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Introduction

“Your empathy metrics are down. You could lose your job if you don’t take the coaching on how to be soft-spoken.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I used to hate my job. The endless ringing, the fake smiles, the customers who thought I personally broke their Wi-Fi. I was Fred Smith—irritable, sarcastic, and one bad shift away from quitting.

Then my team leader, Chris Winchell, gave me these “calming pills” to help with my attitude. Neither of us knew they weren’t vitamins. They were hormones. Real ones. And once my body started changing, there was no going back.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


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 CLOCK on my monitor read 2:43 a.m., the witching hour for every half-dead call center agent still pretending to care about someone’s internet bill. I’d already taken twelve calls that night, all of them some variation of “Why is my connection slow?” as if I personally chewed on their cables for fun.

“Sir, have you tried restarting your modem?” I said, pressing my forehead against my palm. The man on the other end kept talking over me. I muted my mic. “Yeah, let me fly over and do it for you, genius.” Joe, my cat, would’ve been proud of my sarcasm if he weren’t asleep back in my apartment.

I unmuted, smiled through my teeth, and finished the call with my usual fake cheer. The second I clicked “End Interaction,” I let out a long groan that felt older than me. “Empathy,” the posters on the wall said in big blue letters. Corporate art made by people who never took a call in their lives.

I clicked my stats. Four calls flagged for “tone issues.” Whatever. Maybe if customers didn’t act like toddlers, I’d sound more like Mother Teresa.

“Fred,” a voice said behind me. Calm. Patient. Too polite. I didn’t even have to turn around.

Chris Winchell. Team Leader. Professional saint.

He smiled the same way he always did—softly, like he pitied me. “Can I see you for a quick coaching after this call?”

“Sure,” I said, dragging the word. “Can’t wait.”

He nodded, completely unbothered, and walked away. I stared at his back. The guy was all posture and mindfulness quotes. Every time he spoke, I imagined yoga music playing behind him.

When my queue cleared, I trudged to the small meeting room labeled “Coaching Bay.” He was already there, laptop open, a mug of herbal tea in his hand.

“Take a seat, Fred.”

“Do I have a choice?” I dropped into the chair.

He laughed a little, not the fake kind, but the soft sort that made you feel like the joke was harmless. “Rough night?”

“Just another day in paradise.”

He clicked something on his screen. “Your empathy score’s dipping again.”

“Yeah, well, maybe the customers are just getting worse.”

“Maybe,” he said, still smiling. “But we can only control how we respond. I know the job gets stressful. There are ways to manage that.”

“Oh, let me guess—meditation? Deep breathing? Thinking happy thoughts?”

His smile didn’t break. “Those help. But I also take this supplement when I’m feeling burned out. Helps me relax.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You take pills to survive the night shift? That’s new.”

“They’re over the counter and I just recently saw it from a website,” he said, handing me a small bottle. “I can give you a few. It says it can help with patience and mood regulation.”

I turned the bottle in my hand. No brand name I recognized. Just a label with a leaf logo and some vague promises.

“Fine,” I muttered. “If it turns me into a monk like you, I’m suing.”

He laughed again, but there was something genuine behind it, like he actually believed in people changing. I didn’t.

As I pocketed the pills and left, he called after me, “Try to get some real rest tonight, Fred.”

“Sure thing, boss,” I said, heading back to my cubicle. “I’ll dream about happy customers and better internet.”

The night dragged on, my headset growing heavier by the minute. I didn’t know it yet, but that tiny bottle sitting in my pocket was about to make sure my life never went back to normal.

The shift finally ended at six. I clocked out with the grace of a zombie, grabbed my jacket, and walked through the flickering fluorescent hallway that always smelled like burnt coffee and exhaustion. Outside, the early morning air felt like cold soup—humid, sticky, but at least real.

My apartment was a one-bedroom cave two blocks away. Joe greeted me the way he always did: by pretending I didn’t exist. He was sprawled on the couch, tail flicking like I’d ruined his sleep schedule.

“Yeah, yeah,” I muttered, kicking off my shoes. “You had a rough night too, huh?”

I tossed my headset on the table and opened the small bottle Chris had given me. The capsules were pinkish-white, like candy. The label read CalmPlus – Natural Emotional Balance Support. It looked harmless enough. Probably one of those herbal blends full of chamomile and overpriced placebo.

I poured a glass of water and took one, mostly to prove it wouldn’t do a damn thing.

The taste lingered—a faint sweetness, oddly floral. I didn’t think much of it. I microwaved leftover pizza, fed Joe, and collapsed into bed.

Hours later, when I woke up, something felt… off. My head was buzzing, but not in the usual caffeine-withdrawal way. My body felt heavier, yet lighter somehow, like I’d been wrapped in warm air. I rubbed my chest out of habit—it felt sensitive, almost sore. Probably stress. Everything was stress these days.

At work that night, the fluorescent lights stabbed my eyes more than usual. My patience was razor-thin. The first caller was an old woman who forgot her password. The second was a man convinced his Wi-Fi router was haunted.

“Sir,” I said, forcing my voice calm, “if the lights are blinking, it means it’s working. Not that your dead grandma’s trying to contact you through the modem.”

I muted before he could scream. “Jesus Christ,” I muttered, dragging my fingers down my face.

“Fred,” came that too-gentle voice again. Chris stood behind me, tablet in hand. “Everything okay?”

“Peachy,” I said, unmuting. “Just explaining basic science to the masses.”

He chuckled, not judging, just existing in that infuriatingly peaceful way. “Try to keep it together. You’ve been doing better, I think.”

Better. Right. Because swallowing mystery pills and pretending to care was apparently progress.

By break time, my skin was buzzing. I couldn’t describe it—like something under the surface was changing. I caught my reflection in the breakroom’s vending machine glass. My face looked softer. Maybe it was the lighting. Maybe I was just delirious.

Chris sat at the table across from me, sipping his tea. “You look tired,” he said. “Did you rest today?”

“Sure,” I said. “Between the nightmares and existential dread.”

He smiled faintly, used to my sarcasm by now. “It’ll get better. You’ll see.”

I wanted to tell him he was wrong. That nothing ever got better in a place like this. But his eyes—calm, steady—made me pause. For the first time in a long while, I didn’t have a comeback ready.

When I got home the next morning, Joe was pawing at my chest like something smelled different. I laughed it off, but deep down, I felt it too.

Something was different. I just didn’t know what yet.

I woke up the next afternoon drenched in sweat. The air conditioner was running, but my skin burned like I had a fever. Joe meowed near my ear, pawing at my hair until I groaned and rolled over. My body felt… unfamiliar. Not sick, exactly—just softer, heavy in strange places. I chalked it up to too much caffeine and stress.

I sat up and caught sight of myself in the mirror by the closet. My cheeks looked flushed, eyes glassy, lips slightly fuller. It could’ve been lighting, sleep deprivation, or maybe my paranoia working overtime. I leaned closer. My stubble—usually a reliable five o’clock shadow—wasn’t showing up as much.
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“What the hell,” I muttered. I rubbed my jaw, half-expecting it to grow back out of spite.

My chest still tingled. I pressed a palm there and felt the faintest soreness, like I’d done push-ups in my sleep. “No way,” I said to my reflection. “You’re just losing your mind.”

Joe blinked from the bed, unimpressed.

I showered, got dressed, and trudged back to work. The office lights felt harsher that night, the low hum of voices sharper than usual. I took another one of those capsules before logging in—mostly because I wanted to prove to myself it didn’t do anything. The irony.

“Good evening, this is Fred,” I said into my headset, the usual script spilling out.

“How may I help you?”

The caller ranted for five straight minutes about a billing error. Normally I’d bite my tongue and plot imaginary revenge. But something strange happened—I didn’t feel angry. I just listened. My tone softened without effort.

“I understand how frustrating that must feel,” I said, and for once, it didn’t sound like I was faking it.

When the call ended, my coworker glanced over. “Whoa, Smith. You sounded… nice.”

“Don’t start rumors,” I said, pulling off my headset. My heart was beating faster than it should.

Chris stopped by my station a few minutes later. “I heard your last call,” he said. “Your tone’s improving. You sounded calm.”

“Guess your vitamins are working,” I said dryly.

He smiled. “See? I told you they help.”

Something flickered in his eyes—pride, maybe, or concern—but I didn’t want to think about it.

Hours crawled by. Every time I caught my reflection in the dark monitor, I thought I looked a little different. Softer around the eyes. Lashes longer, skin smoother. It had to be the lighting. Or maybe I was just too tired to recognize my own face.

By the end of the shift, I was dizzy. I pulled my hoodie tight around me and muttered, “Maybe I should just quit before I melt into something else.”

Chris passed by as I said it, offering his usual calm nod. “Take care of yourself, Fred. You seem… lighter tonight.”

“Yeah,” I said under my breath, “maybe too light.”

When I got home, Joe was waiting by the door, tail twitching. I crouched to pet him, but he sniffed my wrist, confused.

“I know, buddy,” I whispered. “I smell different too.”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE WEEK dragged by in a haze of caffeine, static, and weird sensations. Every time I thought I was imagining things, something new happened to remind me I wasn’t.

Like Tuesday morning. I was brushing my teeth when I dropped the brush and stared at my reflection again. My skin had cleared up—no razor bumps, no dull gray tone from all those night shifts. My jaw looked… narrower? Maybe it was the angle, or maybe my brain was finally breaking from lack of sleep.

Joe sat on the sink, tail swishing like he knew something I didn’t.

“What are you looking at?” I said, spitting out toothpaste.

“Your human’s evolving, apparently.”

I pulled on my uniform and noticed how my shirt fit tighter across my chest. I poked the fabric, frowning. “What the hell…”

I should’ve gone to a doctor, but that would mean explaining what I’d been taking. Chris’s miracle “supplements.” No thanks.

That night at work, my patience was thin. I wasn’t angry, just… jumpy. Everything felt turned up a notch—sounds, smells, even my heartbeat.

My first caller was a teenager who couldn’t reset his Wi-Fi. I walked him through it, my voice coming out quieter, smoother than usual.

“Thanks, ma’am,” he said before hanging up.

I froze. Ma’am?

I rubbed my throat and tried to laugh it off. My voice didn’t sound that different, did it?

By the time my break came, I felt flushed all over. I leaned against the cold vending machine, trying to breathe normally. Chris appeared with his usual cup of tea, sitting down across from me like nothing in the world could touch him.

“How are the supplements treating you?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said, though I could feel the lie in my throat. “Guess I’m calmer or something.”

He smiled. “Good. You seem more centered lately. Your empathy score’s climbing.”

“Great. Maybe next week I’ll start crying during calls.”

“Maybe you’ll just start understanding them,” he said softly.

His calm tone always rubbed me wrong, like he lived in a different universe. “Easy for you to say. You don’t take the abuse we do.”

“I’ve taken plenty,” he said. “I just learned not to carry it home with me.”

“Yeah, well, maybe I need stronger pills for that.”

He studied me for a second, eyes warm but unreadable. “You look different, you know. Healthier.”

I laughed once, short and sharp. “Pretty sure I’m dying.”

He chuckled quietly, shaking his head. “You’re impossible.”

“Glad you’re finally catching on.”

After my break, I went back to my station and took another call. My voice cracked halfway through my greeting—higher, lighter, almost melodic. I cleared my throat, but it didn’t help.

The customer didn’t seem to notice, but I did. My pulse quickened, palms slick with sweat.

When the shift ended, I avoided Chris, grabbed my bag, and headed home fast.

Inside my apartment, I ripped open the pill bottle and dumped the rest into my hand. They glittered faintly in the kitchen light, innocent as sugar.

“What the hell are you doing to me?” I whispered. Then I shoved them back into the cabinet.

That night I dreamt I was underwater, weightless, voice echoing like a stranger’s.

The next night, everything irritated me—my keyboard, my headset, even the way my chair squeaked. The office was too bright, too cold, too full of voices pretending to care about strangers. I was halfway through a call when I felt it again—that strange heat behind my chest.

“Sir, please reboot your device,” I said, pressing a hand against my ribs. The customer argued back, something about missing his favorite show, but my heartbeat drowned him out. My nipples ached. My shirt brushed against them with every breath.

After the call, I shoved my chair back and went straight to the restroom. The mirror didn’t lie this time. My face looked… different. Not dramatic, but softer around the edges. My eyes looked bigger, skin flushed. My lips—damn it—looked like I’d used lip balm.

I splashed water on my face, trying to snap out of it. “Get a grip, Fred. You’re not morphing into a runway model. You’re just losing your mind.”

When I came out, Chris was waiting near the hallway, arms crossed lightly. “You okay?”

“Fine,” I said too quickly. “Just needed air.”
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“You’ve been looking pale lately,” he said, his voice gentle, infuriatingly gentle. “If those pills are too strong, stop taking them. They might be messing with your system.”

“Maybe they’re finally calming me down,” I said, brushing past him.

“Fred,” he called, “don’t joke about your health.”

I didn’t answer. My throat felt tight.

By my second break, my emotions were all over the place. I got teary-eyed over a cat video someone played in the pantry. Me. Crying at work. I laughed it off, blaming sleep deprivation, but the truth scared me.

I stared at my reflection again—something I was doing way too often lately. My jaw looked smaller. My eyes had a faint shimmer I couldn’t explain. When I touched my face, my skin felt too smooth, like I’d been exfoliating daily, which I hadn’t done in months.

“What the hell did you give me, Chris?” I muttered under my breath.

After the shift, I couldn’t resist anymore. I googled the brand name from the bottle. At first, nothing—just wellness fluff. But then I found a forum link that made my stomach drop.

CalmPlus—contains low-dose estradiol and spiro for emotional regulation and mood therapy.

Hormones. Female hormones.

My hand shook as I scrolled through testimonials—transgender women talking about their “first stages,” about nipple soreness, softer skin, and emotional swings. Every symptom lined up.

My breath came fast, shallow. I grabbed my bag and stormed back into the office. Chris was still there, finishing paperwork, sipping tea like always.

“You,” I snapped, slamming the bottle onto his desk. “What the hell is this?”

He blinked, startled. “What’s going on?”

“You gave me these pills. Look what’s in them!” I shoved the screen of my phone toward him. “Estradiol. You’re dosing me with estrogen!”

His face went pale. “What? That’s impossible—Fred, I swear, I had no idea.”

“Don’t lie to me!”

“I’m not,” he said, voice rising just slightly. “I bought them from a wellness shop. I thought they were herbal!”

I stared at him, chest tight with anger and fear. “You’re telling me I’ve been turning into—” I stopped myself, unable to finish.

Chris looked heartbroken. “Fred, I would never do that to you.”

The silence stretched. Then I grabbed the bottle and left before he could say another word.

At home, Joe leapt onto my lap, purring like nothing had happened. I buried my face in his fur and whispered, “What if I can’t stop it now?”

The thought chilled me more than I wanted to admit.

I didn’t go to work the next night. Or the night after that. I told HR I had the flu, which wasn’t entirely a lie—something in me felt sick, but not in the normal way. My body was buzzing under my skin, restless and hot, like every cell was rearranging itself while I tried to pretend I was fine.

The first day, I stayed in bed with Joe curled against my legs. I tried to distract myself with TV, but every reflection—every glass screen, every window—kept pulling my eyes back. My features were changing by the hour.

By the third day, my chest felt tender enough that even the bedsheet brushing against it made me flinch. My shirt hung differently. My voice cracked when I talked to myself, higher than it used to be, almost pleasant in a way that scared me.

“What the hell’s happening to me,” I said to no one, pacing the room. “It’s supposed to wear off, right? Right?”

The internet didn’t help. Every thread I read said the same thing: once hormones start, the changes don’t always stop immediately. Some take months to reverse—if they reverse at all.

I threw my phone on the bed and sat down, clutching my head. “He didn’t know,” I muttered, remembering the look on Chris’s face. It hadn’t been guilt—it was confusion. Real confusion.

“He didn’t know.”

Still, I couldn’t bring myself to answer his messages. Three unread texts blinked on my screen.

Chris: “Please call me. I’m worried.”
Chris: “I didn’t know about the pills. I’m so sorry.”
Chris: “You don’t have to go through this alone.”

I deleted them. I didn’t want his pity.

That night, I caught myself in the mirror again. My hair looked shinier, my cheeks faintly flushed, lips pinker. Even my shoulders seemed smaller somehow. It was like my body had decided who it wanted to be without asking permission.

I pressed both hands on the sink, breathing hard. “Stop,” I whispered. “Stop changing.”

The reflection didn’t listen. It looked calmer than I felt.

Joe hopped onto the counter beside me, rubbing his head against my arm. “You don’t care, do you?” I said softly. “I could turn into a toad and you’d still want dinner at six.”

He purred louder. Typical.

By midnight, I couldn’t stay still. I pulled on my hoodie and walked through the empty streets to clear my head. My reflection followed me in every window—soft features, downturned eyes, a stranger who looked almost gentle.

When I finally got home, there was one last message from Chris.

Chris: “Please stop taking them. Again, I’m really sorry. Please answer my calls…”

I stared at the words for a long time before locking my phone. Maybe he believed that. I wasn’t sure I did.

I fell asleep with Joe on my chest, my hand pressed to the curve forming beneath my shirt. It didn’t feel foreign anymore. That terrified me more than anything else.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS crawled by, each one quieter than the last. I stopped taking the pills after the blow-up with Chris, but my body didn’t seem to care. It kept changing anyway. My mornings turned into a routine of disbelief—wake up, feed Joe, brush my teeth, and stare at a stranger in the mirror.

The stubble that used to show up like clockwork every morning was gone. My razor sat untouched by the sink, collecting dust. My face had softened, not in a flattering Instagram-filter way, but in a real, unnerving way. My skin was smooth, almost too smooth, and when I tilted my head, the light caught my cheekbones differently.

Every reflection mocked me.

Sometimes I convinced myself it was reversible—that my body would just snap back if I ignored it long enough. But then I’d see my collarbones more defined, my lips a shade pinker, and the lie would fall apart.

“Maybe you’re just cursed,” I told my reflection one morning. Joe meowed behind me, impatient for breakfast. “Yeah, yeah, I know. You like me either way. You’re a cat; you’d love me even if I turned into a plant.”

I tried to go back to work like nothing happened. People didn’t say anything, but I caught the looks. The double takes. Someone even asked if I’d started using a new skincare brand.

“Just genetics,” I muttered.

Chris kept his distance. We hadn’t talked since the confrontation, and honestly, I preferred it that way. Every time I saw him, something tight and confusing twisted in my stomach. I wasn’t ready to deal with that.

At night, lying on my bed, I’d press my hands against my chest and feel the faintest curve beneath the skin. Not enough to call it anything, but enough to feel real. I told myself it was swelling, some kind of hormonal rebound. But my heart knew better.

I dreamed weird things. I dreamed of walking barefoot through water, my reflection rippling, my face shifting between who I was and someone softer, calmer, almost happy. When I woke up, I’d touch my face just to make sure I was still me.

But the truth was, I didn’t know who that was anymore.

Some days I thought about going to the doctor. Some days I thought about quitting my job altogether, buying a one-way ticket somewhere quiet, and just disappearing.

Instead, I showed up to work, put on my headset, and pretended I was still the same miserable call center agent I’d always been. Pretending was easier than accepting.

By the end of each shift, my voice felt different again—gentler somehow. Customers responded better. My empathy score went up without me trying. Corporate would’ve called that growth. I called it irony.

When I got home, I’d look in the mirror one last time before bed. Every night, I told myself the same thing.

“This isn’t me.”

And every night, that reflection got harder to believe.

Moments later, HR called me in like I’d committed a crime.

“Hi, Fred,” the HR rep said in that voice that sounds friendly but legally careful. “We’re moving you back under Chris for performance coaching. We’ve seen both improvement and… volatility.”

Volatility. Cute.

“Yeah,” I said. “No, that’s great. I love being managed.”

So that was that. I was back on Chris’s team, like the universe was laughing at me.

The first night back on the floor with him felt weirdly quiet. He didn’t hover like before. He didn’t nag. He mostly sat near my station and worked, close enough that I felt him there, but not close enough to annoy me. He’d glance over once in a while as if checking I was still breathing.

Around 3 a.m., when the call volume dipped and most of the team was either scrolling or pretending to file tickets, we ended up alone in the coaching bay. He’d asked if I wanted tea. I said no, obviously. He brought me a cup anyway.

“It’s just peppermint,” he said, like I was going to accuse him of poisoning me again. “Nothing else.”

I stared at the cup. “You’re not funny.”

He gave a tiny smile. “I’m a little funny.”

We sat there without talking for a while. I hated how comfortable it felt. The room hummed with AC and the distant clacking of keys outside. I could hear his breathing. Slow. Calm. Warm. Everything mine wasn’t.

Finally, he said quietly, “How are you doing?”

I let out a laugh that wasn’t really a laugh. “Awesome. I’m totally normal. My body’s normal. My head’s normal. Everything’s great.”

“Fred.”

The way he said my name—soft, careful—made something jump in my chest.

I swallowed. My throat felt tight. “I stopped taking them,” I muttered. “Weeks ago. It’s still happening.”

He nodded once, eyes steady. Not pitying. Just listening. “Okay.”

Okay.

I didn’t realize how much I needed that word until I heard it.

“I don’t even sound like me on calls anymore,” I went on. “Did you know that? My voice goes light sometimes, and people calm down faster, and corporate thinks I found inner peace and personal growth. Meanwhile I go home and feel like I’m wearing someone else’s face.”

His jaw tensed. “I’m so sorry.”
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“I know you didn’t know,” I said, staring at the table. “I know.”

He let out a breath I didn’t know he’d been holding.

I rubbed my thumb along the seam of the paper cup. My hands looked smaller next to his. Less rough. “I don’t get why I don’t hate it,” I said quietly.

That was the first honest thing I’d said out loud in weeks.

His eyes flicked up to mine. Slow. Searching. “You don’t?”

“I’m freaked out,” I said. “I’m pissed. I’m confused. But when I look at myself now… I don’t hate it. And I feel like I’m not allowed to say that.”

Chris’s face softened, and for a second I wanted to lean into that softness like a blanket. It scared me.

“You don’t have to fight it all the time,” he said.

Something in me cracked.

“Don’t say stuff like that,” I whispered.

“Why?”

“Because I’m already trying not to shake.”

The air between us tightened. I felt warm, pulled toward him like gravity. He reached forward and, slow enough to give me every chance to move, brushed his fingers under my chin.

“Fred,” he said, almost a whisper.

I looked at his mouth. Stupid. Dangerous. I felt myself leaning in without even thinking about it, like my body had decided this for me.

We were inches apart when he stopped.

He closed his eyes, exhaled, and pulled back. “I’m sorry.”

The drop in my stomach was instant. I pulled my hand away like I’d touched a burner. “Right. Yeah. Got it.”

“It’s not that I don’t—” He ran a hand over his face. “You’re overwhelmed. I’m technically your supervisor. I’m trying to do the right thing here.”

“Congrats,” I said. “Gold star.”

He almost laughed, but it came out pained.

I got up from the chair because sitting felt too vulnerable. “Look, I don’t need saving. I don’t need a guidance counselor. I just need this to stop spinning.”

He stood too, but stayed where he was. Giving me space. “I can’t tell you what to feel,” he said. “But I can tell you this. You’re not broken. You’re not wrong. Whatever’s happening… you’re still you.”

“Yeah?” I said. “Who is that, exactly?”

His eyes held mine. “Who do you want it to be?”

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

We went back to the floor like nothing happened. I took another angry billing call. He sat a few desks away, pretending to look at spreadsheets while glancing at me when he thought I wouldn’t notice.

I noticed.

Of course I noticed.

And my heart wouldn’t calm down.

By the end of that week, my clothes started betraying me. My jeans fit wrong—tighter in the hips, looser around the waist. I told myself I’d just gained weight from stress, but when I tugged at the denim, I could feel a shape that hadn’t been there before.

In the shower, I caught sight of my reflection through the fogged glass. My chest wasn’t flat anymore. There were small, tender swells beneath the skin, enough that I couldn’t ignore them. When the water hit, the sensitivity made me gasp. It wasn’t just soreness—it was electric, confusing, alive.

Afterward, I stood in front of the mirror wrapped in a towel. My body was betraying every excuse I’d made for it. The angles that used to define me were softening into curves, like someone had taken a sandpaper to my edges. My reflection looked calm, almost serene, while I felt everything but.

I pressed a hand to my chest, feeling the rise of new flesh. It throbbed beneath my fingers, but not painfully. Just… present. Real.

“Why do I like what I see?” I whispered.

The question hung in the air, heavy and quiet.

Joe brushed against my leg, meowing impatiently. He wanted food. I wanted answers.

I fed him on autopilot, staring blankly at the kitchen counter. The edges of reality felt blurry, like my apartment wasn’t big enough to hold whatever I was becoming. I poured myself coffee but didn’t drink it. The smell was too strong. My senses had turned traitorous too.

I sat on the couch, half-dressed, half-someone-else, staring at the muted TV. The word “feminization” floated in my mind like an echo. I’d read it on forums, half out of fear, half out of fascination. But seeing myself like this—soft hair, gentle eyes, small chest—it stopped being theory.

I started crying. No warning, no reason. The tears just came, fast and warm, like they’d been waiting their whole life for permission. I hadn’t cried in years.

My mind went somewhere I didn’t want it to go—to a memory of me at six years old, sitting on the living room floor with my sister’s Barbie doll. I’d braided its hair, badly, but I’d been proud. My father had walked in, taken one look, and yanked it from my hands.

He’d said something about “real boys” and “embarrassment.” I didn’t remember the words, just the sound of his voice. Cold. Final.

That night, I’d thrown the doll away myself, pretending I didn’t care.

But now, all these years later, I could still feel that same ache in my chest—the one that wasn’t just hormones or confusion. It was something older. Something that had been buried deep, waiting.

I looked at the mirror again, red-eyed, lips trembling, cheeks wet.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, not sure who I was apologizing to. Maybe to myself. Maybe to the little boy who just wanted to braid hair without being told it was wrong.

I slid to the floor, back against the wall, and let the crying happen.

It didn’t feel weak. It felt like breathing after holding it in for too long.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

I TRIED to fix it. Or at least pretend I could. I bought a set of dumbbells from a thrift shop, figuring muscle might scare whatever softness had taken over. Every morning before work, I lifted them half-heartedly in my living room while Joe watched like I was the stupidest creature alive. My arms burned fast, my chest ached, and my wrists felt weak. I used to bench heavier back in college. Now I could barely do ten curls without my elbows shaking.

“Real inspiring, huh, Joe?” I muttered, dropping the weights with a thud. He yawned, unimpressed. “Yeah, same.”

I practiced lowering my voice too. I’d stand in front of the mirror saying, “Hello, this is Fred,” in a gravelly tone that made me sound like a bad actor in a commercial. It didn’t stick. Within minutes my natural voice slipped back to its new, softer register, light enough that the word sir sounded out of place.

At work, people noticed. Of course they did.

“Fred, your skin’s glowing,” one of the girls from Billing said.

“You using serum or something?”

“Yeah,” I deadpanned. “It’s called stress and regret.”

She laughed, but not like she thought I was kidding.

Later that night, during lunch break, two guys from my batch passed by my station whispering loud enough for me to hear. “He’s like a different person now. Look at that skin, bro.”

The other one chuckled. “Fred’s turning pretty.”

I spun my chair toward them. “You two have nothing better to do?”

They grinned and walked off.

My jaw clenched. My whole body felt too hot. I wanted to yell something clever, but all I managed was a bitter laugh that sounded too high for comfort.

Chris looked up from across the room. Our eyes met. He didn’t say anything, just gave me that calm, steady look again. I hated that look—it made me feel seen when all I wanted was to vanish.

When the shift ended, I lingered at my desk longer than usual, typing nonsense into a blank ticket just so I wouldn’t have to walk past anyone. I caught my reflection in the monitor. Even under fluorescent light, my skin looked smooth and pinkish. My lashes cast tiny shadows on my cheeks.

I hated that I noticed. I hated that it didn’t look bad.

I rubbed my face hard, trying to bring back the roughness that used to be there. It didn’t work.

On the way out, Chris called after me, “Fred, coffee tomorrow? Off shift?”

“Why?” I asked.

He hesitated. “Just to talk.”

“Right. Because talking fixes everything.”

Still, I found myself saying, “Fine.”

That night, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling. My arms ached from the morning workout, and my throat was sore from all the fake-deep voice practice. Joe climbed onto my stomach and purred.

“Don’t look at me like that,” I said. “I’m trying, okay?”

He blinked, unimpressed as always.

I reached over to turn off the light, but my reflection on the window caught me again—softer, unfamiliar, almost gentle.

I turned away fast.

It wasn’t just my voice that was changing. It was everything inside it.

The next morning, Chris messaged me before I could talk myself out of it.

Coffee? The place across from the office. My treat.

I almost said no. But something about the way he wrote it—no pressure, no overthinking—made me grab my jacket anyway. I told myself it was just caffeine and closure, not therapy.

The café was too bright for that early in the day. He was already there, sitting by the window, smiling like we were just two normal coworkers catching up.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hey.” I sat down, folded my arms. “So, what’s this? Another coaching session?”

He laughed softly. “No. Just coffee. You’ve been quiet lately.”

“Quiet’s good. Means I’m not yelling at customers.”

He studied me for a second, his expression unreadable. “You look… calmer. Different.”

“Different,” I repeated, rolling my eyes. “That’s one way to say it.”

He hesitated, then sighed. “Fred, I keep thinking about what happened. The pills, everything. I feel responsible.”

“You should,” I said, sharper than I meant. “I mean, I’m the one dealing with—whatever this is.”

He nodded, like he was letting me win. “You’re right. But I don’t want you to feel alone in it.”

“Yeah, well, too late for that.”

There was a pause. Then he reached for something beside his chair—a small brown paper bag.

“Here,” he said, pushing it toward me.

I frowned. “What’s this?”

“Just… something I thought might help.”

I peeked inside and froze. A wig. A compact. Lip gloss. A soft dress folded neatly. Lingerie, too.

My stomach dropped. “Are you—are you insulting me right now?”

He blinked. “What? No. I—”

“You think this is funny? You think this is a joke?”

“Fred, listen,” he said quickly. “I saw your browser the other day when you left your station unlocked. Those items were in your Amazon cart.”

My mouth went dry.

He went on carefully. “You hadn’t checked them out. I thought maybe you wanted to. I wasn’t trying to mock you. I just wanted you to have them.”

I pushed the bag back like it burned. “You had no right to look.”

His face fell. “I didn’t mean—”

“I’m not some project for you to fix, Chris.”

He nodded slowly. “Okay.” His tone didn’t rise, didn’t fight back. That calm again. I hated it.

I grabbed the bag anyway and stood up. “Next time you feel like helping, don’t.”

I left before he could say another word.

But later that night, when I was back in my apartment, I couldn’t stop staring at the bag on my kitchen counter. Joe sniffed it like it held food.

I sat beside it, heart pounding. He hadn’t been wrong. I had looked at those things online. Dozens of times. Adding and removing them from my cart like I was balancing on a ledge.

After a long time, I texted him.

You were right. I tried to buy them. I couldn’t do it.

A few minutes later, his reply came.

No worries, you can do whatever you want with them.

I stared at those words until my screen dimmed.

When I turned off the lights, the paper bag still sat there in the dark—quiet, patient, waiting for me to open it.

I didn’t touch the bag for two days. I just let it sit on my dresser like it was radioactive. Every time I walked past it, I felt this weird pull—like it was whispering my name. Or maybe not my name exactly.

On the third night, I cracked.

It was two in the morning, the world outside silent except for the hum of the fridge and Joe’s occasional snoring from the couch. I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the paper bag like it had been staring back.

“Fine,” I muttered. “Let’s see what kind of freak show you’ve got for me.”

Inside was the wig—chestnut brown, shoulder length, shiny but not cheap. A compact powder. Lipstick the color of quiet rebellion. The lingerie—black lace, delicate, ridiculous. The dress was simple—a soft, cream wrap style that looked nothing like me.

I set everything out carefully on the bed like evidence from a crime scene.

Half an hour later, I was standing in front of the mirror wearing all of it.

The bra gave me cleavage I didn’t know I had. The dress clung to my new shape like it had been waiting for me. The wig framed my face too perfectly, softening what was left of Fred until he was half gone in the reflection.

I should’ve felt humiliated. I should’ve ripped it all off and thrown it back in the bag. But I didn’t.

I felt… still.

I touched my face, tracing the curve of my jaw. My fingers brushed my chest and I laughed—quietly, disbelieving. “This is insane,” I whispered, but there was a smile behind it.
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Joe jumped onto the bed and stared at me like I was late for feeding him.

“What do you think?” I said. “Your old man’s losing it.”

He blinked, unimpressed.

I leaned closer to the mirror. My lipstick wasn’t even even, my eyeliner looked like it had been applied during an earthquake, but something about the person looking back felt right.

Not perfect. Not finished. Just… right.

I tilted my head and said, “Hey there, Frida.”

It came out like a joke, a mutter meant to fill the silence. But when I heard it, something in my chest fluttered—like the name had been sitting there all along, waiting for its turn.

Frida.

I said it again, softer.

It didn’t sound wrong.

I ran my fingers down the side of my dress, feeling the fabric move with me. My body wasn’t fighting it. It was like it finally exhaled.

I sat down in front of the mirror and stared at myself until the sun started bleeding through the curtains.

Somewhere between the first and fifth yawn, I realized I wasn’t angry anymore. Just tired—and, strangely, okay.

When I finally crawled into bed, wig still on, Joe nestled against my legs.

“Good night, Frida,” I murmured, half-asleep.

It didn’t sound like pretending anymore.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I CHANGED my name in the system on a whim. It wasn’t even that dramatic—just logged into the CRM, clicked “Edit Profile,” and erased the rest of my name until it said F. Smith. A tiny edit. Harmless. Still technically accurate. But watching it appear on the screen made my stomach twist.

When my first call came in, the name flashed on the customer’s end. “Hi, this is F. Smith from support,” I said automatically. The words came out smoother than usual, like my voice had stopped fighting itself.

A few heads turned. Someone whispered. I pretended not to notice.

By lunch, the whispers had multiplied. The makeup didn’t help. I’d swiped on a subtle lip tint that morning—barely any color, just enough to keep my lips from looking dead—but apparently in this fluorescent cave, anything counted as scandalous.

“New look, Fred?” someone from QA teased near the pantry.

“Or should we call you Freddie Mercury?”

“It’s called grooming,” I shot back. “Something you wouldn’t understand.”

That shut him up for a second, but the grin stayed.

I hated how easily their comments crawled under my skin. The funny thing was, they weren’t wrong. I had changed. Even I could see it. My skin looked brighter, my face lighter somehow. The hormones had done their quiet work, and I didn’t feel like scrubbing them away anymore.

Chris walked by a few minutes later, coffee in hand, hearing enough to piece together what had happened.

“Maybe focus on your metrics instead of other people’s faces,” he said calmly to the group, not even glancing at me.

The tone he used was soft, but it had an edge. The room went quiet.

He looked at me briefly, not long enough to make it weird, just long enough for me to catch that small flicker of reassurance in his eyes. I didn’t thank him, but I didn’t need to.

By mid-shift, I was handling calls smoother than ever. Customers liked me. Colleagues kept stealing glances. Maybe they were trying to figure out who this person was sitting in Fred’s chair, smiling without forcing it.

When I went to the restroom before my last call, I caught my reflection in the mirror—lip tint still perfect, cheeks faintly flushed. I smiled without meaning to.

Joe would’ve been proud if he could see me now, though he’d probably just ask for food.

Back at my desk, I noticed Chris watching from across the floor again. He wasn’t smiling this time. Just… looking. Thoughtful.

For the first time, I didn’t look away.

When the shift ended, I cleared my queue and leaned back. My display still said “F. Smith.”

It looked right.

Not temporary. Not borrowed. Just right.

I didn’t go straight home after shift. I should’ve. My body was begging for sleep, the kind of heavy sleep that knocks you out face-down on the couch, but my mind wouldn’t shut off. I felt wired. Buzzing. Pulled.

So instead of going home, I walked to the mall down the street and sat outside on a bench like some creature waiting for daylight. I watched the staff roll up the security gates. Janitors mopped tile. A bored guard ate peanuts and pretended not to stare at me.

It was barely 7 a.m. when they let first customers in. I wasn’t even pretending anymore. I went straight to women’s.

That sentence alone could’ve broken me a month ago.

I didn’t even know what I was looking for until I saw it. A blouse. Soft blush pink, light fabric, loose sleeves that tapered at the wrist, v-neck with a tiny tie. Nothing dramatic. Not club-wear. Not trashy. Just… gentle.

My hands shook when I touched the hanger.

The fabric slid over my fingers like water. Not stiff like the button-ups I used for work. It moved when I moved, like it wanted to float. I held it against my body in the mirror of the fitting area, and the drape was ridiculous. Feminine without trying. It skimmed my new curves like it already knew where they were.

“Do you want a fitting room?” the clerk asked.

My throat went tight. “Yeah,” I managed.

Inside the stall, I took off my hoodie and t-shirt, then pulled the blouse on.

The first thing I noticed was the weight—barely there. The second thing I noticed was the neckline. The v sat right over the soft little swell of my chest, and the push-up bra Chris had basically tricked me into owning did the rest. I actually had cleavage. Real cleavage. Frida cleavage.

I stared.

My heart pounded so hard I thought I’d pass out. I should’ve felt embarrassed. I should’ve felt like a joke. But I didn’t. I felt awake.

I turned side to side. My waist curved in a little. My hips, which I’d been pretending weren’t changing, actually filled the hem. The sleeves flowed when I lifted my arms, and the material brushed my skin like a secret.

I looked in the mirror and, without thinking, said, “Frida, you’re so beautiful.”

I clapped a hand over my mouth.

Where did that come from.

I never talked to myself like that. I barely talked to myself without insulting myself. But there she was in the mirror, cheeks warm, lips soft, eyes bright even though I hadn’t slept. And I meant it. I wasn’t lying to make myself feel better. I believed it.

That scared me more than anything so far.

I touched my cheek and felt the heat there. The hormones had me on a hair trigger lately. My emotions didn’t just exist anymore; they spilled. I could go from steady to shaking in thirty seconds. I could tear up at nothing. I could feel happy so fast it almost hurt. It was like someone had taken a blanket off my nerves.

I swallowed hard.

I’d always hated my body. Hated how it felt to carry it around. Hated how heavy it all was. And now here I was in a pink blouse in a women’s fitting room, thinking, I could live like this.

I could live like this.

I bought it. The cashier smiled and said, “It looks great on you,” like it was the most normal thing in the world. I almost cried in front of her.

On the way out of the mall, I kept the blouse tucked in the paper bag and walked like I was guarding a secret under my arm. My whole body hummed with adrenaline. I felt stupidly light even though I’d been awake all night.

I got home, dropped my keys, and set the bag on my bed.

Joe jumped into the bag immediately and sat on the blouse like an idiot king.

“Of course,” I muttered, rubbing my eyes. “Of course you would.”

I didn’t sleep right away. I lay on my back, blouse draped over my stomach, and stared at the ceiling until my vision blurred.

For once I wasn’t replaying angry calls. I wasn’t thinking about who I used to be.

I was wondering how much more of me was still hiding.
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The next night, I didn’t expect him to wait for me, but there he was. Chris sat by the glass doors near the smoking area, still in his company ID and rolled-up sleeves, a cup of tea in hand like always. The city lights bled through the glass behind him. He looked calm, of course—he was always calm.

I almost walked past him, but he stood before I could. “Hey,” he said softly. “Can we talk?”

I crossed my arms. “If this is about my attendance, I already fixed it.”

“It’s not.”

He gestured toward the bench outside. Against my better judgment, I followed. We sat with the faint hum of passing cars filling the silence.

He looked at me for a long moment, eyes soft but steady. “You look different,” he said.

“Yeah, heard that one before.”

“No,” he said, voice low. “I mean… happy.”

I looked away, tracing the rim of the cup I was holding. “You sound disappointed.”

“Never,” he said quickly. “Just… I keep wondering if you hate me for what happened.”

I sighed. “I did. A lot. But then it stopped feeling like something you did to me. It just—kept going. Like I was supposed to end up here anyway.”

His expression softened even more. “Fred—”

“Frida,” I corrected before I could stop myself.

He blinked, then smiled faintly. “Frida.” He said it like it was something fragile. “It suits you.”

“Don’t get used to it,” I said, even though part of me wanted him to.

He hesitated, then reached into his pocket. “There’s something I’ve been meaning to tell you.”

“Please don’t make this sound like a resignation letter.”

He laughed quietly, shaking his head. “No. Nothing like that.”

He turned to face me fully. “I think I was meant to meet you exactly this way.”

My chest tightened. “You mean as your worst-performing agent?”

“I mean as you,” he said. “As Frida. I don’t think I would’ve understood who I am either, if I hadn’t met you.”

I stared at him, trying to form words, but none came out. He wasn’t joking. He wasn’t trying to comfort me. He meant every syllable.

“Chris,” I said, my voice breaking a little, “don’t say things like that unless you mean them.”

“I do.”

Something in me cracked then, the last thin thread holding back everything I’d buried under sarcasm and denial. My throat went tight, and I hated that tears were already sliding down my cheeks.

He moved closer but didn’t touch me until I leaned in first. When I did, he wrapped his arms around me, slow and careful, like I might disappear if he held too tight.

I pressed my face against his shoulder. The smell of tea and cologne made my chest ache.

“I don’t want to go back,” I whispered. “I can’t.”

“Then don’t,” he said.

I pulled back just enough to look at him. His eyes were wet too.

It didn’t feel like a confession when we kissed—it felt like relief. The kind you don’t realize you’ve been craving until it happens. His lips were soft, deliberate, real.

When we finally pulled apart, he rested his forehead against mine.

“Frida,” he said again, almost a whisper.

“Yeah?”

“You’re beautiful.”

I laughed quietly through the tears. “Took you long enough to notice.”

We sat there for a while, not talking, just existing in that strange quiet space between fear and peace.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t pretending to be anyone. I was just me—whatever that meant now.

And for once, that was enough.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

SIX MONTHS passed, though it felt like another lifetime entirely. I’d been on real hormones for four of those months—actual prescribed ones, not mystery capsules from a seedy website. The effects were slower, steadier, like watching color fill into an old photo. My body had softened in places that used to feel like armor. My skin held warmth now. My hair, which I’d started growing out, brushed my shoulders when I tied it up before work.

I still lived in the same apartment with Joe, who remained unimpressed by my transformation. But even he seemed calmer these days, curling up beside me while I got ready for the night shift. My uniform had changed too. I’d traded the loose company polo for a fitted one I’d altered myself—tucked neatly into slim black slacks. A faint hint of blush, tinted lip balm, silver stud earrings. Just enough to feel like me without making HR twitch.

People didn’t whisper anymore. They greeted me with smiles, some of them too cheerful, but it beat the staring. I was “Miss Frida” now, not “Fred.” Half the team came to me for help on difficult calls, asking how I kept customers calm. I didn’t tell them it was the same secret that used to get me in trouble—honesty, only softened.

That night I was in the coaching bay with three new hires, showing them how to de-escalate angry customers. I played back an old recording of one of my calls—back when I was still Fred, brittle and impatient. The contrast made them laugh.

“So what did you notice?” I asked.

“You sounded defensive,” one said. “Like the customer was an enemy.”

“Exactly,” I said. “I was. Back then, I thought empathy was fake. Like something HR invented to make us care. But it’s not about pretending. It’s about letting people know you hear them. Even when they’re wrong.”

They nodded. I didn’t tell them how many nights I’d cried from hearing my own voice soften into something that felt foreign at first.

When they left, I stayed behind a moment, staring at the dark monitor that reflected my face faintly. My reflection didn’t startle me anymore. My jawline had rounded, my cheeks glowed without makeup, and my voice—when I spoke quietly—sounded like someone I could finally trust.

“The voice they once hated became my strength,” I murmured to myself.

It wasn’t poetic. It was just true.

I logged out and stretched my arms, feeling the weight of the day settle. My wrists looked slimmer now, my hands smaller. I caught sight of my reflection again and smiled, faintly. Not proud, not smug. Just… whole.

When I stepped out to the floor, Chris was leaning by the door, clipboard in hand.

“HR wants to see you,” he said, smiling.

“About what?”

“I’m not sure. But let me know if they try anything funny.”

“Oh great,” I said dryly. “Am I finally being fired for excessive empathy?”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Nah, I’m sure it’s good.”

HR didn’t summon people unless something big was happening. The last time I’d been in that office, I was being lectured about “tone.” This time, they greeted me with coffee and smiles, which was somehow more terrifying.

“Frida,” the HR rep said, sliding a folder toward me. “We’ve reviewed your performance metrics. Your empathy scores are the highest on the floor—consistently for three months.”

I blinked. “You’re kidding.”

She smiled. “Not even a little. We’d like to offer you a promotion. Training Officer. You’ll be coaching new hires full-time.”

My throat went dry. “Wait, like… trainer-trainer? As in people will have to listen to me?”

“Exactly.”

I almost laughed. A year ago, the idea of me teaching anyone about patience would’ve been comedy gold. Now they wanted to pay me for it.

“Let me think about it…”

By the time I walked back to the floor, the news had already spread. People clapped, whistled, shouted congratulations. Chris was at the center of it all, smiling that same calm smile—but this time it looked proud. Genuinely proud.

“I didn’t accept it. Yet…”
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During our next team huddle, I gave my first official talk as “Trainer Frida.” My voice didn’t shake. The blouse I wore—a powder-blue one this time—flowed gently as I gestured, and for once I wasn’t self-conscious about how I moved. Every word felt easy, honest.

I caught Chris watching from the back of the room, leaning against the wall. His expression was unreadable but warm. That quiet support he always gave me was still there, but something new flickered beneath it now—something that felt like electricity, steady and unspoken.

After the session, people lingered to chat. Chris waited until the last one left, then approached.

“You were incredible,” he said.

I smirked. “Yeah, well, it only took a complete identity crisis to get here.”

He chuckled. “I don’t think it was a crisis. More like a becoming.”

“That’s deep, Mr. Winchell. Practicing for a TED Talk?”

He shook his head, his grin fading into something softer. “No. Just proud. You found your rhythm.”

I shrugged, fighting the flush creeping up my neck. “Guess all your coaching paid off.”

“Guess so,” he said, voice low.

We stood there longer than we needed to, the silence stretching but not uncomfortable. My heart beat faster than it should’ve.

I cleared my throat. “So, this trainer thing—it’s permanent?”

“Full-time,” he said. “Starting next week.”

“Wow,” I said, trying to sound casual. “You sure HR didn’t get the files mixed up?”

He laughed. “Pretty sure.”

Something about the way he looked at me—steady, unwavering—made me feel like I wasn’t pretending anymore. Like he saw me exactly as I was, no edits, no hesitation.

For the first time in my life, my voice, my body, and my heart weren’t fighting each other. They were finally on the same page.

When I walked past the mirrored wall near the exit, I caught my reflection one more time. The woman looking back smiled easily, confident.

I smiled back.

The shift ended early past midnight, but neither of us went home. Chris texted me to meet him on the rooftop—the one place in the building where the fluorescent lights didn’t hum like a headache.

The elevator doors opened to a wash of cool air and city noise. Manila glittered below us, restless and alive. I spotted him leaning against the railing, coffee cup in hand like always. He turned when he heard my footsteps, that small smile already waiting.

“Didn’t think you’d actually come,” he said.

“You said rooftop, not a crime scene,” I said, walking closer.

“Figured it was safe enough.”

He chuckled, handing me the spare cup he’d brought. “Caramel macchiato. Two sugars, right?”

I took it, raising an eyebrow. “You’ve been paying way too much attention.”

“Occupational hazard,” he said. “I’m observant.”

For a while, neither of us spoke. We just leaned against the railing, watching headlights weave through traffic far below. My reflection shimmered faintly in the glass panel. Shoulder-length hair, small hoops catching light, blouse tucked neatly into black trousers. I didn’t look like Fred pretending anymore. I looked like someone who’d finally stepped into herself.

He broke the silence first. “You know,” he said, “I’ve been trying to figure out how to tell you something.”

“Oh no,” I said. “Is this the part where you reveal I’m being transferred to the day shift? Because that’s worse than heartbreak.”

He laughed softly. “No transfers. Just truth.”

“Dangerous,” I said, but my chest tightened.

He turned toward me, his voice quieter now. “I think I was meant to meet you exactly this way.”

I stared at him, my heart tripping over itself. “You said that before.”

“I meant it then. I mean it more now.”

The city noise faded. All I could hear was his voice, the steady rhythm of it cutting through the night air.

He stepped closer, hesitating just long enough for me to breathe him in. “Frida,” he said, “I love you.”

My throat tightened. I tried to look away, but I couldn’t. The tears came fast, hot and uninvited. I laughed through them, embarrassed. “You saw her before I did, thank you,” I whispered.

He brushed a strand of hair from my cheek. “I just waited for you to see her too.”

The kiss wasn’t rushed. It was soft, certain, the kind of kiss that didn’t demand anything. When we pulled apart, my hands were still trembling against his shirt.

“So,” I said, trying to smile through the warmth in my chest, “technically if I accept the promotion, you’re not the boss of me anymore.”

He grinned. “I never was.”

I laughed quietly. “You sure acted like it.”

“Maybe I just wanted an excuse to spend more time with you.”

“Well,” I said, stepping closer again, “mission accomplished.”

We kissed again, slower this time, the city lights flickering below like they were applauding.

When I finally pulled back, I whispered, “You know, I used to hate this job.”

He smiled. “And now?”

“Now I love who it introduced me to.”

He squeezed my hand. “Good. Because she’s unforgettable.”

Joe was probably at home knocking something off the counter in protest of my late arrival, but for once, I didn’t rush to leave. I stayed there with Chris, the night humming quietly around us, both of us finally done pretending.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

IT WAS one of those nights that dragged without mercy. The floor buzzed with keyboards, muffled laughter, and the endless hum of air conditioning. I’d just finished my fifth coaching session and was finally enjoying a cup of lukewarm coffee when a rookie agent from the new batch rushed up to me, pale and frantic.

“Ma’am Frida, sorry, it’s an emergency!”

I sighed. “If someone spilled coffee on the router again, it’s IT’s job, not mine.”

“No, ma’am—it’s a live call! The customer’s asking for a supervisor, but mine’s on break! He’s very angry!”

I groaned, pinching the bridge of my nose. “Of course he is.” I took the headset from her and muttered, “Fine, I’ll handle it. What’s the issue?”

She didn’t answer—just looked relieved as she handed me her station.

I sat down, adjusted the mic, and clicked the line. “Good evening, this is Frida of Butterfly Corporation,” I said automatically, the old rhythm sliding back like muscle memory. “How can I help you tonight?”

For a moment, there was silence. Then—

“Frida Smith,” a familiar voice said, calm and steady.

“Will you marry me?”

My heart stopped.

I froze in the chair, staring at the monitor like it had betrayed me. The rookie blinked at me, confused. Around us, a few agents had turned to look, sensing something was happening.

“W-what?” I stammered, my voice smaller than it had been in years.

“Will you marry me?” the voice repeated—gentler this time, smiling through the words.

I looked up. Through the glass wall across the floor, Chris stood by the main aisle, holding his cellphone to his ear, eyes locked on me.

Every conversation stopped. Heads turned. Someone gasped, then whispered. The room started to buzz—soft laughter, excited murmurs, phones lifted for videos.

He began walking toward me, one step at a time, phone still pressed to his ear. I could hear his voice both in the headset and in the air. “Frida,” he said, “you taught me what patience really means.”

My throat tightened. I couldn’t speak. Tears blurred the monitors in front of me. I stood up, still wearing the headset, watching him close the distance between us.

He reached the station, hung up his phone, and smiled—soft, calm, just like the first night he’d said my name right.

Then, in the middle of the call floor under harsh fluorescent lights and a hundred curious eyes, he went down on one knee.

The room erupted in gasps and laughter. Someone clapped. Someone else shouted, “Say yes, ma’am Frida!”

Chris held out a small velvet box, the ring catching the cold light. “You make every call worth taking,” he said, his voice steady but his eyes wet.

“Marry me.”

I laughed through my tears, covering my mouth. My hands were shaking. “You’re insane,” I whispered, smiling so wide it hurt.

“Maybe,” he said. “But I’m yours.”
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The headset slipped from my neck as I leaned forward, cupped his face, and nodded. “Yes.”

The floor exploded in cheers. Someone from QA whistled. Even the new hire wiped her eyes.

Chris stood, slipped the ring onto my trembling hand, and kissed me while everyone applauded. For a second, the world went quiet again—no ringing phones, no ticket queues, no noise. Just us.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


Hello Lilly

[image: A person holding a phone  Description automatically generated]

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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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“You said they were collagen supplements! Why am I growing a pair of…”

When I first walked into Eros Studio, I was just Shane Willow—a broke SFX artist who knew how to fake wounds, not feelings. Then Derek Smith happened. He was all control and charisma, a man trying to outpaint his past.

What started as a simple modeling gig became a slow surrender. His camera didn’t just capture me—it rewrote me.

They called her Chantal Willow, the woman in his lens. At first, she was a role. Then she was the only person I could see in the mirror.

Read The Day I Became a Woman

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 Soft Spoken.

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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