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Introduction

“Be the FACE of a feminine skincare brand? Shut up!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was the best marketing exec. Summa cum laude. Harvard Business. Youngest achiever at Intra Influence Advertising. I treated every meeting like a debate to win. Every coworker like a stepping stone.

Especially Noah Leclair.

He was charming, grounded, everything I wasn’t. And when I got demoted and reassigned to his department, he handed me the most humiliating campaign of all—LunaGlow. Flirty and feminine skincare.

He said I should be the face of it. So I did it. Out of spite. Out of ego.

I wore the shimmer balm, the serum, the gloss. Then my skin got too soft. My voice too light. My chest started to ache. Turns out, the products weren’t just cosmetic—they were laced with estrogen.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, accidental feminization, enemies to lovers, romantic comedy, crossdressing romance, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to My He Accidentally Feminized Me.


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 ALWAYS said Randy’s Donuts had the potential to be something more than grease-stained napkins and novelty T-shirts. Something chic. Elevated. Hell, aspirational even. That place had been around since the ‘60s, but nostalgia only sells so far. People wanted aesthetics now—clean lines, pink boxes, something they'd post on Instagram while pretending they didn’t eat carbs.

So, yeah. I may have moved forward with the rebranding campaign a little ahead of schedule. And by “a little,” I mean entirely without the client’s approval.

“It was just moodboarding,” I told the boardroom, arms crossed, voice flat. “Vision-setting. Are we seriously going to pretend clients don’t pay for leadership?”

Silence.

Sandra from Legal wouldn’t look me in the eye. HR pretended her coffee was interesting. My boss, Melanie, sighed with that deep, mom-is-disappointed-in-you breath I hated more than getting told off directly.

“Blake,” she said, not looking up from her notes, “you changed the signage, the uniforms, and the official website. Without Randy’s consent.”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. Barely.

“I had metrics,” I replied. “The test market responded with a 27% uptick in foot traffic within 48 hours. And their crepe sales—yes, crepes—quadrupled when we styled the menu around café culture. You’re welcome.”

“The client didn’t want crepes,” she snapped.

“They wanted donuts.”

Technicalities. Obsessions with the past. That was the problem with old brands—they thought surviving five decades meant they were untouchable. I wasn’t here to preserve their legacy. I was here to evolve it.

Melanie clicked her pen and said something I didn’t quite hear. I was too busy plotting how I’d spin this into a LinkedIn post about visionary thinking being punished in outdated systems.

“…effective immediately, we’re transferring you to a new vertical,” she finished.

That got my attention.

“I’m sorry, what?”

She looked up now, finally meeting my eyes. “You’ll be reassigned to Lifestyle. You’ll be reporting under Noah Leclair.”

My heart stopped. Then it did that thing where it kept beating but in a weird, angry way.

“Noah?”

“Yes.”

“Noah Leclair?”

Melanie blinked slowly. “Do you know another Noah I should be worried about?”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. Then leaned back in my chair, jaw tight.

Noah and I had joined Intra Influence within weeks of each other. Both Harvard grads. Both aggressive. Both annoyingly good at what we did. But where I had style, sharpness, and actual strategic talent, Noah had charm, people skills, and a way of pretending to be humble while climbing the same ladder I was on.

And now he was above me?

This was personal.

“I built the Randy’s account from a dying brand to a national headline in three months,” I said, voice low. “And you're benching me over a rollout that worked?”

“You’re not being benched,” she replied calmly. “You’re being redirected. LunaGlow needs a new voice, a bold one. I think it’ll be a good fit.”

I didn’t even know what LunaGlow was. Some kind of makeup line? Lip balms and glitter lotions or whatever else people put on their faces to pretend they had eight hours of sleep and confidence?

“This is because I ignored the client’s emails, isn’t it.”

“It’s because you ignored the client’s entire existence, Blake.”

I stood. Not dramatically. I didn’t slam anything or curse or stomp out. That would’ve been giving them too much. But as I picked up my tablet, I looked around the room full of silent, safe, conformist professionals and said, “When Randy’s Donuts ends up on the cover of Eater next month, just remember who made them relevant.”

Then I left.

Let them sit in their beige discomfort.

Down the hall, the Lifestyle Division’s floor had mood lighting and plants. Faux-woke aesthetics. Noah’s domain. The entire thing reeked of lavender oil and strategic empathy.

I hated it already.

But I’d play the game. I always did. Only this time, I wasn’t planning to just win.

I was planning to embarrass him while doing it.

The last time I stepped into the Lifestyle Division, I called it the influencer zoo. That was two years ago, and I still stood by the assessment. It was all exposed wood, soft focus lighting, and interns who dressed like Pinterest moodboards. A far cry from Brand Strategy, where we sharpened campaigns like knives and treated deadlines like religion.

Noah’s office was at the far end, glass walls, zero clutter. Of course. His door was open, because of course it was, and he stood behind his desk like he’d been waiting for this moment his entire smug little life.

“Blake Carr,” he said, hands in his pockets. “Look who finally made the lateral leap.”

I smiled without showing teeth. “Reassignment isn’t a leap. It’s corporate purgatory.”

Noah smirked. That half-smile he did when he knew he was winning. “I’ve got a feeling you’ll fit right in.”

We had started around the same time—same Ivy League handshake club, same fast-track orientation, same permanent chip on the shoulder. The difference? I was brains and bite. Noah was charisma and compromise. He knew how to work a room, schmooze execs, ask interns about their weekend like he meant it. I didn’t play nice. I played sharp. But for some reason, HR loved him. They always did.

He gestured for me to sit. I didn’t.

“So what the hell is LunaGlow?” I asked, arms crossed. “Some startup skincare brand with a moon-shaped crystal in every jar?”

“It’s a legacy brand waiting to happen,” he said. “Client’s pivoting toward Gen-Z queer beauty. Think androgyny meets sensuality meets TikTok attention span.”

I blinked. “That sounds like a word salad.”

“It’s profitable word salad.”

He pulled up a file on his tablet and spun it around for me to see. Photos of models—some femme, some masc, all gorgeously ambiguous. The branding was pastel sleek, the copy flirted with you. It was actually… not awful.

“I want you to be the face,” he said casually.

I laughed. Loud. “I’m sorry, what?”

“You. Modeling the line. Full campaign immersion. The team thinks it’ll be a statement—smart, bold exec reclaims fluidity.”

“You want me in heels now, Noah?”

He leaned on his desk. “We already know you can sell. Now let’s see if you can sell yourself.”
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“You're out of your damn mind.”

“And you’re out of options,” he said, voice dropping half a register. “You torched your last client. Legal’s breathing down your neck. You think you’re here by accident?”

I hated that he was right. Hated it even more that I’d read the same HR memo. This wasn’t just a project—it was a probation. One wrong move, and I’d be out. No fanfare. No LinkedIn farewell post. Just gone.

“You said campaign immersion,” I said flatly. “What does that include?”

“Wearing the products. Shooting content. Engaging with the audience as Blaire.”

“Blaire?”

“The marketing team came up with it. You know—Blake, but make it femme.”

I stared at him. “You actually expect me to be some drag version of myself and peddle eye cream?”

He didn’t blink. “I expect you to survive.”

There was a knock at the open door. Marissa from HR peeked in, smiling like she’d just overheard something adorable.

“Hi, just wanted to drop in and say how excited we are about this collab,” she said. “Really brave of you, Blake. Gender-forward branding is so important.”

“I haven’t agreed to anything.”

“But you will,” she said, still smiling. “You’re a team player. You want to stay here.”

I wanted to punch drywall.

Instead, I said, “Fine. I’ll try your little skincare stunt.”

Noah’s brow rose. “You’ll model.”

“I’ll observe.”

“Sure,” he said. “Observe with contour and a ring light.”

As I walked out of his office, Marissa handed me a pastel pink box labeled LunaGlow Starter Kit. It was disgustingly on-brand. “First shoot’s in three days,” she chirped. “You’re going to look amazing.”

I didn’t respond. Just clutched the box like it was radioactive and stormed toward the elevators, already composing the resignation letter I might never get to send.

This wasn’t marketing anymore. This was humiliation in HD.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE BOX sat on my counter like a dare. LunaGlow Starter Kit: soft matte packaging, cursive font, pastel gradient. Whoever designed it probably wore linen robes and used affirmations as passwords. Inside were six full-sized products nestled in tissue paper like precious jewels: shimmer balm, hydrating tint, a serum called “Euphoria Elixir,” and a card that read Glow Forward, Baby!

I wanted to set the whole thing on fire.

Instead, I turned on the ring light they mailed separately, brushed my hair back, and faced the mirror like it owed me rent.

“This is temporary,” I muttered. “Strategic sacrifice. Political chess.”

I squeezed a dot of shimmer balm onto my index finger. The texture was thinner than I expected—light, slippery, cooling. I tapped it onto my cheekbones like the QR-coded tutorial showed. My skin immediately looked dewier, smoother, almost blurred.

That annoyed me more than I wanted to admit.

Next was the lip stain. The shade was called Pink Entendre. Of course it was. I applied it with a brush, half on autopilot, half glaring at my own reflection.

“You’re still Blake Carr,” I told the mirror. “Just… shinier.”

I clicked record on the branded camera setup they sent—fully controlled through an app, because apparently professionalism now meant knowing your good angles. The red light blinked.

“Hi,” I said, flatly. “I’m Blake, your not-so-average exec, and today I’m test-driving LunaGlow’s shimmer balm, which apparently has the power to make even a corporate disaster like me look ‘glossy from within.’”

I held the product up to the camera, smirking.

“Narcissism meets necessity. Let’s go.”

Ten takes later, I sent a rough cut to the LunaGlow team. Marissa from HR replied in under six minutes with heart emojis, a paragraph of brand-approved affirmations, and an attached mood board titled “Blaire’s Visual Journey.”

I nearly threw my phone across the room.

The next day, a pink tote bag showed up at my desk filled with wigs, lashes, stick-on press-ons, and a labeled schedule: contour practice, light-block training, voice confidence coaching. Apparently, I’d been entered into the Full Femme Immersion Program.

“This wasn’t part of the deal,” I snapped at Marissa.

“You’re doing amazing, sweetie,” she chirped. “The numbers are up 11% since your teaser video. You’re already trending in two forums.”

“I’m not a mascot.”

“You’re a voice,” she said, all doe eyes. “An icon in progress.”

She left before I could respond, which was probably smart.

I spent the night pacing my condo in a sheet mask that smelled like elderflower and rage. My skin felt tight in a good way. I hated that I noticed.

By week’s end, I was filming regularly. The views climbed. Comments rolled in. “She’s actually hot wtf.” “Marketing exec turned beauty baddie??” “Is Blaire single??”

I’d never had people thirsting over my face while calling me ‘she’ in the same breath.

It should’ve been humiliating.

Instead, I felt oddly… watched. Seen in a way I didn’t understand.

Every time I scrubbed the balm off, I’d stare at myself longer than usual, like I was waiting to catch something shift. Some part of me I didn’t know yet.

[image: A person in a robe applying lipstick  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

I started keeping the lip tint on during Zoom calls. No one said anything. Maybe they didn’t notice. Maybe they didn’t care.

I told myself it was just easier than wiping it off.

I told myself a lot of things.

Noah watched the second draft of the LunaGlow reel with that same unreadable expression he always wore when he was five steps ahead.

I leaned against the doorway of his glass office, arms folded, waiting for a reaction.

“Well?” I asked.

He clicked pause just as Blaire—the femme, glossier version of me—winked at the camera, lips glossy, jawline contoured so sharply it could’ve sliced through budgets.

“You’re better on camera than I expected,” he said, voice dry.

“Thanks,” I said. “I think.”

He leaned back in his chair. “You’ve got good bone structure.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“For the campaign. Calm down, Carr. I’m not flirting.”

“God forbid.”

We stared at each other across the desk. I hated how calm he always was. Like everything around him was part of some long-running joke only he was in on.

“I’m not doing this forever,” I said. “Just enough to get back into Brand Strategy.”

He tilted his head. “You think they’ll take you back?”

“I know they will. I make money. They like money.”

He tapped a pen against his palm. “The thing is, LunaGlow likes you. A lot. You’re already outperforming our last three influencer collabs.”

“Because I’m not an influencer,” I snapped. “I’m a strategist with a temporary camera in my face.”

“Keep telling yourself that.”

I narrowed my eyes. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

He didn’t answer. Just smiled a little. Like he knew exactly how much I hated this but also knew I’d keep doing it anyway. Because I didn’t lose.

He stood up and came around the desk, pulling out a folder.

“New content briefs,” he said, handing it to me. “We want to build on the Blaire persona. Softer lighting. More personal touches. You as… her.”

“I’m not her.”

“You are when the camera’s on.”

I gritted my teeth. “You’re enjoying this.”

“Not as much as you think.”

“Right.”

He shrugged. “Look, Carr, you want back into Strategy? Outshine everyone. Make this campaign untouchable. Go viral. Break the internet. Then they’ll beg for you.”

I looked at him, really looked. He wasn’t smirking this time. He was serious.

And I hated how that made me want to prove him wrong even more.

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll play the part. I’ll paint my face and pucker my lips and seduce the analytics.”

“That’s the spirit.”

“But when this is over and I’m back where I belong,” I added, stepping closer, “I want it on record that I only did this because you bet against me.”

He met my gaze. “Who says I’m betting against you?”

I didn’t answer. Just turned and walked out with the folder.

I didn’t like him. I didn’t trust him. But damn it, he knew exactly which buttons to push.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THEY BOOKED the whole penthouse floor of the Astra Hotel for the Inner Circle shoot. Velvet drapes. Gold accents. Real candelabras, like we were about to summon old money instead of pose for it. I walked in with my phone in one hand and my dignity in the other, wearing nothing but a robe and nerves. The studio team was already buzzing.

Hair. Nails. Wardrobe. PR. Cameras. Lights. Laughter. Squeals. A stylist passed me a smoothie labeled “Glow Fuel.” I sipped once, tasted celery and revenge.

“Hi! Blaire?” someone called. A woman in an all-black power jumpsuit rushed over, earpiece in place. “I’m Cass! We’ll get you gaffed, corseted, and into heels, then hair and makeup. Your first look is the Dior-inspired one.”

I blinked. “Sorry—gaffed?”

She grinned. “First time?”

“I don’t even know what that means.”

“Tucked—you know…”

My mouth opened. Closed. “You don’t say...”

Ten minutes later I was in a private dressing room with three assistants, all professional, all terrifyingly efficient. The gaff looked like a dystopian thong. Flesh-toned, tight as hell, and absolutely necessary. They explained it like a surgical briefing.

“You’ll step into it,” one said. “We’ll guide the tuck—don’t tense.”

I tensed.

“Okay,” she added calmly, “you tensed.”

“It’s instinct,” I hissed.

Eventually, it was on. My walk felt unfamiliar. Like my center of gravity had relocated. Then came the corset. Laced so tight I swore I could feel my lungs folding. And then—God help me—the Louboutins. Six inches of red-bottomed torture. I took a step. Wobbled. Cursed under my breath.

“Fabulous posture,” someone said.

I turned. Standing by the mirror was a tall, stunning woman with almond skin, box-braided hair in a low bun, and cheekbones that could cut a man’s ego in half. She wore a plum gown that hugged her body like it had secrets. And when she smiled at me, it was soft. Knowing.

“Trans,” she said, tapping her temple like a mind-reader. “Ten years post-op. You’re not, but you’re wearing it like you’ve thought about it.”

I stared at her.

“I’m Dominique,” she added.

“Blake,” I said.

Her lips curved. “Blaire. Own it.”

Hair and makeup were a blur of brushes, heat tools, and compliments. My face transformed under soft foundation, champagne shadow, wispy lashes. They pinned a bone-straight human hair wig to my scalp. It was so smooth it looked animated.

And when they spun the chair and I saw myself fully…
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I didn’t recognize her.

I looked like a girl you’d fall in love with at a gallery opening. Lips full. Eyes clever. A little danger tucked behind elegance. The gown hugged my waist and hips. My posture was all instinct, one hand grazing my collarbone like I’d been doing this forever.

The first click of the camera happened before I even knew I’d started posing.

“Blaire! Yes! Over the shoulder! You’re seduction with a trust fund!”

I tilted my chin. Gave a smirk. Felt my calves shake in the heels but held the stance.

Shot after shot, I melted into her. Into me. I wasn’t Blake in drag. I was Blaire with a point to prove. And the room watched me like I belonged there.

Noah wasn’t at the shoot, thank God. But part of me wanted him to be. To see me. To react. The corset dug into my ribs. The heels made my toes throb. I’d need an ice bath and probably a chiropractor after this.

And still, I looked at myself in the monitor after every take and whispered what I never said out loud.

She’s beautiful.

I’m beautiful.

A week later, I woke up irritated for no clear reason.

The kind of irritability that couldn’t be blamed on caffeine withdrawal or Noah’s latest passive-aggressive Slack message. It was in my skin. My joints. Even the way my clothes clung to me wrong. I felt off, like my body was half a size softer in every direction.

I stared at the mirror in my bathroom, barefaced and grumpy. My skin looked great. Annoyingly great. Pores minimized, cheeks slightly pink like I’d just been kissed. But the glow had this… plumpness to it that wasn’t there before.

I leaned in. My lips were fuller. Eyelashes curled higher than I remembered. But what really caught me off guard was the mood change. I’d almost cried during a commercial this morning. A cereal commercial. With a dog.

“This is stress,” I muttered. “Stress and maybe too much exfoliation.”

But when I reached for my beard trimmer, something in me paused. The stubble didn’t look right on this skin. It broke the illusion. Made my jawline seem harsher than it was, like it didn’t belong there anymore.

I opened my phone and Googled laser clinics in the area. Booked a 3 p.m. slot at a place in Westwood that offered “the best hair-removal technology known to man” and “painless”. That last one was a lie, but I’d take it.

When I arrived, I wore sunglasses and kept my voice clipped. The receptionist smiled like she knew all my secrets. The aesthetician, a perky woman named Janine, led me to a clean white room that smelled like cucumber water and fluorescent light.

“So,” she said cheerfully, snapping on gloves. “Face, underarms, chest, arms, legs… or the full femme special?”

“Full femme?”

“It’s mostly for trans women.”

I chuckled, then realized why I did.

“No… just face,” I said. “And maybe chest.”

“Oh, and the pits, and legs, I don’t know…”

She raised a brow. “You’ve had laser before?”

“No, but my ex-girlfriend used to get it monthly. I remember the screeching.”

Janine laughed. “Ah, diode laser. Yes, but we have better tech. Less screaming these days, I promise.”

She explained the process while prepping the wand. “We use diode here but the latest machines—it targets melanin in the hair follicle, damages it just enough to slow growth without harming the skin. You’ll feel heat. Like snapping rubber bands.”

“Sounds like a party.”

“You’ll need six sessions minimum for real results,” she added. “It thins the hair, softens the texture, eventually gets rid of it. Very popular with our girlies doing gender journeys, but of course, it’s just cosmetic.”

I froze a little. “Not a gender journey. Just tired of shaving.”

“Of course,” she said quickly. “Sorry, it’s just, you look a bit femme.”

The first zap made me jolt. It wasn’t agony, but it wasn’t fun either. Like a cat flicking hot elastic at your face over and over again. I gritted my teeth through the first cheek. By the time she moved to my chest, I was sweating through my shirt.

“Almost done,” she cooed. “You’re doing great.”

I hated how soothing she sounded. Like I was a child being brave. But when she handed me the mirror afterward and I touched my face—no redness, just a tight buzz where the stubble used to be—I felt something shift.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE RESTAURANT was too nice for a strategy dinner. Not that I expected a Chili’s, but the linen tablecloths, live jazz, and candlelight weren’t exactly giving “quarterly projections.” I walked in late—on purpose—and heads turned like they always did when Blaire entered a room.

The gown was plum silk, slit to the thigh. My wig was blown out into a sleek side part. My heels clicked like punctuation. Noah was already seated, one hand nursing a whiskey, the other scrolling through what I assumed was some internal deck he’d pretend not to care about.

His eyes met mine.

And I swear—for a flicker—he forgot how to breathe.

“You’re overdressed,” he said when I reached the table.

“You sent the invite to Blaire, not Blake, and besides, she just came from another shoot,” I replied, sliding into the booth. “She doesn’t do khakis and blandness.”

He chuckled. “Fair.”

We didn’t speak for a second. The silence was heavier than I expected.

“You clean up… really well,” he said eventually, eyes lingering just a beat too long. “Didn’t know you’d look this gorgeous in girl mode.”

I narrowed mine. “Gorgeous?”

“Observationally. Calm down.”

I flagged the waiter, ordered a dry martini, and tried not to let my pulse show in my throat. Compliments from Noah were rarer than departmental raises. Compliments about how I looked? Uncharted territory.

He took a sip of his drink, and something in his expression softened.

“Do you ever think about Harvard?” he asked.

“Not unless I’m updating my LinkedIn.”

“No,” he said, smiling now. “Like… really think about it. That stupid group project where Devin tried to lead and you bulldozed the entire plan.”

I smirked. “Because he wanted to pitch a startup for gendered toothpaste.”

“Right. ‘His and hers freshness’—that guy’s LinkedIn is a graveyard now.”

I laughed. More than I meant to. “You were always the peacekeeper.”

“I was always trying to rein you in.”

“Good luck with that.”

We clinked glasses when our drinks arrived. He asked about Professor Ellsworth, and I mentioned how she’d emailed me last year after reading my article on branding volatility. We joked about Sloan parties and caffeine overdoses, about how everyone expected me to be a hedge fund tyrant and him to become a life coach.

Instead, here we were. Enemies. Colleagues. Drinks. Dim lights. And whatever this was.

“You know,” he said, swirling his glass, “when you got reassigned to my division, I thought you'd tank the campaign out of spite.”

I met his eyes. “I considered it.”

“But then you showed up as Blaire and completely owned the room.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. So I looked away. The compliment felt less like flattery and more like a dare.

“You said I looked gorgeous,” I said quietly. “What’s your angle?”

“No angle,” he said. “Just honesty.”

“That’s new for you.”

He winced, but smiled. “It’s new for us.”

The music swelled in the background. Our drinks were nearly gone. He leaned in closer.

“I’m not trying to sabotage you, Blake.”
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“Could’ve fooled me.”

“I’m trying to know more about you.”

We were inches apart now. His cologne hit me—clean and warm, with something expensive underneath. His gaze dropped to my lips. My breath caught.

Then I pulled back. Fast. Grabbed my clutch like it was a lifeline.

“I should go,” I said.

“Blake—”

“Thanks for dinner. I’ll review the strategy doc in the morning.”

I didn’t look back. I couldn’t. Because I wasn’t sure if I wanted to slap him… or kiss him back.

The second I shut the door to my condo, I ripped off the gown and heels like they were betrayals. My feet throbbed. My ribs ached from the corset. But it wasn’t the pain that made me stand still in the dark for a full minute, staring at nothing.

It was what he said.

Gorgeous.

Not beautiful. Not striking. Not stunning.

Gorgeous.

I padded barefoot into the bathroom, flicked on the mirror lights, and set the LunaGlow routine out like chess pieces. Step one: Purity Wash Gel. I massaged it into my face, foaming up all the makeup, the sweat, the tension. The formula smelled like eucalyptus and lemongrass, like the kind of woman who had a live-in massage therapist.

I rinsed. Patted dry. My reflection blinked back at me—red eyes, full lips, flushed cheeks. I looked undone. Not vulnerable. Just… exposed.

Step two: Lucent Toner. I spritzed it three times across my face, like they instructed in the tutorial. The mist settled into my skin like dew. I closed my eyes. Let it sink in. Let myself feel how tired I actually was.

Then came the third step: Renewal Essence Serum. The dropper trembled slightly between my fingers. I placed three neat dots along each cheekbone and pressed them in gently, upward strokes, just like Dominique showed me on set. The texture melted like second skin.

Noah’s voice wouldn’t leave my head.

“I didn’t know you’d look this gorgeous in girl mode.”

Girl mode.

He said it like it was a compliment. Not a joke. Not a dig.

I shook my head. This was all part of it. Part of his game. Break me down until I question myself, then swoop in like some savior with warm whiskey eyes and soft baritone charm.

Sabotage disguised as curiosity.

Fourth step: Glow Barrier Cream. Light and whipped, like mousse. I smoothed it on, watching the shimmer return to my cheeks. My skin was glowing. Luminous. Disgustingly good. I had to admit—LunaGlow worked.

Fifth and final step: Sleep Veil Mask. I applied it sparingly. It sealed everything in like satin.

I stared at myself in the mirror again. Lips still glossy from leftover balm. Lashes curled from the shoot. The faintest trace of perfume on my collarbone.

If this was sabotage, why did I like it?

Why did I feel more... me?

I turned off the light. Stood in the dark with my thoughts pressing in.

Because maybe Blaire wasn’t just a campaign.

Maybe Blaire was a question I hadn’t had the guts to ask until now.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE MOMENT I stepped out of the shower, I knew something was wrong. Not wrong like “where’s my phone” wrong. Wrong like “why do my nipples hurt when the towel touches them” wrong. I stood there dripping, staring at the foggy mirror, and slowly wiped my hand across it.

There they were.

Barely noticeable to anyone else, maybe. But to me? Crystal clear. Two tender, swollen mounds pushing under my chest. Not fat. Not bloat. Breast buds. Round and high and defiant. Like my body had started a side project without asking me.

I grabbed my robe and stormed out of the bathroom. My voice cracked when I cursed. Not like a puberty crack—worse. Lighter. Higher. Like someone had messed with the EQ settings on me.

I opened my laptop. I opened the LunaGlow content calendar. I opened my planner. I opened five tabs researching “male breasts” before I slammed it shut and grabbed my keys.

Noah’s office was two floors up.

I didn’t knock.

He looked up from his desk, mildly amused. “Wow. Not even a calendar block?”

I slammed the door shut behind me. “What did you do to me?”

His eyebrows shot up. “Excuse me?”

I marched up to the desk, fingers shaking, and yanked my button-up open. Buttons popped. My skin was red from how fast I’d thrown the shirt on after my meltdown. But what I wanted to show him was obvious.

His eyes dropped to my chest. His mouth actually opened.

“What are those?” he said quietly.

“You tell me!”

I was breathing hard. My voice cracked again. “I’ve been putting on that serum, the toner, the glow crap every night like your precious campaign wanted, and now I’ve got tits, Noah. Tits!”

“Okay—calm down—”

“Don’t tell me to calm down!”

He stood, both hands up. “I didn’t make the products, Blake.”

“You assigned me to them!”

“You volunteered to be the face.”

“I didn’t volunteer to grow a cup size!”

He blinked. “Have you… seen a doctor?”

“No,” I snapped. “I came to you. Because this started with your campaign. The second I got near that stuff, I started changing.”

“Maybe it’s unrelated,” he said, stepping around his desk slowly. “Could be stress. Hormonal imbalance.”

“Or maybe it’s sabotage.”

“You think I’d risk a lawsuit and my job to give you boobs?”

“I think you hate that I’m better than you and this is your weird power play!”
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He looked stunned, then genuinely frustrated. “You’re being paranoid. Go get actual answers.”

I stared at him. Breathing uneven. My robe collar gaped slightly open. My chest ached. My throat burned.

And all he could say was I was paranoid.

I didn’t wait for another word. I turned, yanked the door open, and left without looking back. But part of me wanted him to chase me. To explain something. To care.

He didn’t.

After my lunch break, I clocked out abruptly and went straight to the nearest hospital. The waiting room smelled like rubbing alcohol and cold air. I sat there in oversized sunglasses and a zip hoodie pulled tight over my chest like that would somehow undo it—like layers could flatten reality. My fingers wouldn’t stop twitching. I tapped my foot, bit the inside of my cheek, scrolled through news apps I didn’t read.

They finally called my name.

The endocrinologist was a middle-aged man with soft eyes and a neutral tone. He asked all the standard questions. I answered them fast, clipped, like someone doing a survey under duress.

I lifted my shirt.

“I’m starting to grow tits, doc,” the fear in my voice evident.

He didn’t gasp. He just nodded.

“We’ll do bloodwork,” he said. “Hormone panel, liver function, basic labs. Nothing invasive. Then we’ll talk tomorrow. I have a golf game to catch. Stay here and wait for the results.”

“Tomorrow?” I snapped. “That’s it?”

He offered a calm smile. “It’s not life-threatening. But it is something we should take seriously.”

I paced inside the hospital while waiting for my results, holding back tears that I told myself were about hormones, not emotion. But I couldn’t hold them anymore, so I headed to the restroom and locked myself in the last stall.

That’s when I cracked.

I sank to the floor, knees tucked to my chest. Why me?

I tried to think of a logical reason. Bad shampoo. Some rare syndrome. Maybe Noah had laced the toner with witchcraft.

But the test would say it, wouldn’t it? It would put it in numbers. Ratios. Units. Something I could argue against. Something cold. Detached.

I took out my phone. Opened the front-facing camera. My face looked soft. Too soft. My jaw used to be sharper. My cheeks used to be hollow under bad lighting. Now they held color. Contour, even when bare. My eyes weren’t red anymore. They looked… warm.

I looked like a woman crying in a bathroom.

I closed my eyes.

Third grade.

I remembered the costume box. I was supposed to pick the knight outfit. But my sister’s princess gown was sparkly. Pink. Magical. I wanted to try it on, just once. I did. I twirled. I laughed.

Then the door opened.

My dad’s voice like gravel and disappointment.

“Take that off right now. That’s not for boys.”

I said sorry. I didn’t know why I was sorry.

My mom stepped in, gentle but firm.

“He’s just a child. Let him play.”

“He’s confused,” my dad barked.

“He’s happy,” she said.

That was the last time I wore anything pink until LunaGlow.

I kept thinking of her—my mom. How she’d brush my hair when I was sick. How she’d let me pick lipstick colors for her in the grocery store and never tell my dad. She died when I was thirteen. Breast cancer. Quietly. While I still hadn’t figured out how to explain anything about myself to anyone.

She would’ve understood this.

She would’ve held me now.

Told me I wasn’t broken. Told me I wasn’t going crazy for liking the way Blaire looked in that gown. Or how I caught myself swaying when I walked past mirrors lately.

I pressed my palm to my chest and felt the small weight there. New. Unmistakable. Alive.

If this was sabotage, it was a beautiful one.

And maybe that scared me most of all.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I SAT ON the floor in front of the window, one leg folded beneath me, the other bent at the knee. The lights of the city blinked like artificial stars, soft and slow, and for once, they didn’t comfort me.

The pink satin pajamas I wore—part of the LunaGlow PR kit—clung to my body in a way that felt too honest. My skin felt warm. Too warm. Like it wasn’t just skin anymore. Like it was telling me something I hadn’t admitted yet.

The sleep mask lay untouched on the coffee table. So did the box of herbal tea I’d said I’d try two nights ago. I couldn’t focus on anything. Not the taste of the air, not the gentle hum of the building’s AC, not even the muted thump of a car stereo four stories down.

All I could think about was tomorrow. And what the doctor would say.

Elevated estrogen. That’s what the nurse had muttered when she handed me the paper, eyes carefully blank. I hadn’t read past that. I didn’t want the rest. Tomorrow was the full debrief.

The Why.

The How.

The What Now.

I rubbed my chest through the silk top. My nipples were sore again. The light pressure of fabric made them tingle, not painfully, but distractingly. I shifted, then looked down at my lap.

I looked more like a girl sitting like this. The thought flashed across my brain so fast I nearly stood up just to prove it wrong.

But I didn’t. I stayed where I was. Breathing.

Then the doorbell rang.

I stared at the door like it had just spoken. My phone buzzed next to me. I picked it up and checked the screen. 9:25 PM.

Who the hell?

I stood slowly, pulling the pajama top closed tighter and walking to the door without switching on the hallway light. Through the peephole, I saw him.

Noah.

Of course.

I opened the door halfway, just enough to glare. “Seriously?”

He looked… different. Not smug. Not charming. Just tired. Dressed in a dark button-down, sleeves rolled up. His hands were in his pockets.

“I need to talk to you,” he said.

“It’s late.”

“I know. Please.”

I let the door open the rest of the way, stepping back without a word.

He walked in slowly, looking around like it was unfamiliar. Maybe it was. He’d never seen this side of me. The soft, pastel, off-camera Blaire who existed when no one was watching.

I folded my arms. “Well?”

“I went to LunaGlow after you left the office.”

I didn’t move.

“I didn’t think you were crazy, Blake. I mean—Blaire.” He said it carefully. Like the name was delicate. “I didn’t know what to believe. But something about the way you looked at me—I had to ask.”

“And?”

He ran a hand through his hair. His voice dropped, rough around the edges. “They admitted it. The skincare. The makeup. It’s formulated with something called bioactive botanicals. They didn’t think it would be strong enough to… change anything. But under consistent use…”

He trailed off.

I stared.

He swallowed. “They just found out this week from third-party testing. They were going to announce a formula recall quietly, but—”

“But I beat them to it by growing tits.”

His face tightened. “They’re sorry. I’m sorry.”

I stayed quiet.

“I swear I didn’t know. I wouldn’t have—” he shook his head.

“You barged into my office and showed me your body, and I thought you were losing it. But you weren’t. You were right. Something happened.”

Something was still happening.

He looked at me again. Really looked. I felt vulnerable. I wasn’t wearing makeup. My hair was slightly curled from my last shoot, still holding its shape. My lips were pink, bare. My skin—flushed.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly.

“It’s not your fault. Thanks for telling me.”

He nodded, opened his mouth then closed it again.”

“What!?”

“God,” he said quietly. “It’s just… I didn’t imagine you’d still look like a girl out of makeup. You’re…”

I waited.

He shook his head again, like he didn’t trust himself to say it.

I exhaled slowly, the tension in my shoulders unspooling just enough to let my arms fall to my sides. I didn’t know what I was supposed to say. Or feel. Or be.

But I knew I didn’t want to be alone. Not tonight. Not in this body. Not in this mind.

And not with him looking at me like that.

He was still standing in the middle of my living room when I stepped closer.

I wasn’t thinking. Not logically, anyway. I wasn’t Blake Carr the strategist or Blaire the campaign girl. I was just this… raw nerve in silk pajamas, chest aching, lip caught between my teeth, wondering what it would feel like to be touched by someone who saw me—really saw me—and didn’t flinch.

“Noah,” I said quietly.

His eyes flicked up. Alert. Worried. Kind.

I kissed him.

It was impulsive and reckless and maybe the first honest thing I’d done in weeks. His mouth was warm, familiar and new at the same time. For a second, he didn’t move. Then he kissed me back, slow at first, like he wasn’t sure if this was real. I felt his hand brush my waist, then hold it. Gently. Like I was glass.

I leaned in more. My breath hitched. My body hummed.

“Blaire…” he whispered between kisses. His voice dropped low.

“Are you sure?”

“I don’t want to think right now,” I said, fingers gripping the back of his neck. “Just… don’t lie to me. Don’t pretend this is something it’s not.”

“I’m not pretending.”

He kissed me again, deeper this time, his hands sliding under the satin hem of my top. My skin tingled where he touched—like he was learning me with his fingertips. When his thumbs brushed just under my breasts, I gasped, half in shock, half in pleasure. He pulled back.

“Did I hurt you?”

“No,” I whispered, pulling him down to me again. “Keep going.”

We moved to the couch, him on top of me, his body firm and warm through his shirt. My hips arched into him before I could stop them, like my body had its own agenda. His lips found my throat, and I moaned—quiet, breathy. My hands fumbled with his buttons, tugging at his shirt until I could run my hands along his chest.

He paused just long enough to look at me.

“You’re shaking,” he said.

“I know,” I whispered. “It’s my first time.”

Something in his face changed. Softer. Fiercer. Like he wanted to kiss away everything I was afraid of.

“Then I’ll go slow.”

He kissed down my collarbone, over my chest, his hands firm but patient. I clung to him like I was falling and he was the only thing solid. When he reached the waistband of my pajama bottoms, he hesitated.

“Still okay?” he asked.

I nodded, too breathless to speak.

I guided his hand lower.

He took over from there—every touch reverent, every movement deliberate. There were no jokes. No jabs. Just skin. Just heat. Just Noah, kissing me like I was something precious.

I dropped to my knees, and I felt small under him. Exposed and soft and wanted in a way that had nothing to do with marketing or performance. He touched me like Blaire wasn’t a persona. Like she was real. Like I was real.

His breath caught, eyes locked on mine. I watched his composure crack, watched every smug layer peel off of him as I undid his belt slowly, deliberately, my fingers dragging against the fabric like I’d done this before.

I hadn’t.

But I wanted this. Him.

He reached to touch my face—just a brush of his thumb on my cheek—and that one soft gesture made everything inside me tighten.

[image: A person sitting on the floor  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“I don’t know why, but I’ve wanted you,” I said, voice low. “Even when I hated you.”

He let out a laugh, shaky and shallow. “Same.”

I pulled him free from his briefs, wrapped one hand around him, and leaned in. He cursed under his breath, head falling back as I took him into my mouth.

His hands threaded through my hair instantly, but he didn’t push. Just held. Anchored. One of his legs trembled under my palm, like he was trying to keep from completely unraveling.

“Blaire…” he groaned.

Hearing him say it like that made me hotter than I thought possible.

I worked him slow at first, savoring the way he fell apart—his voice dropping, his body tensing, his fingers gripping harder when I took him deeper. He whispered my name like a prayer. I let him guide me, never breaking eye contact when I could help it. The way he looked at me—wild, stunned, worshipful—made me feel powerful. Beautiful.

Real.

He warned me once, voice low and raw, but I didn’t stop.

And when he came, I didn’t pull away.

I swallowed everything—the salty and sweet. Every gasp, every shudder. I stayed there, breathing him in, my lips swollen and my pride glowing. When I finally looked up, his chest was heaving, shirt half undone, hair a mess.

He stared at me like I’d just wrecked his entire understanding of the world.

“You okay?” I asked, wiping the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand.

He just blinked. Nodded. Then exhaled like he’d been holding it since the moment he walked through my door.

“Holy shit,” he said. “You’re… unreal.”

I smiled, settling into the space beside him, curling against his side. His arm came around me like instinct. I didn’t need to be Blake Carr, summa cum laude, or Blaire the brand girl.

I was just me.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE LUNAGLOW team looked like they wanted to crawl under the boardroom table and disappear. Four of them, all seated in perfect little rows along the far end of the glass conference room. Their lead chemist—a pale woman named Becca—clutched a notepad like it might shield her from a lawsuit. The head of marketing kept shifting in his chair, while the PR rep didn’t even look up. Just stared at her cold brew like it had answers.

Rumors had clearly done their rounds. Word was I’d lawyered up. That I was planning to take them for everything they had. That I’d been humiliated, forced into womanhood against my will.

And yet here I was.

In heels.

I stepped into the room with every inch of confidence I had. My fitted pink blazer nipped at the waist, paired with a high-slit white pencil skirt that grazed just above my knees. Nude stockings. A silk camisole underneath. My hair was in soft waves, my lashes long, my lips painted a dusty rose that matched my nails.

I looked like a corporate barbie with a vendetta. And judging by their expressions, I knew exactly how threatening that was.

Noah was already seated near the front. He didn’t try to hide his smirk when he saw me. There was something in his eyes I hadn’t seen before. Not lust. Not rivalry.

Pride.

I took the seat at the head of the table.

Becca cleared her throat first. “Mr. Ca—”

“Miss… Miss Carr,” I corrected.

“Right. Miss Carr. We want to sincerely apologize again for the unanticipated side effects of the original formula.”

I nodded, folding my hands. “It worked.”

Everyone blinked.

“I mean it,” I continued. “It worked—too well, maybe. But it’s not what I signed up for.”

Becca nodded—a cloud of fear eating her up.

“But it also helped me see who I was beneath all the ego and noise. So no, I’m not suing.”

Relief fell over the room like a gust of wind.

“But I do have a condition.”

That shut them up.

The PR guy finally looked up. “Which is?”

“I want full creative control of the campaign.”

Becca frowned. “You mean... strategy?”

“I mean everything,” I said. “Messaging, visuals, influencers, the brand’s new direction. LunaGlow belongs to me now—at least, marketing-wise. Because I’ve lived the product. I’ve seen what it can do. And I think the world deserves your honesty.”

“Honesty?” PR asked slowly.

I smiled. “You market it as glow-up skincare. But the truth is, it feminizes. Softens. Reshapes. And no one’s saying it, but I will. It’s the first accidental breakthrough in gender-affirming beauty. So let’s stop pretending it’s for everyone.”

They stared at me.

“I want to pivot LunaGlow to a trans-femme brand,” I said clearly.

“Skincare and makeup made by and for girls in transition. I want to help people like me feel seen. But you’re going to let me do it my way.”

Becca opened her mouth. Closed it.

The marketing head leaned forward. “That’s… a bold pitch.”

“It’s not a pitch,” I said. “It’s a demand.”

He looked at Noah. Then back at me. “We’ll talk to legal, but… I think we’re open.”

“Good,” I said, standing. “I’ll have my first moodboard on your desk by end of week.”
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I turned on my heel, hair swinging, heels sharp against the tile. And as I walked out, Noah followed. When we reached the elevator, he grinned.

“Was that a hostile takeover?”

“Call it a rebrand.”

“You’re insane,” he said, still grinning.

I pressed the button. “Maybe. But now I’m insane and in charge.”

The gender specialist’s office wasn’t what I expected. No anatomical diagrams, no lavender walls, no tissue boxes staged like props. It was just… clean. Neutral. The kind of place you could say anything and not have it echoed back at you with judgment.

Dr. Felice Mendoza—late forties, Filipina, and clear-eyed—sat across from me in a soft gray blazer, holding a digital tablet she barely looked at. She didn’t interrupt. She didn’t blink too much. She just let me talk.

And I did.

I told her everything. Not just the breast buds or the voice changes. Not just the makeup campaign or the doctor’s report. I told her about the bathroom stall in the hospital. I told her about the shoot in the Dior gown, about the kiss, about the way Noah looked at me like Blaire had always been there.

I told her about third grade. The costume box. My mom.

I didn’t cry until I mentioned the night I stopped using the LunaGlow products—last night. First time in weeks. It felt like betraying something. Someone.

Myself, maybe.

She listened all the way through.

When I finally stopped talking, I stared at the floor. My hands were clenched around the hem of my coat like it was the only thing anchoring me to the room.

“I’m scared,” I said. “Scared of going back.”

“You mean Blake.”

I looked up.

I nodded.

Dr. Mendoza shifted her chair slightly. Not closer. Just enough to break the stillness.

“What you’re experiencing,” she said carefully, “is not uncommon. Many trans women begin their journey through external shifts—clothes, makeup, roles. For some, it’s affirming. For others, it’s confusing. What you’ve been through adds another layer. It wasn’t a decision you made consciously, which means your mind is playing catch-up to your body.”

“Exactly,” I whispered.

“I’m not here to put you on hormones today,” she continued.

“What I’d like is for us to talk more. Weekly, if possible. And I want you to hold off on LunaGlow for now. Let’s see what your baseline is without it.”

I sat back. “That feels like... killing her.”

She smiled softly. “Blaire isn’t in a jar. She’s not dependent on serum or shimmer balm. If she truly exists, she’s in you. She is you, if you want her to be. But it has to be you who chooses that.”

I didn’t answer right away.

Because part of me wanted to argue. Part of me wanted to keep glowing, to keep softening, to keep becoming. But another part—the one sitting in that office as a grown adult in a woman’s coat, terrified to look in the mirror without lip tint—knew she was right.

I had to know.

I had to be sure.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll stop.”

She nodded. “You’re brave.” I laughed under my breath. “You should’ve seen me last month. I was a mess.”

“Being a mess is just fear with a more obvious outfit,” she said, standing. I smiled for real this time. She walked me out. Told me to email anytime.

As I stepped out into the cold sunlight, something in my chest ached—but it wasn’t panic. It was anticipation. A month. Just thirty days.

If Blaire was real, she’d survive it.

And if she wasn’t?

Then maybe it was just a campaign.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR can change everything. LunaGlow was now the leading transdermal estrogen cosmetic brand on the planet. Top-selling in thirty-eight countries. Endorsed by influencers, makeup artists, and actual endocrinologists. And I owned twenty percent of it.

Twenty. Percent.

It wasn’t just a gesture. It was a thank you from the founder himself—an old finance guy who barely understood what trans meant until I rewrote his entire marketing pipeline, introduced transition-safe disclaimers, and made LunaGlow a household name for girls like me.

Girls figuring it out.

Girls who knew.

I ran the creative now. My face was still on the packaging. But it wasn’t an illusion anymore. It wasn’t drag, or branding, or strategy.

It was just… me.

Six months ago, I started actual HRT under Dr. Mendoza’s care. It was cautious, structured, responsible. I tracked every dose. I journaled. I had bloodwork done like clockwork. I didn’t miss a thing. My body shifted in slow, deliberate ways. Softer cheeks. Fuller hips. A waist I could trace with one hand. My breasts had outgrown even the last of the LunaGlow-induced tissue. They were small, yes, but they were real. Real enough to fill a bra.

Real enough that I wanted more.

Which brought me to this moment.

Hospital gown. Surgical cap. Thin cotton blanket over my legs. The lights above me buzzed faintly, clinical and cold. But I wasn’t alone.

Noah sat beside me, holding my hand with both of his. His thumb traced slow circles over my knuckles.

“You don’t have to squeeze so hard,” he said gently.
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“Don’t be so dramatic, it’s not that hard,” I lied.

“You’re crushing my bones, babe.”

I eased my grip. Barely.

He smiled.

“You know I love you, right?” he said.

“I do now,” I muttered, voice cracking slightly.

His brow furrowed. “Hey.”

“I just mean… I don’t know if I would’ve made it here without you.”

“Bullshit,” he said. “You’d be here even without me. I’m just lucky you brought me along.”

I turned my head to look at him. Really look. His messy hair. The faint scar on his chin. The way his eyes always held the truth, even when I wasn’t ready to hear it.

“I love you too,” I whispered.

The anesthesiologist entered the room, smiling behind a mask.

“Ready, Miss Carr?”

I nodded, even though my heart was doing gymnastics in my chest.

She adjusted the IV drip. “You’ll start to feel sleepy in about ten seconds. Try to think about something relaxing.”

Noah leaned in, pressed his lips to my forehead.

“I’ll be here when you wake up,” he murmured.

The edges of the room blurred. My body felt like it was floating, warm and far away. And the last thing I saw was him. Holding my hand.

Still proud. Still mine.

Then everything went quiet.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy He Accidentally Feminized Me? 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.

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

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: A person in a garment  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“I design clothes for women, not model them.”

I was just a struggling art student with soft features, a fading sketchbook, and a cat named Miso who understood me better than most people. Then came the business card. La Luna Femme—an exclusive, midnight-only beauty brand that turned blank canvases into goddesses during midnight.

I didn’t mean to sign their contract. I didn’t mean to become Cora. But they said I looked like a muse. What started as a job turned into a mirror I couldn’t look away from. Fame came fast. So did the whispers. And the fear that maybe I didn’t belong in the reflection everyone loved.

Read Midnight Model

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 He Accidentally Feminized Me.

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
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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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