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Introduction

“It had sugar, spice, and something else… Something that turned me from a regular guy to Barbie!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I used to think I had life figured out—work hard, play golf, climb the corporate ladder, retire rich, die single. That was the plan. No distractions, no romance, just me and my bank account.

Then one blistering New Jersey afternoon, I stopped at a strange little café called Pink Moon Cafe. They were out of every drink except something called The Barbie Blend. I ordered it as a joke.

It wasn’t funny after that.

The taste was sweet and addictive, and with every sip, my world started to change—literally. My face softened, my voice lightened, and I grew curves that were almost too dangerous, even for myself. My reflection blurred into someone I almost recognized. I didn’t know if I was losing my mind or finding it.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to The Barbie Blend.


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 MORNING heat hit like a hairdryer in my face the moment I stepped out of my building. Jersey summers always smelled like asphalt and regret. My shirt stuck to my back before I even reached the car. I slid into the driver’s seat, turned the AC dial to max, and waited for a miracle that wasn’t coming.

My phone buzzed—Ryan. I groaned but answered.

“Bro, she blocked me again,” he said, no greeting, just despair.

“Which time is this?” I asked, pulling into traffic.

“Third this week, but this time feels final. She said I don’t take her seriously.”

“You’ve been dating her for three months,” I said.

“You met on some app called… what was it?”

“HeartzOne. And she’s from Thailand, Bradley. It’s real.”

“Sure,” I said, switching lanes. “Totally real. Definitely not someone mining your trust fund.”

He sighed dramatically. “You never believe in love.”

“I believe in stable coins and 401(k)s,” I said. “Love’s not exactly appreciating in value.”

Ryan laughed. “God, you’re such a machine. Don’t you ever get lonely?”

I looked at the endless line of cars crawling toward the Lincoln Tunnel. “Not really. The bank keeps me busy.”

That was true. I’d been at JP Morgan Chase for six months—entry-level analyst, new blood, long hours. I wanted the Manhattan life someday—the apartment overlooking the skyline, the golf club invites, maybe even a yacht if crypto behaved. Love was just a distraction, a liability with legs.

Ryan kept talking about his girlfriend, or ex, depending on which hour of the day it was. My attention drifted to the windshield. The sun looked like it wanted to melt through the glass. My water bottle was empty.

I realized I hadn’t had coffee yet.

“You know what?” I said.

“I’ll call you later. I need caffeine before I crash into someone.”

“Fine,” he said. “But admit it—you’re jealous of my romantic spirit.”

“Yeah, jealous I don’t have your free time.”

I hung up before he could reply, rolled down the window, and spotted a sign up ahead with a pink star on it.

Pink Moon Cafe.

Weird name, but right then, I would’ve drunk anything cold.

The parking lot shimmered like molten tar. I killed the engine and stepped out, half expecting my shoes to melt. The pink neon sign flickered against a fogged-up glass door that read Pink Moon Cafe in loopy handwriting. It didn’t look like a place that should exist between a laundromat and a discount pharmacy, but the air smelled like roasted beans and sugar, so I went in.

A bell chimed softly above the door. The place was empty—no chatter, no line, just one person behind the counter. She was tall, tan, with a waist that curved like a question mark and hair that fell in glossy black waves down her back. Her name tag said Marina.

“Morning,” she said, voice low and confident, like she’d practiced it for years.

“You look like you’ve been through a war.”

“New Jersey in July,” I said. “Coffee’s the only thing standing between me and road rage.”

She smiled, teeth white enough to make me conscious of my own.
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“What’ll it be?”

I scanned the menu—Salted Caramel, Mocha Frap, Americano, Arabica Supreme. All familiar, all overpriced. “Salted Caramel Frap.”

“Out of caramel,” she said.

“Fine. Mocha.”

“Out of mocha.”

“Americano?”

“Ran out this morning.”

I frowned. “Arabica?”

She shook her head. “Truck’s late.”

I stared at her. “What do you have?”

She tapped her manicured nail on a handwritten chalkboard near the register. “The Barbie Blend.”

I laughed. “That sounds like a joke.”

“It’s not. It’s really good,” she said, eyes glinting. “Sweet, creamy, a little sparkly.”

“Sparkly?” I raised an eyebrow. “Is it edible glitter or are we going full fairy dust here?”

She leaned forward on the counter, the neckline of her pink apron dipping just enough to make me lose my train of thought. “Trust me, you’ll like it.”

I shouldn’t have, but something about the way she said it made me curious. Or maybe I just wanted to stop sweating.

“Fine,” I said. “One Barbie Blend.”

She smiled like she’d just won a bet. “Coming right up.”

As she worked the blender, the air filled with the smell of cherries and something sweet I couldn’t name. When she poured it into a clear cup, the drink shimmered like cotton candy dissolved in cream.

It looked ridiculous. It looked perfect.

I took the first sip.

The taste hit me like nostalgia for something I’d never had. Cold, rich, smooth—somewhere between vanilla milkshake and melted carnival sugar. My brain lit up like a switchboard.

Marina leaned her elbows on the counter, chin resting in her hands, watching me with a look that was both smug and curious. “Well?”

“It’s…” I searched for the word. “Ridiculous. Tastes like birthday cake and bad decisions.”

“So you like it.”

I took another sip, even though I wanted to play it cool. The flavor deepened, cherry notes dancing on my tongue. I felt a slow warmth creep through my chest, and for a moment, everything outside—the noise, the heat, the grind—blurred.

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “It’s not bad.”

She smiled, catlike. “People usually come back for another.”

“I’m not people.”

“Everyone says that.”

Her gaze held mine longer than it should have. Something about her felt charged, like static before a storm. I cleared my throat and reached for my wallet.

“How much?”

She waved me off. “First one’s on the house. Consider it a welcome gift.”

“That’s a weird marketing tactic.”

“I’m a weird girl,” she said.

I almost laughed, but her tone wasn’t self-deprecating—it was proud. I nodded, slid a five across the counter anyway, and turned to leave.

“Hey, Bradley,” she called.

I froze.

“How do you know my name?”

“You handed me your card, but I gave it back, remember?” she said. As a matter of fact, I didn’t, but I nodded. I was still sleepy and didn’t think much of it.

“Relax,” she assured.

“Right. See you around.”

“Maybe sooner than you think,” she said.

Outside, the air felt even thicker. I got in my car, turned on the AC, and caught my reflection in the rearview mirror. My lips looked pinker than before—too pink. I rubbed at them, thinking maybe the drink had stained me, but the color didn’t fade.

Weird.

I shrugged it off and drove toward the city, sipping the rest until the cup was empty. The aftertaste lingered, sugary and electric, like it wanted to stay.

By the time I reached the tunnel, I was grinning for no reason, fingers tapping the steering wheel to a rhythm I didn’t recognize.

The Barbie Blend. What a stupid name.

Still, it was probably the best coffee I’d ever had.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

MONDAYS at the bank felt like clockwork—coffee cups, spreadsheets, and conversations I didn’t want to be part of. The office smelled like burnt espresso and printer ink. Ryan sat across from me, tie undone, elbows on his desk, phone in hand as usual.

“She hasn’t replied since Saturday,” he said. “I sent her a picture of the receipt of the brunch I paid for her online, and she didn’t even double tap it.”

I typed an email and pretended to care.

“Maybe she’s busy scamming someone else.”

He frowned. “You’re so cynical, Brad. Not everyone’s out to use you.”

“Most people are. You just happen to pay them voluntarily.”

“Harsh,” he said, slumping back in his chair. “You sound like my dad.”

“Your dad’s a billionaire, Ryan. If I sound like him, I’ll take it as a compliment.”

He chuckled, tapping his phone again. His wallpaper was a selfie of him and the girlfriend, both grinning under a pink filter. I couldn’t look at it for long. My eyes kept drifting to the reflection on my monitor—my own face, the faintest tint of color on my lips. It wasn’t in my head. They still looked tinted from that stupid drink.

I rubbed them discreetly, then reached for my water bottle.

Ryan glanced up. “You okay, man? You’re fidgeting.”

“Didn’t sleep much,” I said. “Too much caffeine.”

“You drink that sludge from the breakroom again?”

“No. Tried some local place in Jersey—Pink Moon Cafe.”

He laughed. “Pink Moon Cafe? You serious? Sounds like a drag bar.”

“It’s a coffee shop,” I said, a little defensive.

“They had this… special drink.”

“What’s it called, the Unicorn Latte?”

“Close. The Barbie Blend.”

He laughed so hard I thought he’d choke. “That’s rich. You? Mister Spreadsheet? Drinking Barbie Blend?”

“Relax, it was the only thing they had,” I said, smirking despite myself.

“You sure you didn’t get glitter in your system? You’re glowing, dude.”

“Must be the office lights,” I muttered, shutting my laptop.

“I’m grabbing lunch early.”

Ryan pointed his fork at me like it was a moral accusation. “You’re going back, aren’t you?”

I shrugged, pretending to stretch. “It’s just coffee.”

“Yeah, sure,” he said, smirking. “And I’m just a romantic.”

He wasn’t wrong about either of us.

The sign for Pink Moon Cafe was still humming pink when I pulled into the lot after work. I told myself it was just curiosity, that I wanted to know what kind of syrup they used. The truth was I’d thought about the drink all day—the smell, the taste, the stupid shimmer. It clung to my mind like a song I couldn’t shake.

The bell over the door rang again. Same emptiness, same low music. Marina looked up from wiping the counter and smiled like she’d been expecting me.

“Back so soon?”

“I was in the area,” I lied. The bank was in NYC, and the café was in NJ. I risked extending my lunch break. I’d driven thirty minutes out of my way.

“Right,” she said, crossing her arms.

“You look like a man with questions.”

“Yeah. What’s in that drink? I swear I’ve been tasting cherries since Saturday.”

She tapped her chin. “A good blend’s like a secret—you ruin it when you explain it.”
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“So you’re not gonna tell me.”

“I’m telling you it’s better if you don’t know.”

Her smile was infuriating. I should’ve left, but instead I leaned on the counter. “Fine. Then give me another one.”

“Already?”

“It’s addictive,” I admitted. “And I need something cold.”

She tilted her head, eyes tracing me like she was measuring something invisible. “First one’s curiosity,” she said softly.

“Second one’s craving. You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

She turned, moving with that unhurried confidence that made it impossible not to stare. The blender whirred, metal clinking. The scent hit me again—cherries, sugar, cream, something almost floral. She slid the cup across the counter. “On the house, again.”

“No way. You’re running a business.” I reached for my card.

She smirked. “A gentleman. How rare.”

“I just don’t like owing people.”

“You’ll change your mind about that eventually,” she said, taking the payment anyway.

I took a sip. The flavor hit even stronger this time—silky, sweet, almost narcotic. My shoulders loosened, pulse slowing. Marina rested her chin on her palm, studying me.

“See?” she said. “Told you you’d like it.”

“It’s fine,” I said, lying to both of us.

That night, the taste wouldn’t leave my mouth. I brushed my teeth twice, chewed mint gum, even drank half a bottle of water, but the sweetness lingered. My apartment felt smaller than usual, the AC humming weakly against the heat. I stripped down to my boxers and sat on the couch scrolling through crypto charts, though my brain wasn’t processing any of it.

I kept thinking about Marina—her voice, her hands, the glint in her eyes when she’d said you’ll change your mind. The words looped in my head until I set my phone down and leaned back.

Sleep came fast but heavy.

In the dream, I was back inside Pink Moon Cafe. Pink foam bubbled over the counter like waves. Laughter filled the room—Marina’s, high and musical, and another voice softer, almost mine. I reached out, and my hands looked strange—smooth, pale, unfamiliar. The cup in front of me sparkled, and when I drank, everything around me turned bright, sugar-drenched, blinding.

I woke up gasping, sheets twisted around my legs. My body felt fevered, slick with sweat. The clock read 2:43 a.m.

For a moment, I sat there breathing hard, trying to steady myself. Then I went to the bathroom, flicked on the light, and stared at the mirror.

Something was different.

My face looked… smoother. Not dramatic, but enough that I noticed—the sharpness around my jaw blurred, my skin even-toned like I’d just used a filter. I touched my cheek. It felt softer, somehow.

Maybe it was just exhaustion. Maybe the lighting.

I splashed water on my face and leaned closer. The pink tint on my lips was still there. Not lipstick. Not gloss. Just… there.

“Okay, that’s weird,” I muttered, rubbing at them again until they reddened from friction. Still pink.

I laughed under my breath, half annoyed, half unsettled.

“You’re losing it, Harper. It’s sugar. It’s nothing.”

The reflection didn’t answer.

I turned off the light, stumbled back to bed, and pulled the blanket over my head. The sweetness still lingered on my tongue, faint and chemical, like cotton candy dissolving slow.

It took a long time to fall asleep again. When I finally did, I dreamed of soft laughter and a pair of cherry-red lips whispering my name.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I WOKE up late, my sheets twisted around my legs, mouth dry. The sunlight bleeding through the blinds felt sharper than usual. I dragged myself to the bathroom, half-asleep, and froze.

My face didn’t look like my face.

The stubble I usually had to shave every morning was gone. Completely. My skin looked smooth, like I’d spent the night marinating in moisturizer. No traces of five o'clock shadow. My jawline wasn’t as sharp either, more softened around the edges. I leaned closer—my eyebrows looked thinner, cleaner, almost shaped.

“What the hell,” I whispered.

I ran a hand down my neck and over my chest. The fine body hair I used to have had thinned, especially around my arms. Even my legs looked strange—patchy, uneven, like I’d shaved them a week ago and forgot. My heart started racing.

It had to be the drink.

I grabbed my phone, planning to google side effects of caffeine overdoses or food coloring, when it buzzed. Ryan.

“Morning, bro,” he said. “She’s ghosting me again.”

I stared at my reflection.

“You’re calling me before coffee to talk about that?”

“She hasn’t opened my texts in six hours. Do you think she’s mad I liked another girl’s photo?”

“Ryan, you always like another girl’s photo,” I said, pressing a towel to my face, half hoping the friction would bring the old me back. “Maybe she finally noticed.”

He sighed dramatically. “I thought you’d be more supportive.”

“I am,” I said, voice softer than I meant. “Maybe give her space. You get too attached. Women like it when men ignore them. Besides, why are you so obsessed with her? You’re Ryan Voss DuPont, heir to a billion-dollar toilet empire. It should be her chasing you and not the other way around.”

“Man… I don’t know. She’s just so… challenging.”

“You’re looking for a partner, right? Someone to spend the rest of your life with. Someone you take trips with when you’re grey and on Medicare. Why are you so deep into these games?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

“If I were a girl, I’d be lucky to have you in my life, minus the perusing of other girls on Instagram… but overall, you have so many good qualities.”

There was a pause. “That’s… surprisingly nice of you. You okay, man?”

“Yeah,” I said quickly. “Just tired.”

He laughed. “You sound weirdly zen. Did you get laid or something?”

“Something like that,” I muttered.

After the call, I looked back at the mirror. My eyes looked… kinder, rounder somehow. The dark circles were gone, replaced by a faint glow that didn’t belong to caffeine or sleep.

It didn’t make sense. Nothing about it did.

I ran my hands through my hair, trying to find proof that I was imagining things. But even that felt softer.

By the time I got to the office, I’d convinced myself it was just lighting or dehydration or stress—anything but what it looked like. I kept my head down, focused on my monitor, until Ryan plopped into the chair beside me with his usual smoothie and heartbreak.

“You know what’s weird?” he said, peeling off his sunglasses even though we were indoors. “You actually gave me real advice this morning. Like, heartfelt and mature. Are you dying?”

“I can be nice sometimes,” I said, clicking through emails.

“No, you can’t. You usually tell me she’s a scammer and to invest in Bitcoin instead of love.”

“That still stands,” I said, smirking. “But I figured you needed a softer touch.”

He tilted his head. “Who are you, and what did you do with Bradley Harper?”

I rolled my eyes. “Maybe I’m just in a good mood.”

“Yeah, that’s suspicious.” He leaned closer, squinting at me. “You look different too. Skin’s glowing. You wearing makeup?”

I shot him a look. “Do I look like the kind of guy who wears makeup?”

“Kinda? You’re radiant, man. You look like you just came from a spa.”

I laughed, trying to brush it off.

“It’s just sleep. And maybe vitamins.”

“Vitamins don’t make your lips shiny,” he said, pointing. “Dude, you look Photoshopped.”

“Maybe you’re just jealous,” I said, turning back to the screen.

He chuckled. “If this is what not believing in love does, I’m switching to your skincare routine.”

“Right. Because love’s been working wonders for you.”

He grinned. “Fair. But seriously, Brad, something’s up with you. You’re… lighter, I guess. Like, less Wall Street assassin, more… approachable.”

I smirked, but something about his words stuck. Approachable. It didn’t sound bad, but it didn’t sound like me either.

“Maybe you’re just projecting,” I said.

“Or maybe you’re finally human,” he said, kicking back in his chair.

He went back to scrolling his phone, mumbling about how love was an investment with terrible returns. I forced a laugh, but as I typed, I caught my reflection in the monitor again—rounder cheeks, soft glow, lips that looked bitten.

It was subtle. But real.

And Ryan was right. Something was definitely up.
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I didn’t plan to go back that night, but somehow my car turned into the Pink Moon Cafe parking lot on its own. The sky was fading into violet, the sign glowing brighter against the dusk. I sat for a moment, staring at the door, telling myself this was stupid. I wasn’t some lovesick idiot chasing a sugar high. I was a rational adult.

And yet I went in.

Marina was behind the counter again, this time in a pale pink tank top and gold hoops that caught the light every time she moved. The place was quiet, the kind of quiet that felt like it had been waiting for me.

“You’re getting predictable,” she said, lips curling.

“Don’t flatter yourself,” I said, taking a seat. “I just wanted to ask what’s in that thing.”

She tilted her head. “You’re still trying to make sense of it?”

“It’s been messing with me,” I said. “My skin, my hair… even my voice. What’s in it, seriously? Some kind of hormone blend? Chemicals?”

She wiped the counter slowly, not breaking eye contact.

“Every sip brings you closer to who you are.”

I let out a sharp laugh. “That’s not an answer.”

“It’s the only one that matters.”

Her tone wasn’t teasing anymore. It was soft, steady, like she was trying to convince me of something I didn’t want to hear.

“I’m fine the way I am,” I said.

She leaned closer. “Then why are you back?”

The question hit harder than it should have. I looked at her, at the shimmer in her eyes that reminded me of the drink itself—dangerous, inviting.

“Because it tastes good,” I said finally. “That’s it.”

“Sure,” she said, voice low. “Let’s call it that.”

She turned and started the blender. The familiar hum filled the air, the smell wrapping around me like comfort. When she handed me the cup, I hesitated. The liquid gleamed pink under the café lights.

“Last one,” I said. “Then I’m done.”

“You’ll come back,” she murmured.

I didn’t answer. I took a sip.

The sweetness spread instantly, richer this time, almost electric. My hands tingled. My heartbeat slowed. The world sharpened and softened at once.

Marina watched me, smiling like she knew every secret I’d ever try to hide.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BY THURSDAY, I’d started humming Taylor Swift without realizing it. I used to laugh at people who curated “vibes” playlists, but now my Spotify wrapped looked like a teenage girl’s diary. Mariah Carey for mornings, Sabrina Carpenter for my commute, and for reasons I didn’t want to unpack, Barbie Girl by Aqua had been on repeat since breakfast.

It wasn’t just the music. My closet, once full of blues and grays, had somehow sprouted soft tones—rose, peach, coral. I’d bought a pink polo on sale and told myself it was ironic. Still, I wore it to golf with Ryan.

The day was humid, the grass shining under the sun. Ryan lined up a putt, glanced at me, and grinned.

“Nice shirt, Barbie.”

“It’s salmon,” I said.

“It’s pink,” he said, swinging. The ball sank neatly into the hole. “Be honest—are you transitioning? Because if so, you’re doing great.”

I laughed, but it came out tighter than I meant. “Yeah, very funny.”

“I’m serious,” he said, wiping his forehead.

“You’ve been… different. Happier. Softer.”

“Drop it,” I said, setting up my shot. “It’s called evolving style and personal growth.”

He snorted. “You used to make fun of me for saying that.”

I hit the ball too hard; it veered off course, landing near the sand trap. “Guess people change.”

He walked beside me, golf club resting on his shoulder. “Well, if you ever want to come out as Miss Harper, I’ll support you. I could use a pretty golf partner.”

I rolled my eyes, forcing a laugh. “Don’t make me hit you with this club.”

But as he laughed, brushing his hair back, something twisted inside me. His voice sounded too close, too warm. My chest tightened, not from heat or nerves but something stranger—an ache I couldn’t name.

When he turned away, I looked down at the pink fabric stretched across my chest. The color didn’t look ironic anymore. It looked… right.

I shoved the thought aside, focusing on the next swing. I wasn’t changing. It was just a shirt. Just a song. Just another weird side effect.

That afternoon, we sat under the shade of an umbrella at the country club patio, the smell of cut grass mixing with fried food and cheap cologne. Ryan was halfway through his burger, scrolling on his phone with a scowl.

“She did it again,” he said. “She said her cousin’s sick and asked for another wire transfer. That’s the third time this month.”

I took a sip of my iced tea. “You’re not actually sending her money, right?”

He looked up, guilty. “It was only a few hundred. You know how bad the hospitals are there.”

“Ryan,” I said slowly, “you’re being scammed.”

He sighed, rubbing his temple. “You sound like my dad. Can’t someone just have faith in love?”

“She’s not your soulmate, she’s your subscription service.”

He chuckled weakly. “You’re brutal, you know that? No wonder you’re single.”

“Single and solvent,” I said. “That’s what matters.”

But something in his face deflated, and I felt a twinge of guilt. For all his stupidity, Ryan wore his heart like a sticker—bright, visible, easy to tear. I set my drink down.

“Look,” I said. “Come over tonight. I’ll cook. We’ll talk about something that isn’t her.”

His eyebrows lifted. “You cook?”

“I own a pan,” I said. “And YouTube exists.”

That made him smile. “Alright, Chef Harper. But if I die, I’m haunting you.”
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Later that evening, he showed up at my apartment with a bottle of wine and a grin that didn’t match his exhaustion. I’d made pasta—badly, but he ate it like it was a Michelin meal. We sat at my tiny table, the city’s noise muffled behind the window fan.

He talked, I listened. About his father, about feeling like everyone dated him for money. He said I was the only person who never treated him like an ATM.

“You’re my best friend,” he said, voice low, wine glass spinning in his hand.

Something fluttered in my chest. I pushed it down. “You need better standards.”

He laughed, the kind that filled the room and made my apartment feel less small.

When he left, the dishes sat untouched in the sink, and the air smelled faintly of wine and his cologne. For the first time in years, I didn’t turn on the TV. I just sat there, smiling for no reason, humming softly under my breath.

Saturday morning, a package waited outside my door—a cardboard box with a Shein logo and my name in big black letters. I’d ordered it days ago, half drunk and half curious. Inside was a pastel dress I’d added to my cart just to see what would happen if I hit purchase.

It wasn’t supposed to arrive this soon.

I carried it to my couch, set it down, and stared. I could return it. Or throw it out. Or pretend it wasn’t sitting there daring me. But the thought of slipping it on stirred something that wasn’t exactly fear and wasn’t exactly excitement either.

By noon, the box was open.

The dress was soft, light pink with thin straps, the kind of fabric that looked like it should belong to someone gentle. I ran my fingers over it, hesitated, then slipped out of my t-shirt. The cotton slid over my skin like water. It fit better than I expected.

I stood in front of the mirror.

For a long time, I didn’t breathe.

The person looking back wasn’t the Bradley I knew. The edges of my face had softened, my eyes brighter, my lips fuller, hair framing my cheeks in a way that made my pulse quicken. It was me—but not.

I smiled without meaning to, then quickly shook my head. “You’ve lost it,” I whispered.

Still, I turned a little, the hem brushing against my thighs. It felt… right. Not as a costume. Just as something that had been waiting too long.

My phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number:

Marina: Barbie hearts bloom when they start to care.

I froze.

My reflection smiled, even though I hadn’t moved.

I dropped onto the couch, dress clinging to me like static, and stared at the message. How did she know?

Outside, the sunlight bled through my blinds in soft stripes, painting the room pink. The world felt quiet, too quiet, like the moment before music starts.

I should’ve felt stupid. I should’ve changed back. But instead, I lay there, my hand on the smooth fabric, and whispered to myself—half joke, half truth—“Maybe just for today.”


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A MONTH had passed, but my reflection kept changing like a slideshow I couldn’t pause. The morning light hit my body differently now—curves where there shouldn’t be any, the faint swell of my chest brushing against my shirt. My hips had rounded just enough that my slacks fit tighter, and I found myself standing differently, lighter somehow.

I’d started layering clothes—hoodies, loose button-ups, anything to disguise what was happening. The air-conditioning in the office was relentless, so nobody questioned it. But every time I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a window, I felt like a stranger staring back.

Ryan didn’t make it easier.

During lunch, he leaned against my desk, eyes narrowing.

“You working out or something?”

I looked up from my laptop. “Why?”

He gestured vaguely toward my torso. “You’ve got… I don’t know, curves? It’s throwing me off.”

I laughed too quickly. “It’s called carbs, Ryan.”

He grinned. “Whatever it is, it’s working for you. You look softer. Kinda cute.”

My stomach flipped. I forced a smirk. “Geez, what a simp.”

“Hey, if I’m complimenting, you should take it. Maybe that Barbie Blend’s doing you favors.”

My hand froze on the keyboard. “You remember that?”

“Of course,” he said, wandering off with a shrug. “Hard to forget a drink with that name.”

The rest of the day blurred. I couldn’t focus, couldn’t shake the sound of his voice calling me cute. By the time I clocked out, my pulse was racing.

I drove straight to Pink Moon Cafe.

Marina was waiting, wiping down the counter. Her eyes flicked over me once, knowingly. “Rough day?”

I exhaled. “You have no idea.”

“Or maybe I do,” she said.

I didn’t waste time. “You need to tell me what’s happening to me. I’m changing. I can’t stop it.”

She tilted her head, that calm, unreadable smile forming again. “The blend doesn’t change who you are. It amplifies what you feel most deeply.”

“I don’t—” I stopped. “That doesn’t make sense.”

Her gaze softened. “You drink for him now.”

I froze.

She turned away, rinsing a cup like she hadn’t just said the most terrifying thing I’d ever heard.

And for once, I didn’t have a comeback.

Saturday morning, I woke up with a strange kind of peace—the calm that comes after admitting something you’re not ready to say out loud. My body felt lighter, softer. I took a long shower, letting the steam fog up the mirror before I dared to look. The changes were no longer subtle. My chest had shape now, real and undeniable, and when I touched the mirror, it felt like touching someone new.

After cleaning, I sat on the floor, my laptop open beside a pile of random things from my recent online binges. Nail polish, a wig cap, hairpins, and a bottle of clear coat. I’d never painted anything in my life, but the moment the brush glided over my nails, I felt a kind of satisfaction I hadn’t known I could want.

The next package was from Shein—another impulse buy from a sleepless night. I opened it carefully, the plastic crinkling like it was announcing my secret. Inside: a straight blonde wig, glossy and perfect, the exact shade of Barbie blonde. Underneath it was a set of pastel lingerie I didn’t remember having the courage to add to cart.

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “You’re losing it, Harper.”

Still, I picked up the wig, ran my fingers through it, and felt a rush of something—admiration, maybe envy. I fitted it over my head, adjusted the strands until they framed my face. The mirror reflected someone new, someone radiant.

Then the lingerie.

The fabric was smooth, delicate, almost too intimate to touch. My hands trembled, but I still put it on. The bra actually fit, pressing softly against the curve of my chest, making everything look more real than it had any right to. I slipped into the matching panties, stood, and turned.

A quiet gasp left my throat. I looked beautiful. Ridiculous, maybe—but beautiful.

Then came the fear.

Because it wasn’t just dress-up anymore. It wasn’t ironic or experimental or funny. It was me—smiling, blushing, alive.

I sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed delicately without thinking, the wig brushing my shoulder. My reflection met my eyes, and for the first time, it didn’t feel foreign.

It felt like recognition.

I whispered to the mirror, half a joke, half a confession.

“Barbie Harper.”

The name tasted sweet.

And terrifying.
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Early evening, the satin negligee clung to me like it had been waiting for this moment. I’d added it over the lingerie, pairing it with a thin robe that shimmered under the lamplight. My makeup was clumsy but passable—lip gloss, a hint of blush, nothing too heavy. The blonde wig caught the glow perfectly. When I smiled at my reflection, it smiled back like it had known how all along.

For once, I wasn’t trying to look like anyone else. I just wanted to see how far I’d gone.

Then came the knocks.

Three of them—sharp, impatient, too real. My heart shot up to my throat. I froze. Nobody ever came by unannounced but it probably was another Shein order.

“Hold on!” I said, my voice higher than usual. I yanked the robe tighter and opened the door just enough for whoever it was to see half my face.

“Ryan!?” I gasped.

He blinked. “What… is this?”

I opened the door fully. There was no point pretending. The look on his face—shock, confusion, and something else—burned through me.

“It’s… umm… the Barbie Blend,” I said quickly, stepping back. “I told you it was weird. This—this isn’t permanent.”

His eyes swept over me like he was trying to find Bradley in there somewhere. “You look… beautiful.”

“No kidding,” I said, forcing a laugh that came out shaky.

Then he reached out and put his hand on my shoulder. “Hey, relax. I didn’t mean it in a bad way.”

His touch was steady, warm. I hated how good it felt.

“Why are you here?” I asked, trying to sound composed.

He rubbed the back of his neck, looking sheepish. “My girlfriend—well, ex now—she wants me to fly to Bangkok to meet her family. Says it’s serious.”

“Oh,” I said, trying not to sound bitter. “That’s… exciting.”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “I thought you’d want to know first.”

I nodded, lips tight. “That’s great, Ryan. Really.”

He smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. His gaze lingered on me a moment too long before he turned toward the door.

“Guess I’ll, uh, let you rest,” he said.

When the door shut, the silence roared. I sank onto the couch, heart pounding, satin whispering around me.

And for the first time, I wasn’t sure who I wanted more—him, or the girl in the mirror.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE MIRROR had stopped shocking me. That was the worst part. I’d gotten used to the curves, the softness, the lightness in my step. What I hadn’t gotten used to was the confusion curling under my skin like a fever.

My chest was full now—round, heavy, undeniable. My waist nipped in, my hips flared just enough that every pair of jeans I owned fit wrong. I’d started wearing soft lounge sets around the apartment, loose but somehow still too intimate. The only part of me that hadn’t changed sat between my legs like a reminder, mocking me.

I’d stopped going out. Work emails went unanswered. Calls from Ryan too. Every buzz of my phone made my stomach twist.

I spent my days wandering from mirror to mirror, wondering where Bradley Harper had gone. I missed the ambition, the certainty, the clean lines of my old life. But then I’d catch sight of my reflection—bare legs, smooth arms, that faint shimmer in my lips—and something in me would whisper, stay.

I picked up my phone and stared at our chat. Ryan’s last message was from two nights ago: You alive?

My thumbs hovered over the keyboard before typing, I don’t know what’s happening to me.

I didn’t explain. Didn’t send a picture. I just stared at the blinking cursor and hit send.

The message delivered instantly, the read receipt popping up seconds later. I waited, heartbeat pounding in my throat, but no reply came.

I put the phone down, sinking into the couch. The TV flickered without sound. My reflection glowed faintly in the black screen—long hair falling over one shoulder, the curve of my chest rising and falling.

I whispered to the room, to no one, “What are you doing to yourself?”

There was no answer, but I could still taste cherries on my tongue. The Barbie Blend had burned itself into me.

Outside, the city hummed, but I stayed in my tiny cocoon, bare feet tucked under me, mind circling the same question over and over.

Who was I now?

Bradley, the man chasing bonuses and golf weekends?

Or Barbie, the girl in the mirror who didn’t look scared anymore?

I didn’t expect the doorbell. It was the kind of sound that didn’t belong in my life anymore—too normal, too loud. When I looked through the peephole and saw Ryan standing there, holding his phone like a lifeline, I froze.

He’d come anyway.

I opened the door halfway, trying to hide behind the frame. “You shouldn’t be here.”

“You texted me that you didn’t know what was happening,” he said, stepping closer. “You expect me to just ignore that?”

His voice was so full of worry it hurt to hear. I turned away, walking back inside. “It’s complicated.”

He followed, shutting the door behind him.

“Then uncomplicate it.”

I wrapped my robe tighter around myself, the satin catching the light. “You won’t understand.”

“Try me,” he said softly.

Something inside me cracked. I turned around, fingers shaking, and let the robe fall open.

His breath hitched.

Underneath, I wore a thin camisole that clung to my chest, the fabric rising and falling with every shaky breath. The shape of my breasts was undeniable now, the curve of them too natural to fake. I watched his expression change—from confusion to shock to something that looked like disbelief.

“This started after that drink,” I said, voice trembling. “The Barbie Blend. It’s been changing me, Ryan. I can’t stop it. I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

He took a hesitant step closer. “Brad…”

“I’m not even sure that’s my name now,” I said, choking on the words. “Every time I look in the mirror, it’s like he’s fading. And I—I don’t know if I want him back.”

The tears came fast, hot and humiliating. Ryan didn’t speak. He just moved closer until his hands were on my shoulders, steadying me.

“Hey,” he said, his voice almost a whisper. “You’re still you.”

I shook my head. “No, I’m not. Look at me.”

“I am,” he said. “And you’re still the person who yells at me for overspending and makes fun of my playlists. You’re still the one who picks up when I call. You’re still my best friend.”

He brushed a tear from my cheek with his thumb. My breath caught. For a second, the world narrowed to the space between us. His eyes flicked down to my lips, and I could feel him leaning in.

But I pulled back, heart hammering. “Don’t.”

“Why not?” he whispered.

“Because I don’t even know who I am yet,” I said, wiping my face.

He nodded, slowly, like he understood even if he didn’t.

The silence stretched long after that, heavy but somehow comforting.

I barely slept that night. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Ryan’s face—his hand on my shoulder, the way his voice trembled when he said I was still me. By morning, the thought of staying in that apartment felt unbearable. I needed answers.

So I called him.

He showed up in twenty minutes, hair messy, wearing yesterday’s hoodie.

“Where are we going?”

“Pink Moon Cafe,” I said. “Can you come with me?”

He didn’t argue, just followed. The drive was quiet except for the soft hum of the radio. When we pulled up, the shop looked the same as always—empty, glowing, impossibly calm.

Marina was waiting behind the counter like she’d known we were coming.

“Well,” she said, her eyes flicking between us. “It’s about time.”

I walked straight to her.

“You have to stop this. Whatever you did to me to be like you…”

“Like me?”
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“Yeah… a trans girl, right?” I said hesitantly.

She giggled. “You’re making it sound like transitioning is like recruiting to be in the Jehovah’s Witness.”

Ryan stepped up beside me. “Please, miss, she’s, I mean… he’s serious,” he said. “This has to be some chemical thing. Maybe we should take you to a doctor or something.”

Marina laughed softly. “A doctor can’t diagnose what you refuse to see.”

Ryan frowned. “Excuse me?”

She ignored him, focusing on me. “Would you really trade truth for comfort, Barbie?”

The name hit me like static. She said it like it belonged to me.

I stared at the counter, my reflection rippling faintly in the polished surface. “Truth,” I said. “That’s what this is?”

Marina nodded. “You drank your desire. Every sip peeled away the walls you built. What’s left isn’t a stranger—it’s the part you buried.”

Ryan ran a hand through his hair. “Okay, this is insane. You’re saying the coffee made her… what, realize she’s a woman?”

Marina’s grin widened. “Not made. Revealed. The blend doesn’t create—only awakens.”

He exhaled, shaking his head. “You need to see an actual doctor, Brad. Or Barbie. Whatever—someone who can help.”

Marina giggled, low and knowing. “Oh, she already has help.”

Ryan turned to me, his voice breaking softer now. “I don’t get this, but… I’m not leaving you. If you need me, I’ll be here. Whatever this means.”

I looked at him, really looked—this man who’d mocked love but still showed up anyway. My throat tightened.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

Marina leaned against the counter, smiling like she’d seen this ending before. “See? The blend always knows who to keep.”

For once, I didn’t argue.

I just reached for Ryan’s hand and held it.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE CLINIC smelled like jasmine and antiseptic. I sat in the waiting room twisting the strap of my purse until it nearly snapped. My reflection in the glass door looked foreign and familiar all at once—light denim jacket over a white sundress, soft curls from the blonde wig brushing my shoulders, a touch of gloss catching the light. My nails were the same pale pink I’d painted a few nights ago.

It had been a week since Marina’s words, a week of dizzy quiet and cautious breathing. I hadn’t had the Barbie Blend since, but its sweetness still clung to me like a ghost.

The receptionist smiled when she looked up.

“Ms. Harper? You’re next.”

I nodded, clutching my purse tighter. My hands trembled as I checked my phone again. No messages from Ryan. He’d promised he’d come with me, that he wouldn’t let me do this alone. But his flight to Bangkok was today—same time, same hour. He’d said he’d try to reschedule, but I knew better.

The clock above the counter ticked loudly, each second stretching into a question I didn’t want to answer.

Was I really doing this?

Was I ready to know who I was?

I crossed my legs, the hem of my dress brushing against my thighs. Every movement felt too graceful, too deliberate. A month ago, I would’ve mocked the person I’d become. But now I couldn’t imagine being anyone else.

A nurse poked her head out of the hallway. “Ms. Harper?”

I stood up on shaky legs and followed her.

Ryan’s voice lingered in my mind—his laughter, the warmth of his hand on my shoulder, the way he’d said you’re still you.

I wished he were here.

But the truth was, I needed to face this part alone.

The nurse led me to a door labeled Gender Health Specialist – Dr. Emilia Park. I took a breath, smoothed my dress, and knocked softly.

“Come in,” a voice called.

The doorknob felt warm under my fingers.

I stepped inside.

Dr. Park looked nothing like I expected. She was young, maybe mid-thirties, with round glasses and a soft, calm smile that didn’t feel like a doctor’s at all. Her office smelled faintly of tea, the walls lined with watercolor paintings instead of certificates.

“Barbie Harper?” she said, standing to shake my hand. Her tone made the name sound real, not borrowed.

“Yes,” I said quietly, sitting down.

She glanced at her clipboard. “So, I read your form. You mentioned some… unusual physical changes?”

I nodded. “You’re going to think I’m crazy.”

“I won’t,” she said. “Go on.”

I told her everything—how I’d found Pink Moon Cafe, about Marina, the Barbie Blend, the way my body shifted and softened. Her brows drew together, but not in disbelief, more like she was piecing together a puzzle.

“You’re saying the changes began right after you started drinking this… blend?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I know it sounds impossible, but it happened. It’s still happening.”

She leaned back slightly, tapping her pen against the pad. “I’ve heard some strange stories, Ms. Harper, but magic coffee is a first.”

I laughed weakly. “You think I’m making it up.”

“I think something changed, yes,” she said gently. “But maybe not from a drink. Sometimes, when people start exploring parts of themselves they’ve buried, the body follows. You mentioned this Marina—how did she make you feel?”

“Seen,” I said without thinking.

Dr. Park smiled faintly. “And Ryan? The friend you listed as your emergency contact?”

My heart jolted. “He’s… complicated. He’s supposed to be on a flight right now.”

“Would you say he’s important to you?”

I nodded slowly. “He’s the first person I didn’t have to pretend around.”

She then proceeded with questions about my childhood. Learning what toys I played with as a kid and my favorite colors. She also asked me about my hobbies.

An hour later, she scribbled a final note. “Barbie, what I hear isn’t madness. It’s repression and awakening. Maybe you always knew you didn’t fit in your skin the way you thought you should.”

I stared at her, words caught in my throat.

She continued softly. “I’d like you to come back in three days. We can talk about identity, transition, what this might mean for you. There’s no rush, and no wrong way to be you.”

I exhaled shakily. “So you don’t think I’m crazy?”

“Not at all,” she said. “I think you’ve just started listening.”

When I left her office, the world outside felt lighter—like it had finally exhaled with me.

The hospital hallway felt too bright, too clean, like the world had been scrubbed new. I walked slowly, heels clicking against the tiles, clutching the folder Dr. Park had given me. For the first time in months, I wasn’t terrified of what I saw in my reflection—just curious.

I still didn’t know what came next.

Hormones?

Therapy?

A new name written in a passport?

It didn’t matter yet. What mattered was that someone had looked me in the eye and said I wasn’t broken.

Outside, the late afternoon sun poured through the glass doors. I stopped for a moment, adjusting my jacket, heart light and sore at the same time.

Ryan flashed through my mind—his grin, his voice, the way he always believed in things I didn’t. I hoped the girl in Thailand was kind. I hoped she loved him back the way he deserved despite all of the things I knew about her.

When I pushed the doors open, the wind carried the smell of rain and peach blossoms. Then I saw him.

Ryan was leaning against the railing, hands in his pockets, suitcase at his feet. He looked up the moment I froze.
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“Hey,” he said, smiling. “So… what did the doctor say?”

My heart stopped.

“Ryan? What are you doing here? Your flight—”

He shrugged, pulling a crumpled ticket from his pocket.

“Yeah. About that.”

He tore it clean in half, the pieces fluttering down like paper butterflies.

I stared. “You’re insane.”

“Probably,” he said. “But you’re more important. I promised I’d stay with you. Help you figure this out.”

I swallowed hard, words failing. “You can’t just give up your trip for me.”

“I can,” he said, stepping closer. “You’re my best friend, remember? The one who calls me an idiot and still picks me up when I fall apart.”

He was so close now I could smell his cologne, something warm and familiar that made my pulse trip. His eyes searched mine, gentle, steady, like he’d already decided something…

…and then, I kissed him.

There was no hesitation, no thinking—just the crash of warmth, the taste of breath and rain and everything I’d been afraid to admit. His hands cupped my face, soft, careful, like he was holding something fragile. The world fell away. There was no New Jersey, no bank, no magic drink—just us.

When I pulled back, I was shaking. “I don’t know what all of this is,” I whispered. “I don’t even know who I’m supposed to be yet.”

Ryan smiled, brushing his thumb over my cheek.

I exhaled, smiling through tears. “One thing’s for sure, Ryan.”

He tilted his head. “What’s that?”

“I’m in love with you.”

The wind lifted the paper scraps at our feet, scattering them into the city sky—two halves of a life finally beginning.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR later, I barely remembered what it felt like to be Bradley. The name existed like an echo in another room—something I could hear if I really tried, but never wanted to again.

Life had softened around me in small, quiet ways. After I stopped drinking the Barbie Blend, my body adjusted. The magic faded slowly, like sugar dissolving in warm milk. The hormones I started nine months ago took over the work naturally—gentler, steadier.

My breasts were smaller now, real but subtle, the kind you could hold in a palm instead of a dream. My hips lost the exaggerated curve the blend had gifted me, settling into something that felt human, not enchanted. But my face… my face had bloomed into something alive. Rounder cheeks, a nose that caught the light just right, eyes that smiled even when I wasn’t trying.

I looked like myself—no magic required.

Ryan and I had been living together in his apartment for almost a year. He’d given me the bigger closet and made fun of my endless pink sweaters, and sometimes he still called me “Harper” when he was teasing me, but mostly he called me “B.” He said it suited me—short, sweet, and a little bit soft.

We were happy. Real happy. The kind that didn’t need fireworks or glitter. Just coffee in the morning, laughter at night, and the hum of his breathing beside mine.

One Saturday afternoon, we were driving through town when Ryan pointed out the window. “Aren’t we near that weird coffee shop? Pink something?”
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I laughed. “Pink Moon Cafe. Yeah. The birthplace of my chaos.”

He grinned. “Wanna get lunch there?”

“Sure, but be careful of The Barbie Blend, you might grow boobs too,” I joked.

We parked beside an old building across from our destination, confused as to why the café wasn’t there anymore. The summer heat shimmered on the pavement as we crossed the street, my hand tucked in his. I looked up, expecting the familiar pink glow of the sign somewhere nearby, but nothing...

The storefront was gone—completely. In its place was an empty lot, half-covered in weeds and gravel. Not even a trace of the door or the glass windows remained.

I blinked. “No way.”

Ryan frowned. “Maybe it moved?”

We stepped into the pharmacy next door. A woman behind the counter looked up.

“Hi,” I said. “Do you know what happened to the coffee shop next door? Pink Moon Cafe?”

Her brow furrowed. “Pink moon what?”

“The café,” I said. “It used to be right outside.”

She shook her head slowly. “Sorry, miss. That lot’s been empty for years.”

I turned to Ryan. His expression mirrored mine—confused, disbelieving, a little unsettled.

We stepped back into the sunlight, standing where the doorway should’ve been. The wind lifted dust around our feet.

“Guess it was never really about the coffee,” Ryan said, half smiling.

I slipped my hand into his, squeezing gently. “No,” I said. “But I’m glad I took that first sip.”

He kissed the top of my head, and we stood there a while longer—two people, one story, and a vanished café that had changed everything.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.

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

Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


Find Femboys

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

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

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

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

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…

[image: ]

"You’re all calling me Miss Young. Too soft-spoken for a guy. And you all think I won’t last a month in this school? Be my guest, call me Ma’am!”

When I first walked into Greyston High, I was Darren Young—fresh out of college, soft-spoken, invisible, the kind of teacher nobody took seriously. The students laughed at my soft voice, my clothes, my every attempt to stand tall. But the mirror gave me an answer: if they wouldn’t respect Darren, maybe they’d respect Darcy.

Skirts. Lipstick. A femme fatale smile sharp enough to stop the noise. Every step in heels felt like rewriting myself, not just for them but for me. Feminization wasn’t just survival—it was awakening.

And then there was Kevin Cannon, the math teacher with steady hands and a gaze that never wavered. He saw Darcy before I fully did, and he stood beside me when the world tried to push me back into silence. Students who once jeered began to listen, to cheer, to fight for me when parents demanded I disappear.

Read The Barbie Blend

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 The Barbie Blend.

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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