

He Became a Stewardess

Hormonal Feminization Romance

“This story is for you.

May it transform you into

the person you are meant to be and

transport you into a world

where your fantasies come to life.”

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

Copyright © 2026


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

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

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

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


Table of Contents

∞∞∞

He Became a Stewardess

Table of Contents

Introduction

Free Vip Mailing List

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Epilogue

Hello Lilly

Book Bundles

Custom Story

Audiobooks

Find Femboys

Latest & Other Titles

Author’s Message


Introduction

“I’m supposed to have stronger bones, not grow breasts!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I signed up for a routine airline wellness program and accidentally unlocked a version of myself I’d buried years ago—softer skin, dangerous curves, a body that no longer obeyed the rules I’d lived by.

Then there was Adrian.

My senior purser. Calm. Disciplined. Untouchable. The man who corrected my posture, fixed my hair, and looked at me like he saw her long before I did.

When the feminization became impossible to hide, the airline gave me a choice: reverse it… or embrace it. When desire crossed a line it never should have, Adrian gave me something far more terrifying—love without conditions.

I wasn’t sure if I was a man.

I wasn’t sure if I was a woman.

But I was sure of how his hands felt on my hips, how my body responded when he kissed me, how right it felt to stop pretending.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to He Became a Stewardess.


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 knew the day was going to be bad when my alarm went off and my first thought was, Please don’t let me be paired with someone who thinks smiling is optional.

The crew briefing room smelled like coffee, printer toner, and that weird citrus disinfectant the airline loved—like they were trying to scrub stress out of the walls. I slipped into a seat near the back, my uniform crisp, my hair behaving, my expression set to neutral-professional. The version of me everyone expected.

People trickled in. Laughter, small talk, rolling suitcases. The usual ritual before we pretended a flying tube was a calm workplace.

Then he walked in.

It wasn’t dramatic in the cinematic way. No slow-motion. No choir. Just a shift in the air, like everyone’s posture adjusted without permission. He didn’t need to raise his voice to be heard; he just stood at the front of the room like he belonged there, like the room was something he could manage.

Senior Purser. I knew the type. Airline royalty. Calm authority. Rules in human form.

He set his tablet down, glanced at the roster, then looked up.

His eyes swept the room—quick, precise—like he was counting exits in a burning building. When his gaze landed on me, it didn’t slide away the way most people’s did. It paused.

I hated how instantly my body reacted. Not in a clean, easy way. In an uncomfortable way, like a nerve had been exposed.

He didn’t smile. Not really. But there was something in the corner of his mouth that suggested he could, if he wanted to.

“Good morning,” he said, and his voice was low enough to sound like privacy even in a room full of people. “I’m Adrian Reyes. I’ll be your Senior Purser for this rotation.”

Of course his name sounded like a man who always got upgraded.

He started briefing us—weather, passenger loads, special service requests, safety notes. I tried to focus. I did. I took notes. I nodded at the right times.

But my attention kept snagging on him like a loose thread.

He moved like he knew exactly where his hands should go, when to gesture, when to still them. Controlled. Efficient. Sharp without being showy. And when he spoke, he looked at people’s faces, not over them.

Then it happened again.

His eyes found me. Not casually. Specifically. Like he’d circled my name on the roster and decided I needed… something.

Not trouble. Not exactly.

Assessment.

I sat taller without thinking, as if my spine could negotiate for me.

He glanced down at the roster once more, then spoke my name.

“Darren Miles.”

Hearing it out loud in his voice did something stupid to my stomach.
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“Yes,” I said, too quickly.

“Long-haul experience?” he asked.

“Two years,” I replied. “Mostly international.”

His gaze flicked over me, quick as a scanner—uniform fit, grooming, posture—and stopped at my mouth.

It was subtle. Almost nothing.

But it felt like he’d touched me.

“Good,” he said. “Keep close to standard on this route. Our passengers notice everything.”

I forced a professional nod. “Of course.”

He moved on like that was the end of it.

It wasn’t.

Because my heartbeat didn’t get the memo.

After briefing, the day turned into a checklist. Security. Gate. Pre-flight. Smiles that didn’t reach anyone’s eyes. The airline ran on routines the way bodies ran on blood.

Which was why the “Wellness Clinic” felt like a joke that had been made official.

It sat on the ground floor of crew operations like an afterthought—white walls, motivational posters, the faint smell of antiseptic and oranges. I’d been there for medical clearances before. Vision tests. Sleep questionnaires. Blood pressure. The kind of stuff that made the airline feel responsible without actually caring if you cried in a hotel room at 3 a.m. because your time zone had been shredded.

This time, the nurse handed me a tablet and a stylus.

“New program,” she said, like she was offering me a promo coupon. “Fatigue and bone-density support for long-haul crew. Standard for your age bracket and flight frequency.”

I wanted to tell her I was thirty-two, not eighty.

Instead, I blinked at the screen. A bunch of boxes. Consent forms. Fine print. Corporate language that made everything sound harmless.

“Is this required?” I asked.

“It’s recommended,” she corrected, which in airline language meant the same thing. “You can opt out, but then you’ll need an additional clearance with Aviation Medicine and it might delay your schedule.”

Delays were punishments with a polite smile.

I skimmed. It was exactly what she said: fatigue support, recovery metrics, “hormonal modulation” to help regulate sleep cycles and bone stress.

The words didn’t mean anything emotionally. They were just words. I signed because I was tired and because I’d learned a long time ago that you don’t win against a system by being difficult.

“Great,” she said, taking the stylus back like she’d won something. “We’ll do baseline labs today and you’ll receive micro-supplement support over the next few weeks. You might experience mild changes. Mood. Appetite. Skin.”

“Skin?” I repeated.

“Dryness or sensitivity. Nothing alarming.”

I almost laughed. Sensitivity was my middle name these days, I just kept it hidden under polyester.

They took my blood. I watched the vial fill—dark and unreal, like it belonged to someone more dramatic than me.

Then the nurse handed me a small kit in a paper bag, the kind pharmacies give you when you don’t want people to see what you’re carrying.

“Take one capsule tonight,” she said. “We’ll message your crew app with reminders.”

I looked down at the bag. It felt light. Innocent.

I should have felt something. Fear, maybe. Suspicion.

Instead I just felt… managed.

On the way out, I caught my reflection in a glass panel—uniform perfect, face composed, eyes slightly too alert. I looked like someone with a stable life.

I almost believed it.

Then my phone buzzed.

CREW APP: Welcome to the Fatigue & Bone Density Support Program. Baseline recorded.

My thumb hovered over the screen.

I didn’t know why my pulse jumped.

I told myself it was caffeine.

It was always easier to blame caffeine than admit I was nervous about being changed.

By the time we were airborne, my brain had switched into service mode—automatic, efficient, polite. The cabin lights were soft. The engines hummed. The aisle became my world.

I moved through it like I belonged.

That was the trick, really: behaving like you belonged until you didn’t have to pretend anymore.

I was setting up the beverage cart when I felt him behind me.

Not touching. Not crowding.

Just there.

“Darren,” Adrian said quietly.

My name again. In that tone that made it sound like something he’d chosen.

I turned, professional smile ready. “Yes, sir?”

“Not ‘sir.’” His eyes flicked to my face, sharp but not cruel. “Use names with me. It keeps things clean.”

Clean. Controlled. Like him.

“Okay,” I said. “Adrian.”

Something shifted in his expression—almost approval. Almost.

He nodded once, then glanced at my hands. “Your presentation.”

“My—?”

He reached past me and took a napkin from the cart. His fingers were precise, careful. He dabbed the corner of my mouth before I could react, like he’d spotted a tiny stain no one else would notice.

I froze.

It was nothing. Just a gesture. A correction.

But my body betrayed me anyway—heat pooling under my skin, a stupid tightness in my chest.

He leaned back slightly, still holding the napkin. His gaze didn’t drop lower, didn’t turn it into something inappropriate.

That restraint made it worse.

“You had coffee at briefing,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

“I did,” I admitted, too aware of my voice, too aware of how close he was.

“Careful on this route. The passengers read everything as a statement.”

My mouth went dry. “Right.”

He glanced at my name tag, then at my face, and for one second his eyes softened—not pity, not indulgence, just… attention.

“Also,” he added, voice even, “your posture. When you’re addressing passengers, keep your shoulders relaxed. You tense here.” His gaze flicked to my collarbone. “It makes you look defensive.”

I should have felt insulted.

Instead I felt exposed.

“I’m fine,” I said automatically.

“I know,” he replied.

And that was the problem. It sounded like he actually knew.

He reached out again—not dramatic, not lingering—and adjusted the seam of my vest where it had twisted slightly. His fingers brushed my wrist.

Skin to skin.

A tiny contact. An accident.

Except it didn’t feel accidental at all.

My breath caught. I hated myself for it.

His hand paused—just long enough for me to wonder if he’d felt the same spark.

Then he withdrew like nothing happened.

His voice stayed calm. “Carry on.”

And he turned away, walking down the aisle with that quiet authority like he hadn’t just knocked something loose inside me.

I stared at my wrist, stupidly, as if I could see his touch still there.

The cart waited. The cabin waited. My job waited.

I forced my hands to move again, poured a soda, offered a smile, said the words I was trained to say.

But my body didn’t forget.

And neither did my heart.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

IT STARTED with my skin. Not in a dramatic way. No mirror-shattering revelation. Just a low-grade awareness I couldn’t turn off, like the volume on my body had been nudged up a notch overnight.

The uniform fabric bothered me more than usual. The seams at my shoulders felt abrasive, the waistband tighter—not painfully, just present. Every brush of polyester against skin registered too clearly, like my nerves were listening when they should’ve been asleep.

I told myself it was flying stress.

Long-haul always did weird things to me. Dry cabin air. Dehydration. Time zones chewing through whatever emotional stability I had left. I’d learned to expect mood swings the way other people expected turbulence.

Still, when I caught myself swallowing hard at nothing—absolutely nothing—I frowned.

Get it together.

I moved down the aisle, collected cups, smiled at a woman who thanked me too warmly for water. Her fingers lingered around the rim of the cup like she wanted to say more.

That never happened.

By mid-flight, my emotions felt… thin. Not fragile. Exposed. Like my reactions were closer to the surface than usual. A passenger snapped at me about the Wi-Fi, and instead of irritation, I felt a sudden, stupid sting behind my eyes.

I excused myself to the galley and pressed my palms flat against the counter.

Breathe.

I looked at my hands. They seemed the same. A little smoother, maybe, but that was probably lighting. Everything in the cabin lied under those LEDs.

My chest felt warm. My throat tight.

Flying stress, I told myself again. Nothing more.

Then I caught Adrian watching me from across the galley.

Not staring. Just… observing.

His expression didn’t change when our eyes met, but his attention didn’t slide away either. It held, steady and unreadable, like he was filing something away for later.

I straightened instinctively, rolled my shoulders back.

He nodded once, approving, then turned away.

My pulse didn’t slow down.

He waited until the aisle was clear before speaking.

“Darren.”

There was that tone again—quiet, precise. Not a summons. A decision.

“Yes?” I said, already bracing myself.

“Come with me for a moment.”

It wasn’t phrased like a request. But it wasn’t a reprimand either.

He led me to the forward galley, out of sight from the passengers. The space felt smaller with just the two of us in it, the hum of the aircraft suddenly louder, closer.

“This is routine,” he said, before I could ask. “Standards check.”

“I thought I was within—”

“You are,” he interrupted gently. Then, after a beat, “Mostly.”

That word landed harder than it should have.

He stepped closer—not invading, just enough that I could smell him. Clean. Subtle. Something citrus and soap. He glanced at my face, then deliberately looked away, like he was recalibrating.

“You look tired,” he said. “Long-haul fatigue shows first in the skin.”

“I slept,” I replied automatically.

“I’m sure you did.”

He reached into the galley kit and pulled out a small grooming pouch. Airline issue. Neutral. Professional.
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“Lip balm,” he said, holding it out. “Cabin air dries you out. It reads as… unpolished.”

Unpolished.

I hesitated, then took it. The tube was warm from his hand.

“Just a touch,” he added. “Passengers notice symmetry. Hydration helps.”

I applied it quickly, awkwardly, suddenly aware of how focused he was on my mouth. I could feel his gaze without seeing it.

“Better,” he said after a moment.

He still wasn’t looking directly at me.

Next came concealer. A light dab under my eyes. He didn’t touch my skin—just demonstrated in the air, then handed me the sponge.

“Blend it out,” he said. “Softens the shadows.”

Softens.

My heart thudded. I did as told, my movements careful, clumsy. When I glanced up, I caught him watching me through the reflection in the metal panel—eyes intent, jaw tight.

He looked away immediately.

“Your hair,” he said, too quickly. “It’s sitting wrong.”

Before I could react, he stepped closer and adjusted it—fingers brushing my temple, tucking a strand back into place. The contact was brief. Professional.

Devastating.

“Adrian,” I said without thinking.

He froze. Just for a second.

“Yes?”

“You don’t have to—”

“I do,” he said, voice low. “Consistency matters.”

He stepped back, folding his hands behind him like he didn’t trust them anymore.

“Carry on,” he said, the same words as before.

But this time, his eyes didn’t meet mine at all.

After landing, the cabin emptied in waves—business travelers first, then families, then the stragglers who moved like gravity had increased without warning.

I stood at the door, thanked passengers, smiled until my cheeks ached. My body still felt strange, tuned too tightly, like everything was happening half a second slower inside me.

When my shift ended, I grabbed my bag and headed down the jet bridge with the rest of the crew.

I felt him before I saw him.

Adrian stood near the gate desk, tablet tucked under his arm, posture relaxed in a way that suggested the work was done but the responsibility wasn’t. He spoke quietly with the gate agent—they were speaking in Tagalog and I didn’t understand a word.

I didn’t slow down.

I told myself I wouldn’t.

But as I passed him, his eyes lifted—and this time, he didn’t look away.

He watched me walk.

Not openly. Not crudely. Just… attentively. Like he was seeing something he hadn’t planned on seeing and hadn’t yet decided what to do about.

I felt it. The awareness crawled up my spine, settled between my shoulders. My hips moved differently, though I hadn’t told them to. My posture softened without permission.

When I reached the end of the jet bridge, I risked a glance back.

He was still there.

Still watching.

His expression wasn’t hunger. It wasn’t satisfaction.

It was concern.

That scared me more than anything.

Because concern meant he was already invested.

Because concern meant this wasn’t just attraction—it was responsibility bleeding into want.

And that was dangerous.

For him.

For me.

For whatever was quietly, insistently changing inside my body—inside my life—whether I was ready for it or not.

I didn’t stop walking.

But I felt him behind me all the same, like a line I’d crossed without realizing it had been drawn.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A WEEK made more difference than it had any right to. I noticed it in the mirror of the lavatory at thirty-five thousand feet, under unforgiving cabin lights that didn’t lie even when you wanted them to. My chest looked… fuller. Not swollen, not cartoonish—just there in a way it hadn’t been before, soft enough that the uniform no longer hung straight.

I pressed my palm lightly against it, testing reality.

Warm. Sensitive. Real.

My stomach flipped.

I hadn’t gained weight. I knew my body well enough for that. This was something else—something that felt both alien and terrifyingly intimate, like my body had started a private conversation without asking me if I wanted to join.

Flying stress, I told myself again. Hormones. Whatever that program was doing. Temporary.

Still, when I stepped back into the aisle, I crossed my arms without thinking.

The passenger smiled at me like I’d made her day just by existing.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” she said. “Could I get another blanket?”

The word hit me a beat late.

Ma’am.

I opened my mouth to correct her. I always did. Reflex.

But the correction stalled somewhere between my throat and my tongue.

Because Adrian was there.

Standing two rows back, watching the exchange with that quiet attentiveness that made me feel like I was under a microscope. He didn’t intervene. Didn’t step in. Just observed.

The passenger followed my gaze, glanced back at him, then returned her smile to me—confident, unquestioning.

I swallowed.

“Of course,” I said.

My voice came out softer than usual. Rounder. I hated that I noticed.

As I handed her the blanket, I felt Adrian’s attention sharpen, like he’d clocked the moment my choice became deliberate.

I didn’t correct her.

And he didn’t say a word.

The turbulence hit without warning.

One moment I was securing a cart, the next the plane lurched hard enough to knock the breath out of me. My footing slipped, my shoulder twisting as I reached instinctively for something solid.

Adrian’s arm was there before I could finish falling.

He braced me against the galley wall, one hand firm at my waist, the other steadying my shoulder. The contact was immediate, decisive—no hesitation, no awkwardness.

Too much of him. Too close.

I could feel his hand through the thin fabric of my uniform, fingers splayed like he was holding me in place against the world. My chest brushed his arm, and I sucked in a breath I hadn’t meant to take.

“You okay?” he asked, voice low, close to my ear.

I nodded, pulse hammering. “Yeah. I—yeah.”

The plane shuddered again, lighter this time. He didn’t let go right away.

For a heartbeat, we stayed like that—his body shielding mine, my balance anchored by his grip. I was acutely aware of everything: the warmth of his hand, the steadiness of his breathing, the way my body fit too easily against his.

Then he stepped back, professionalism snapping into place like armor.

“Stay seated until it smooths out,” he said. “I’ll handle the aisle.”

I watched him move away, my skin buzzing where he’d touched me.

My body didn’t forget.
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Later, during the lull—when the cabin dimmed and the passengers settled into that half-asleep silence—the crew took turns in the forward galley. The closest thing we had to a break room.

I slipped in quietly and found Adrian seated at the fold-down jumpseat, a small container balanced on his knee. He looked… different off-duty. Looser. The rigid lines of command softened just enough to remind me he was human.

It smelled incredible.

“Smells good, what’s that?” I blurted, because apparently my mouth had decided subtlety was optional.

He glanced up, surprised, then smiled—actually smiled this time.

“Adobo,” he said. “My mom’s recipe.”

Of course it was.

Filipino-American. That made sense now—the careful restraint, the quiet competence, the way warmth lived just under the surface like something taught, not accidental.

“You hungry?” he asked.

I shook my head too fast. “No, I just—sorry. It smells good.”

He hesitated, then held the container out slightly. “You want to try?”

Heat rushed to my face. “No, it’s okay. I don’t want to—”

“That’s fine,” he said easily, pulling it back. No pressure. No disappointment.

I hovered there anyway, suddenly unsure where to put my hands, my body, my words.

“Adrian,” I said finally.

“Yes?”

“I think something’s wrong with me.”

His expression shifted immediately. Concern, unfiltered.

“What do you mean?”

I swallowed. The words felt heavy, fragile. “My body. Things are… changing. The program… it feels wrong. Like I’m not—” I faltered, hating how tight my throat felt. “Like I’m not myself.”

He set the food aside carefully, giving me his full attention.

“You should stop it,” he said without hesitation. “Immediately. If it’s making you uncomfortable—”

“I know,” I said quickly. “I just—”

My eyes dropped to the container again. Stupid. Ridiculous.

“Can I—?” I gestured vaguely. “Actually… could I try it?”

He blinked. “The adobo?”

I nodded, mortified.

He reached for a spoon. “I’ll grab another—”

“It’s okay,” I said, the words tumbling out. “I don’t mind.”

He paused, then lifted the spoon he’d been using, hesitating just long enough for the moment to stretch thin.

“You sure?”

I nodded again.

He held the spoon out. My fingers brushed his as I took it—another tiny spark, another thing neither of us acknowledged.

The taste exploded on my tongue—rich, savory, comforting. I closed my eyes without meaning to.

When I opened them, he was watching me.

Not like a supervisor.

Like a man realizing something he didn’t want to realize.

The air between us felt charged, fragile. I handed the spoon back, my hand lingering a fraction too long.

“Thank you,” I said quietly.

He nodded, throat working. “I have more in my bag.”

“No, I mean, thanks for earlier, the turbulence…”

Neither of us moved.

Neither of us said what we were thinking.

But the line between us—professional, personal, something else—had never felt thinner.

And this time, neither of us pretended not to notice.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS later, I stood in my hotel room in Denver with the curtains half-open and my shirt folded neatly on the chair, staring at myself like I was meeting a stranger I couldn’t stop thinking about.

My body had changed enough that denial felt lazy.

My waist curved inward where it used to fall straight. My hips rounded just enough that the mirror caught it from the side. And my chest—God, my chest—rose softly under my palm when I touched it, fuller than swelling, sensitive in a way that made my breath hitch.

I should have panicked.

Instead, I tilted my head and turned slightly, watching how the light slid across my skin. It looked smoother. Brighter. Like my body had been quietly edited while I wasn’t paying attention.

I liked it.

That realization landed slow and heavy.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

ZIPPITY AIR CLINIC — SECURE MESSAGE

I opened it with a thumb that felt steadier than I expected.

Your recent labs confirm a feminizing response to the fatigue and bone-density support protocol. This response is rare but documented. The effects are considered temporary and reversible upon cessation of the program. Please advise how you wish to proceed.

Temporary.
Reversible.

Relief washed through me first—clean, immediate. A way out. A button labeled undo.

I sat on the edge of the bed, phone still glowing in my hand.

Then the second feeling crept in. Slower. Quieter.

Disappointment.

I stared at the words again, waiting for the relief to come back stronger, to drown that other feeling out.

It didn’t.

The idea of stopping—of flattening back out, of losing this softness I hadn’t asked for but had somehow grown attached to—made my chest ache in a way that had nothing to do with hormones.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” I murmured to my reflection.

The mirror didn’t answer.

And worse, it didn’t judge me either.

There was a knock at my door an hour later.

I knew it was him before I reached the handle.

Adrian stood in the corridor, jacket off, sleeves rolled to his forearms. He looked less like a supervisor and more like a man who hadn’t slept enough and cared too much anyway.

“Did you see the email?” he asked quietly.

“Yes,” I said.

A beat. His shoulders dropped just slightly.

“I didn’t know,” he said. “About the program. About what it could do.” His voice was steady, but his eyes weren’t. “I should’ve asked more questions. I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, and meant it. “I signed the forms.”

He nodded, then hesitated, like he was standing at the edge of something he wasn’t supposed to step into.

“Can I—” He stopped, recalibrated. “Can I take you to dinner? Just to talk. Properly.”

I could have said no.

I didn’t.

We walked down the corridor side by side, the carpet swallowing our footsteps. The silence between us felt heavy, stretched tight with everything we weren’t saying. I was acutely aware of my body again—of the way my hips swayed without trying, of how his presence seemed to pull my attention inward.

At the elevator, he glanced at me, then away.

“Bar downstairs?” he asked.

“Okay,” I said.

The elevator doors closed, sealing us in a mirrored box. I caught our reflection—him tall and composed, me softer, curved in ways I was still learning how to inhabit.

He noticed me noticing.

Neither of us spoke.
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The hotel bar was dim and warm, all dark wood and low lighting meant to make conversations feel private even when they weren’t. We sat close but not touching, glasses sweating gently between us.

After the second drink, the truth pressed too hard against my ribs to keep quiet.

“I don’t think I want to stop it,” I said suddenly.

He turned toward me, brows knitting. “The program?”

“The changes,” I clarified. “I know they’re supposed to be temporary, but… I don’t hate them. I think I—” I exhaled shakily. “I think I like them.”

The admission felt like stepping off a ledge.

He studied my face, not interrupting, letting me exist in the space I’d created.

“There’s something else,” I added, quieter now. “Something I’ve never told anyone.”

He waited.

“When I was younger,” I said, staring at my glass, “I used to dress up. Like a girl. In my mom’s clothes. I stopped before anyone found out. I told myself it was just a phase.”

I risked a glance at him.

He looked surprised—but not disgusted. Not amused. Just… thoughtful.

“Then maybe,” he said slowly, “this isn’t as accidental as it feels.”

I let out a small, breathless laugh. “You think it’s destiny?”

“I think,” he said, eyes dark, “that some things don’t go away just because we ignore them.”

The air shifted.

He moved first—not fast, not careless. His hand came up, hesitated at my jaw like he was still giving me an out. I didn’t take it.

His lips met mine, warm and careful.

The kiss was softer than I expected. Curious. Questioning. My body reacted instantly—heat blooming low and sharp, my hands gripping the edge of the bar like I needed the anchor.

For a moment, I let myself sink into it.

Then reality crashed back in.

I pulled away, breath uneven. “I don’t know if I like guys,” I said, panic threading my voice. “This is new. You’re new. Everything’s—”

“I know,” he said immediately, steadying me without touching. “We don’t have to decide anything tonight.”

I nodded, grateful and overwhelmed all at once.

But when our eyes met again, the tension was still there—charged, undeniable.

The line had been crossed.

And neither of us could pretend we didn’t know exactly where it led.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE DAY after the kiss, Adrian was… cheerful. Not forced. Not brittle. Just bright in that controlled way of his, like he’d decided to put everything in its proper box and label it handled. He greeted the crew with easy warmth, cracked a quiet joke during briefing, moved through the cabin like the night before hadn’t cracked something open between us.

I did the opposite.

I kept my distance. Counted steps. Focused on carts and call buttons and seat numbers. I answered him when spoken to, used his name like a shield, and never let my eyes linger long enough to give me away.

Because I was still confused.

Because rules mattered to me in a way they suddenly didn’t seem to matter to him—and that scared me.

My body started feeling the new norm, unmistakably so. The uniform pressed against my chest in a way that made me aware of my breathing. When I leaned forward to help a passenger with their bag, I felt a soft, newly familiar pull, a reminder I couldn’t ignore even if I tried.

I didn’t want to revert back.

That truth sat heavy and quiet in my chest, like a stone I’d placed there myself. I hadn’t told the clinic to stop the program. I hadn’t replied to the email. I’d let the clock keep ticking because the idea of undoing this—undoing me, whatever I was becoming—felt worse than the fear of continuing.

Adrian noticed.

He noticed everything.

But he didn’t press. Not once. He kept things professional, respectful, careful in a way that felt deliberate. It should have reassured me.

Instead, it made my chest ache.

During our break, I took a seat in the forward galley with a plastic container of salad balanced on my knee. Greens, grilled chicken, dressing on the side.

I poked at it without much appetite.

Adrian appeared a moment later, carrying a full tray—rice, adobo, a small dessert wrapped in foil. He stopped in front of me, then gently set the tray down within reach.

“I remember how you liked it,” he said simply.

My throat tightened. “You didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to.”

I glanced up. His expression was open, searching. Not guarded. That somehow made it harder.

“I’m sorry I’ve been cold,” I said quietly. “I’m just… still confused.”

He studied me for a second, then nodded. “I figured.”

He hesitated, then added, “It’s weird, though.”

“What is?”

“You,” he said, not unkindly. “You pull away when something matters to you.”

I huffed a weak laugh. “Occupational hazard.”

He didn’t smile.

“There’s something else,” he said, shifting gears the way he did when work crept back in. “New protocol just came down from corporate.”

I blinked. “About what?”

“Uniform options,” he said. “For the inclusivity campaign.”

That got my attention. “The… what?”

He sat down across from me, lowering his voice. “They’re expanding presentation flexibility. Skirt option authorized. Grooming standards adjusted.” A pause. “It applies across genders.”

I stared at him. “You’re saying… men will dress like women, women will dress like men?”

“In simplified terms,” he said, lips twitching. “Yes.”

I let out a surprised laugh, shaking my head. “You’re kidding.”

“I wish I were,” he said. “Marketing is very proud of this.”

The idea hit me sideways—absurd, corporate, yet strangely timed. I imagined myself in a skirt, officially sanctioned, no explanations required. The thought sent a ripple through me that had nothing to do with rebellion and everything to do with relief.

I sobered. “And… makeup?”

“Encouraged,” he said carefully.

I glanced down at my salad, then at the tray he’d brought me. Rice. Comfort. Permission.

“Okay,” I said finally. “I’m… interested.”

His eyes softened. “I thought you might be.”
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After the meal, the cabin quieted again, that late-flight hush settling in like a held breath. We lingered near the galley, neither of us in a hurry to return to our respective corners of restraint.

“I still think about it,” Adrian said suddenly.

I looked up. “The kiss?”

“Yes.”

The word landed between us, unadorned.

“I do too,” I admitted. “Which is part of the problem.”

He nodded, like he understood that perfectly. “I don’t regret it.”

“I don’t either,” I said, then winced. “But I’m not a girl.”

“I don’t care,” he replied without hesitation.

That stopped me cold.

“I mean it,” he added, voice steady. “I’m not attracted to a category. I’m attracted to you.”

My chest tightened, emotions crowding in all at once—fear, warmth, disbelief.

“I need time,” I said. “To figure this out. To figure myself out.”

“I know,” he said gently.

I hesitated, then extended my hand toward him—an offering, not a demand.

“Let me figure things out first,” I said. “But… don’t disappear.”

He looked at my hand for a moment, then took it. His grip was warm, grounding, unmistakably present.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said.

We shared a small, tentative smile—something fragile but real.

We couldn’t keep doing this.

But neither of us wanted to stop.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS later, I locked the hotel room door and leaned my forehead against it, breathing like I’d just run a mile. The room was quiet except for the low hum of the air conditioner and the distant city sounds seeping through the glass. My suitcase lay open on the bed, and beside it—neatly folded, almost reverently arranged—was the uniform Adrian had shown me as an option.

An option that felt like a dare.

I didn’t rush. I couldn’t. Every movement felt ceremonial, like if I went too fast, I’d break whatever fragile permission I’d finally given myself.

I started with a shower.

The water ran warm over my skin, and I lingered longer than usual, hands moving slowly, deliberately, reacquainting myself with a body that no longer felt theoretical. My curves were undeniable now. When I closed my eyes, I could feel the slope of my hips, the fullness of my chest, the sensitivity everywhere that had crept in quietly and refused to leave.

I stepped out, wrapped myself in a towel, and caught my reflection in the fogged mirror.

I didn’t look away.

The lingerie came first.

I’d bought it with shaking hands two days earlier, half-convinced I’d chicken out before wearing it. The fabric was soft—too soft—like it had been designed to remind skin that it deserved kindness. When I slipped it on, the straps settled naturally over my shoulders, cupping my chest in a way that made me inhale sharply.

This wasn’t costume. This wasn’t pretending.

This was acknowledgment.

Next came the stockings. I sat on the edge of the bed and rolled them up slowly, watching the sheer fabric glide over my calves, my knees, my thighs. The gentle squeeze grounded me, anchored me inside my body instead of floating above it in panic.

I stood up carefully once they were on.

My legs looked… elegant.

That thought startled me enough to make me laugh under my breath.

“Okay,” I murmured. “One thing at a time.”

The wig waited on the dresser.

I’d chosen it with Adrian’s quiet guidance—nothing dramatic, nothing cartoonish. Shoulder-length. Dark brown. Soft layers. Something that looked like it could belong to a woman who’d had this hair her whole life.

My hands trembled slightly as I adjusted the wig cap, tucking my hair away, smoothing everything down. When I placed the wig on my head and adjusted it at the hairline, I froze.

The mirror changed.

My face stayed the same—but also didn’t. Framed differently, softened by illusion and intent. I touched the strands lightly, watching how they moved, how they caught the light.

My throat tightened.

Makeup came next.

I worked slowly, following muscle memory I didn’t remember having. Moisturizer first, then primer—my skin drank it in greedily. Foundation followed, blended carefully until my complexion looked even, luminous, like I’d slept better than I actually had.

Concealer under the eyes. A soft flush of blush on the cheeks.

When I lined my eyes, my hand steadied. Focus settled in. I added mascara last, watching my lashes darken, lengthen, frame my gaze into something unmistakably feminine.

Lipstick lingered in my hand.

I hesitated.

Then I applied it—soft rose, just enough color to feel intentional without screaming for attention. I pressed my lips together once, twice, and stared.

I looked like a stewardess.

No—worse.

I looked like myself, without apology.

The uniform followed.

The blouse slid on smoothly, the fabric accommodating my chest without strain. I tucked it into the skirt, hands brushing my hips as I adjusted the waistband. The skirt hugged me in a way pants never had—acknowledging instead of concealing.

I fastened the jacket last, straightened the lapels, then stepped into the heels.

They weren’t high. But they changed everything.

My posture shifted naturally. My center of gravity adjusted. I stood taller, not rigid—poised.

When I faced the mirror fully, dressed head to toe, I didn’t see a man playing dress-up.

I saw a woman on the edge of something irreversible.

Soon after, my phone buzzed.

CREW APP: Gate assignment confirmed.

Time.
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At the airport, I moved carefully at first, hyperaware of every step, every sway of fabric. But no one stared. No one pointed.

People smiled.

At the gate, Adrian turned—and stopped.

He actually stopped walking.

For a split second, all his composure cracked. His eyes widened, his mouth parted, and then he caught himself, throat bobbing as he swallowed.

I couldn’t help it. I grinned.

“Stop drooling,” I said sweetly.

He huffed out a laugh, shaking his head. “You’re enjoying this.”

“I might be,” I admitted.

Working the cabin felt like stepping into a parallel life.

Passengers greeted me without hesitation. Miss. Ma’am. A woman complimented my hair. A man thanked me and called me “dear” in a way that felt benign instead of patronizing.

I poured drinks, answered questions, smiled until it felt natural.

Because it was.

My body moved with me instead of against me. The uniform no longer felt like something I was wearing—it felt like something that fit.

And every time I caught Adrian watching me, I knew he saw it too.

Not just the clothes.

Her.

Choosing her didn’t feel like rebellion anymore.

It felt like alignment.

Night fell gently over the cabin, lights dimmed low as passengers drifted into sleep. I moved down the aisle, switching off reading lights, murmuring good nights.

Then a hand grabbed my ass.

I froze.

It took a second for my brain to catch up with my body. I turned, confused, hoping I’d imagined it.

The hand came back. Firmer this time.

“Hey,” I whispered sharply. “Don’t.”

He smirked, eyes half-lidded, hand lingering like he thought he was entitled to me.

Something snapped.

I slapped him.

The sound echoed louder than I expected.

The cabin lights flicked on. The man exploded into outrage. “How dare you! Do you know who I am—”

“All I know,” I said, voice shaking but clear, “is that you kept touching my butt after I told you to stop.”

He sneered, eyes raking over me. “Look at you. Who wouldn’t “You seriously think I’d take advantage of a freak like you?”

I didn’t see Adrian move—I felt him.

He was there instantly, between us, and before anyone could react, his fist connected with the man’s face. Clean. Controlled. Terrifying.

“That’s enough,” Adrian said coldly. He turned to me, his hands gentle on my shoulders. “Come with me.”

He led me to the back, shielded me with his body.

“I’ll deal with him when we reach L.A.,” he said quietly. “You’re safe.”

For the first time since it happened, I believed it.

Later, in my hotel room, the adrenaline faded into something heavier.

“I shouldn’t have dressed like that,” I said quietly, staring into my drink. “Maybe if I hadn’t—”

“No,” Adrian said immediately. “Don’t you dare.”

I looked up.

“This isn’t your fault,” he continued, voice firm but soft. “Not your clothes. Not your body. Not who you are.”

Tears burned behind my eyes.

He moved closer, close enough that I could feel the warmth of him, the steady calm he carried like a promise.

“I don’t want to lose you,” he said.

Neither did I.

The kiss this time wasn’t careful. It was deep, hungry, full of everything we’d been holding back. His hands explored me reverently—my waist, my hips, my back—like he was learning me all over again. When he touched my chest, I gasped, sensation sparking sharp and sweet.

I felt powerful. Desired. Wanted in a way that didn’t erase my confusion—but made it bearable.

We moved together, exploratory and unhurried, discovering what felt right without rushing to define it. Every touch asked a question. Every response answered it.

Later, tangled in sheets and quiet, I rested my head against his shoulder.

For the first time, being with a man, taking all of him, and choosing her didn’t feel like breaking rules.

It felt like coming home.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE NEXT morning felt almost unreal in how normal it was. I dressed the same way I had the day before—carefully, deliberately—slipping into lingerie that felt like a secret promise, stockings smoothing up my legs, the skirt settling against my hips like it had always known where to sit. The blouse hugged my chest without protest. The wig fell into place with practiced ease, and my makeup took half the time it had the first day, my hands steadier now, more confident.

When I stepped into my heels, I didn’t wobble.

That alone felt like progress.

On the plane, Adrian and I worked like we always had—efficient, coordinated, wordless in the way good crews became after enough hours together. But something had softened between us, warmed. Our eyes met more often. Our smiles lingered.

A passenger asked me about a connecting flight, and I answered smoothly, my voice calm, assured. Another complimented my uniform. A third thanked me for making the cabin feel “so welcoming.”

Each interaction settled me further into myself.

During a lull, we slipped into the galley—the narrow space that doubled as our break room, the closest thing we had to privacy in the air. Adrian leaned in slightly, his voice just a breath against my ear.

“When we land,” he whispered, “I’m taking you shopping.”

I blinked, heat rushing to my cheeks. “Shopping?”

“For clothes,” he clarified softly. “Real ones. Not just uniforms.”

My heart stuttered. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” he said, smiling. “You deserve the world, my lady.”

Before I could overthink it, he brushed his lips against mine—quick, tender, hidden by the hum of the aircraft and the closed curtain. It wasn’t desperate. It wasn’t rushed.

It was sure.

When we pulled apart, we were both smiling like we’d just gotten away with something wonderful.

They didn’t even let us go to the hotel.

As soon as we landed, a supervisor met us at the gate with practiced neutrality and escorted us to a small conference room tucked away from the terminal noise. The fluorescent lights were too bright. The air too still.

Human Resources was already there.

The woman at the head of the table folded her hands. “Thank you for coming in so promptly.”

Adrian stood tall beside me. I held his hand under the table.

“The passenger involved in last night’s incident,” she continued, “is a shareholder of Zippity Air.”

The words landed heavy.

Adrian didn’t flinch. “Then I’ll be clear,” he said evenly. “I broke protocol when I struck him. That responsibility is mine.”

My chest tightened. “I can apologize,” I said quickly. “I’ll do whatever’s required. Please—don’t fire him.”

The HR rep glanced at me, then back at Adrian. “The company takes allegations seriously on all sides.”

Adrian squeezed my hand once, then spoke again. “If the company’s position is that protecting a crew member from harassment is a violation, then this isn’t a company I can stand behind.”

Silence stretched.

“I quit,” he said calmly.
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My breath caught. “Adrian—”

I stood. “Then so do I.”

Both of them looked at me.

“I won’t stay somewhere that asks us to apologize for being hurt,” I said, voice shaking but clear. “And I won’t let him stand alone.”

Adrian turned to me, eyes full. “You don’t have to—”

“I love you,” I said.

The room seemed to go very quiet.

He smiled then—soft, certain. “I love you too.”

We intertwined our fingers, stood together, and walked out.

The terminal noise rushed back in as the door closed behind us. Planes. People. Life moving forward.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel like I was losing something.

I felt like I was choosing everything.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE HOUSE smelled like garlic, vinegar, and something fried the second I stepped inside. Not just food—home. “Shoes off, shoes off!” someone called from the kitchen before I could even close the door, followed immediately by laughter and the clatter of serving spoons. The living room was already full: cousins on the couch, an aunt fanning herself with a paper plate, a kid darting between legs with a lumpia in each hand like he’d won a prize.

Adrian’s family did not do small. It was only his nephew’s seventh birthday, but it felt like we were in a wedding reception. “Babe, you made it,” Adrian said, appearing beside me with a grin, his arm sliding naturally around my waist. He leaned in, kissed my temple. “I told them you were coming, but they didn’t believe me until they saw you.”

“I’m right here,” I said, laughing.

“Yes, but now they can feed you,” his aunt said approvingly, already handing me a plate piled high with pancit, adobo, rice, and something wrapped in banana leaves. “You’re too thin. You work too much.”

I blinked. “I—”

“She works in the air,” Adrian said proudly. “You know how it is.”

“Ohhh,” his mom said, eyes lighting up as she took me in properly. “Nevertheless, you’re glowing.”

Glowing.

I felt it sometimes—like my body had finally decided what language it wanted to speak. Six months on real hormones had done more than change curves and skin tone. My emotions settled into something truer, steadier. My chest was undeniably mine now, my hips softened into a shape that no longer surprised me in mirrors. Even my reflection felt… familiar.

“I’m so happy you’re here,” his mom added, squeezing my hands gently. “We’ve heard so much about you.”

“All good things,” Adrian said quickly.

She raised an eyebrow at him. “Mostly.”

The laughter that followed wrapped around me like a blanket.

Later, as the sun dipped low and the house filled with music and chatter, I found myself perched on the arm of the couch while one of Adrian’s cousins grilled me.

“So you fly international?” she asked.

“Mostly,” I said. “But I just transferred to Atlacific Air. Better routes. Better benefits.”

“And you’re happy?” she asked, not unkindly.

I glanced across the room at Adrian, who was arguing cheerfully with his uncle about basketball. He caught my eye and smiled like the room didn’t exist.

“Yes,” I said simply. “I really am.”

Adrian joined me a moment later, handing me a glass. “Calamansi juice,” he said. “Before my aunt spikes it.”

“Too late!” someone shouted from the kitchen.

He laughed and leaned in, voice dropping. “You okay?”

“More than okay,” I said. “Your family is… a lot.”

“They like you,” he said. “That’s the highest honor.”

I nudged him gently. “How’s school?”

His expression softened into something focused, determined. “Hard. Worth it. Flight hours start next semester.”

“Pilot Reyes,” I teased.

“Don’t,” he said, smiling anyway. “I’m doing this because of you, you know.”

I frowned. “Because of me?”

“You reminded me I didn’t have to stay small,” he said quietly. “Or safe.”

I leaned my head against his shoulder, the noise of the party washing over us. A year ago, we’d walked out of an office hand in hand with nothing but conviction and each other.

Now this.

“Hey, do you know that this is our first anniversary?” I murmured.

“I know, that drunken night in your hotel room,” he said. “I remember everything.”
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Later, when the food had dwindled and the relatives began drifting out with leftovers packed into mismatched containers, Adrian led me upstairs to his room. It was quieter there, the world reduced to soft light and familiar walls.

I sat on the edge of the bed, smoothing my dress over my thighs. He watched me the way he always did now—like he was still learning me, still grateful.

“I’m so lucky,” he said softly.

“I am too,” I replied.

I took his hand, guiding it to my waist, my chest—my body no longer something I apologized for.

“And you’re still flying even after what happened,” he added. “You never gave that up.”

“I didn’t want to,” I said. “I just needed the right place to land.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.


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


Story 4 – In The Navy
I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...


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


Story 6 – The Secretary
Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes. He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.


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


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


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


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


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

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys

[image: A close up of a logo  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

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

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“The growth of your breasts is unusual for males. Let’s see what we can do.”

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

They offered me a cure. Testosterone. Reversal. A way back. But my body didn’t want to go back.

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

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

They said I had a condition.

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

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

Read Girly Diagnosis

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

[image: A person taking a selfie  Description automatically generated]

Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading He Became a Stewardess.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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