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Introduction

“He said it was a testosterone shake. But why was I growing boobs!?””
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I tried to sabotage a Pride march with a fake bomb threat. I thought I’d get away with it—until Noah Hart, the local co-op owner and ex-pharma genius, caught me red-handed with blue chalk on my fingers.

Instead of turning me in, he offered me a deal: taste-test his new ‘testosterone-rich’ smoothie line.

Desperate to keep my job and reputation, I said yes. What I didn’t know? It wasn’t testosterone. Not even close.

The mirror changed. My thoughts changed. My body changed. Now I dream in lipstick. Tuck into bras. And every time Noah looks at me, I forget who I used to be—because the girl in the mirror looks nothing like the gym bro Colby.

She looks like Cleo.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My 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 Girly Diet.


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 WASN’T PISSED. I was fuming. Not even the post-leg-day kind of sore I usually craved—this was different. Mental soreness. The kind that boiled in my chest and stayed there long after the reps were done.

“Pride month, bro,” Tyler said, setting down his shake with a little too much smug.

“We're doing rainbow dumbbells on Friday.”

I blinked at him. “You serious?”

He nodded, like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Corporate wants us posting about inclusivity. Hashtag PrideStrong. You in?”

I scoffed. “Yeah, I’m in… in the sense that I’m about to throw up.”

Tyler rolled his eyes and wandered off. Dude always pretended to be woke, but I knew he’d been the one calling our nonbinary Zumba instructor “it” last year when no one was listening. Me, at least, I was honest about where I stood. I didn’t play pretend for likes.

I walked toward the front desk, gripping the counter with chalk-dusted fingers. The blue powder still clung to the edges of my cuticles. It didn’t matter. No one would notice. Everyone was too busy taking selfies or making reels about “allyship” to care about details.

The plan was simple. Not some real bomb or anything—I wasn’t a psycho. But I knew how easy it was to freak people out. A couple of “anonymous warnings” on the gym’s comment section, maybe something scrawled behind the co-op building where the rally was supposed to be. Just enough to cancel the whole circus. No one would get hurt, but the parade of body glitter and drag queens would get shut down before it started.

[image: Mage media]

I’d done it that morning. Early. Hoodie up and game-face on. I found a crumbling brick wall near the back of the co-op, a place where no security cams reached. I wrote the message in jagged letters:

STAY HOME. SOMETHING BAD’S COMING. BOOM!

Then I dropped the chalk and walked away. Easy.

No cameras. No witnesses. Well, mostly. I told myself it was fine.

But all day, I felt jumpy.

Not guilty. Just... on edge.

I needed a pump.

By five o’clock, I was back in the weight room, benching with my earbuds blasting trap music. The gym had put up rainbow flags by the mirrors, which pissed me off. There was something about trying to deadlift with a giant LOVE IS LOVE poster staring you in the face that just felt wrong.

A guy in a trans flag crop top passed behind me and winked.

“Bro,” I muttered, racking the bar. “I’m working out. Not auditioning for RuPaul.”

He laughed like it was a compliment. I wiped the bench aggressively and stormed off.

This wasn’t my scene anymore. Not like it used to be.

I walked out of the gym without showering, just threw on my jacket and shoved my protein jug under my arm. I needed water. Something cleaner than that chlorine-tasting garbage they pumped into the water fountains.

There was a co-op two blocks down. Yeah, the same one hosting the damn rally. But they sold these fancy glass bottles of “ionized alkaline” crap that actually tasted good.

I figured I’d get in, grab a couple, and be out.

The place smelled like herbs and patchouli. Some barefoot chick offered me a sample of chia pudding and I grunted in response.

I made a beeline for the drink fridge, grabbed two waters, and headed to the counter.

That’s when I saw him.

Noah Hart.

Taller than I remembered. Clean-cut blond hair. I knew of him—ex-pharma, big in the wellness scene now. He ran the co-op, taught meditation, probably did sound baths and moon circles or whatever the hell hipsters did these days.

He didn’t look like trouble. Until he stepped behind the register and gave me a once-over that felt way too observant.

I handed him the bottles.

He didn’t scan them right away.

“Colby, the gym instructor, right?” he asked.

My stomach clenched. “Yeah. Why?”

“What’s under your nails?”

“What the hell?”

He smiled, but it wasn’t friendly. More like the kind of smile you gave right before calling someone out.

I instinctively clenched my fists. “Dirt. Why do you care?”

“You’ve got chalk under your nails,” he said, tilting his head. “Blue. Same shade as the writing we found behind the building this morning.”

I froze.

My mouth opened, then shut again.

“I was climbing,” I said quickly. “At the park.”

Noah nodded slowly. “Cool. Funny how the graffiti was written hours before our rally. And how the police had to clear the space just to be safe.”

I looked down. I could lie again. Say it was coincidence. Say I’d been framed. Say anything.

But I knew. And he knew.

“Look, man,” I muttered. “You don’t want to start something.”

“No,” he said, leaning in. “You don’t. Because here’s what happens next. I go to your gym. I show them the video of you buying chalk at the art store a block away. Yeah, we pulled footage. I hand it all over to your sponsors, your bosses, your clients. You lose your job. Your rep. Everything.”

I went pale.

“Don’t,” I said.

“Then give me one good reason not to.”

“I need that job,” I whispered.

He crossed his arms. “You should’ve thought of that before.”

I swallowed hard. My heart was racing. I hated him. Hated the calm way he stood there, like he had all the time in the world to destroy me.

“Please,” I said. “Don’t tell anyone. Please.”

He studied me.

Then shrugged.

“I won’t,” he said. “If you do something for me.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Like what?”

“I’m running a test program,” he said. “A new line of smoothies meant to naturally boost testosterone and regulate hormonal balance for men in fitness. Nootropics, adaptogens, performance-enhancing blends. I need a test subject. You’ve got the perfect profile.”

I stared at him. “You want me to drink your weird hippie shakes?”

“For thirty days.”

“That’s your price?”

He nodded. “You take the smoothie every morning, follow the plan, give feedback. Keep your job, keep your name clean. You don’t, and we’re done talking.”

It was insane.

But I had no choice.

“Fine,” I snapped. “Whatever. Just give me the damn shake.”

He smirked and rang up the waters.
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“Welcome to the program, Colby.”

I grabbed the bottles and stormed out, not seeing the blue smudge on the edge of the counter where my hand had trembled.

I didn’t sleep that night.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Noah’s face. Not his eyes, not even the smug smile. Just the way he looked so calm—like he was holding all the cards. Like I was some dumb kid caught tagging a wall, not a grown man with a mortgage, a personal brand, and a full client list. I hated how small I felt. Weak. Powerless.

Was this what those people felt all the time? Nah. Screw that.

This was different. I wasn’t crying oppression because someone called me out for a crime. I was just pissed that I got caught. Big difference.

The next morning, I showed up at the co-op like it was just another errand. Wore a hoodie, kept my head down. Still, the cashier with the eyebrow ring gave me a weird smile like she knew something. Maybe she did.

Noah waved from the back room, motioning me over. He handed me a glass bottle with a thick, dusty pink liquid inside. Not cute pink—muddy pink, like someone blended strawberries with dirt.

I squinted at it. “This supposed to be testosterone in a bottle?”

He chuckled. “You ever heard of maca root? Ashwagandha? Tongkat ali?”

“No. Sounds like Pokémon.”

He smirked. “It’s a natural blend. Estrogen blockers, adrenal support, testosterone boosters. All legal. All organic. No injections, no pharma. Just real food chemistry.”

I sniffed the bottle. It smelled like berries and chalk.

I looked him dead in the eye. “You’re not trying to poison me or something, right?” He smiled again, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes this time. “Not unless you count feeling better as poison.”

I took a sip.

It wasn’t bad. Tart, creamy, a little thick. Like a smoothie that forgot it was supposed to be healthy. I downed the rest in three gulps.

I wiped my mouth. “That it?”

“For today,” he said. “Tomorrow, you’ll get the same base with slight adjustments. I’m tailoring it to your body’s feedback. You’ll start logging your workouts, energy levels, libido—”

“Whoa. Hold up. Libido?”

He gave a little shrug. “You said you wanted to get stronger. Testosterone affects everything—aggression, stamina, sex drive. This is a holistic program. We don’t do partial science here.”

I rolled my eyes. “Whatever. I’ve got a client in twenty. Are my balls gonna get bigger or something?”

He didn’t laugh.

“See you tomorrow,” he said.

As I walked out, I felt his eyes on me. I didn’t look back. Didn’t give him the satisfaction.

But by the time I hit the gym, I was sweating a little more than usual. My heart felt like it was buzzing, and I couldn’t decide if it was adrenaline or anxiety. Probably both.

I crushed my chest day. PR’d my incline bench. Nothing felt off. Maybe this smoothie thing wouldn’t be so bad. If it really did boost my test, I’d probably blow past my weight class by the end of the month.

That thought carried me through the day.

But at night, I had a dream.

A very strange one.

I was watching a girl from behind some foggy mirror.

I was her.

Long legs. Glossy skin. Pink sports bra and matching shorts. Everyone in the gym was looking at me—guys whistling, girls whispering. But I felt good. Sexy, even. Not soft. Just... wanted.

I woke up hard and panting. Sheets twisted, my skin slick with sweat.

“What the hell?” I muttered, pushing off the blankets.

I sat there, breathing heavy, not touching myself. Not even tempted. Something was off. But I told myself it was just stress. Guilt, maybe. Shame? Whatever. I took a cold shower and didn’t look in the mirror.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T think much about the weirdness surrounding me. Grabbed the smoothie once more from Noah like it was a protein shake and chugged it down on the sidewalk like a monster energy drink. Didn’t even say good morning. Just nodded, took the bottle, and left.

He watched me like he was expecting something.

I raised an eyebrow at him. “What? You want a Yelp review?”

He smiled a little. “Just curious how you’re feeling.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. “Same as always. Angry. Ripped. Ready to bench the moon.”

“Noted.”

I hated the way he said it. Like he was taking notes in his head. Like I was some kind of project.

The smoothie was sweeter this time. Less veggie. Still thick, like drinking yogurt with a personality disorder. But I downed it in one go. My stomach didn’t even flinch.

Twenty minutes later, I was in the locker room, warming up with some resistance bands, when I realized I wasn’t snapping at anyone.

Like… at all.

A guy knocked into my duffel and didn’t even say sorry. Normally, I’d have barked something. Instead, I just blinked at him and went back to my bands. No rage. No ego. Just—nothing.

Weird.

I thought maybe I was just tired. Or maybe this was the placebo effect kicking in. I’d heard of that before—your body tricking itself into thinking something’s happening just because your brain expects it. That, or it was the yoga-sounding crap Noah threw into the blend. Ashwagandha, or whatever. He could’ve slipped weed in there for all I knew.
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I stretched, hit the bench press, and got in a solid lift. No super boost, no crazy energy spike like I secretly hoped for. But I didn’t crash, either. Just felt… level. Chill.

Honestly? I didn’t hate it.

That night, I was scrolling through reels in bed. Half the gym had gone rainbow-crazy. Tyler posted some shirtless thirst trap with #PrideAlly in the caption like he wasn’t the same guy who laughed when a client got misgendered last year.

Fakes. All of them.

I tossed my phone to the floor, shut my eyes, and let myself drift.

And the dream came again.

This time, clearer.

I was standing in front of the mirror in the gym’s private studio. Lights above, soft and golden. I had on this pale pink crop tank, tight across the chest, hugging curves that shouldn’t have been mine. Short black shorts. Lip gloss.

I wasn’t just fit. I was beautiful.

Hair down to my waist. Eyelashes for days. Thighs that touched. Hips that rolled when I walked.

There were people watching through the glass—men, mostly. Staring. Whispering. Hungry.

And I liked it.

I smiled at them. Blew a kiss. Felt my cheeks heat up.

Some guy walked in behind me and grabbed my waist. I didn’t stop him.

I wanted him to look.

I wanted them all to look.

The rush in my chest wasn’t fear. It was power. And the way he whispered in my ear—“You were made for this”—made my knees go weak.

I woke up gasping.

Sheets tangled around my legs. Sweat between my thighs. I was hard. Like, painfully hard.

I stared up at the ceiling fan, my breath shaky.

“No,” I muttered. “No no no.”

I rolled over, kicked the blanket off, and sat up. My heart was racing. My body felt weird. Sensitive. Like I’d been touched for real.

I didn’t touch myself.

Didn’t even think about it.

I sat there, sweating and pissed off, until the sun started bleeding into the blinds.

I didn’t go back to sleep.

Didn’t want to risk seeing her again.

Because that girl in the dream?

She wasn’t a stranger anymore.

I didn’t tell anyone about the dream. Obviously.

Not like I could just roll into the gym and be like, “Hey bro, had a sexy dream where I was the girl getting eye-fucked by the weight room.” Yeah, no. I’d lose clients. Friends. Whatever was left of my dignity.

So I buried it. Like every man’s been trained to do. I shoved the image down deep and hit the gym like nothing happened.

Tried to distract myself with heavy sets. Deadlifts. Rows. Anything to feel solid again. I needed to remind my body who was in charge.

But I couldn’t shake it.

The calm wasn’t going away. And it wasn’t just emotional. My muscles didn’t ache the way they used to. No tightness. No aggression. Just this... weird ease. Like I was floating through reps, not grinding through them.

That should’ve felt amazing. But it didn’t. It felt wrong.

Even worse, I started craving the smoothie.

Not just in a “Oh yeah, that was tasty” kind of way. I needed it. My mouth watered around 10 a.m. when I usually had it. I kept thinking about the thickness, the cold, sweet texture on my tongue.

I found myself walking to the co-op without even deciding to. Like my body knew before my brain did.
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Noah was already waiting behind the smoothie bar.

“Right on time,” he said, holding out the bottle.

I grabbed it fast and cracked it open. Didn’t care about the ingredients. Didn’t ask questions.

He tilted his head. “Everything alright?”

“Yeah,” I muttered. “Why?”

“You seem different today.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Different how?”

He shrugged. “Less aggression in you.”

I chugged the drink without answering. It tasted sweeter than before. Like he’d added strawberries or something. My tongue felt... happy. That was the only word that came to mind. Dumb as hell.

I licked my lips and shoved the bottle back at him.

“I’ve got leg day,” I said, turning to go.

“You logging your reactions?”

“Not really.”

“You should. It’ll help you track what’s working.”

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t say no.

Back home that night, after dinner, I cracked open my laptop.

Just out of curiosity.

I typed into the search bar:

“Testosterone smoothie changes.”

Then:

“Signs of hormone imbalance men.”

Then:

“Can testosterone make you emotional?”

Then, finally:

“Estrogen in men symptoms.”

I don’t know why I did that last one.

Well, I did.

I just didn’t want to admit it.

Because buried between the articles and bodybuilding forums and wellness blogs were a few things that hit way too close.

Softer skin. Mood shifts. Dreams. Body image changes.

Weight redistribution.

Breast sensitivity.

I clicked away from the browser, slammed the laptop shut, and threw it on the other side of the bed.

“This is stupid,” I muttered. “It’s just plant crap and protein powder.”

But my hand drifted to my chest.

And for a split second, I swore my fingers brushed over something they hadn’t before.

Next morning, my arms felt lighter.

Not sore. Not tight. Just… light—and a bit weaker.

I should’ve been mad. My recovery window was decreasing, right? That’s what I told myself as I loaded plates onto the incline press. But something about it didn’t sit right. The burn was worse. The fire. I didn’t feel like I was dominating the iron—I felt like I begging for it to be nicer to me.

Worse, I caught myself zoning out.

Mid-set.

Eyes drifting to my reflection instead of the bar. My chest didn’t look the same. It curved different. Not like gains. Something else. Rounder? Fuller?

Nah. That couldn’t be right.

I shook it off and grunted through the last reps.

When I racked the bar, I felt a weird little pinch under my shirt.

Right across my nipples.

I adjusted the fabric. Figured maybe the shirt was too tight or I’d rubbed the wrong way. But when I pressed my hand flat against my pec, I felt it. This tiny spark of… tenderness.

I poked it. Flinched.

“Hell,” I muttered.

I tried again. The other side.

Same thing.

It wasn’t pain. Not exactly. Just sensitive—and a bit arousing. Like I’d done a weird massage or something too rough.

I pulled my shirt off, pretending to wipe sweat, and turned toward the mirror.

No bruises. No redness. Just…

Were they puffier?

I stepped closer. Flexed. My chest still looked strong, cut. But there was a softness right under my chest. A shadow that hadn’t been there before.

I blinked fast and turned away.

Focus, Jones.

I shoved the shirt back on and headed to the lockers.

After my cooldown, I made the walk to the co-op without thinking about it. By the time I got there, I already knew I was gonna drink the smoothie.

It wasn’t about Noah anymore. Or the deal. It was just habit now.

Need.

Noah was setting up a shelf of pre-made bottles when I walked in.

“Hey,” he said, like we were buddies. “Right on time.”

“Don’t start.”

He handed me a chilled bottle without another word. I twisted the cap and took a long sip. It tasted creamier today. A hint of vanilla maybe. The second it hit my tongue, I relaxed.

Noah leaned against the counter.

“You ever feel sore in the chest after a workout?”

I paused mid-drink.

“What?”

“Just asking,” he said casually. “Some guys react to adaptogens that way. Hormonal detox can affect the endocrine system. Especially around the chest area.”

My heart skipped.

“You saying I’m growing boobs?” I said it like a joke, but my voice cracked. Just a little.

Noah smiled, slow and easy. “I’m saying your body’s adjusting. That’s the point of the program, right?”

I chugged the rest of the smoothie and slammed the bottle on the counter.

“You got another one of these?”

He raised an eyebrow. “You want two?”

I shrugged. “Feels like a low dose.”

He handed me another without hesitation.

I downed that one, too.

Later that night, I stood in the shower with my eyes closed, letting the water run over my shoulders.

I reached for the loofah and paused.

My skin felt… soft. Not just from the soap. Like, underneath. Smoother. Almost silky. I rubbed my arm slowly, then my torso. My hands stopped at my waist.

Was it tighter?

I stepped out, wiped the mirror, and stared.

I wasn’t imagining it.

My waist was pulling in. Just a bit. Nothing crazy. But it was there. Subtle. Like someone took a sculpting knife to my sides and smoothed them inward.

I should’ve panicked.

Should’ve freaked.

Instead, I leaned in. Lifted my arms. Flexed.

My gains were less obvious. I looked… refined.

I ran a towel over my chest again. My nipples still tingled.

I Googled it.

Again.

“Testosterone in herbal smoothies.”

“Can testosterone-rich herbs cause breast growth in men?”

“Signs your hormones are unbalanced.”

“What happens when testosterone drops in males?”

The answers didn’t help.

But I kept reading.

All night.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I SKIPPED the gym. Didn’t even pretend like I was running late or stuck in traffic. I just didn’t go. First time in three years. The idea of deadlifts made my head hurt. I wasn’t sore. I wasn’t sick. I just didn’t want to feel too active.

So, I stayed in. Rolled out of bed, cracked my neck, and pulled on a pair of soft joggers from the back of my closet. I only kept them because my ex left them behind and they suddenly felt stupid comfortable. Light gray, cotton, loose in the thighs but snug at the waist.

The waist part was looser than I remembered.

I paused in front of the mirror, fingers slipping into the band. There wasn’t as much room to tug. My hips looked… off. Wider? Just a bit. I turned sideways, squinting. The curve was subtle, but it was there. More slope than angle.

I rubbed my side, tracing the line from my ribs down. Smooth.

I hadn’t noticed it until now, but my skin didn’t just feel soft. It looked softer. No more dry patches. Less redness. Like I’d started using lotion, even though I hadn’t.

I grabbed a tee from the laundry basket. Black crop top. Old college party shirt. I used to hate how it fit—tight across the shoulders, exposed too much skin. Now it draped differently. Clung in some places. I pulled it on anyway.

Walking past the mirror, I caught my reflection and stopped.

The joggers hugged my butt. My waist looked smaller. My arms, still big, but not shredded like usual. There was a smoothness creeping in. A softness I couldn’t flex away.

I touched my chest.

Still muscle there. Still firm.

But right above the line—there was a hint of something. Not fat. Not pecs. Something else.

I backed away from the mirror. Shook my head.

“You’re nuts,” I muttered.

I went to the closet and dug through the box of stuff I never returned to my ex. Hoodies. Scrunchies. A pink water bottle. And at the bottom, her old sports bras.

I stared at them for a minute.

Just one minute.

Then I grabbed the black one. Nike. Small size.

My hands shook a little as I stepped into it, pulling it up over my waist, my chest.

It hugged me like it remembered who it used to belong to.

I stood there, frozen.

It didn’t look bad. It fit. Too well, honestly.

I turned. Side to side.

My chest was slightly pressed up, pushed forward. Not exaggerated. Just… contained.

The straps dug into my traps. I adjusted them. Smoothed the band beneath my chest. My nipples brushed the inside of the fabric and stiffened instantly. I gasped.
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“Shit.”

The pressure was sensitive, but not painful.

I walked back to the mirror.

The crop top over the bra made everything look tighter, pulled together. My shape looked… different. Feminine?

I hated that word. Or I used to.

I rubbed my arm again.

That’s when I noticed my armpit hair. Long. Wiry. Gross.

And my leg hair. Thick, dark, covering skin that I now realized… I wanted to see bare.

I didn’t think.

I just grabbed the razor.

Thirty minutes later, I was standing in the tub with a pile of brown fuzz around my feet and a razor in my hand. I took my time. Shaved everything from the knees up. Arms too. Then armpits. Used warm water. Lotioned after.

The sensation after? I couldn’t describe it.

Like I’d peeled off something that didn’t belong.

I put the joggers back on. The fabric clung to my thighs, now hairless and smooth. They felt better. Like they were made for me now.

I walked back to the mirror. Stood tall.

I just… looked. And kept looking.

I raised my arm and let the light hit just right. My skin caught it in a way that made me pause. Smooth. No patches, no rough texture. I traced the line of my jaw with my finger, expecting stubble. It wasn’t there. I hadn’t shaved since forever, but my face didn’t feel like it used to—less sandpaper, more... skin.

I pressed my palm against my stomach and dragged it upward to the spot just beneath my chest. I swear I felt a swell under my fingertips. Nothing big, just a slight bump. But it was there.

My heart thudded.

This wasn’t just mental anymore. I wasn’t dreaming this.

I pulled off the crop top, then the bra, tossed both onto the bed, and stood there bare-chested in the silence. The marks from the band left soft indents under my chest. My nipples were still stiff, still tingling.

I should’ve panicked. Should’ve called Noah. Should’ve thrown out the smoothies and lifted till I puked.

But instead, I picked the bra back up, turned it in my hands, and whispered, “Just once more.”

Ten minutes later, I was fully dressed again.

Crop top. Bra. Joggers. The towel around my neck still smelled like her. I didn’t even notice myself smiling until I caught my reflection again.

And this time?

I smiled harder.

I looked good.

Not hot in a Colby way.

Pretty. Like that girl from the gym mirror dream, the one with the thighs and lips and eyes that begged for attention.

She wasn’t me.

Not yet.

But for the first time, I didn’t mind seeing her in the glass.

And I wasn’t sure if I ever wanted her to leave.
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Later that day, there was a knock at my door.

I wasn’t expecting anyone. Definitely not in the middle of a lazy-ass afternoon where I hadn’t moved from the couch except to microwave leftovers.

I opened it, hoodie sleeves over my hands, half a protein bar in my mouth.

Noah stood there with a smoothie bottle in each hand.

I blinked. “You stalking me now?”

He smiled. “Was in the neighborhood. Figured I’d drop the next batch off since you weren’t in the gym. I won’t get the correct data if you skip a day.”

I looked down at myself. Crop tee barely visible under the hoodie. Joggers pulled high. My skin was still bare beneath. I hadn’t bothered getting dressed properly.

I tugged the hoodie tighter around my body.

He placed the smoothies on my kitchen counter like he owned the place. Looked around. Took in the air freshener, the folded blanket on the couch, the very clear vibe that said I hadn’t been to the gym in two days.

“You good?” he asked, voice low.

“I’m fine.”

“You look... relaxed.”

I narrowed my eyes. “You make that sound like a bad thing.”

“No,” he said. “Just different. Good different.”

I wasn’t sure what to do with that.

He grabbed the bottle closest to him and passed it over. I took it. Drank fast. Cold berry blend hit the back of my throat and I almost moaned.

Almost.

He watched me drink the whole thing. I didn’t say a word until I licked the edge of the cap and dropped it in the sink.

“You could’ve texted.”

“I could’ve.”

Silence.

He looked at me. Really looked.

Not in a checking-me-out kind of way. But not not that, either.

His eyes didn’t go to my chest. Or my legs. They lingered on my face. My lips. My eyes.

“Your skin looks better,” he said, like it was just a casual observation.

“Cool,” I muttered, leaning against the fridge. “Maybe I’ll become a beauty influencer.”

“You could,” he said.

I snorted. “Please.”

He didn’t argue.

That messed with me more than anything.

I wanted him to laugh. To call me out. But he didn’t. He just let it hang there, like maybe he meant it.

Then he stepped back and grabbed the second bottle.

“Tomorrow’s has a little more magnesium,” he said. “Should help with your sleep.”

“My sleep’s fine.”

“Still. You’re adjusting.”

He walked to the door. I didn’t follow.

He looked over his shoulder.

“Don’t forget to hydrate.”

I gave a mock salute. “Yes, sir.”

He left.

And I stood there, clutching an empty smoothie bottle like it meant something.

That night, I pulled out my phone.

I hadn’t posted in days.

The last pic on my feed was a flex in the gym mirror. Old me. Hard angles. Shadowed jaw. Tank top pulled tight over bulging traps.

Now?

I had the hoodie on. Hair tucked behind my ears. Lip balm on. Face looking… soft. Peaceful.

I took a selfie. Filtered it. Just a bit.

No flexing. No grit.

Just me. Clean skin. Loose collar. Eyes half-lidded.

I captioned it: “Lowkey.”

Then posted.

Didn’t think.

Didn’t delete it, either.

Next morning, I was back at the co-op.

Didn’t mean to go, but I needed more smoothies.

Noah was restocking the fridge.

He looked up. Smiled.

“Hey.”

“Hey.”

He pulled a bottle out and handed it to me.

I opened it. Took a sip.

Then he said it.

“Saw your selfie.”

I froze.

“Oh?”

He nodded, placing the cap on a jar of flaxseeds. “Very nice.”

I took another drink. Swallowed hard.

He added, “Very friendly.”

I didn’t know what the hell that meant.

And I wasn’t gonna ask.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS passed. My chest wasn’t tingling anymore. Because they were there now. Actual boobs. Not huge. But round. Soft. Real. When I bent forward, I could see the shape through my shirt. When I laid on my side, they pressed together. When I took my hoodie off, they bounced just a little.

And instead of freaking out like any normal gym rat would, I stood in front of the mirror and watched them. Touched them. Felt the weight in my palms. Rolled my thumb over the nipples just to see how it felt.

It felt amazing.

I told myself I should be scared. Angry. Panicked. But all I felt was… still. Like my body had caught up to something I’d never had the words for.

I didn’t even wear compression tanks anymore. Just soft sports bras under loose hoodies. I kept shaving. Every two days. Legs, arms, underarms. I started using a scented lotion. Peach vanilla. It made my skin glow.

And the thoughts—God, the thoughts.

I’d be walking down the street and imagine someone turning their head. Not because I was jacked or intimidating. Because I was pretty.

I wanted to be looked at.

Not with fear.

With desire.

And that scared me more than the boobs ever could.
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One night, after the co-op closed, I waited. Sat in the alley across from the back entrance. Hoodie up. Lips glossy from the balm I’d started stealing from the register.

When the last employee left, I slipped in through the side door with the code Noah gave me during week one.

I walked past the bulk bins. Past the herbal supplements and eco-toothbrushes. To the locker area behind the smoothie bar.

There were racks of sample clothes. Stuff for promo shoots, staff branding. Crop tanks. Leggings. Aprons.

And in the far right locker?

A floral bralette. Pink, with tiny roses printed across the fabric. Matching wrap skirt.

I hesitated for half a second.

Then stripped.

Bra first. It fit perfectly. Cupped me without digging in. Gave shape to what I had without forcing anything.

Then the skirt. Soft, flowy, tied around the waist. Hit just above the knee. My shaved legs looked smooth and sleek beneath the hem.

I stood in front of the mirror.

Twirled once.

The fabric flared out. My chest bounced slightly in the bra. My hair had gotten longer—shaggy around my ears, curling softly at the ends.

For the first time in my life, I felt… full.

Complete.

Whole.

I twirled again. Slower. Arms loose at my sides. Breathing steady. I smiled.

And then I froze.

Because behind me, in the reflection—

Noah.

Leaning against the doorframe. Watching.

I whipped around. Heart in my throat.

He didn’t laugh.

Didn’t smirk.

Didn’t pull out his phone or make a joke or tell me I was busted.

He just looked.

And said, “You’re beautiful.”

My stomach dropped.

I yanked the skirt’s tie free and tore it off. The bralette came next. I held it to my chest like it was armor.

He stepped forward.

I stepped back.

“Don’t,” I said.

“I wasn’t—”

“Don’t lie.”

His eyes softened. “I meant it.”

I shook my head. My voice cracked. “No, you didn’t.”

I grabbed my hoodie off the bench and shoved my arms through the sleeves.

“You weren’t supposed to see this,” I muttered.

“But I did.”

I zipped the hoodie halfway and backed toward the exit. He didn’t move. Didn’t stop me.

Just stood there, like he didn’t want to scare me off.

Too late.

I bolted out the door, heart pounding in my ears, bra still clutched to my chest under the hoodie.

And I didn’t look back.

I didn’t sleep that night.

I lay in bed with the lights off, the bra still folded on the pillow next to me like some stupid souvenir I didn’t have the guts to throw away. I kept thinking about the way Noah looked at me—not confused, not disgusted. Just… calm. Like seeing me dressed like that didn’t mess with his head the way it messed with mine.

That should’ve made me feel better.

It didn’t.

Because it wasn’t just the outfit. It was the way I’d moved in it. The way I’d twirled like a girl in a music box. I’d felt soft, graceful, and something in me wanted more.

And he saw all of it.

I should’ve been humiliated. I should’ve texted him to never come back. But instead, I replayed his voice over and over again.

You’re beautiful.

The words hit deeper than they should’ve. Not because he said them, but because a part of me wanted him to mean it.

The next day, I stayed home.

Didn’t go to the gym.

Didn’t go to the co-op.

I ordered takeout and scrolled through pictures of girls on Instagram, not to compare, but to study. Posture. Hip tilt. The way they sat in chairs with their legs crossed and their backs arched just slightly.

I stood in front of the mirror that night wearing just a towel and practiced posing. Tilting my chin down. Lifting my chest. One hip out.

Then I remembered the heels.

They’d been sitting in my closet for three days, stuffed in a brown box from a discount shoe site. I’d ordered them as a joke. A dare to myself. Didn’t think I’d ever touch them.

But now?

Now felt like the right time.
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I slipped them on. Black. Two-inch heel. Not stripper stilettos. Just enough to force my weight forward, shift my hips.

I took a few steps. Wobbled. Laughed at myself. Then tried again.

Better.

Smoother.

My legs looked longer. My calves flexed with each step.

I turned in the mirror and caught my side profile.

The waist. The chest. The thighs.

It was all happening. Whether I wanted it or not.

I took the heels off and sat on the bed, feet tingling.

Then came the knock.

I knew it was him before I opened the door.

He stood there, hoodie up, smoothie in hand.

I didn’t say anything.

Neither did he.

I reached for the bottle. He didn’t let go right away.

Our hands touched.

My fingers curled around his. Gentle. Hesitant.

I looked up at him.

He looked back.

Then I leaned in.

Just a little.

And kissed him.

It wasn’t perfect. Our mouths bumped. I tasted berry on his lips. I felt my hand shaking as it touched his chest.

Then I pulled back, breathing hard.

His eyes were wide.

“Go home,” I whispered.

He didn’t move.

I stepped back and closed the door.

Hard.

And slid to the floor with my heart punching the inside of my ribs.

What the hell did I just do?


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

NOAH WAS LATE. I paced the co-op’s back hallway, hoodie sleeves shoved up to my elbows, heart jittery from having skipped my morning smoothie and from kissing him abruptly last night. I’d gotten used to it. Too used to it. Waking up without it was like skipping coffee, pre-workout, and serotonin all at once.

The place was quiet. Lights dim. The smoothie bar was cleaned and prepped, but the back office door was cracked open.

He never left it open.

I wasn’t snooping.

At least that’s what I told myself when I stepped inside.

It wasn’t even locked.

The desk was messy in a very Noah way—manila folders, half-drunk green juice, post-its scribbled with phrases like “testosterone synergy blend?” and “confirm oat milk delivery.” I was about to leave when I saw a folder labeled:

CJ – Protocol

My initials.

I froze.

It could’ve meant anything. Client Journal. Cold Juice. Literally anything.

But it didn’t.

My hand moved on its own. I opened the folder and flipped past the intake form.

And there it was.

A spreadsheet. Daily logs. Doses. Hormone markers.

Estrogen – microdosed initially. Doubled on Day 10. Now titrated.
Comments: Chest fullness noted. Emotional shifts increasing. Libido response changes.
Goal: Full feminization. Subject unaware.

My vision blurred.

My hands started to shake.

There were photos. Side profiles of me. Notes about my posture. My breast growth. My estimated waist measurement. Psychological response to praise. Clothing choices logged. Emotional tracking.

I couldn’t breathe.

I staggered back, hitting the cabinet with my hip.

It was never testosterone.

It had never been testosterone.

It was all a lie.

Everything.

The calmness, the soft skin, the crying after sex dreams, the heels, the mirror—he did this.
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He did this to me.

And I let him.

I collapsed to the floor, folder slipping from my hands, papers fanning out across the rug.

That’s when I heard the door click shut.

I looked up.

Noah stood there, holding a smoothie bottle, frozen mid-step.

“What did you do to me?” I asked, voice hollow.

He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

“Answer me!” I screamed.

“I was going to tell you,” he said.

“When?” I stood up fast, fists clenched. “After I had tits and a breakdown?”

His eyes flinched at that.

“You lied,” I hissed.

“You agreed to the program—”

“I agreed to testosterone. You told me it was a detox, a boost.”

“It was—”

“Bullshit!”

I grabbed the file and shoved it at him. “You feminized me without consent. You treated me like some fucking lab rat.”

He didn’t deny it.

Didn’t apologize.

Didn’t step forward.

I shoved past him.

“I trusted you,” I muttered. “I don’t know why, but I did.”

He said my name—Colby—but I didn’t stop.

Didn’t turn around.

I just walked out the door, heart slamming against my ribs like it was trying to escape too.

I didn’t run.

Not because I didn’t want to, but because my legs wouldn’t move fast enough.

My body felt foreign. Heavy and light at the same time. My chest bounced with every step. I hated the way it reminded me of what he’d done, how far he’d taken me down this road without telling me.

By the time I got home, I slammed the door, locked it, then yanked the blinds closed like someone was chasing me.

I stood in the middle of the living room, still holding the bralette under my hoodie. It pressed against my skin like a lie. I pulled the hoodie off in one violent motion. The bralette came next. I flung it across the room like it burned.

Then I stormed to the bathroom.

The mirror didn’t lie.

Round breasts. The skin around them flushed from anger. My waist curved. My collarbones were more defined. My face looked… soft. Feminine. The girl from my dreams was in there, blinking back at me.

I screamed.
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Grabbed the body scrub from the shower ledge and started scraping. Shoulders. Chest. Arms. Legs.

I scrubbed until the skin went red—until the estrogen washed away.

None of it came off.

Not the shape. Not the feelings. Not the memory of how good it had felt to twirl in that skirt.

I collapsed on the tiles.

My towel was damp beneath me. I curled into it. The bathroom light buzzed overhead.

I wanted to scream again, but nothing came out.

Only tears.

Big ones.

Ugly ones.

Snot and everything.

I crawled out and into my room, ripped the drawer open, found my softest pair of panties—red, high-cut, lace trim—and slid them on like my fingers knew the routine without needing my permission.

Then I curled up on the floor and cried until my chest hurt.

I didn’t know how long I laid there.

An hour. Maybe more.

Eventually I turned my head and looked toward the mirror leaning against the wall.

She was still there.

The girl I had been trying to kill with reps and rage and chalked-up fists.

She was breathing softly.

Still me.

Still here.

I whispered it before I could stop myself.

“Cleo.”

The name lingered in the air like I’d summoned a ghost.

Flashbacks came like punches.

My dad catching me in my mom’s closet when I was seven, heels on, laughing. That look on his face. The way he grabbed my wrist.

Him yelling about Sodom and Gomorrah from the family Bible like it was a weapon. His voice screaming things like “abomination” and “sick little queer.”

His spit hitting my face.

The way I cried and promised I’d be normal.

A man’s man.

Promised I’d never touch her things again.

That night came back like it had happened yesterday.

I curled up tighter, pressing my knees to my chest, shaking.

I couldn’t scrub that memory off either.

Couldn’t lift it away. Couldn’t choke it out on the bench press.

I cried until my throat went raw.

Then I passed out on the floor, my body trembling in lace panties, smeared lotion, and a name I didn’t understand—except that it felt like mine.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

I DIDN’T leave the apartment for three days. Didn’t shower. Didn’t eat much. Just stared at the same patch of wall, curled up in a hoodie that still smelled like him.

The folder was mentally gone. I burned it in an imaginary mixing bowl on my balcony using a lighter and some cheap cooking oil. It wasn’t for him—it was for me. A funeral for the lie I thought I was living.

And the truth?

The truth was worse.

Because now I knew it wasn’t just the smoothies.

It was me.

Some part of me had always wanted this.

Even before Noah.

Before the co-op.

Before the dream girl with the glossy lips.

There were signs. The way I hated my body when it got too bulky. The way I felt watching girls braid each other’s hair in middle school. The way I used to stare at my mom’s vanity mirror and wonder what it would feel like to belong to it.

I hadn’t been turned into Cleo.

She’d always been there.

Noah just pulled her out.

The anger didn’t hold anymore. The shame, the heat in my chest—it melted into something quieter. Regret. Sadness. But not for what he did.

For how hard I fought against her.

It was raining when I walked back to the co-op. I wore jeans, a loose hoodie, my hair tied in a low bun. No bralette, no skirt, no heels. Just Cleo. Bare and unsure and still figuring it all out.

I expected the door to be locked, but it wasn’t. The place was empty. Lights dimmed, music off. The fridge hummed softly near the smoothie bar.

I stepped inside and shut the door behind me.

Noah came out from the back room holding a crate of glass bottles. When he saw me, he stopped.

His mouth opened, but he didn’t say anything.

I stepped closer.

“I didn’t come here to fight,” I said.
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He nodded. “Okay.”

“I’m not here for smoothies either.”

“Okay.”

We stood in silence.

The hum of the fridge filled the space between us like a question no one wanted to ask.

“I read everything,” I said. “All of it.”

“I figured.”

“I freaked out. Screamed. Cried. Almost shaved my head.”

That pulled a soft smile from him.

“I’m not saying it was okay,” I continued.

“What you did. The lying. It wasn’t.”

“I know.”

“But I also know I wouldn't be here without it.”

He swallowed. His voice came low.

“I didn’t start this thinking about you. Not like that. At first, it was just about making you see what it’s like… being on the other side.”

I nodded.

“And then,” he said, “you started changing. Not just your body. Your voice. The way you looked at things. And I started seeing you. Not as a project. Not as some guy to punish.”

I stepped closer. My heart was thudding so loud it felt like music.

“I saw Cleo,” he said. “And I couldn’t stop looking.”

I bit my lip, eyes burning.

“I didn’t mean to fall for you,” he said.

I exhaled. “I didn’t either.”

I reached for him.

He didn’t flinch.

His arms wrapped around me so gently that it hurt. Like I was something breakable and precious. I pressed my face to his chest and just breathed. He smelled like cedar and soap and everything safe.

Then he kissed me.

Slow. Deep.

No teeth. No rush.

His hand cradled the back of my neck as his mouth moved against mine, slow like he was savoring it, like this was something we’d been waiting for but never said out loud.

My knees weakened.

My chest pressed against him, soft and real, and his hand slid around my waist like it belonged there.

I opened my mouth and let him in.

And in that moment, I wasn’t mad.

I wasn’t confused.

I wasn’t pretending to be anything.

I was Cleo.

And I was kissing someone who saw me.

Really saw me.

And kissed me anyway.

I didn’t let go.

Not after the kiss. Not after the exhale. Not after the part where his lips slowed but his hands didn’t move.

Instead, I reached behind him, found the latch, and locked the co-op door with a soft click.

He looked at me.

“Cleo…”

“My hormones are going wild,” I said.

His eyes searched mine. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t want to be alone in this body tonight.”

That was all it took.

He kissed me again, harder this time. Less gentle. Less careful. His hands slid under my hoodie, palms flat against the skin of my waist. My stomach fluttered. My chest was already aching, already begging, already more sensitive than I knew what to do with.

I tugged the hoodie up and over my head. He stepped back half a breath, just enough to look.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

I almost flinched.

But his hands moved up and cupped my breasts like he already knew what they needed. Thumbs circled, brushed, then grazed across both nipples and—I gasped. Loud.

They throbbed. Tingled. Lit up like they were wired to something deeper than skin.

He leaned down and sucked one slowly into his mouth.

My knees buckled.

I clutched his shoulders and let my head fall back. The sensation was like nothing I’d felt before. My whole body shivered. I could feel myself melting just from that.

His tongue circled, lips tugged, then he switched to the other side.

I moaned. Couldn’t stop it.

And I wanted more.

I sank to my knees, hands at his waistband, eyes up.

He froze.

“Cleo…”

“Let me.”

His breath hitched. “Is this what you want?”

I nodded. “I want to try.”

I pulled him free, held him in my hand, heavy and warm, and leaned in. My lips parted.

I wasn’t good at it. Not at first. My movements were unsure. Too much teeth. Not enough rhythm.

He groaned, not from pleasure, but from trying not to coach me too harshly.

“Gentler,” he whispered. “Think soft. Think slow.”

I adjusted. My mouth moved with more care. My tongue followed the heat. My lips sealed tighter, slicker, more natural with each motion.

His fingers threaded into my hair.
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“That’s it,” he murmured. “Just like that.”

I felt him twitch against my tongue. His hips shifted forward.

I held onto his thighs and let him guide me.

And when he came in my mouth, I didn’t pull away.

I stayed there and swallowed all of him.

Because for the first time, I wanted to be wanted and prove to him how much I wanted him too.

Exactly like this.

When I looked up at him, he was staring down at me like I was something holy.

Cleo. He pulled me up slowly, wrapped me in his arms. My body trembled against his. “Is this wrong?” I whispered. “No,” he said, brushing my hair from my face. “It’s you.”

He kissed my forehead.

“It’s always been you.”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE LAST day of Pride was chaos. I was late. Like, full-blown running-through-the-co-op-with-one-bra-strap-on late. The building buzzed with energy—streamers, body glitter, half-dressed people shouting to each other from across rooms, music thumping like a heartbeat through the walls.

“Cleo, sit your ass down!”

That was Miss Trixie from accounting, dressed like a peacock in heels taller than my dreams. She shoved a chair toward me and pointed.

“We are not letting you march in jeans, baby.”

I plopped down. My legs were already shaved, moisturized, and trembling.

A girl from the wellness desk crouched in front of me and pulled out a packet. “Okay, first: gaff.”

She handed it to me like it was sacred.

It was flesh-toned, tight, and looked like a weapon if misused.

“I don’t know if I—”

“You’ll be fine. You’ve tucked in tighter situations.”

They all laughed. I blushed but took the gaff anyway and stood, wobbling a bit as I went behind the changing curtain. Pulled it on. Adjusted. Breathed out.

It looked good.

Too good.

Back out, someone was already holding a corset. Purple satin. Black lace trim. She looped it around my waist and started pulling.

Tighter. Tighter.

Each tug pushed my chest up, smoothed my stomach, made me gasp.

Another hand slid the wig cap over my hair. Someone else dusted my cheeks with blush, painted a soft rose gloss onto my lips, pinned lashes to my lids.

“You’ve got cheekbones,” a girl whispered.

“Don’t waste them.”

The mirror was angled toward the back. Covered with a sheet.

They were waiting.

“Ready?” Trixie asked, hands on her hips, bangles clinking.

I nodded. Swallowed the nerves.

They pulled the sheet down.

And I saw her.

The girl I’d dreamed of. The one who wore crop tops in my sleep and heels in my shame.

She was me.

Her hair, wavy and long, thanks to the borrowed wig. Waist, pulled into a perfect curve. Her chest, framed by lace. Her thighs, bare and smooth. Her face, delicate and sharp all at once. Her mouth, soft and a little parted, like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

I didn’t flinch.

Didn’t cry.

I just smiled.

“I hope my parents don’t hear about this… But fuck it, I don’t care if they do,” I said, barely above a whisper.

Trixie grinned. “That’s my girl.”

Outside, Noah was waiting in a black tee and shades, arms crossed. Like a bodyguard at a starlet’s door.

He looked me up and down. Slowly.

“Damn, babe, you’re gorgeous,” he said.

I exhaled.

“Finally.”
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The streets were already packed.

Vendors selling glittered lemonade, drag queens riding floats like royalty, little kids with rainbow flags on their cheeks. The air smelled like sweat, heat, and sugar. Horns blared. Music thumped from every angle. Pride wasn’t subtle—it never was. It didn’t ask permission. It just happened.

I stood at the edge of the group with the other trans girls, heart racing like I’d downed three pre-workouts. Everyone was dressed to stun. Corsets, lashes, flags draped like capes, heels that defied gravity.

And then there was me.

Wig smooth. Lip gloss perfect. Corset laced. Tucked, pulled, padded, painted.

Whole.

Noah hovered a few feet back, sunglasses off now, eyes locked on me like I was the only thing worth looking at. Every time my legs wobbled, I looked at him. He nodded. Just once. But it held.

“You good?” one of the girls beside me asked.

“Not even close,” I said.

She smiled. “That’s how you know it’s real.”

The march started with a slow roll of drums. A ripple of cheers moved down the block as we began walking.

First step: terrifying.

Second: slightly better.

By the third, I forgot to be scared.

I held the sign that read TRANS IS BEAUTIFUL in one hand and clutched Noah’s with the other.

People on the sidewalks were screaming. Clapping. Some crying. I saw a little girl on her dad’s shoulders mouth the word “pretty” while pointing at us. I blinked fast and kept walking.

A few people called my name.

“Cleo!”

I didn’t know them. But they knew me.

They’d seen my post. My photos. My reflection.

Somewhere between the smoothie and the skirt, I’d become real to them.

We turned the corner, headed into the main drag. Cameras were everywhere. I lifted my chin.

The sun hit my face just right.

Noah leaned closer. “You’re glowing.”

I turned to him, heart catching.

“I was so scared of losing everything,” I said.

He squeezed my hand. “Let’s build something better.”

We stopped near the stage, and someone handed me a mic. I didn’t expect that. My fingers shook as I took it.

I stepped forward.

“My name is Cleo,” I said. Voice steady, even if my knees weren’t.

“I used to think softness was weakness. I used to think I had to hate who I was to survive. But I was wrong. Being seen… being loved… it’s not weakness. It’s power.”

People clapped.

Noah didn’t.

He just looked at me like he already knew.

After the crowd moved on, he pulled me aside.
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In the alley behind the stage, he cupped my face in both hands.

“I love you,” he said.

It wasn’t loud. Wasn’t dramatic.

But it hit harder than any drumbeat.

I smiled.

“I love you too,” I said.

And for the first time, I wasn’t pretending.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

IT HAD been a year since the smoothies. A year since the lie. A year since the truth. And six months since I started HRT—the right way, with a doctor, with real guidance, not just whatever Noah could whip up with his brilliant-but-borderline-reckless brain.

I sat in his makeshift lab, sipping a mango bubble tea while reviewing the prototype labels for what would soon be our first official product.

FemBerry.

"Gentle herbal estrogens for the trans femme soul," the label read in soft script, framed by pastel berries and flowering vines. I’d written that tagline myself. Cheesy? Maybe. But it made my heart ache a little in the best way.

I tucked my hair behind my ear—well, tried to. It kept slipping. It had gotten longer now, brushing past my collarbones in waves. I liked wearing it loose, a little unkempt, a little wild. Like me.

The mirror above Noah’s desk caught a glimpse of me—tank top loose in the chest but tight around my still-lean arms, hips with just enough curve to remind me, and those damn muscles that refused to vanish completely. They’d softened, but I still looked like someone who could bench press a bad decision.

And honestly? I was into it.

The past few months had been a whirlwind of changes. My face was gentler now. Less angular. My skin? Don’t get me started. I had a seven-step routine and a mild shopping addiction.

It all started when I got my ears pierced.

I went in thinking I’d maybe get some dainty studs, one hole per lobe, very chill. Instead, I walked out with three on each ear and a shopping bag full of hoops, cuffs, and dangling rhinestone things that looked like they belonged to a pop star. Every morning I changed them. Every mirror I passed, I smiled.

I wasn’t just playing dress-up anymore.

This was me.

Noah walked in carrying two tubs of dried herbs. He looked over at me, smiling like always. Like I hadn’t ruined his life. Like he hadn’t rewritten mine.

"What do you think about switching from maca root to wild yam for the night blend?" he asked.
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"Only if we keep the packaging pink," I replied.

He set the herbs down and kissed the top of my head.

We didn’t need to talk about what we’d been through. Not every time. But sometimes, it came up.

Like when I visited my parents.

Well—parent.

Three months ago, I told them everything. Not just about the hormones. Not just about Cleo. But the whole journey. The smoothie, the lie, the mirror, the truth. My dad stood up halfway through, shaking his head.

"You're not my son."

"I’m not," I said, holding his gaze. "I’m your daughter."

He walked out.

My mom cried. Said nothing at first. Then hugged me so tightly I thought she’d crush my ribs. That night, she texted me a heart emoji.

Every day since, we’ve texted. Sometimes she calls when she knows he’s asleep. Pretends to hate me in daylight, loves me in secret. It’s not perfect. But it’s something.

I looked at the FemBerry label again.

We weren’t just launching a smoothie. We were launching a lifeline.

For the girls like me who didn’t have a roadmap. For the ones scared to see a doctor. For the ones whose parents would never understand. For the ones who just needed a little sweetness.

"Ready for the pitch meeting next week?" Noah asked.

I smirked. "Babe, I’ve got six pairs of statement earrings picked out. I was born ready."

He laughed and went back to measuring powders, while I scribbled notes on the packaging.

And maybe, just maybe, I was finally done being angry at the world.

Because it hadn’t crushed me.

It turned me into someone worth fighting for.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 25,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

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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“He said I could stay in his house for free, but only if I wore THAT lipstick.”

I got caught stealing from the cash register at the diner I worked at. Spent my last paycheck on gacha games. And somehow ended up living in a studio owned by a control freak named Gage.

His rules were taped to the mirror. Wear lipstick. No sweatpants. No excuses. Lotion daily. And on weekends? Femme attire required. I thought he was insane. But I was desperate. And maybe a little curious.

I didn’t expect the tucking tutorials. The shade called Girly Pink. The way he watched me, like I was both his punishment and obsession.

Read My Landlord’s Lipstick

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.

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



Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading My Girly Diet.

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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