm, expecting the usual stink, but it was faint.

"Huh, that’s weird," I muttered to myself. Normally, I’d smell like a locker room after work, but not today.

For some reason, I felt the urge to take a bath. Baths were something I used to hate. They seemed like such a waste of time when a quick shower could do the job. But today, I felt like pampering myself.

I rummaged through my bathroom cabinet and found a bath bomb. It was a wedding favor from a wedding I attended three months ago. I’d never used it, but now it seemed like the perfect time.

I filled the tub with hot water and dropped in the bath bomb. It fizzed and bubbled, releasing a pleasant, relaxing scent. As I lowered myself into the tub, I felt a wave of relaxation wash over me.

"Wow, this is actually nice," I said aloud, sinking deeper into the water. The bath bomb made the water feel silky, and the scent was soothing. I closed my eyes and let myself enjoy the moment.

I couldn’t remember the last time I felt so relaxed. Maybe it was the craziness of the past week catching up with me, or maybe the Feminova was affecting more than just my pain. Either way, I wasn’t complaining.

As I soaked, I thought about the changes I’d been noticing. The soreness in my chest, the sensitivity, the lack of body odor. It was all so strange, but right now, I didn’t care. I felt good, and that was enough for the moment.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, I was at my wit's end. I had been calling Dr. Kauffman's office every day, but no one was answering. Emails and texts went unanswered too. Frustration bubbled over as I left another message.

"Dr. Kauffman, this is Allan Macy. Again. I need to speak with you about Feminova. It's been a month and no one is returning my calls. I’m experiencing... changes, and I need answers. Call me back!"
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I hung up, feeling the anger boil over. I looked in the mirror and saw stubble starting to show on my face. It only added to my irritation.

"Great, just what I needed," I muttered, grabbing my razor.

I lathered up my face and started shaving, each stroke of the razor making me feel a little more in control. When I finished my face, I decided to shave my chest, arms, and legs too. I had never done this before, but the idea of being smooth felt oddly appealing.

As I shaved, I felt a strange sense of calm wash over me. The annoyance and anger I had been feeling started to fade. When I was done, I rinsed off and looked at myself in the mirror. My skin was smooth and soft, and I felt surprisingly relaxed.

"That’s better," I said to myself, running a hand over my smooth chest.

"At least something feels right."

Later that day, I found myself sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels on the TV. It was my day off, but the boredom was starting to get to me. Nothing good was on, and I felt restless.

"This is pointless," I muttered, tossing the remote aside.

"I need to get out of here," I thought.

I decided to head to the mall. Maybe a little shopping would help clear my mind. Plus, my place could use some sprucing up. I had this sudden urge to brighten things up, make it more cheerful.

As I walked through the mall, I found myself drawn to the home decor stores. Bright colors caught my eye, and I started imagining how they’d look in my apartment. I stopped in front of a display of colorful throw pillows and blankets.

"These would really liven up the living room," I thought aloud, picking up a vibrant turquoise pillow.

A sales associate approached me with a smile.

"Can I help you find anything today?"

"Yeah, actually," I replied.
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"I’m looking to add some color to my place. It’s been feeling a bit dull lately."

"Great! We have a lot of bright and fun items that might be perfect for you," she said, leading me through the store.

I picked out a few more pillows, a bright yellow throw blanket, and some cheerful wall art. The more I shopped, the more excited I felt about transforming my space.

As I was checking out, the cashier commented, "You’ve got a great eye for color. These will really brighten up your home."

"Thanks," I said with a smile. "I’m looking forward to seeing how it all comes together.

I thought I was done but I found myself searching for even more ways to brighten up my apartment. I wandered into another home decor store and my eyes landed on a display of pink carpets and curtains.

“Those look nice,” I thought aloud, walking over to get a closer look. The soft pink color made me feel oddly gleeful.

I ended up picking out a plush pink carpet and matching curtains. As I kept browsing, I found myself gravitating towards more pink items. Before I knew it, I had a cart filled with pink plates, wallpaper, and even some decorative vases.

"This is going to look amazing," I said, grinning as I added a pink lamp to the pile. The cashier gave me a curious look but smiled as she rang up my purchases.

"You must really like pink," she commented.

I laughed. "Yeah, I guess I do. It’s just such a happy color, you know?"

"Definitely," she agreed. "Ugh, I’m jealous. My boyfriend hates pink and I can’t design our apartment the way I want to. Your place is going to look amazing!"

I left the store with my cart full of pink products, feeling more excited than I had in a long time.

As I pushed my cart towards the elevator, I accidentally bumped into the door. Pain shot through my chest, and I winced, realizing my breasts had grown even more. I remembered reading somewhere that women wore bras to protect them.

"Great," I muttered to myself, rubbing my sore chest.

"Guess I need to buy a bra now."

Feeling a mix of embarrassment and determination, I turned the cart around and headed back into the mall. I scanned the directory and found a lingerie store on the second floor. My heart pounded as I made my way there.

When I reached the store, I hesitated outside, taking a deep breath.

"You can do this, Allan," I told myself.

"Just go in, get what you need, and get out."

I walked in, trying to look confident. The store was filled with lacy and colorful items that made me even more self-conscious. A saleswoman approached me with a friendly smile.

"Can I help you find something?" she asked.

"Uh, yeah," I stammered, feeling my face flush.

"I need a bra. For... uh, support."

She didn’t seem fazed. "Of course. Do you know her size?"

"Not really," I admitted, feeling even more embarrassed.

“Actually, it’s for me…”

Shock painted her face right before she examined my chest.

“Oh… that I see what you mean now.”

"No problem," she said, guiding me to a fitting room.

"Let’s get you measured, and we’ll find something comfortable for you."

The saleswoman guided me to a fitting room and pulled out a tape measure. "Let’s get you measured," she said with a professional smile. As she measured my chest, her eyes widened slightly.

"I hope you don't mind me asking," she said, glancing at my small but noticeable breasts with wide areolas and budding nipples.

"Are you intersex? I watched something about that recently."

I felt my cheeks burn. "Uh, no," I replied, shaking my head shyly.

"It’s from a drug I’ve been taking. Ever since I started, they’ve been growing."

"Wow," she said, looking genuinely impressed. "They look very natural."

Surprisingly, I didn’t feel offended. In fact, I kind of liked the compliment. It felt... nice.

She began pulling different bras from the rack.

"Let’s try a few sizes and see what fits best. How about we start with a 36B?"

"Sure," I said, still feeling a bit awkward but also curious.

I tried on the 36B, but it felt too loose. The cups were too big, and it didn’t offer the support I needed.

"This one feels too big," I said.

"Alright, let’s try a 34B then," she suggested, handing me another bra.

I put on the 34B, but it still didn’t feel quite right. The band was too tight, and the cups still didn’t fit properly.

"This one’s too tight," I said, frowning.

She nodded, thinking for a moment.

"How about a 36A? That might be just right."

I slipped into the 36A, and immediately, it felt better. The band was snug but comfortable, and the cups fit well, providing the support I needed.
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"This one feels a lot better," I said, moving my shoulders to test the fit.

"That’s great to hear," she said, adjusting the straps for me.

"It’s important to find the right fit for comfort and support. If you wear a bra regularly, it can help protect your breasts from strain and soreness."

I nodded, feeling a sense of relief. She handed me a few more 36A bras to try on, explaining the different styles and their benefits. We finally settled on a simple, comfortable 36A.

"These should do nicely," she said, packing them up.

"Remember to wash them gently and replace them when they start to wear out. And if you ever need more help, don’t hesitate to come back."

"Thanks," I said, feeling genuinely grateful. "You’ve been really helpful."

She smiled warmly.

"Anytime. I’m glad you found something that works for you."

I left the store with my new bras, feeling oddly happy and relaxed. It was nice to be taken care of, even in this small way. As I continued my shopping, I couldn’t help but feel a little more confident. Maybe these changes weren’t so bad after all.

Later that night, before going to bed, I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, wearing the new bra I’d bought earlier. I ran my fingers over the fabric, feeling its smoothness against my skin. It fit perfectly, giving me the support I needed while also feeling incredibly comfortable.

"This feels... really nice," I said to myself, turning slightly to get a better look. The bra not only fit well but also made me feel good. The sight of my reflection in the mirror, wearing something so different from what I was used to, was mesmerizing.

I traced my fingers along the straps, feeling the softness.

"Why does this feel so right?" I wondered aloud. The fabric hugged my skin in a way that was both comforting and exciting. It was like a part of me I hadn’t known was missing had suddenly clicked into place.

As I looked at myself, a sense of calm washed over me. I had been through so many changes recently, but this one felt different. It felt... right. I smiled at my reflection, feeling a connection to this new part of myself.

"I guess this is the new me," I said, chuckling softly.

I took one last look in the mirror, appreciating how far I’d come. Then, feeling more at ease than I had in a long time, I turned off the light and climbed into bed, ready to embrace whatever came next.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS LATER, I was really struggling to fit my growing breasts into my 36A bras. They had gotten bigger, and the bras were no longer comfortable. Today, Cole and I were working together, and I felt unbearably hot inside the truck.
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"Man, what's wrong with you?" he asked, glancing over at me as I squirmed in my seat.

I sighed, feeling like I had no choice.

"I can't take it anymore." I took off my shirt, then struggled out of my bra, finally revealing my larger breasts.

His eyes widened, and he quickly pulled over to the side of the road, turning on the hazard lights. "Whoa, wait, what? Allan, what’s going on!?"

"Yeah, I think it’s the Feminova," I admitted, feeling a mixture of relief and embarrassment.

"It’s been making my breasts grow and doing other things to my body...."

He looked stunned. "You have to sue that doctor!"

"I can't," I said, shaking my head. "I signed a waiver. There's nothing I can do."

He was panicking, running a hand on his head.

"What are you going to do then?"

I took a deep breath, trying to stay calm. "Honestly, I just need a new bra... and maybe a pair of panties. My briefs don’t look right anymore."

I braced myself, expecting Cole to burst into laughter. But instead, he surprised me.

"You know what," he said, calming down a bit.

"Let's go to the mall and find you some new stuff."

I blinked, taken aback. "Really? You don’t mind?"

He smiled, putting a hand on my shoulder. "Hey, you're my friend. If this is what you need, let's do it."

I felt a wave of gratitude and relief wash over me.

"Thanks, Cole. That means a lot."

We drove to the mall, and as we walked in together, I felt a sense of ease. Cole didn’t judge me, and that made all the difference.

When we arrived at the lingerie store where I had bought my bras before, the same store lady recognized me immediately.

“Hey, you’re back!” she greeted with a smile.

“How can I help you today?”

I glanced at Cole, who gave me an encouraging nod.

“Just wait here,” I told him, then turned back to the lady.

“I need to get some new bras. Mine aren’t fitting anymore.”

“Of course,” she said warmly. “Let’s find you something more comfortable.”

I felt like a kid in a candy store as I started picking out different colors and styles of bras. Bright reds, soft blues, playful patterns—I wanted to try them all. The lady noticed my enthusiasm and guided me back to the fitting room.

“Let’s get you measured again,” she said, pulling out her tape measure.

“Looks like you might be a different size now.”

I stood still as she measured me, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness.

“So, what’s the verdict?” I asked.

She smiled. “You’re a 36B now. Let’s find some bras in that size for you to try on.”

I tried on several bras, marveling at how well they fit and how comfortable they felt. Each one seemed better than the last, and the lady patiently helped me adjust the straps and find the perfect fit.

“These are amazing,” I said, admiring myself in the mirror.

“They feel so much better.”

“I’m glad you like them,” she said, handing me a few more to try.

“It’s important to feel comfortable and supported.”

I turned to the lady and asked, “Do you have matching panties for these bras?”

“Absolutely,” she said with a smile. “Let me get some for you.”

She brought over a few pairs that matched the bras I had picked out. I took them into the fitting room, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. As I slipped on the first pair, I looked at my reflection in the mirror and was surprised by what I saw. My body had started to take on an hourglass shape, and the smoothness of my skin was striking.

"Wow," I muttered to myself. "Is that really me?"

But then I noticed the bulge, and the panties didn’t look quite right. I felt a wave of anxiety wash over me. It was my first time trying to tuck, and I wasn’t sure how to do it. After a few awkward attempts, I finally managed to make everything flat.
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“Okay, that’s better,” I said, exhaling in relief.

I started making poses in front of the mirror, turning this way and that. The matching sets looked great, and I felt a rush of happiness seeing how girly and smooth my body looked.

But then my eyes traveled up to my short hair. It didn’t match the rest of my look, and I felt a pang of dissatisfaction.

“I need to do something about this hair,” I whispered.

Still standing in lingerie, I realized I’d left my clothes a bit far from the fitting room. Not wanting to walk out in public in just my bra and panties, I texted Cole.

“Hey, can you bring me my clothes? I left them a bit far from the fitting room, and I don’t want to walk out like this.”

A moment later, there was a knock on the door. I opened it, and Cole was standing there with my clothes. His eyes widened, and he quickly covered them with his hand.

"Oh wow, sorry!" he said, sounding flustered.

"Don't be dramatic," I laughed. "You can take a look."

He uncovered his eyes and took a cautious peek, then looked more closely, marveling at how feminine my body looked.

"You look... really different, Allan," he said, swallowing hard.

"Yeah, I know," I said, smiling.

"The purple set looks good, but I think red is better. What do you think?"

He seemed to be struggling to find his words. "Y-yeah," he stammered.

"Red is... a good color."

"Thanks," I said, feeling a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

"I'm just trying to find what works best."

He nodded, handing me my clothes. "Just... do what makes you happy."

I felt a warm rush of gratitude. "Thanks. I really appreciate your support."
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He smiled, a little awkwardly, but genuinely. "Anytime, buddy."

I closed the door and started changing back into my clothes, feeling a sense of calm and acceptance. Cole’s reaction had been better than I expected, and it made me feel even more confident about the changes I was going through.

I was starting to embrace this new part of myself, and it felt good.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, I sat in my living room, staring at the Amazon package that had just arrived. The night was still young—my mind a playground of unusual thoughts. The package contained the clothes and wig I had ordered, but I couldn't bring myself to open it.
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I was scared. What if by going through with this, I was forgetting who I really was?

I ran a hand through my short hair, feeling the weight of the past few months pressing down on me. Dr. Kauffman hadn't returned any of my calls, texts, or emails. I felt abandoned, left to navigate these confusing changes on my own.

"What's the point of buying if I'm not going to try?" I muttered to myself, trying to muster the courage to open the package.

My hands trembled as I tore open the box. Inside, neatly folded, were the clothes I had ordered: a dress, some tops, and skirts. The wig lay on top, blonde and wavy, just like I had imagined it. I picked up the dress, feeling the soft fabric between my fingers.

"Okay, Allan," I said, taking a deep breath. "You can do this."

I slipped out of my usual clothes and into the dress. It felt strange but good, the fabric smooth against my skin. I looked at myself in the mirror, turning this way and that, trying to see if it really suited me.

"Not bad," I said, a small smile tugging at my lips. "Not bad at all."

Next, I tried on one of the tops and a skirt. They fit well, hugging my new curves in a way that felt both alien and right. I couldn't help but admire the way they looked on me.

"You're really doing this," I told my reflection, feeling a mix of excitement and fear.

"You're really going for it."

The feeling of the fabric on my skin was more comforting than I had anticipated. The skirt swished gently as I moved, and the top clung to my torso, highlighting the changes in my body. It was an odd sensation, being able to see and feel the differences so clearly. I ran my hands down my sides, feeling the curves that hadn’t been there before.

The clothes felt right, as if they belonged on me. I did a little twirl in front of the mirror, watching the skirt flare out. It was a playful gesture, one I hadn’t done in my life.

I laughed softly at my reflection, feeling a flicker of joy.

Finally, I picked up the wig. It felt like the final step, the thing that would complete the look. My hands shook as I adjusted it on my head, making sure it sat just right. When I looked in the mirror again, I hardly recognized myself. The blonde waves framed my face, softening my features and making me look... different.

More feminine.

"Wow," I whispered, touching the wig gently. "Is this really me?"

The wig felt odd at first, the unfamiliar weight of it, the way it tickled my neck. But as I adjusted it, making sure it was secure, I began to see the transformation more clearly. I leaned in closer to the mirror, examining my face. The wig changed everything. My face, which had always seemed too harsh, now looked softer, the curls adding a touch of femininity that had been missing.

I experimented with different styles, trying to find the one that felt most natural. The waves bounced as I moved, and I found myself playing with them, twirling them around my fingers. It was strange, but I liked it.

The room felt quiet, almost expectant, as I stood there, taking in my new appearance. I felt a sense of calm wash over me.

Maybe I wasn't forgetting who I was.

Maybe I was discovering a new part of myself.
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For the first time in months, I felt a sense of peace. I didn't know what the future held, but I knew that I could face it. And for now, that was enough.

I sat down on the edge of my bed, still in the dress and wig, and picked up my phone. I scrolled through pictures of myself from before the changes started, comparing them to the reflection in the mirror.

The difference was startling. It was like looking at two different people.

As I sat there, I felt a mixture of emotions. There was fear, of course, fear of the unknown, fear of what people would think. But there was also a growing sense of acceptance. This was me, the new me, and I had to embrace it.

The night stretched on as I continued to experiment with the clothes. I tried on another dress, this one a vibrant red. The color seemed to bring out something in me, a confidence I hadn’t felt in a long time. I looked at myself in the mirror, posing and admiring the way the dress hugged my body.

"This feels good," I said aloud, smiling at my reflection.

"Really good."

I moved on to the tops, trying each one with the skirts I had ordered. Each outfit felt like a small victory, a step towards accepting this new part of myself. The fabrics were soft and comfortable, and the colors were bright and cheerful. It was a far cry from the dark, drab clothes I had been wearing for so long.

As I tried on the last outfit, a light pink top with a matching skirt, I felt a sense of completion. This was it, the new me. I looked at myself in the mirror one last time, taking in the whole picture. The wig, the clothes, the way my body had changed. It was all there, and it was all me.

I felt a sudden urge to share this moment with someone, to get their opinion. I grabbed my phone and texted Cole.

"Hey, are you free? I need to show you something."

A few minutes later, my phone buzzed with a reply.

"Sure, what's up?"

I felt a surge of nerves as I waited for him to call.

What would he think?

Would he understand?

I paced the room, trying to calm myself down. When the phone rang, I took a deep breath and answered.

Cole waved, a curious expression on his face. "Hey, what's going on?"

I rested my phone against a lamp and then stepped back a little.

"I want to show you something. Just... promise you won't freak out, okay?"

He looked even more curious now. "Okay, I promise."

I stepped back some more and showed him the whole me, feeling my heart pound in my chest.

"What do you think," I said.

Cole's eyes widened as he took in my appearance.

"Wow, Allan... you look... like a girl."

I felt a rush of relief. "Really? You think so?"

"Yeah," he said, stepping closer. "Very pretty. You look so happy, I've never seen you like this before."

I smiled, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes.
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"I do feel happy. For the first time in a long time after my ex cheated on me."

He smiled back, his expression softening. "Ah, glad to hear that."

We spent the next few hours talking, Cole asking questions and me explaining everything that had been happening. It felt good to share this part of myself with someone, to have their support and understanding.

As the night drew to a close, he smiled and said, "Thanks for sharing this with me."

"Thanks for being here," I replied.

I didn't know what the future held, but I knew that I could face it. For now, that was enough.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS LATER, I had just finished taking my dose of Feminova and looked at myself in the mirror. My hair had grown out, long enough that I didn’t need the wig anymore. I had learned how to do my makeup, and it felt natural now, part of my daily routine. My reflection looked back at me with a mix of familiarity and newness.

Today, Cole was coming over to help me install a new rose quartz countertop in my kitchen. We had been spending a lot of time together, and the tension between us was palpable. I was conflicted. He seemed into me, but I couldn’t acknowledge that I was developing feelings for a man.

When he arrived, he greeted me with his usual warm smile.
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"Hey. Ready to get started?"

"Yeah, let’s do this," I replied, trying to ignore the flutter in my stomach.

We started working on the countertop, measuring and cutting the pieces to fit. The work was methodical and kept my mind busy, but every now and then, our hands would brush, and I’d feel that electric spark.

“This countertop is going to look really sleek,” he said, admiring the piece we were about to install.

"Yeah, it’s exactly what this place needed," I agreed, trying to focus on the task at hand.

"Thanks for helping me with this. I couldn’t have done it without you."

"You know I’m always here for you. Anything you need," he said, his voice softening.

I felt my heart skip a beat, and I quickly turned my attention back to the countertop.

"So, we need to secure this part next," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

As we worked in comfortable silence, I couldn’t help but steal glances at him. His focus, the way he moved, it all made my feelings more confusing. I wasn’t sure how to handle these emotions, and it was starting to weigh on me.

Moments later, when we finally finished securing the countertop, I wiped my hands on a towel and looked at our handiwork.

“It looks great,” I said, feeling a sense of accomplishment.

“It really does,” he agreed, turning to face me. His eyes met mine, and the intensity of his gaze made my heart race.

"Want something to drink?" I offered, trying to break the tension.

"Sure, that’d be great," he replied, following me into the living room.

I poured us both a glass of iced tea and handed one to him. We sat down on the couch, the silence between us filled with unspoken words. I took a sip of my drink, trying to calm my nerves.

"Thanks for helping with the countertop," I said, breaking the silence.

"I’ve been wanting to do this for a while."

"No problem, happy to help," he replied, his eyes lingering on me for a moment longer than usual.

The air between us felt charged, and I could sense that he was feeling it too. I looked away, trying to distract myself.

"So, what have you been up to lately?"

"Not much, just the usual, besides, we’re together almost every day," he said, leaning back on the couch.

"Just work, gym, hanging out on the weekends with you..."

I laughed softly. "Yeah, we’ve been spending a lot of time together, haven’t we?"
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"Yeah, we have," he agreed, his tone thoughtful. "I’ve enjoyed it."

I felt a blush creeping up my cheeks. "Me too."

We sat in silence for a few moments, the tension growing with each passing second.

Just then, he suddenly turned to me with a serious expression.

“Hey, Allan, can I ask you something?”

“Sure, what’s up?” I replied, setting my glass down.

“Have you moved on from Lilliane already? I mean, you haven’t really talked about her in a while,” he asked, looking genuinely concerned.

I paused, thinking about it. “You know, I haven’t thought about her in months. I’ve been so focused on figuring out why I enjoy girly stuff and dressing up.”

He nodded slowly. “I get that. But maybe you should see a specialist or something. I watched this documentary about a trans girl’s life, and it made me think... maybe you’re going through something similar.”

Shaking my head, I smiled. “I don’t think I’m trans. I mean, I still like girls,” I said, feeling a bit defensive.

He chuckled softly. “It doesn’t work that way. Being trans isn’t about who you like; it’s about who you are.”

“Yeah, I don’t know,” I sighed.

“I have to talk to Dr. Kauffman first. Maybe he can explain what’s going on.”

Just then, I turned on the TV to break the ice. Suddenly, there was breaking news. The anchor’s voice filled the room, “In a surprising turn of events, Feminova has been approved as the best HRT drug for trans women. Originally developed as a painkiller, the drug has shown potent effects on male users, leading to significant physical changes. Experts warn that individuals who are not trans women should avoid taking it due to its powerful effects.”

Cole and I stared at the screen, stunned.

“That explains a lot,” I muttered, feeling a mix of relief and fear.

“So, Feminova wasn’t just for pain.”

“No, it wasn’t,” Cole said, his eyes wide.

“You need to stop taking it and see a doctor as soon as possible!”

“I will,” I said, feeling a knot of anxiety in my stomach. “But it’s strange… I don’t hate the changes. I just don’t know what it means for me.”

He put a hand on my shoulder, his touch reassuring.

“Whatever it means, we’ll figure it out together. You don’t have to do this alone.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a bit better knowing he was there for me.

“I really appreciate your support.”

“Anytime. Just promise me you’ll take care of yourself and talk to a specialist,” he said, his voice firm but caring.

“I promise,” I replied, taking a deep breath.

“I’ll make an appointment first thing tomorrow.”

As we sat there in silence, the gravity of the situation sank in. My life was changing in ways I hadn’t anticipated, and I needed to face it head-on.
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The next morning, Cole and I were sitting in the waiting room of Dr. Jennelyn Santos’s office, a gynecologist and gender specialist. I was nervous, my leg bouncing up and down as I tried to calm my racing thoughts.

Cole sat beside me, his presence comforting.

“You’re going to be fine, Allan,” he said, giving me a reassuring smile.

“Dr. Santos will help you figure this out.”

“Thanks, Cole,” I replied.

Just then, the door to the waiting room opened, and my heart nearly stopped. Walking in were Lilliane and Jack, the guy who got her pregnant at that high school reunion.

“Lilliane…” I said softly. She clutched her baby carrier, and they both looked surprised to see me.

Her eyes widened in confusion. “I’m sorry, who are you?”

I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of emotions. “It’s Allan.”

Jack burst into laughter, drawing the attention of everyone in the waiting room.

“Your ex is a sissy?” he said, his voice loud and mocking.

Lilliane shot him a glare.

“Shut up, Jack. Sorry about that,” she said, but I could see she was trying to suppress a smile herself.

I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me. Trying to change the topic, I asked, “How old is the baby?”

“He’s a year and two months,” she replied. “We’re here to see the doctor about my milk production.”

I reached out, wanting to touch the baby, but Jack stepped in front of me, blocking my way. “Don’t touch my son. He might turn into a freak like you.”

I recoiled, feeling a mix of hurt and anger. Before I could respond, Cole stood up, his face stern.

“What’s your problem, man?”

Jack sneered. “I just don’t want a freak touching my baby.”

Cole’s jaw tightened. “Why don’t we talk about it outside, man to man?”

“Stop, Cole,” I said, feeling the situation escalating. Lilliane also tried to intervene.

“Let’s not make a scene.”

Jack glared at Cole. “Why do you care so much? Who the fuck are you anyway, huh?”

There was a long pause before Cole looked at me, then back at Jack.

“I’m her boyfriend,” he said firmly.

Lilliane’s eyes widened, and she slapped Jack’s arm.

“Let’s just wait outside, Jack. Allan, I’m sorry about that.”

I stood there, stunned by what Cole had said. Before I could process my emotions, Dr. Santos called my name.

“Allan Macy?”

I took a deep breath and looked at Cole. He gave me a reassuring nod.

“I’ll be right here,” he said.

I walked into the doctor’s office, feeling a mix of anxiety and anticipation. Dr. Santos was a warm and hospitable woman, with a welcoming smile and kind eyes. She had dark hair pulled back into a neat bun and wore a crisp white coat over a colorful blouse.

The room was cozy, with soft lighting and comfortable chairs. A small water cooler stood in the corner, and I could hear the gentle hum of the air conditioner.

“Hello, Allan,” Dr. Santos greeted me, her voice soothing.

“Please, have a seat. How are you feeling today?”

I sat down, trying to calm my racing thoughts. “I’m nervous, to be honest. But also hopeful. I just want to understand what’s going on with me.”

“That’s completely understandable,” she said, pouring me a glass of water from the cooler. “Let’s take our time and go through everything together. Why don’t you start by telling me about when you first started feeling confused?”

I took a deep breath, feeling the cool water in my hand grounding me. “It all started when I began taking Feminova. It was prescribed as a painkiller, but I noticed changes pretty quickly. My hair body hair started growing slower, my body started to change… I even started liking girly clothes.”

She nodded, listening intently. “And how did those changes make you feel?”

“At first, I was scared,” I admitted. “I didn’t understand what was happening. But as time went on, I started to feel… more comfortable. More like myself, if that makes sense.”

“It makes perfect sense,” she said gently. “It sounds like these changes have helped you connect with a part of yourself that you hadn’t fully acknowledged before.”

“Yeah,” I said, feeling a bit more at ease. “But it’s also been really confusing. I’ve always liked girls, and I never thought about being… anything else.”

“Sexual orientation and gender identity are separate aspects of who we are,” she explained. “It’s possible to be attracted to women and still be transgender. Let’s talk more about your childhood. Did you ever feel different growing up?”

I thought back to my early years, memories flooding my mind. “I guess I did, in some ways. I remember liking things that were considered girly, but I always pushed those feelings away. I wanted to fit in, to be like everyone else.”

“Can you give me an example?” she asked, her tone encouraging.

“Well, I remember when I was around six or seven,” I began, feeling a pang of nostalgia. “I used to love playing dress-up with my sister. She had all these princess dresses and makeup kits, and we’d spend hours pretending to be different characters. But when my parents found out, they told me it wasn’t appropriate for a boy to play with those things. So, I stopped.”

She nodded, her expression understanding.

“It sounds like you were discouraged from expressing that side of yourself.”

“Yeah, I think so,” I said, feeling a lump in my throat. “There were other times too. Like in middle school, I was fascinated by my mom’s jewelry. I’d try on her necklaces and bracelets when no one was around. But I always felt guilty about it, like I was doing something wrong.”

“Those feelings of guilt and shame can be very powerful,” she said gently. “They can make it difficult to understand and accept our true selves.”

I nodded, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes. “I guess I buried those feelings deep down. I wanted to be what everyone expected me to be.”

“And how did that affect you as you grew older?” she asked.
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“I became really focused on fitting in,” I said, taking a shaky breath. “I tried to be the perfect son, the ideal student, the reliable friend. But it always felt like something was missing. I thought if I just worked hard enough, if I just followed the rules, I’d feel complete.”

She handed me a tissue, her expression compassionate.

“It’s common to feel that way when we’re not living authentically. Have there been any recent events that brought these feelings to the surface?”

I took the tissue and wiped my eyes, thinking about the past few months.

“Well, there was the breakup with Lilliane. That was a big turning point. She got pregnant by someone else, and it felt like my world was falling apart. I was so hurt and lost. Then a work accident happened… and that’s when I started taking Feminova.”

“It sounds like a very difficult time,” Dr. Santos said, her voice gentle.

“But it also seems like it opened up a new path for you. How have you felt about the changes since then?”

“It’s been a rollercoaster,” I admitted.

“But for the most part, I feel more like myself than I ever have. Dressing in clothes that feel right, seeing the changes in my body… it’s like I’m finally becoming who I was meant to be. But it’s also scary. I’m not sure where it’s all leading.”

“Exploring your identity can be both exhilarating and frightening,” she said. “It’s a journey that takes time and patience. You’re discovering parts of yourself that you’ve kept hidden, and that’s a brave thing to do.”

“I guess I just don’t know what to do next,” I said, feeling overwhelmed.

“I’m scared of what it means for my future, for my relationships.”

“It’s normal to feel uncertain,” she reassured me.

“But you don’t have to have all the answers right now. Let’s focus on understanding your feelings and finding ways to support you. Have you talked to anyone else about this?”

I thought about Cole and our recent conversations. “Yeah, I’ve talked to my friend Cole. He’s been really supportive, but it’s still hard to open up completely. I’m afraid of what people will think.”

“Having a supportive friend is invaluable,” she said with a smile.

“It’s important to surround yourself with people who accept and love you for who you are. And remember, this is your journey. It’s about finding what makes you happy and comfortable.”

I nodded, feeling a bit more grounded. “I’m trying to take it one step at a time.”

“That’s all you can do,” she said encouragingly.

“Let’s talk about some practical steps you can take. Would you be open to meeting with a therapist who has more expertise in this area?”

“I think that would be helpful,” I said, feeling a sense of relief.

“I need someone to talk to, to help me sort through all of this.”

“Great,” she said, making a note. “I can recommend a few therapists who are experienced in this area. Additionally, I’d like to monitor your progress with Feminova and discuss any adjustments that might be needed. It’s important to ensure your physical health is also being taken care of.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling grateful for her support.

“I really appreciate it.”

“Of course,” she said warmly.

“Remember, you’re not alone in this. There are many people who understand and are here to help.”

As our session came to an end, I felt a sense of hope and clarity. Dr. Santos’s understanding and support had given me the confidence to continue exploring my identity.

When I left her office, Cole was waiting for me in the lobby, his expression filled with concern and support.

“How did it go?” he asked, standing up as I approached.

“It went well,” I said, smiling. “Dr. Santos thinks I might be experiencing gender dysphoria. She’s going to help me figure things out and recommended I see a therapist who specializes in gender identity.”

He hugged me tightly. “I’m glad to hear that.”

“Thank you, Cole,” I whispered, feeling a mix of emotions.

As we walked to the car, the conversation turned to lighter topics, and I found myself feeling more optimistic about the future.

“So, what’s next on the agenda?” he asked with a grin as we got into the car.

“I think I’m going to take it one day at a time,” I replied, buckling my seatbelt.

“And maybe start with a bit of shopping. I’ve been thinking about getting some more clothes that feel right.”

He laughed. “Sounds like a plan. Want some company?”

“Sure,” I said, “Let’s go shopping.”
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We drove to the mall, and I felt a sense of excitement building. For the first time in a long while, I felt like I was heading in the right direction.

As we wandered through the stores, trying on clothes and laughing together, I realized that this journey was about more than just finding the right clothes or hairstyle. It was about discovering who I truly was and learning to embrace that person, with all the complexities and uncertainties that came with it.

He picked out a bright blue dress and held it up to me. “What do you think? It matches your eyes.”

I took the dress and held it against me, looking in the mirror. “I like it,” I said, smiling. “Let’s get it.”

We spent the afternoon exploring different stores, finding pieces that made me feel more like myself.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS LATER, I had come to a point of clarity. After several therapy sessions and countless moments of self-reflection, I was sure of my identity. My name was now Alana, and I embraced being a transgender woman. But while I had found clarity in who I was, my feelings for Cole remained a tangled mess.

I liked him, but the idea of dating a guy scared me. I had never done it before, and the thought of it was overwhelming. Yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about him, even when we were together.

Tonight, we found ourselves sitting outside a 7-Eleven, each nursing a bottle of beer. We were both drunk, the alcohol blurring the lines of our usual restraint. The night air was cool, and the stars above seemed unusually bright.

“You know, Alana,” he said, his voice slightly slurred, “I really like spending time with you.”
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I looked at him, my heart pounding. “I like spending time with you too, Cole.”

He moved closer, his eyes locked on mine.

“I’ve been wanting to do this for a while.”

My breath caught in my throat as he leaned in, his lips just inches from mine. I felt a rush of emotions—fear, excitement, confusion. At the last second, I pulled away.

“I can’t do this!” I blurted out, my voice shaking.

He looked hurt and confused. “What’s wrong?”

“I’m not sure if I can kiss a guy,” I admitted, feeling a knot of guilt tightening in my chest.

He stared at me for a moment, his expression a mix of frustration and hurt.

“So what am I, Alana? A shock absorber? A dude in the friend zone?”

Tears welled up in my eyes.

“No, Cole, it’s not like that. I just… I’m scared. I’ve never done this before.”

He shook his head, his voice rising. “You know what, Alana? I don’t know if I can do this either. But at least I’m man enough to follow my heart!”

He stood up abruptly, tossing his beer bottle aside. I watched him walk away, his silhouette disappearing into the night. I felt a surge of regret and confusion.

“Cole, wait!” I called after him, but he didn’t turn back.

I sank down onto the curb, tears streaming down my face. I was so confused, torn between my fear of the unknown and my feelings for him. I sat there, crying, the weight of the night pressing down on me.

I didn’t know how long I sat there, but eventually, the cold began to seep into my bones. I stood up, wiping my eyes, and started the long walk home, feeling more lost than I had in a long time. The clarity I had found in my identity was overshadowed by the turmoil of my heart.
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A month had passed since that night outside the 7-Eleven, and Cole had stopped coming to work. I had tried contacting him numerous times, but he never responded. It felt like he had given up, and it tore at me because I was now sure of my feelings for him. I missed him terribly, and each day felt emptier without him.

In the meantime, I had been assigned a new partner named Bobby. Bobby was the complete opposite of Cole. He was brash, loud, and constantly complaining about everything. Every day was a new tirade—about work, about his family, about his friends. It never stopped.

Today, we were on our way to deliver to a store, and Bobby was in the middle of yet another rant.

"And then my brother, he just takes the car without asking! Can you believe that? Who does he think he is? And my mom, she just sides with him every time. It’s like I’m invisible. And don’t get me started on the guys at work. They’re all a bunch of—"

"Bobby, can you for one second just shut the fuck up?" I snapped, my patience finally breaking.

He looked at me, stunned. "Whoa, what’s your problem?"

"My problem is that all you do is complain," I said, feeling the anger bubbling up.

"Every single day, it’s the same thing. I’m tired of hearing it. Can’t you just give it a rest?"

He stared at me, his mouth opening and closing as he tried to come up with a response.

"I didn’t realize you felt that way," he finally said, sounding somewhat deflated.

"Well, now you do," I replied, trying to calm down. "Look, everyone has problems. We all have stuff we’re dealing with. But constantly complaining about it isn’t going to solve anything. It just makes it harder for everyone around you."

He was quiet for a moment, a rarity for him. "I guess I didn’t think about it like that," he admitted.

"Maybe try thinking about it a bit more," I suggested, feeling a twinge of guilt for snapping at him.

"We’re all just trying to get through the day."

We drove in silence for a while, the tension between us thick in the air. I felt a mix of relief and regret. I missed Cole’s easygoing nature, his supportive presence. Bobby wasn’t a bad guy, but he wasn’t Cole.

As we pulled up to the store for our delivery, Bobby finally spoke again.

"I’ll try to keep it down. Sorry, Alana."

As I stepped down from the truck, I double-checked the delivery list: cat food, dog food, and medicine. Everything seemed in order. We were at Furlaland, a bustling pet store, and Bobby and I had a lot of sacks to unload.

“Alright, let’s get to it,” I said, grabbing the first sack of dog food.

Bobby grunted, already starting to complain about the weight.

“Why do people buy so much pet food? Don’t they know their pets will just eat it all and get fat?”

Ignoring his usual tirade, I focused on the task. We went back and forth, unloading sack after sack. As I picked up another heavy bag of dog food, I saw a gloveless hand reach for the sack next to mine.
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“Need help?” a familiar voice asked.

My heart skipped a beat. I turned to see Cole standing there, a sack of dog food in his hands.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, my voice a mix of surprise and excitement.

“I’m getting new treats for Max,” he said, smiling warmly.

“Oh, how is he?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“He’s very good,” he replied, his eyes locking onto mine.

There was a brief, awkward pause before I blurted out, “I’m sorry, Cole, about what happened. Where are you working now?”

He set the sack down and looked at me. “I created a channel about Max and tips for dog owners. After what happened that night, Max has been my only resolve. It’s been scary financially, but I’ve been thinking about doing it anyway. It’s my passion.”

I admired his bravery. “That’s amazing, Cole. It takes a lot of guts to follow your passion like that.”

He smiled, looking slightly embarrassed. “Thanks, Alana. It means a lot coming from you.”

Before I could say anything else, Bobby’s voice interrupted us from a distance.

“What’s taking you so long!?”

He started walking towards us, but something in me snapped.

“Not today, Bobby!” I yelled, my voice echoing through the store.

Bobby stopped in his tracks, his eyes wide with surprise.

Ignoring him, I turned back to Cole.

“I need to tell you something.” Without waiting for a response, I took a deep breath and kissed him.

At first, he seemed taken aback, but then he kissed me back, wrapping his arms around me. It felt like fireworks were exploding inside me. The kiss was soft and sweet, and for the first time, kissing a guy felt magical, not weird or uncomfortable. I pulled back slightly, my heart racing.

“I hope it’s not too late,” I said, my voice trembling with emotion.

He shook his head, his eyes filled with warmth and love.

“It’s not too late, Alana.” He kissed me again, and I melted into his embrace.

We kissed again and again, lost in the moment. All the confusion and fear melted away, replaced by a sense of rightness. When we finally pulled apart, I rested my forehead against his, our breaths mingling.

“I love you, Cole,” I whispered, my voice full of conviction.

“I love you too, Alana,” he replied, his eyes shining with tears.

Bobby stood there, dumbfounded, as we exchanged our heartfelt words. But I didn’t care. For the first time in months, I felt complete and sure of my feelings.

We held each other close, the rest of the world fading away. This was where I was meant to be, wrapped around Cole’s arms.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR LATER, life had changed in ways I could never have imagined. Cole and I were sharing a life together in his apartment, and his channel about Max and dog tips had taken off, boasting over 200,000 followers. It was now his full-time job, and he loved every minute of it.

As for me, I had finally quit my job as a delivery girl. The hormones were too strong, and I couldn’t carry heavy things anymore. Plus, I was tired of hearing Bobby’s constant complaints. Today, I was preparing for something that scared me more than any heavy load or Bobby’s tirades—I was going to see my family for the first time since my transition.

We were getting ready for my cousin’s wedding, and I was a bundle of nerves.
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“Cole, what if they don’t accept me?” I asked, adjusting my dress for the hundredth time.

He walked over and took my hands in his, his touch calming me.

“They’ll see the amazing person you are, Alana. And if they don’t, that’s on them, not you.”

“I know, but it’s just… it’s been so long. And they don’t know anything about my transition,” I said, my voice trembling.

He squeezed my hands.

“You don’t have to do this alone. I’ll be right by your side, every step of the way.”

“Thank you,” I whispered, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes.

“I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“You’ll never have to find out,” he said, giving me a reassuring smile.

We arrived at the wedding venue, and my heart pounded as we walked inside. The room was filled with familiar faces, and I felt a wave of nostalgia mixed with fear.

“I don’t think I can do this,” I said, squeezing Cole’s hand as I spotted my parents and my siblings.

“Alana, don’t you trust me? You do know that the bigger your fear grows, the smaller you become?”

He was right, I almost lost him because of my fear. With a deep breath, I waked towards them.

“Mom… Dad…”

They all examined me, confused. Suddenly, my sister Hilda stood up and embraced me.

“You look fabulous, Allan.”

Soon after, my other sister Emily joined in on the hug.

“Allan!?” my mother asked, her voice full of surprise.

I nodded, feeling a lump in my throat. “Hi, Mom. Hi, Dad.”

There was a long, tense silence. Then, my father stepped forward and pulled me into a hug. “We’ve missed you,” he said, his voice thick with emotion.

My mother joined the hug, tears streaming down her face.

“Why didn’t you tell us? We could have been there for you.”

“I was scared,” I admitted, feeling a weight lift off my shoulders.

“I didn’t know how you’d react.”

“We love you, no matter what,” my father said firmly.

“You’re our child, and that will never change.”

I felt tears streaming down my face as I hugged them tighter.

“Thank you. I love you both so much.”

Cole stood beside me, his presence a constant source of support. My parents looked at him, and my father extended a hand.

“And who’s this handsome gentleman?”
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“I’m Alana’s girlfriend.”

“Thank you for taking care of our daughter.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Cole said, shaking his hand. “Alana means everything to me.”

The rest of the evening was a blur of emotions and conversations. My sisters were curious and supportive, and my cousins were thrilled to see me. It wasn’t all easy—there were awkward questions and a few uncomfortable moments—but overall, it was better than I had dared to hope.

As the night wore on, Cole and I found a quiet corner to sit and talk.

“I’m so proud of you, Alana,” he said, his eyes full of love.

“I couldn’t have done it without you,” I replied, leaning into him.

“Partners forever?” he said, kissing my forehead.

“Forever,” I agreed, feeling a sense of peace settle over me.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Girly Prescription? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But 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 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

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 Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“I knew that moving to an all-boys school was a mistake. They’re all so thirsty for girls that they wanted me to dress like one.”

Read Campus Crush


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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

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

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

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

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

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Girly Prescription – A Gradual Feminization Romance.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@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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