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Introduction

"Dermalex rapidly healed my scars and revealed a second skin… and that skin came with a pair of Double Ds."

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

∞∞∞

I was getting by as a factory welder, rough around the edges and scarred—literally—after a workplace accident left me burned and desperate for a solution.

Dermalex, the miracle cream prescribed to heal my wounds, worked faster than I imagined. The stinging pain disappeared, and my scars faded, but so did the man I used to be. My skin became soft, my chest fuller, my hips curvier.

As my body transformed, so did my life. I was bullied out of the factory and ended up working at Girlettes—a place with gorgeous femboys and trans women where I learned to strut in heels, sway my hips, and embrace my new curvaceous self.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My 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 Second Skin.


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

∞∞∞

THE BLAST HAPPENED so fast I barely had time to react. One second, I was welding the edges of a steel frame, the heat of the torch steady in my hand, the hum of machinery droning in the background. The next, there was a hiss and a sharp pop. I felt a searing pain across my chest and arm. My shirt melted to my skin before I could even think to drop the torch.

I stumbled back, clutching my chest, my vision blurring from the agony. Someone shouted my name, but the sound felt distant, like it was coming from the other side of a thick wall. The floor was slick beneath me, or maybe I was just too dizzy to stay upright.

"Get him out of here!" Jaime’s voice cut through the haze. A firm grip steadied me, dragging me toward the exit.

I don’t remember much after that—just flashes of the ride to the hospital, the sting of cool air on my burned skin, and the smell of antiseptic.

I woke up to fluorescent lights overhead and the sterile white of a hospital room. My chest and arm were wrapped in thick bandages. The pain was still there, a dull throb that seemed to pulse with my heartbeat. A nurse adjusted an IV in my hand, her smile polite but detached.

"You’re awake," she said. "The doctor will be in soon."

I didn’t answer. What was there to say?

Minutes later, the doctor walked in, flipping through a chart. He looked at me over the rims of his glasses. "Mr. Miller, how are you feeling?"

"Like I’ve been cooked alive," I muttered. My throat felt raw, like I’d swallowed sandpaper.

The doctor nodded, as if my sarcasm was standard procedure. "The burns are second-degree, with some areas bordering on third. You’re lucky it wasn’t worse. Your coworkers got you out quickly."
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Lucky. That was one way to put it.

He went on, explaining the extent of the damage, the risks of infection, and the treatment plan. I tuned most of it out until he mentioned something new.

"There’s a cream I’d like to try—Dermalex. It’s still relatively new, but the results we’ve seen so far have been promising for regenerative healing."

"Promising?" I raised an eyebrow. "What does that mean? Side effects?"

The doctor hesitated, his professionalism slipping just enough for me to notice. "It’s safe," he said, but his tone didn’t inspire confidence. "It accelerates skin regeneration, minimizes scarring, and reduces healing time significantly. In your case, it could help restore mobility faster."

I didn’t trust the guy. But then again, what choice did I have? The thought of living with my chest looking like a melted candle wasn’t appealing. I nodded. "Fine. Let’s try it."

He looked at the nurse and it almost felt conspirational—like they were about to sell my soul to the devil. But at that time, with the pain I was feeling, I felt like it was only the devil that could cure my pain.

The nurse handed me a waiver to sign—freeing them from any liability possibly brought upon by the new cream. With a smile, the nurse gave me a small jar of the cream before I left. The label was clinical, devoid of any branding flair.

"Apply a thin layer twice daily," she instructed. "Avoid direct sunlight on the affected areas."

I took it without a word and left the hospital, my arm in a sling and my chest bandaged beneath a baggy hoodie.

At work, the accident was treated more like an inconvenience than anything else. The owner showed up once, made a quick speech about safety, and then disappeared again. My coworkers were sympathetic enough, but sympathy didn’t fix the damage.

"You’re lucky it wasn’t worse," Jaime said one afternoon when he stopped by my place. He handed me a six-pack, his version of checking in.

"Yeah," I muttered, not meeting his eyes.

I wasn’t lucky. I was burned, scarred, and stuck in limbo while my medical bills piled up. And now, I had this cream that might work—or might not.

That night, I sat on the edge of my bed, the jar of Dermalex in my hand. My reflection in the mirror caught my eye, the bandages peeking out from beneath my hoodie. I looked like a stranger to myself.

Sighing, I unscrewed the lid and dabbed a small amount onto my fingertips. The cream was cool, with a faint medicinal smell. I applied it gingerly to the edges of the burn on my chest, wincing as my skin protested the touch.

I didn’t expect much, but within seconds, the tightness eased. The constant throb dulled to a faint ache.

For the first time since the accident, I felt a sliver of relief.

The next few days passed in a blur. Twice a day, I followed the instructions and applied the Dermalex to my burns. Each time, the pain lessened, and the tightness in my skin eased. It was almost too good to be true.

By the third day, I noticed something else. The angry red of the burns had faded significantly, replaced by smooth, pale skin. I ran my fingers over my chest, expecting ridges or bumps, but it felt almost untouched, like the accident had never happened.
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I should’ve felt relief—grateful even—but instead, I felt uneasy. The cream worked fast. Too fast.

At the factory, the whispers started almost immediately.

"Man, that stuff must be magic," one of the guys said, pointing at my arm. "Last week, you looked like a Thanksgiving turkey. Now you’re good as new."

I forced a laugh, brushing off the comment. "Guess I got lucky."

But they weren’t wrong. The scars were almost completely gone, replaced by skin that looked… different. Not just healed—different. It was smooth, soft in a way that felt unnatural.

"Yo, Derek," Jaime called out as I passed him in the locker room. "You sure you didn’t sell your soul for that cream? I’ve never seen anyone heal that fast."

"Yeah, well, maybe I’m part lizard," I joked, though the tightness in my chest made it hard to sound convincing.

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it, but he didn’t press. Jaime wasn’t the kind of guy to pry.

That night, I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, shirtless. My reflection stared back, unfamiliar.

My chest looked… wrong. The faint swelling I’d noticed a few days ago hadn’t gone away. If anything, it had gotten worse. The area around my pecs was soft, the skin smooth and unblemished.

I touched the spot cautiously, wincing at how tender it felt. It wasn’t muscle. And it wasn’t fat, either—not the kind I’d put on after a few too many beers.

My arm caught my attention next. The hair was thinning, patchy in places. I ran my fingers over it, hoping it was just the light playing tricks on me.

It wasn’t.

I ignored it as best I could, telling myself it was just my imagination. Maybe the cream was affecting more than just the burns. Maybe it was temporary.

But as the days turned into weeks, the changes became harder to dismiss. My coworkers kept commenting on how different I looked—how smooth my skin was, how the shadows on my jaw seemed softer.

"You shaving twice a day now?" one guy joked during a lunch break.

I forced a chuckle, though my stomach churned. "Yeah, something like that."

The truth was, I hadn’t shaved in days.

When I saw Jaime at the end of the shift, he gave me that look—the one that said he knew something was off.

"How’s your recovery?" he asked, leaning against the locker next to mine.

"Good," I said quickly, avoiding his gaze. "The burns are almost gone."

He nodded, but the silence that followed was heavy. Jaime was too observant for his own good.

"Let me know if you need anything," he said finally, clapping me on the shoulder before leaving.

I nodded, grateful he didn’t push further.

That night, I applied the Dermalex again, my hands trembling as I worked the cream into my chest. The swelling was undeniable now, the shape beneath my fingers unfamiliar and wrong.

I stared at the jar, the label glaring back at me. I’d trusted this stuff to heal me, but now, I wasn’t sure what it was doing.

When I looked back at my reflection, the unease settled deeper in my gut.

This wasn’t healing.

This was something else entirely.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE FIRST SIGN I couldn’t ignore was my chest. I’d been brushing off the tightness and tenderness, convincing myself it was part of the healing process, but the swelling was undeniable now. It wasn’t muscle. It wasn’t fat. It was a big pair of breasts.

I started wearing my old work hoodie everywhere. It was oversized, baggy enough to hide the changes, but even that didn’t stop me from checking my reflection every time I passed a mirror or a storefront window.

My face looked different too. Smoother. Softer. The kind of skin that belonged to a cosmetic model, not a welder. At first, I thought it was just the better lighting or the weird angles I was catching myself in. Then coworkers started noticing.

"Yo, Derek," one guy called out during a lunch break.

"What’s your skincare routine, man? You’re glowing!"

Everyone laughed. I forced a chuckle, burying my face in my sandwich.

"Seriously, though," another added. "Your skin looks... I don’t know. Fresh? It’s like you’re Benjamin Button-ing or something."

I muttered something about the cream and hoped they’d drop it. They didn’t.

By the end of the shift, I’d heard at least three more comments about how I looked "different." One guy even started calling me "pretty boy," a nickname that spread faster than I could shut it down.

I started avoiding the breakroom entirely, choosing to eat alone in the far corner of the yard. It was easier that way—no questions, no stares, no awkward small talk.

But avoiding Jaime was harder. He had a way of finding me, no matter how far I tried to hide.

"You’ve been quiet lately," he said one afternoon, leaning against the wall near my workstation.

"I’m fine," I mumbled, not looking up.

"You sure? You haven’t been yourself since..." He trailed off, probably trying to avoid bringing up the accident.

"I said I’m fine," I snapped.
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Jaime held up his hands in mock surrender. "Okay, okay. Just checking."

He walked away, but I could feel his eyes on me the rest of the day.

At home, I couldn’t escape it. Every time I caught my reflection, I noticed something new. My jawline was softer. My voice sounded lighter. Even my arms felt different—leaner, smoother, almost delicate.

The worst part was my chest. I didn’t even recognize it anymore. The swelling had turned into something more... defined. Rounded.

I stopped taking off my shirt, even when I was alone. It didn’t feel like my body anymore, and I hated looking at it.

When I slept, I wrapped myself in my hoodie, hoping I’d wake up and everything would be back to normal. But every morning, it was the same—or worse.

The comments at work got worse too. The jokes weren’t outright mean, but they stung all the same.

"Pretty boy’s got a fan club," one guy said when a group of women from the office passed by and smiled at me.

"Guess that cream works miracles," another added, smirking.

I tried to laugh it off, but I felt like I was suffocating under their stares.

Jaime didn’t say much, but I caught him looking at me a lot. Like he was trying to figure out what was going on but didn’t want to push too hard.

"Let me know if you need anything," he said one day after our shift, his tone quieter than usual.

I nodded, not trusting myself to say more.

That night, I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the jar of Dermalex. My hands trembled as I unscrewed the lid. I didn’t want to use it anymore, but what choice did I have? The scars were gone, sure, but what if they came back?

What if stopping now made everything worse?

I dabbed a small amount onto my fingertips and worked it into my chest. The skin there was impossibly smooth, the kind you’d see in a skincare commercial. My fingers brushed over the swollen areas, and I flinched.

This wasn’t normal. None of this was normal. But I couldn’t stop.

A week later, the clinic smelled like antiseptic and desperation. I didn’t want to be there, but I couldn’t ignore it any longer. Whatever this cream was doing to me, it wasn’t just healing.

The doctor greeted me with his usual forced smile, clipboard in hand. “Mr. Miller. How’s the recovery coming along?”

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I unzipped my hoodie and pulled it off, revealing my foreign jiggling breasts with undeniably feminine nipples.

The doctor’s eyes widened, and his smile dropped. “Ah. I see.”

“You see?” My voice cracked, and not from nerves. It had been doing that lately, going higher at random moments. “You didn’t mention this when you gave me that damn cream.”

He cleared his throat, his fingers tightening on the clipboard. “Let’s, uh, take a closer look, shall we?”

In the exam room, I couldn’t help but fidget, my skin prickling with embarrassment. The doctor adjusted his glasses, leaning in as if the problem would look different up close.

“I was afraid this might happen,” he muttered.

I froze. “What do you mean ‘afraid this might happen’? What’s happening to me?”

He hesitated, glancing at the door like he was considering making a run for it. “Dermalex is... well, it was originally developed as part of a gender-affirming treatment protocol. For, uh, transitioning patients.”

My stomach dropped. “What!?”

“It was repurposed for burn victims because of its regenerative properties, but the hormonal components... they can sometimes trigger unintended effects in non-target patients.”

“Unintended effects?” My voice rose. “You mean like this?” I gestured at my breasts, my smooth arms, my hips that felt wrong in every way.

The doctor sighed, setting his clipboard down. “It’s rare. Extremely rare. Most patients don’t experience significant changes.”

“Well, lucky me!” I snapped. “You’re telling me I’m growing boobs because you didn’t think to mention this could happen?”

He looked genuinely panicked now, his words spilling out in a rush. “I didn’t know it would affect you like this! I swear! I’ve only seen it happen a couple of times. Maybe your body chemistry is particularly reactive. I—”

I cut him off. “You used me as a guinea pig, didn’t you? You knew there were risks, and you didn’t say anything because you needed someone to test this crap on.”

“No!” he protested, but the guilt in his eyes told me otherwise.

“Mr. Miller, please. I didn’t mean for this to happen. I just you to recover quickly.”

I stood up, yanking my shirt back on. “Maybe you should’ve thought about that before handing me a science experiment disguised as a miracle cure. I don’t know how but I’m going to talk to a lawyer!”
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“P—please, I can’t lose my license over this.”

The doctor’s face turned red, and he clasped his hands together, almost like he was praying. “Please. Don’t report me. I have... I have casino debts, okay? I made some bad decisions, and if I lose my license, I’ll lose everything.”

I laughed bitterly. “You think I care about your gambling problem?”

“I’ll compensate you!” he blurted out. “If I win my next poker game, I’ll—”

I didn’t let him finish. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

He reached for my arm as I turned to leave. “Mr. Miller, please. I’m begging you. I’ll find a way to make this right. Just... don’t ruin me.”

I shook him off, glaring. “You already ruined me. And I don’t want your blood money!”

I stormed out of the clinic, slamming the door behind me.

The cold air outside hit my face like a slap, but it didn’t calm me down. My heart was racing, my hands trembling. The doctor’s words echoed in my head: gender-affirming treatment... hormonal components... unintended effects.

I hated him.

I hated the cream.

But most of all, I hated how scared I was.

I barely made it home before the tears started. I collapsed onto the couch, burying my face in my hands. My body felt like a stranger’s, and I didn’t know how to fix it.

All I knew was that I couldn’t go back to the clinic. I couldn’t face that doctor again, couldn’t listen to his pathetic excuses.

I just had to figure this out on my own. Somehow.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I SHOULD’VE STAYED home that morning. Every step into the factory felt heavier than usual, like my boots were weighted. My hoodie was zipped all the way up despite the heat, the thick fabric doing its best to flatten the unmistakable curve of my chest.

“Morning, Derek,” Jaime said as I passed him near the breakroom. His voice was casual, but his eyes flicked to my chest for just a second too long.

I muttered a “hey” and kept walking, avoiding eye contact. He didn’t stop me, but I could feel his gaze lingering as I moved down the hallway.

The day started like any other—loud machinery, the clank of metal, and the acrid smell of grease in the air. I kept my head down, focused on my work. But I could feel them. The eyes.

It started with whispers. Low murmurs that barely carried over the noise of the factory but were still loud enough to reach me.

“Did you see him? Looks different every week.”

“Pretty boy’s filling out in all the wrong places.”

“You think it’s... y’know, one of those things? Like he’s... changing on purpose?”

I clenched my fists around the wrench in my hand, trying to block them out.

The comments got bolder as the day went on.

“Yo, Derek,” someone called as I walked past. “You trying out for the girls’ volleyball team or something?”

Laughter erupted from a group of guys near the lockers. I didn’t stop, didn’t look at them.

Another voice chimed in. “Hey, man, no judgment. If you wanna switch teams, that’s your business. Just don’t ask me to call you ‘ma’am.’”

I froze mid-step, my heart pounding in my ears.

Before I could say anything, Jaime’s voice cut through the chatter.

“Knock it off.”

The laughter died down as he walked over, his expression dark.

“What’s your problem?” one of the guys asked, crossing his arms.

“We’re just joking around.”

“Yeah, real funny,” Jaime said flatly. “You got a problem with Derek, you take it up with me.”

The group muttered among themselves, but they backed off. Jaime turned to me, his tone softer. “You okay?”

I nodded quickly, not trusting myself to speak.

By lunch, the weight of it all felt unbearable. The stares, the whispers, the humiliation—it was like the walls of the factory were closing in on me.

When the break bell rang, I didn’t head to the yard like usual. Instead, I walked straight to my locker, grabbed my things, and kept walking. Past the machines, past the office, past Jaime calling after me.

“Derek! Where are you going?”

I didn’t answer.
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I stepped out into the parking lot, the bright sunlight making me squint. My breath was shallow, my chest tight. I didn’t know where I was going or what I was going to do.

All I knew was that I couldn’t stay there another second.

I didn’t go far. Just home. My apartment felt smaller than usual, the silence pressing in on me like a weight. I dropped my bag by the door and collapsed onto the couch, staring at the ceiling.

Quitting the factory wasn’t part of the plan. Hell, I didn’t have a plan. But I couldn’t go back there. Not after today.

Their voices were still in my head, replaying over and over. “One of those people.” “Switching teams.” “Freak.”

I pulled my hoodie tighter around me, as if that could erase the truth beneath it. My chest wasn’t just full—it was obvious now, unmistakable. My hips had curved in ways that made my jeans fit wrong. My reflection in the bathroom mirror was becoming harder to recognize.

And then there was what that guy said. Transgender.

The word stuck with me, twisting in my gut like a knife.

I didn’t want to think about it. I tried to focus on anything else—scrolling mindlessly through my phone, flipping through channels on the TV, but my thoughts kept dragging me back.

Back to when I was a kid. Back to the first time I’d realized I had different tastes.

I was six, maybe seven, and my sister had this bright pink dress she used to twirl around in. It wasn’t just a dress to her—it was her “princess outfit.” She wore it to every family event, every school recital, even just to play in the backyard.

One day, when no one was home, I snuck into her room and pulled it out of the closet.

It was softer than I expected, the fabric smooth under my fingers. I slipped it over my head, the hem brushing against my knees. It didn’t fit right—it was too small, too tight—but I didn’t care.

For a few minutes, I stood in front of her mirror, twirling the way she did. For the first time, I felt... right. Like I wasn’t pretending to be someone I wasn’t.

The memory shifted, darkened.

My older brother had come home early. I didn’t hear him come up the stairs until it was too late.

“What the hell are you wearing?” he’d shouted, his voice loud enough to make me flinch.

I froze, tears welling up as he grabbed my arm and yanked the dress off me.

“This isn’t what boys do!” he yelled, throwing the dress across the room.

“You want people to think you’re a freak?”

I shook my head, trying to push the memory away. My chest felt tight again, but this time it wasn’t from the hoodie.

I didn’t want to think about those moments—the ones I’d buried so deep I forgot they existed. But now they were clawing their way back, refusing to stay hidden.

Maybe those guys at the factory were right. Maybe I was a freak.

I stood up, pacing the small living room. My thoughts felt like they were spinning out of control, one crashing into the next.

What was happening to me?

Why was my body changing like this?

And why, deep down, did part of me not hate it?

The last question scared me the most.

I caught my reflection in the window, the faint outline of my face against the dark glass. My jawline was softer, my lips fuller. The person staring back didn’t look like the Derek I used to know.

I didn’t know who they were.

And I didn’t know if I wanted to.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS was all it took for everything to fall apart. My savings were gone, my rent was overdue, and the only thing in my fridge was a half-empty carton of milk that I wasn’t brave enough to smell.

I spent my days scrolling through job ads as a welder, rejecting anything that might force me to interact with people—which was impossible. I wasn’t ready for questions, for stares, for whatever comments people thought they had a right to make about my body. But the rent wasn’t going to pay itself, and I was out of options.

That’s when I saw it. The ad was vague, almost sketchy: Wanted: Performers for themed club. Must be comfortable with novelty acts. Flexible schedule. High pay.

I clicked on it without thinking. The description made it clear they were looking for feminine boys and trans women. My first instinct was to close the tab, but I didn’t. I didn’t have the luxury of pride anymore.

A day later, Sheila Marbles, the club manager, met me in her office. She was taller than me, with sharp eyeliner and confidence that seemed to radiate from every pore. Her office smelled faintly of perfume and stale cigarettes.

"So," she said, leaning back in her chair and looking me over.

"You’re Derek?"

"Yeah," I muttered, folding my arms awkwardly.

She looked me up and down, her eyes narrowing. "You’ve got a good face. Feminine, but not overly done. The kind of look that sells. And the chest—" she gestured vaguely, "—nice breastplate. Where’d you get it?"

I blinked, confused. "What breastplate?"

She tilted her head, clearly not buying it. "Don’t play coy. I’m trans and I’ve been in this business a long time. That kind of curve doesn’t just happen naturally on a guy."

I took a deep breath and pulled off my hoodie, revealing my unnaturally huge breasts. Her jaw dropped slightly, and she sat up straighter in her chair.

"Okay," she said, holding up her hands. "First rule: us girls don’t just flash our boobs at strangers, capisce? You’re gonna get yourself in trouble doing that."

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the desk. "So, what’s your deal? You look like a girl but dress like a prepubescent boy."

I chuckled nervously, running a hand through my hair. "It’s... a long story."

"I’ve got time."

So I told her. Not everything, but enough. The accident, the burns, the cream. How I quit my job and hadn’t been able to figure out what the hell to do with myself since.

She didn’t interrupt, just nodded along like it all made perfect sense. When I finished, she tapped her fingernails against the desk, her gaze thoughtful.

"Well," she said finally, "you’re a mess. But lucky for you, I like a challenge."

Sheila leaned back in her chair, a smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. “Here’s the deal. I’m going to take a chance on you, Derek. But if you want to work here, you’ve got to play by my rules.”

I nodded, not sure what I was agreeing to.

“First off,” she continued, “you can’t keep dressing like that. Our audience expects a certain look, and let’s just say you’re about halfway there.” She gestured vaguely at my hoodie and baggy jeans. “You’ve got potential, but it needs some serious polish.”
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“I don’t know…” I started, but she cut me off with a wave of her hand.

“You’ll be fine. I’ve got people who can teach you everything—makeup, wigs, how to walk in heels without looking like a baby giraffe. I’ll even invest in your wardrobe. But you’ve got to promise me one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Don’t make me regret this,” she said, her tone suddenly serious. “I’ve been in this business a long time, and I’ve seen plenty of people crash and burn. If I’m putting money into you, I expect results. Don’t let me down.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of her words. “I won’t,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

“Good,” she said, standing up and extending a hand.

“Welcome aboard… Dee.”

“Dee?”

She smiled. “You need a stage name, sweetheart. Trust me, it suits you.”

I shook her hand, my palm clammy against hers. For the first time in months, I felt something close to hope.

The drive home was quiet. The streets were empty, the dim glow of streetlights casting long shadows across the pavement. My mind was spinning, replaying everything Sheila had said.

I couldn’t tell if I was excited or terrified. Probably both.

At a red light, I glanced at the convenience store on the corner and made a sudden decision. I pulled into the parking lot, grabbed a beer from the cooler, and paid in cash.

I parked near the factory I used to work in and cracked open the beer, the bitter taste burning my throat. The building looked smaller than I remembered, its windows dark and empty.

I stared at it, the memories flooding back.

The accident.

The whispers.

The stares.

For the first time, I realized I didn’t miss it.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I SHOWED UP at Girlettes the next day, still half-convinced Sheila would tell me she’d changed her mind. But when I walked into her office, she greeted me with a big smile and an energy that made me feel like I’d just joined some exclusive club.

"Dee, meet your makeover dream team," Sheila said, gesturing to the two people standing behind her desk.

The first was a young woman with long, wavy black hair and a bright pink crop top that said "BABYGIRL" in glittery letters. She gave me a dramatic wave and a smile so wide it practically lit up the room.
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"Hi, I’m Lala," she said, drawing out the name like it was her favorite song. "Lala the Latina Babygirl, at your service."

Before I could say anything, she stepped forward, gave me a quick once-over, and whistled. "Damn, you’ve got good bone structure. And that skin? Girl, I need some of what you’ve got going on."

The second person was more reserved. She had shoulder-length black hair, neatly styled, and was wearing a simple blouse tucked into tight jeans. Her posture was stiff, like he wasn’t sure if he was supposed to be here.

"I’m Mimi," he said softly, bowing slightly. "It’s nice to meet you."

"Don’t let her shyness fool you," Sheila said. "Mimi’s one of the best performers we’ve got. And she’s a wizard with makeup. Between the two of them, you’re in good hands."

I nodded, feeling awkward under their attention. "Uh, thanks. But, just so you know, I’m not... you know." I gestured vaguely at Lala’s shirt. "A femboy or anything. And I’m not trans. This is just... temporary. A lucky accident, I guess."

Lala gasped, clutching her chest like I’d just told her she won the lottery. "A lucky accident? Girl, are you telling me those curves are natural? You didn’t even work for them?"

I shrugged. "I guess not. It’s complicated."

"Complicated nothing," Lala said, shaking her head.

"If I had your body, I’d be unstoppable. Mimi, can you believe this?"

Mimi smiled faintly. "It’s impressive."

Lala turned to me, hands on her hips. "Okay, Dee. Here’s the deal. We’re going to make you look so good, people will forget you ever existed as a man. You ready?"

"Not really," I admitted.

Sheila clapped me on the shoulder. "You’ll be fine. Lala and Mimi know what they’re doing. Just trust the process."

They led me to a small dressing room behind the main stage. It was cramped, with bright vanity lights that made everything feel too real. Lala immediately started pulling out makeup brushes, eyeshadow palettes, and wigs while Mimi arranged a rack of clothes.

"So," Lala said, setting down a pile of lingerie.

"What’s your vibe? Glam? Girl-next-door? Sexy librarian?"

I blinked. "I have no idea."

Mimi chuckled softly, holding up a black wig with soft curls.

"Let’s start with the basics."

Mimi carefully unwrapped a foundation palette, her movements precise. She glanced at me briefly as she worked. “So... what made you say yes to Girlettes?”

I hesitated, unsure of how much to share. “I needed the money. Sheila was the first person to actually give me a chance.”

Mimi nodded, her eyes staying on the palette as she mixed colors. “That’s how it was for me too. Sheila took me in when I had nowhere else to go.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Why here, though? Why only femboys and trans girls? You don’t see clubs like this everywhere.”

Mimi paused, tilting her head like she was choosing her words carefully. “Girlettes is... unique. Sheila calls it the ‘loophole of all loopholes.’”

“What does that mean?” I asked, genuinely curious.
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Mimi smirked a little, her reserved demeanor softening. “It’s booming because we’re not considered ‘real women.’ At least, that’s how a lot of people see us. Wives feel comfortable if their husbands come here for celebrations or business meetings because they don’t see us as a threat. And bachelor parties? Bride-to-bes actually book us because they feel safer knowing the dancers aren’t cisgender women.”

I blinked, trying to process that. “So they think... what, that their partners won’t be attracted to you?”

Mimi nodded. “Exactly. It’s kind of twisted if you think about it, but it works. Girlettes is more popular than ever because we make people feel secure. The irony is, most of the guys who come here don’t care what we are—they just want a show.”

Lala, who had been busy sorting through wigs, spun around with a dramatic flourish. “Oh, honey, jokes on them! First-timers come in her thinking they won’t be into us, but I’ve got at least five regulars who are eating out of the palm of my hand. Trust me, they’re into it.”

She winked at me, and I couldn’t help but laugh despite myself.

“You’re serious?”

“Dead serious,” Lala said, tossing a bright red wig onto the vanity.

“The number of ‘straight’ men who slide into my DMs after a show? You’d be surprised.”

Mimi rolled her eyes but smiled. “Lala likes to remind everyone she’s the club’s top earner.”

“And don’t you forget it,” Lala shot back playfully before turning her attention to me.

“Now, enough chit-chat. It’s makeover time!”

Lala started with my skin, dabbing primer onto my cheeks and forehead. “You’ve already got a great base to work with,” she said, her tone approving. “We just need to even things out a bit.”

She handed the foundation brush to Mimi, who worked quietly but efficiently, blending the product into my skin with light, circular motions. I watched her in the mirror, fascinated by how quickly my face transformed.

“Next, contour,” Lala announced, holding up a palette of bronzer and highlighter. “We’re going to give you cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass.”

Mimi took over again, sweeping the bronzer beneath my cheekbones and along my jawline. She added a touch of highlighter to the tops of my cheeks and the bridge of my nose.

Lala leaned back to admire their work. “Not bad. Now for the eyes.”

They debated eyeshadow colors for a full minute before settling on a neutral palette with a hint of shimmer. Mimi carefully blended shades of taupe and gold across my lids, adding depth to my eyes without making them look overdone.

“Eyeliner next,” Lala said, pulling out a sleek black pencil. She worked quickly, drawing a precise line along my upper lash line and flicking it out into a small wing.

I flinched as she moved to my other eye. “Sorry,” I muttered. “I’m not used to people getting this close to my face.”

“Relax,” she said with a grin. “You’ll get used to it.”

After finishing the eyeliner, Mimi added mascara to my lashes, brushing them upward to make my eyes look bigger. She handed me a tube of lipstick. “You want to do this part?”

I shook my head. “I’ll probably mess it up.”

She smiled faintly and applied the lipstick herself, a soft pink that matched the blush on my cheeks.

When they stepped back to let me see, I barely recognized myself. My face looked feminine, delicate even, but not overdone.

“Wow,” I said under my breath.

Lala grinned. “Told you we’re good.”

Next came the wig. Lala held up a few options, finally settling on a dark brown one with soft curls that framed my face. She placed it on my head, adjusting it until it looked natural.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now let’s talk wardrobe.”

Mimi handed me a matching set of black lace lingerie—a bra and panties that looked more like art than clothing.

“Seriously?” I asked, holding them up.

“Trust us,” Lala said. “It’s all part of the look.”

I changed in the dressing room, awkwardly adjusting the straps of the bra. It felt strange but not as uncomfortable as I expected.

When I stepped out, Lala let out a low whistle. “Girl, you’re killing it.”

Mimi handed me a pair of heels, her smile encouraging. “Time to learn how to walk.”

The heels were black and strappy, with a height that made me feel like I was balancing on stilts. I wobbled with my first few steps, but Lala and Mimi coached me through it, showing me how to shift my weight and take smaller strides.

“Shoulders back,” Mimi said. “And don’t look down.”

“Easier said than done,” I muttered, but I kept trying.

By the end of the session, I could walk across the room without stumbling. Lala clapped her hands. “You’re a natural, Dee. Sheila’s going to love this.”

Mimi nodded, her expression proud. “You did great.”
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I felt a small flicker of pride, something I hadn’t felt in a long time. For the first time, I started to believe I could actually do this.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I found myself back in the dressing room with Mimi. She had this way of making everything look so easy—whether it was applying eyeliner with perfect precision or walking in heels without a single wobble. That morning, though, we were tackling something that made me want to crawl under the nearest table and hide.

“So, tucking,” she said matter-of-factly, holding up a pair of nude-colored gaff panties. “It’s all about positioning.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Positioning?”

She nodded, her face turning slightly pink. “You know... keeping things out of the way. Smooth silhouette and all that.”

I stared at the gaff like it was some alien artifact. “You mean you girls actually do this every day?”

Mimi shrugged. “Some do, some don’t. But for dancing? Yeah, it’s kind of essential.”

She stepped aside and gestured to the mirror. “Okay, so you’re going to—”

“Wait,” I interrupted, my voice climbing. “You’re not going to, like, show me, are you?”

Mimi’s cheeks turned a deeper shade of pink.

“No! I mean, not... directly.” She shifted awkwardly.

“I’ll just explain.”

“Explain?” I echoed. “Because it looks like you’ve got a...” I paused, my brain fumbling for the words. “I don’t know, like a slit or something.”

Her eyes widened, and she covered her face with her hands, muttering something in Korean before sighing. “Why thank you. It took a lot of practice.”

“Practice?” I said, incredulous. “That’s all it takes?”

“Well,” she said, fidgeting, “it takes practice and patience.”

After an awkward silence, she handed me the gaff. “Go ahead. Try it.”

I stared at it like it was going to bite me. “You’re serious.”

“Yes, I’m serious.”

“This is going to hurt, isn’t it?”

She hesitated. “A little at first, but you’ll get used to it.”

I shot her a skeptical look. “I don’t think ‘a little’ and ‘get used to it’ belong in the same sentence.”

A few minutes later, I understood why.

“Holy shit!” I yelped, shifting uncomfortably. “This feels like someone’s trying to shove everything into a blender!”
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Mimi doubled over laughing. “It’s not that bad! Make sure you tuck the balls behind your thighs and the shaft of your penis rest peacefully between the cheeks of your manhole.”

“Rest peacefully? Manhole? Not that bad?” I gasped, waddling around the room like a penguin. “I feel like I’ve lost circulation in... well, everywhere!”

“Just breathe,” she said between giggles. “It’ll settle.”

After a few deep breaths and some readjustments, it did get easier. Not comfortable, exactly, but manageable.

“So, how did you get so good at this?” I asked, trying to distract myself from the dull ache.

Mimi’s laughter faded, and her expression grew more serious. “It’s not like I had a choice,” she said softly.

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

She hesitated, then sighed. “I was an exchange student here. My parents back in Korea are super strict—both doctors, very traditional. They found out I was dressing femininely at my university and cut me off. No more tuition, no money, nothing. They wanted me to go back to Seoul but I didn’t want to live a lie anymore.”

“That’s rough,” I said, genuinely feeling for her.

“Yeah,” she said with a faint smile. “But it forced me to figure things out. Girlettes gave me a place to be myself, even if it wasn’t the future my parents wanted.”

I nodded, not sure what to say.

I felt bad for her, but I also couldn’t ignore the admiration creeping in. She was stronger than I could ever imagine being.

“Okay,” she said, breaking the silence. “Enough about me. Let’s get back to walking and talking like a proper star of the night.”
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After what felt like hours of practice, Mimi finally gave me a break. My feet were killing me, my legs felt like jelly, and I was pretty sure my lower half was plotting a rebellion against the gaff.

“Not bad,” she said, sipping from her water bottle. “You’re getting the hang of walking in heels. Now we just need to work on dancing.”

“Dancing?” I groaned. “Wasn’t I good enough?”

“Nope,” she said, grinning. “It’s all about grace and sex appeal. You need to flow, make it look effortless. Watch me.”

Mimi stepped onto the makeshift practice stage in the corner of the room and started moving to the beat of the music playing softly in the background. Her movements were fluid and hypnotic, her hips swaying in perfect rhythm.

“Now you,” she said, stepping down and gesturing for me to take her place.

I climbed onto the stage, clad in nothing but lingerie while wobbling slightly in my heels. “I’m going to fall on my face,” I muttered.

“You won’t,” she said, her voice encouraging. “Just let your body lead. Don’t overthink it.”

I tried, I really did. But my movements felt stiff, awkward, like a robot trying to mimic a human.

“No, no, no,” Mimi said, climbing back up to adjust my posture. “Relax your shoulders. Loosen your hips. And for the love of God, stop looking like you’re bracing for impact.”

“I’m not good at this,” I said through gritted teeth.

“Not yet,” she corrected. “But you will be.”

We practiced for what felt like forever. Every time I thought I was getting the hang of it, Mimi would point out something else I was doing wrong.

“Stop clenching your hands,” she said. “You’re not a boxer.”

“Your steps are too heavy,” she added. “You’re supposed to glide.”

By the time Sheila poked her head into the room, I was ready to collapse.

“How’s it going?” Sheila asked, her eyes flicking between us.

“Work in progress,” Mimi said with a small smile.

“Good,” Sheila replied. “Because you’ve got your first real test.”

A man stepped into the room, and my stomach dropped. He was huge—tall and muscular, with tattoos running up both arms and a face that looked like it belonged on a wanted poster.

“This is Vlad,” Sheila said, gesturing to him.

“He’s one of our bouncers. And today, he’s your practice dummy.”

“Practice dummy?” I repeated, glancing nervously at Mimi.

“It’s time for you to learn how to give a proper lap dance,” Sheila said, her tone matter-of-fact.

My eyes widened. “Wait, what!?”

“It’s part of the job,” Mimi said gently. “If you ever have to do private dances, you’ll need to know how to make it... convincing.”

“Sorry but… I’m not attracted to guys,” I said quickly, feeling heat rise to my face.

Sheila smirked. “You don’t have to be. You’re here for the money. Just make it look like you are.”

Before I could argue, Mimi leaned closer and whispered, “You’ve got this. Just focus on the moves, not him.”

I took a deep breath and climbed back onto the stage. Vlad sat down in a chair in front of me, his expression unreadable as he put his hands behind his head.

“Don’t overthink it,” Mimi said from the sidelines. “Start slow. Let the music guide you.”

Britney Spears’ Breath on Me started playing, a slow, sultry beat that seemed to fill the room. I hesitated for a moment, then began moving. My hips swayed awkwardly at first, but I forced myself to relax, remembering Mimi’s advice.

“Closer,” she said, her voice steady.

I stepped forward, letting my hands trail lightly over Vlad’s shoulders. He didn’t react, which somehow made it easier.

“Now sit,” Mimi instructed. I couldn’t help but briefly think how a welder like me ended up being told to sit on a man’s lap while wearing black lace panties.

I lowered myself onto his lap, my movements tentative. The chair creaked slightly under our combined weight, but Vlad remained still, his expression neutral.

“Good,” Mimi said. “Now lean in, but keep it playful. Tease, don’t give too much.”

I leaned in, letting my fingers brush against Vlad’s chest. My heart was pounding, and I couldn’t tell if it was from nerves or the sheer absurdity of the situation.

Then I felt it.

Vlad shifted slightly, and there was no mistaking the reaction under his jeans.

My face turned bright red, and I quickly sat back, trying to keep my composure. “Uh... seems like it’s working,” I muttered.

Vlad smirked, his deep voice breaking the silence.
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“You’re doing just fine, Dee,” he whispered—his hands trailing my arms.

Mimi clapped her hands together. “See? You’ve got this.”

As I climbed off Vlad’s lap, I couldn’t help but glance at Mimi. She gave me a small, encouraging smile, and for a brief moment, I felt something I couldn’t quite name.

I shook the thought away.

I needed to focus.

“Good job,” Sheila said as Vlad stood and stretched.

“That was really hot, Dee. Keep it up.”

I nodded, the faintest hint of pride warming my chest.

Maybe, just maybe, I could actually do this.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, I stood in the back room of Girlettes, staring at myself in the mirror. The corset hugged my waist so tightly it felt like I was missing a few ribs, and the stockings clung to my legs like a second skin. The boots, shiny and knee-high, made my calves ache just from standing.

“I feel ridiculous,” I muttered, tugging at the edge of the corset.

“You look amazing,” Lala said, swatting my hands away.

“Stop fidgeting. Confidence is ninety percent of this job.”

“I don’t know if I have that ninety percent,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Lala rolled her eyes. “You’re going to kill it. Trust me.” She tilted her head, giving me a once-over. “Okay, maybe a little more blush. You’re too pale.”

She reached for her brush, dabbing it in a rosy pink powder before sweeping it across my cheeks.

The door cracked open, and Sheila stuck her head in. “You two ready?”

Lala beamed. “Always.”

Sheila nodded toward me. “And you, Dee? Think you can handle it?”

I took a deep breath, the nerves twisting in my stomach. “Yeah. I think so.”

“Good,” Sheila said, her voice firm. “Remember, they hired you to have fun. You’re part of the experience. Just follow Lala’s lead.”

As soon as the door closed, Lala turned to me, her grin widening.

“Okay, princess. Time to shine.”
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After a twenty-minute ride, I climbed into the giant decorative box outside the customer’s hotel room, the tight space making it hard to move. Inside, I could hear the muffled sound of voices—laughing, shouting, and the occasional burst of rowdy cheering.

“Breathe,” Lala whispered as she placed the lid on the box.

“Just listen for the music.”

I nodded, though my hands were shaking.

A moment later, the voices got louder, and I heard Lala’s voice over the noise. “Gentlemen, please welcome the groom-to-be’s special surprise!”

The lid popped open, and blinding lights hit my face.

I climbed out of the box, trying not to stumble in the boots. Lala pointed toward the groom, a grinning guy wearing a cheap plastic crown and a sash that read Future Husband of the Year.

“All yours, Richie,” Lala said with a playful wink.

The music started, and I froze for a moment as the opening beats of “Touch My Body” by Mariah Carey filled the room.

“Touch my body, put me on the floor…”

I swayed my hips awkwardly, moving toward the groom. My arms went up, mimicking the moves I’d practiced, though they felt stiff and unnatural.

The groom whooped, clapping his hands as I circled him slowly, trying to match the rhythm of the music.

“Throw me on the bed, I just wanna make you feel like you never did…”

I bent down, running my hands over my thighs and letting them trail up the corset. The groom leaned forward, his grin widening, and I forced myself to smile back.

As the music picked up, I started to relax. My hips moved more fluidly, my steps more confident. The cheers from the group gave me a strange boost, like I was feeding off their energy.

I pulled off the black mask, tossing it aside, and shifted my focus to the other guys. I walked past one, trailing my fingers over his shoulder, then moved to another, letting my hands brush against his chest.

They were eating it up, laughing and cheering like this was the highlight of their night.

I then spotted a guy standing by the balcony, talking on his phone. He wasn’t paying attention to me or the party.

“Don’t be shy,” I said, my voice low and teasing as I grabbed his hand.

He turned to face me, and my heart nearly stopped.
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“Jaime?”

His eyes widened in recognition, and he pulled the phone away from his ear. “Derek?”

“No,” I said quickly, my voice dropping to a whisper. “Dee.”

“Dee,” he repeated, his tone somewhere between disbelief and confusion.

I wanted to stop, to explain, but the music was still playing, and I didn’t know how to walk away without drawing attention. So I kept moving, swaying my hips and trailing my hands over his chest like nothing had happened.

“Derek, what are you doing here?” he asked softly, his voice almost drowned out by the music.

“Working,” I said, forcing a smile.

Before Jaime could say anything else, the groom grabbed my arm, pulling me back into the center of the room. “Come on, don’t hog her, man!”

I stumbled slightly but caught myself, falling back into the rhythm of the music. My mind was racing, but I forced myself to focus on the song, on the movements.

Jaime stayed by the balcony, his expression unreadable as he watched me finish the set.

After the music stopped, I slipped out onto the balcony, desperate for fresh air. The night was cool, and the faint hum of traffic below helped ground me.

“Dee.”

I turned to see Jaime standing in the doorway, his hands shoved into his pockets.

“We need to talk,” he said, stepping closer.

“What do you want?” I asked, my voice sharper than I intended.

“Isn’t it obvious?” he asked simply.

I leaned against the railing, crossing my arms.

“How’d you end up here, anyway?”

“Friend of the groom,” he said, his tone casual. “But I think the better question is how you ended up here.”

I looked away, my gaze fixed on the city lights in the distance. “I needed the money. Sheila gave me a chance when no one else would.”

“You could’ve called me,” he said quietly.

“And said what?” I asked, my voice rising.

“That I couldn’t handle working at the factory anymore? That I ran away because I didn’t want to be the freak everyone whispered about?”

“You’re not a freak,” Jaime said, his voice firm.

I shook my head. “You don’t get it, Jaime. I’m just trying to survive.”

He stepped closer, his voice soft. “Come back to the factory. I’ll make sure no one bothers you.”

I laughed bitterly. “It’s not that simple.”
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“Why not?” he asked, his tone gentle but insistent.

“Because I’m not... me anymore,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

He didn’t respond right away, and I could feel his eyes on me, studying me.

Before he could say more, Lala’s voice called out from inside.

“Dee! These men are crazy. I need backup!”

I pushed off the railing, grateful for the excuse. “I’ve gotta go.”

Jaime nodded, but his expression stayed with me long after I left the balcony.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD passed since the night at the hotel, and I still wasn’t sure if going back to the factory was the right move. Sheila’s text buzzed on my phone as I stood outside the building, clutching my bag tightly.

Sheila: We miss you already, Dee. Think about coming back. I know you miss us too.

I smiled faintly but didn’t respond. I did miss them—Lala’s wild humor, Mimi’s quiet encouragement—but standing in front of the factory felt like walking into a lion’s den and no amount of warm texts could calm me down.

I tugged at my hoodie, making sure it was loose enough to hide the curves I’d spent weeks trying to ignore. The baggy jeans weren’t doing me any favors either, but they were necessary.

“Deep breath,” I muttered to myself before stepping through the doors.

The familiar hum of machinery hit me first, followed by the smell of oil and sweat. A few heads turned as I walked through the hallway toward the locker rooms, but I avoided eye contact.

As I rounded the corner, Jaime was there, leaning against the wall near the breakroom. His face lit up when he saw me.

“Dee,” he said, his voice warm. “I’m glad you came back.”

I shrugged, trying to act casual. “Rent’s not going to pay itself.”

He chuckled but didn’t press. “You’ll be fine. Just ignore the idiots, okay? They’re not worth your time.”

It didn’t take long for the whispers to start.

[image: A cartoon of people welding  Description automatically generated]

“Is that... Derek? What happened to him?”

“I heard he quit because he couldn’t handle the work.”

“No way. Look at him. He’s... different.”

The words stung, but I kept my head down, pretending not to hear. Jaime, however, wasn’t having it.

At lunch, he stood up in the middle of the breakroom and clapped his hands loudly. “Alright, listen up. Dee’s back, yes, Dee, not Derek, and anyone who’s got a problem with that can deal with me.”

The room went quiet, all eyes on him.

“Seriously,” he continued, his tone firm.

“Mind your own business and let HER do her job.”

I could feel my face heating up, it was the very first time I was addressed as her ever-so publicly, but I was grateful for his support.

Later that afternoon, while I was organizing supplies near the office, I heard a voice behind me.

“Excuse me, miss?”

I turned to see a man who seemed to be around the same age as me, in his thirties, tall and well-dressed, with an easy smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

“Sorry, I mean... Derek, right?” he corrected, his tone smooth.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, taken aback.

“Adrian Kingsley,” he said, extending a hand. “The new CEO.”

I shook his hand reluctantly. “Nice to meet you.”

He gave me a once-over, his smile widening. “I’ve been hearing great things about you. Mind showing me the ropes around here? I’d like to get a sense of how things work on the ground.”

The request felt strange, most especially as I just got back, but he was the new CEO and all I could do was nod. “Sure. I guess.”

As we walked through the factory, I explained the basics of the workflow, doing my best to keep the conversation professional.

“You’ve got a real knack for this,” Adrian said, his tone almost too complimentary.

“It’s rare to find someone who’s so hands-on and detail-oriented. No wonder why pops was able to keep the company up there after forty years.”

“Thanks,” I said, not sure how to respond.

When he looked at me, there was something in his eyes that made me uneasy.

By the time I left for the day, I felt drained. Adrian’s attention lingered in my mind, leaving me unsure whether to feel flattered or cautious.

As I walked out, Jaime caught up to me, his expression concerned.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. “Just tired.”

“Let me know if you need anything,” he said, his tone softer.

A week later, I found myself in Adrian’s office for the second time that week.

He’d invited me under the guise of mentorship, claiming he wanted to help me “develop my skills for a promotion.” But the meetings felt more personal than professional.
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“You’re a real asset to this company, Dee,” he said, leaning back in his chair.

“Thanks,” I said, keeping my tone neutral.

“And you’ve got... a presence,” he added, his eyes scanning me in a way that made my skin crawl. “Have you ever considered moving into a more public-facing role? Maybe a management position?”

I didn’t know what to say. Part of me wanted to believe he was genuinely impressed with my work, but another part couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to it.

As the meetings continued over the next few days, Adrian’s compliments became more frequent—and more personal.

“You’ve got a great eye for detail,” he said once.

“And honestly, you’ve got a look that people notice. It’s refreshing.”

I nodded politely, trying to steer the conversation back to work, but his words stuck with me long after I left his office.

That evening, as I stood in front of the mirror, I peeled off the baggy clothes I’d worn all day. The hoodie and jeans felt like a costume, something I wore to hide, not to live.

Underneath, I slipped into a simple dress I’d bought weeks ago but hadn’t dared to wear yet outside of Girlettes. The fabric was soft against my skin, and as I looked at myself, I felt... lighter.

I wasn’t sure who I was becoming, but it felt okay not to have all the answers.

To clear my head, I decided to treat myself to a bath. It had been a long, strange week of working as a welder again, and soaking in hot water felt like the kind of escape I needed. I set the faucet to fill the tub, the sound of running water oddly soothing as I gathered a towel and robe.

But I must’ve been too distracted by my thoughts because when I reached down to check the temperature, the water scalded my hand.

“Shit!” I yelped, jerking my hand back. My skin tingled, red and irritated but not blistering. It wasn’t bad, but the sting was enough to send me scrambling to the medicine cabinet.

I rummaged through the shelves until I found it—Dermalex. The little jar sat there like a loaded question, and for a moment, I just stared at it.

I hadn’t used it in months, not since everything started changing. I didn’t know if I wanted to go down that road again and experience even more sprouts. But as my hand throbbed, I thought, What’s the worst that could happen? I already gave several men lap dances while wearing lace panties.

Sighing, I unscrewed the lid and dabbed a small amount onto my fingertips. The cream was cool against my skin, instantly soothing the burn.

As I put the jar back, my eyes caught my reflection in the mirror.

I hadn’t taken a good look at myself in a while, not like this. Normally, I avoided mirrors altogether, too scared of what I might see. But tonight, I couldn’t help it.
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I stepped back, peeling off my oversized hoodie and the loose T-shirt underneath. The fabric pooled on the floor, leaving me in just my red panty.

My chest was full, soft, and undeniably feminine. Arm muscles were less pronounced. My waist curved inward, and my hips flared out in a way that felt foreign but also... right.

I ran my hands over my sides, letting my fingers trace the lines of my body. It wasn’t what I was used to, but it wasn’t bad either.

I hesitated, then slipped off the rest of my clothes. Standing completely naked, I took in the full picture for the first time.

The breasts. The curves. Even the parts of me that hadn’t changed.

And for the first time, I didn’t hate what I saw. I didn’t see a freak. I saw a beautiful woman with something extra.

Soon after, I leaned closer to the mirror, my gaze shifting to my face. My features were softer than I remembered, my lips fuller, my jawline less angular. But my hair was still short, and it felt like a reminder of a past I wasn’t sure I belonged to anymore.

Opening my bedroom closet, I pulled out the wig I’d gotten from Lala and Mimi during one of our practice sessions. It was long, dark, and silky, with soft curls that framed my face perfectly.

When I placed it on, something clicked.

I wasn’t just me anymore—I was Dee.

I smiled at my reflection, the corners of my lips turning up in a way that felt natural for the first time in months.

“This isn’t so bad,” I whispered to myself.

The tub was still steaming by the time I climbed in, the water just shy of too hot. I leaned back, letting the heat soak into my muscles.

For the first time in a long time, I felt at peace.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

ONLY A WEEK after returning to the factory, I finally said it out loud: “I’m not Derek anymore.”

We were sitting in his truck, parked in front of the diner we’d been to a hundred times before, but this time felt different. I stared out the window, the words hanging in the air like they might float away if I didn’t hold onto them.

Jaime didn’t say anything right away, which made me nervous. When I glanced at him, though, he was smiling.

“I was wondering when you’d figure that out,” he said, his voice light.

I laughed, more from relief than anything. “It’s not that simple.”

“I didn’t say it was,” he replied, leaning back in his seat.

“But it’s you, Dee. And I think you’ve known for a while now.”

That conversation set off a chain reaction I wasn’t ready for but couldn’t stop. After our meal, Jaime offered to pay and said, “We’re going shopping.”

“Shopping?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “For what?”

“For you, some girly clothes,” he said simply.

“I don’t need to do that,” I said unconvincingly.

“Look, you seemed your most confident when I saw you at Richie’s bachelor party. Less clothes and all… but you get the point?”

“Yeah, but I don’t have a reason to dress up anymore.”

He shook his head, “What better reason is there than to dress up for yourself?”

The thought of walking into a store and picking out dresses, lingerie, heels—it was terrifying. But as we drove toward the mall, a part of me started to feel excited.
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The first store we went to was overwhelming. Rows and rows of clothes in every color and style imaginable. Jaime seemed oddly comfortable, which made me wonder how often he did this.

“Try this,” he said, holding up a soft pink dress that looked like it belonged on someone far braver than me.

“I don’t know,” I said, hesitating.

“You’ll never know unless you try,” he countered, pushing it into my hands.

The fitting room was a mix of emotions. I slipped into the dress, feeling the fabric hug my curves in a way that felt both alien and right.

When I stepped out to show Jaime, he gave me an approving nod.

“Told you it’d look good.”

I couldn’t help but smile, even as my cheeks turned red.

We moved through the mall like that for the rest of the evening, with Jaime playing the role of stylist and me trying not to overthink everything.

By the time we were done, we had bags filled with dresses, lingerie, heels, and even a few accessories.

As we loaded everything into the truck, I turned to Jaime.

“Thanks. For... all of this.”

He shrugged, but his smile said he was proud of me.

“You’re welcome, Dee. I’m happy if you’re happy.”

My heart was beating a mile a minute—I wasn’t into guys, but the way Jaime made me feel, the way he said my name, his constant presence, all blurred the lines of sexuality. But I didn’t want to get ahead of myself, Jaime had always been a pal, and I wasn’t sure he’d be into me the way I thought he was.

The next day, I sat in the waiting room of the Genesis Wellness Clinic, my palms sweating against my knees.

The gender specialist’s office was cozy, with soft lighting and a wall of books that made the space feel more like a library than a clinic.

Dr. Rachel Park was warm and patient, her voice calm as she asked me questions I hadn’t even thought to ask myself.

“When did you first feel different?” she asked gently.

I hesitated, the memories bubbling to the surface.

“I guess... when I was a kid. My sister had this dress she loved. It was bright pink with flowers on it. I used to sneak into her room and try it on when no one was home.”

“How did it feel when you wore it?”

I swallowed hard.

“It felt... right. Like I wasn’t pretending anymore. Way better than shirts and pants.”

Dr. Park nodded, her expression encouraging. “And how do you feel now? About the changes you’ve experienced?”

I looked down at my hands, fidgeting with the hem of my sweater. “Scared. But also... relieved? Like maybe this is who I’m supposed to be.”

“It’s okay to feel scared,” she said. “Exploring your identity is a process, and it’s not always easy. But it sounds like you’re starting to understand yourself in a way you didn’t before.”

By the time the session ended, I felt lighter, like a weight I didn’t know I’d been carrying had been lifted.

Dr. Park handed me a pamphlet on support groups and resources. “You’re not alone in this, Dee. There’s a whole community out there ready to support you.”

“Thanks,” I said, tucking the pamphlet into my bag.
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As I stepped out of the clinic, the sun felt brighter, the air clearer. For the first time in a long time, I felt like I was moving in the right direction.

“Dee?”

I turned at the sound of my name and saw Adrian Kingsley leaning against a sleek black car parked by the curb.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, surprised.

“Business meeting,” he said smoothly, pushing off the car.

“What about you?”

“Just... personal stuff,” I replied, suddenly self-conscious.

He gave me one of his signature smiles, the kind that felt too practiced to be genuine. “Well, since we’ve run into each other, how about lunch? My treat.”

I hesitated, unsure how to respond.

Adrian didn’t wait for an answer. “Come on, Dee. It’s for the company. Haviland Industries needs its best people at their best, and that includes you.”

As we walked toward a nearby café, Adrian’s tone shifted, becoming more flirtatious.

“You’ve been looking amazing lately,” he said, his eyes scanning me in a way that made my skin crawl.

“What’s your secret?”

“Nothing… just, exploring stuff,” I said vaguely, not wanting to elaborate.

“Well, whatever you’re doing, keep it up,” he said with a wink.

I forced a smile, but my thoughts drifted to Jaime.

After lunch, Adrian walked me to his car, the kind of luxury sedan that looked like it belonged in a commercial. He held the door open for me, his smile easy and confident.

“I’ll give you a ride home,” he said.

“Oh, you don’t have to,” I started, but he waved off my protest.

“You have your car with you?”

“Nah, I sold it to pay rent.”

“I insist. It’s on my way.”

I hesitated for a moment before sliding into the passenger seat. The interior smelled faintly of leather and cologne, and the dashboard gleamed like it had just been polished.

The ride started quietly, with soft music playing in the background. Adrian kept the conversation light, asking about work and complimenting my contributions to the company.

“You’ve been a great addition to Haviland Industries, I’ve never seen anyone so beautiful as you weld like a champ before,” he said, glancing at me briefly before returning his eyes to the road. “We need more people like you to keep the workplace exciting.”

“Exciting, huh?” I said, unsure how to respond.

“Absolutely,” he grinned.

He turned onto my street, pulling up in front of my apartment building.

“Here we are,” he said, putting the car in park.

“Thanks for the ride,” I said, reaching for the door handle.

Before I could step out, Adrian leaned closer, his hand resting lightly on the back of my seat.

“You’re something special, Dee,” he said softly, his voice lower than before.

My heart started to race, and I froze, unsure of what to say.

He moved closer, and before I could process what was happening, his lips were on mine.

It wasn’t a long kiss, just a brief press of his lips against mine, but it left me stunned. My cheeks flushed hot, and my hands gripped the edge of my seat.

When he pulled back, his smile was soft, almost teasing. “Goodnight, Dee.”

I nodded, too shocked to say anything, and stumbled out of the car.

As I climbed the stairs to my apartment, my mind was racing. My first kiss with a guy.
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A man had kissed me.

I touched my lips, the sensation still lingering. Part of me was furious—he’d stolen that moment from me without asking. But another part of me couldn’t ignore the way my heart was still pounding.

I closed the door behind me, leaning against it as I tried to catch my breath.

I felt confused.

Guilty.

And something else I couldn’t quite name.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

WHEN ADRIAN invited me to the fundraiser, I didn’t know how to respond.

“You’d make the perfect date,” he’d said casually, leaning against my desk with his usual air of confidence.

“It’s just for appearances,” he added, as if sensing my hesitation. “You’re part of the company now, Dee. Haviland Industries could use your charm and it’ll let the world know how inclusive we are.”

I didn’t see much room to say no, and a small part of me was curious. Adrian’s boldness had always intrigued me, even if it sometimes made me uncomfortable.

“Okay,” I said finally. “I’ll go.”

Three days later, my apartment looked like a battlefield. Lala and Mimi were on opposite sides of the room, each holding a dress and glaring at each other like they were about to duel.

“She’s wearing this one,” Lala declared, holding up a sleek red gown.

“It screams ‘I’m sexy, but I own it.’”

“No way,” Mimi countered, shaking her head. She held up a black off-the-shoulder number with subtle sequins. “This is elegant and sophisticated. Perfect for a fundraiser.”

I sat on the couch, feeling like a mannequin as they debated over me.

“Do I get a say in this?” I asked, though I doubted they’d listen.

“No,” they said in unison.

Eventually, we settled on Mimi’s pick. The black gown hugged my curves without feeling too revealing, and when I looked at myself in the mirror, I hardly recognized the person staring back.

“You’re stunning,” Mimi said softly, adjusting the necklace I’d borrowed from her.

“Absolutely,” Lala agreed.

“If Adrian doesn’t fall to his knees when he sees you, he’s an idiot.”

I smiled, but my nerves were kicking in. “Thanks, but that’s not the plan. I’m just there to support him.”

“Yeah, whatever, Miss Denial. Don’t thank us yet,” Lala said with a wink.

“You still have to survive the night.”

The gala was held at a swanky downtown hotel, the kind with crystal chandeliers and marble floors that seemed too perfect to touch.

Adrian met me at the entrance, looking sharp in a tailored suit. His eyes lit up when he saw me.

“Dee,” he said, taking my hand. “You’re breathtaking.”

“Thanks,” I murmured, feeling my cheeks heat up.

He didn’t let go of my hand as he guided me into the ballroom, his touch both steady and possessive.

The room was filled with people who looked like they belonged on magazine covers—polished, confident, and way out of my league. Adrian seemed perfectly at home, steering me toward a group of executives as if I were part of his personal entourage.

“This is Dee,” he introduced me, his hand resting lightly on my back.

“One of our brightest rising stars.”
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I nodded politely, answering their questions with carefully rehearsed responses. Adrian stayed close, stepping in whenever the conversation veered too far from his control.

I started to notice it more as the night went on. Every time I tried to chat with someone on my own, Adrian would appear, redirecting the conversation or steering me to another part of the room.

It was subtle, but it felt like he was marking his territory.

“Are you okay?” he asked at one point, his voice low.

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Good,” he said, his gaze lingering on me.

“Just stick with me, alright?”

I was starting to feel suffocated when I spotted a familiar face across the room.

Jaime was standing near the bar, dressed in a simple but sharp suit. He caught my eye, his expression unreadable as he watched Adrian lead me toward another group of guests.

A few minutes later, Jaime found me near the dessert table.

“Just, beautiful. Can we talk?” he asked, his tone serious.

I glanced at Adrian, who was deep in conversation with someone else, and nodded.

“Sure.”

We stepped out onto the balcony, the cool night air a welcome relief.

“What are you doing with him?” Jaime asked, his voice low but firm.

“It’s just a fundraiser,” I said defensively. “He invited me as his date for the company.”

“Date?” Jaime scoffed.

“Dee, he’s possessive as hell. He barely lets you breathe in there.”

I crossed my arms, suddenly feeling small under his gaze.

“Why do you care?”

“Because I—” He stopped himself, running a hand through his hair.

“Because you what?” I pressed.

“Because I like you,” he said finally, his voice breaking the tension between us.

“I’ve liked you for a long time, Dee.”

I stared at him, my heart racing. “You... what?”

“I thought it was obvious,” he said, stepping closer.

“But you—this whole thing with Adrian...”

“I said yes because I didn’t know how you felt,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “I wasn’t sure you’d be into me. I mean, you’ve seen what I used to look like.”

“That doesn’t matter,” Jaime said firmly.

“You’re beautiful, Dee. You’ve always been beautiful to me.”

Before I could respond, he closed the distance between us, his hands cupping my face as he kissed me.

It was nothing like Adrian’s kiss—this was softer, deeper, filled with emotion I didn’t know how to handle.

When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine. “Isn’t that proof enough for how much I like you?”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. All I could do was nod.

He kissed me again, and this time I let myself get lost in it, the world around us fading away.

When we finally broke apart, I stepped back, my mind spinning.

“I... I need to go.”

“Dee,” he started, but I shook my head.

“I just... need to think,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

I left the gala on my own, taking the bus home as I replayed the night in my head.

Jaime’s kiss, Adrian’s attention, the way my heart felt pulled in two different directions—I didn’t know what to do.

The next day, I was still lost in my thoughts when there was a knock at my door.

When I opened it, Jaime was standing there, holding a small box.
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“Can I come in?” he asked, his voice tentative.

I nodded, stepping aside to let him in.

He handed me the box, his expression soft.

“I made you something, welded it myself,” he grinned.

I opened it to find a delicate necklace with a butterfly charm, its wings intricately detailed.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jaime smiled. “I thought it suited you. You know, with everything you’ve been through. Butterflies... they’re all about transformation.”

I felt tears prick my eyes as I slipped the necklace around my neck.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, his voice quiet.

The air between us felt heavy with unspoken words, and I didn’t know how to break the silence.

“I’m not going to push you,” Jaime said finally.

“But I just want you to know that I do like you... I’m here. Whatever you decide.”

I nodded, my fingers brushing against the butterfly charm.

As he left, I felt torn. Jaime’s gift was thoughtful and heartfelt, and it made me realize how much he truly cared.

But Adrian’s confidence and attention still lingered in my mind, leaving me confused about what I really wanted.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, my heart was pounding as I stood in front of the mirror. The dress I had chosen was simple but feminine, a soft red A-line that hugged my curves without feeling too flashy. The wig framed my face in soft waves, and the butterfly necklace Jaime had given me rested delicately against my decolletage.

It was my first time wearing girly clothes to work. My hands trembled as I adjusted the wig one last time, taking a deep breath to calm my nerves.

I had spent all night rehearsing what I was going to say to Adrian. I’d made up my mind—I was going to tell him that I wanted to keep things professional.

Because the truth was, I didn’t feel anything for Adrian. Not like I did for Jaime.

But now, standing outside Adrian’s office, my courage started to falter. I raised my hand to knock, but paused when I heard his voice inside, loud and clear.

“No, no, trust me,” Adrian was saying, laughter in his tone.

“It’s all part of the plan. Dee’s just a pawn.”
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I froze, my hand hovering above the door.

“Yeah, she’s perfect for the company’s image,” he continued, his voice dripping with arrogance.

“An inclusive figurehead? Investors eat that shit up. But date her? God, no. I don’t date freaks. She’s not my type, not even close.”

My stomach dropped.

“I mean, come on,” Adrian added with a chuckle.

“It’s not like I’d actually take her seriously. She’s just good PR.”

The words hit me like a slap. I backed away from the door, my legs shaky and my chest tight.

I turned and walked out of the hallway, barely noticing where I was going. When I reached the welding area, I grabbed the nearest project—a metal panel for a machine housing—and began working on it mechanically, more to distract myself than anything.

The steady rhythm of the welder hummed in my ears, but my vision blurred as tears started to spill.

“Dee,” Jaime’s voice cut through the noise, startling me.

I stopped, lowering the welder, and wiped my face quickly.

“What?”

“Are you crying?” he asked, his tone soft but insistent.

“No,” I lied, turning away from him.

“Dee,” he said again, stepping closer. He gently placed a hand on my shoulder, turning me to face him.

I couldn’t hold it in any longer. The words came out in a rush.

“I heard Adrian. He was on the phone, laughing about how he’s just using me for PR. That he’d never actually care about someone like me.”

Jaime’s expression darkened. “That bastard.”

“Don’t,” I said quickly, grabbing his arm. “It’s not worth it!”

“Yes, it is,” Jaime said, his jaw tight. “He doesn’t get to treat you like that.”

Before I could stop him, he stormed off toward Adrian’s office.

I followed, my heart racing, and arrived just as Jaime shoved the door open.

“What the hell is your problem?” Jaime growled, stepping inside.

Adrian looked up, startled. “Excuse me?”

“You know damn well what I’m talking about,” Jaime said, his voice low and dangerous. “You think it’s okay to exploit Dee like she’s some kind of marketing tool? To humiliate her?”

Adrian stood, his face reddening.

“I don’t know what you think you heard, but you’re way out of line.”

Jaime didn’t back down. “You’re the one out of line, treating her like she’s less than human. You don’t deserve to run this company.”

Adrian sneered. “And you don’t deserve to speak to me like that. I own this company. You’re nothing but a glorified grunt.”

The tension snapped like a rubber band. Jaime’s fist connected with Adrian’s jaw, sending him stumbling backward.

Gasps echoed through the hallway as people gathered to see what was happening.

“You’re insane!” Adrian shouted, holding his jaw.

“Both of you—get the hell out of here!”

I stepped between them, her voice trembling.

“Enough. Jaime, stop.”

I turned to Adrian, her eyes burning with tears.

“I’m done. I quit. I won’t stay in a place like this.”

Adrian smirked through his anger.

“Good. Don’t let the door hit you on the way out!”

Jaime crossed his arms. “If she’s leaving, so am I.”

Adrian’s expression faltered. “You can’t be serious.”

“I am,” Jaime said firmly. “I won’t work for someone who doesn’t respect the people who work for them.”

Together, we walked out of the factory, leaving Adrian fuming and humiliated.
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Outside the factory, the air felt crisp and fresh, like a weight had been lifted.

Jaime looked at me, his expression softening. “You okay?”

I nodded, though my emotions were all over the place. “I think so.”

We stood there in silence for a moment before I spoke again. “Thank you. For standing up for me.”

“Of course,” he said. “I’d do it again in a heartbeat.”

I hesitated, then took a deep breath. “Jaime... I love you.”

His eyes widened slightly, then softened. “You do?”

I nodded, tears threatening to spill again. “I think I always have. But I was scared. Scared that you wouldn’t feel the same.”

He stepped closer, his hands gently cupping my face. “Dee, I’ve loved you for a long time. I just didn’t know how to tell you.”

He kissed me then, and it felt like the world stopped spinning. It was soft and warm and everything I’d ever wanted.

When he pulled back, his eyes met mine.

“I guess it’s a good thing we both quit.”

I frowned slightly. “Why’s that?”

“Because I don’t want my girl getting into another accident,” he said with a small smile.

I laughed softly, my heart swelling. “Your girl?”

“Always,” he said, brushing a strand of hair from my face.

“I love you,” I said again, the words coming easier this time.

“I love you too,” he replied, pulling me into his arms.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR LATER, Dee wasn’t just my second skin brought upon by the side effects of Dermalex anymore. My life felt like it was finally falling into place. My hair was longer now, brushing past my shoulders, and I loved the way it framed my face. I felt more like myself than I ever had before, and every day, the reflection in the mirror felt more like me.

Dermalex had also made waves, becoming the leading MTF HRT treatment on the market. Mimi and Lala were thrilled about it, and though I had my reservations about how it had turned my life upside down, I couldn’t deny the changes it brought had ultimately led me here.

Girlettes was still my home, but I didn’t perform anymore. Jaime had made that clear after we got together. “I love you,” he’d said, “but I can’t stand the thought of other men looking at you like that.”

Instead, I worked behind the scenes, training the new girls. It was different, but I loved it.

Today, I was in the middle of coaching Indira, one of our newest hires. She was twenty-four, all legs and nerves, with big, expressive eyes that seemed to light up whenever she learned something new.
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“Shoulders back,” I said, tapping her lightly on the arm. “You’ve got to own the room. Confidence is everything.”

Indira nodded, her lips pressed into a determined line. She had so much potential, but she was still rough around the edges.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” she admitted after a few clumsy steps in her heels.

“You can,” I said firmly.

“You just need practice. Besides, you’re not the first girl to feel this way.”

Lala and Mimi were sitting nearby, gossiping as usual.

“So, when do we start seeing results with Dermalex?” Lala asked, crossing her legs dramatically.

“Yeah,” Mimi chimed in. “Do we wake up with boobs one day, or is it, like, a slow thing?”

I rolled my eyes, trying not to laugh. “Girls, calm down. You’ll get your bigger tits soon enough. Right now, we need to focus on Indira.”

They both groaned in mock frustration, but I could see the excitement in their eyes.

Indira smiled shyly. “Did you always feel... this confident?”

I hesitated for a moment, thinking back to the person I was a year ago. “No,” I admitted. “It took time. And a lot of support from people who cared about me. But you’ll get there. I promise.”

Before she could respond, there was a loud knock on the door.

“Police!” a deep voice barked from the other side.

We all froze. Lala gasped dramatically, clutching her chest.

“What did you do, Mimi?”

“Me?” Mimi hissed. “What about you!?”

Indira’s eyes were wide with panic, and I quickly moved to open the door, my heart racing.

When I pulled it open, my jaw dropped.

Standing there was Jaime, wearing a fake police uniform, complete with a badge and handcuffs. His grin was wide, and there was a mischievous glint in his eyes.

“You’re under arrest, ma’am,” he said, stepping into the room.

“For what?” I asked, half-laughing, half-confused.

“For stealing my heart,” he said smoothly.

Before I could respond, Jaime reached into his pocket and pulled out a small velvet box. He dropped to one knee, the room falling silent except for the sound of my pounding heart.
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“Dee,” he said, his voice soft but steady, “I’ve loved you since the day I met you. You’ve shown me what true strength and beauty look like, and I can’t imagine my life without you. Will you marry me?”

For a moment, I couldn’t speak. My cheeks burned as tears welled in my eyes.

“Yes,” I finally managed, my voice breaking. “Yes, of course.”

The room erupted into cheers. Lala screamed loud enough to make my ears ring, and Mimi clapped her hands together, beaming. Indira looked like she was about to cry, and I couldn’t stop laughing through my tears.

Jaime slid the ring onto my finger, his hands steady, and when he stood, he pulled me into his arms.

“I love you,” he whispered, his lips brushing against my ear.

“I love you too,” I replied, holding him tightly.

As the chaos swirled around us, I couldn’t help but smile. My life had been burned, messy, and complicated, but in that moment, everything was just welded perfectly.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Second Skin? 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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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.

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 Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"Cleopatra said no man shall ever find her tomb… so I had to be a woman to succeed!"

I was Elliott Simmons, a seasoned archaeologist, determined to uncover Cleopatra’s tomb—a feat nobody had ever accomplished. The ancient queen’s warning haunted me: “No man shall ever find my tomb.”

Then it happened.

In the depths of a forgotten chamber, Cleopatra’s spirit appeared, her gaze piercing my soul. She transformed me into Ellen, declaring that only as a woman could I complete her quest.

What began as a reluctant transformation became an extraordinary self-exploration. With my best friend Darwin by my side and the brilliant Amira guiding our path, we uncovered secrets lost to time, faced deadly rivals, and unraveled the mystery of Cleopatra’s legacy.

But the greatest discovery of all? The truth about myself.

Read Finding Her

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

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Second Skin.

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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To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man
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for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
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