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“Don’t worry, Adam, these fillers are dissolvable. We can take them out any time you like.”

Note: This is a graphic novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

He was the best cosmetic surgeon in the city and my career as a new nurse highly depended on his recommendation. In too deep, I allowed him to fill me in the most intimate places and completely change my wardrobe.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains straight transgender, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

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 alabaster 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 Doctor Is In: Filled and Feminized by a Hunky Doctor.


Free Vip Mailing List
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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
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I sat in my small apartment in San Diego, California, perusing job openings on my laptop. The sun was setting, and the light breeze coming through the window was a welcome relief from the heat.

My fingertips danced across the keyboard as I searched for positions in hospitals. However, all I seemed to find were openings in plastic surgery clinics. It wasn't exactly my dream job, but I had just passed my nursing licensure exams and needed to find work.

After scrolling through countless job postings, I stumbled upon an opening at Rejuvenation Wellness Center. Curious, I decided to look up the owner, Nicolas Stephens.

To my surprise, he was not only very handsome, but also very popular with women. He was in his late 30's, hunky, and had a reputation as a player. I hesitated at first, unsure if I wanted to work for someone like him, but ultimately decided to apply for the position.

A week later, I found myself dressed in my best suit, fidgety and nervous as I waited for my interview at Rejuvenation Wellness Center.

The clinic was sleek and modern, with a serene atmosphere that immediately put me at ease. As I sat in the waiting area, I couldn't help but admire the tasteful artwork and greenery that adorned the space.

"Adam Barnes?" a friendly voice called out. I stood up, my heart pounding in my chest, and followed the receptionist into a spacious office.

After the interview, I was told they would contact me and left the clinic with a mixture of hope and anxiety. Three days later, I received the call I had been waiting for—I was hired!

My first day on the job, I was introduced to a nurse named Kayla. She was very chatty and seemed to enjoy gossiping.

"Dr. Stephens is nice," she told me, "but he can have these bursts of mood swings. Just a heads-up."

Later that day, I finally met Dr. Nicolas Stephens himself. He was incredibly friendly, albeit a little eccentric.
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"Adam, I'm glad to have you on board," he said, shaking my hand firmly.

"I do need a nurse, but I'll be honest with you—most of the work you'll be doing for me will be clerical. I hope that's alright with you."

I nodded, more than willing to take on any responsibility he needed me to.

"Of course, Dr. Stephens. I'm just grateful for the opportunity to work here."

As the days turned into weeks, I found myself settling into my new role at the clinic. The work was fulfilling, and I was learning more about the world of cosmetic surgery than I ever thought I would.

Kayla and I quickly became friends, and I found that her gossipy nature was actually quite endearing.

One day, as I was filing away some patient records, I overheard Dr. Stephens speaking to a patient in his office. The door was slightly ajar, and I couldn't help but listen in.

"I understand your concerns," Dr. Stephens was saying, "but I assure you, we only use the latest, most advanced techniques here at Rejuvenation Wellness Center. Your safety and satisfaction are our top priorities."

As I listened, I couldn't help but feel a newfound respect for the doctor. Despite his reputation as a player, he was clearly dedicated to his work and his patients.

Over time, I began to notice little things about him that I found endearing. He had a habit of twirling a pen between his fingers when he was deep in thought, and he hummed to himself when he was working on a particularly challenging case. I found myself more and more drawn to him, though I tried to remind myself that he was my boss and that getting involved with him would be a terrible idea.

One afternoon, as I was organizing some files, Kayla approached me with a sly smile.

"You know, I've noticed you've been paying a lot of attention to Dr. Stephens lately," she said, raising an eyebrow.

My cheeks flushed, and I tried to laugh it off.
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"What? No, I'm just doing my job, Kayla."

She gave me a knowing look. "You can't fool me, Adam. I've seen the way you look at him. And if I'm being honest, I think he's noticed it too."

I shook my head, unwilling to entertain the idea.

"I don’t like men, Kayla. And besides, he's my boss, and he's… well, he's not exactly available."

She shrugged. "Sorry about that, I… well, we’ll never know what the future might hold, Adam. Stranger things have happened."

Despite my best efforts, there were moments when ideas of being with Dr. Stephens randomly pop out of my head. I found myself daydreaming about what it would be like to be with him, to feel his strong arms wrapped around me, and to share in his passion for his work. But then, I realized, I’ve never lusted over a man. Maybe I was just idolizing him—and I was blurring everything into the wrong direction.

One evening, after a particularly long day at the clinic, Dr. Stephens invited me into his office to discuss a few things. As I entered, I noticed the soft glow of the desk lamp illuminating his handsome features. The scent of his cologne filled the room, and my heart raced as I took a seat across from him.

"Adam, I wanted to talk to you about your performance here at the clinic," he began, his voice serious.

"You've been doing an exceptional job, and I couldn't be happier with your work. But Kayla told me that…”

He scoffed—cheeks flushed, “You seem to have a little crush on me?"

Unwilling laughter erupted out of my mouth to drown the possibility. I hesitated, and said, "Dr. Stephens, I have to admit, you’re a really good-looking guy. But I’m not into men."

His eyebrows rose in surprise, and he leaned back in his chair.

"What a relief, it’s so hard to be the hottest doctor in the state. I wouldn’t be able to handle another fan," he jested.


Chapter 2
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One day, while I was assisting Dr. Stephens with a consultation, we began discussing the various types of dermal fillers available on the market. As he explained the differences between hyaluronic acid, calcium hydroxylapatite, and poly-L-lactic acid fillers, I found myself genuinely interested in the subject.

"So, these fillers can be used to add volume and smooth out wrinkles and folds on the face, right?" I asked, wanting to learn more.

He nodded.
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"Yes, that's correct. They can also be used to enhance the appearance of the lips and even to contour the jawline and chin."

"What are the most common procedures that women usually go for?" I inquired, curious about the popular trends in cosmetic surgery.

"Well, the most common procedures include breast augmentation, liposuction, rhinoplasty, and tummy tucks, among others. But non-surgical treatments like Botox and dermal fillers are also quite popular," he explained.

He then turned the conversation to me.

"Adam, what made you decide to study nursing? Was it always your passion?"

I hesitated for a moment before answering.

"Honestly, I wanted to become a nutritionist. But my parents couldn't afford to send me to school for that, so I chose nursing instead. I still hope to save up enough money to study nutrition someday."

He appeared impressed by my ambition.

"That's very admirable, Adam. I'm sure you'll achieve your goal."

A few days later, he invited me to join him at a prestigious seminar for the fellowship of plastic surgeons. He explained that he would be attending as a guest speaker and that he could use my assistance.

When we arrived at the conference, I could see that he was somewhat of a celebrity within the plastic surgery community. As soon as we entered the hall, people swarmed around him, eager to shake his hand and ask for his expert opinion.

Throughout the day, I stayed by his side, providing support and calming his nerves when necessary. As I observed him interacting with his colleagues, I couldn't help but admire his confidence and knowledge.

My feelings for him only seemed to grow stronger, but I knew I couldn't admit them to myself or to him. After all, I still believed he was straight.

During a break in the seminar, he and I found a quiet corner to sit and relax. He took a deep breath and thanked me for being there with him.

"Adam, I really appreciate your support today. It means a lot to have you by my side," he said sincerely.

I smiled, feeling my heart swell with pride.

"Of course, Dr. Stephens. I'm happy to help in any way I can."

As the day wore on, I continued to assist him, ensuring that he had everything he needed for his presentation. When it was finally his turn to speak, I watched from the wings, my nerves a mix of excitement and anxiety.

He took to the stage with poise and charisma, captivating the audience with his expertise and passion for his work. As he spoke, I couldn't help but feel a sense of awe and admiration for the man I had grown to care for so deeply.

Once his presentation was over, the crowd erupted in applause. He smiled and bowed, clearly pleased with his performance. As he exited the stage, he caught my eye and gave me a grateful smile.

Throughout the remainder of the conference, I couldn't help but steal glances at Dr. Stephens, my heart aching with the weight of my unspoken feelings. I knew that I couldn't keep my emotions hidden forever, but I couldn't bring myself to admit the truth, even to myself. It felt like an impossible situation, and I was unsure of how to navigate my growing feelings for my boss.

As the conference came to a close, Dr. Stephens and I prepared to leave. As we gathered our belongings, he turned to me and said, "I couldn't have done this without you, Adam. Thank you for everything."

His gratitude was genuine, and it made my heart flutter.
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"You're welcome, Dr. Stephens. I'm glad I could be here to support you."

We headed back to the hotel, both exhausted from the day's events. In the quiet of the evening, as we shared a meal together, I found my thoughts drifting back to my feelings for Dr. Stephens. There was something about his presence, his energy, that drew me to him.

As we talked, I tried to focus on the conversation, but it was difficult to ignore the way his eyes seemed to sparkle in the dim light. I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to reach out and touch his hand, to feel the warmth of his skin against mine.

But as much as I wanted to act on my feelings, I knew that it wasn't appropriate, and I wasn’t really sure if I was ready to embrace my newfound attraction towards men. Moreover, he was my boss, and I couldn't risk jeopardizing my job or our professional relationship.

The following weeks were a blur of work and stolen glances. Dr. Stephens seemed as focused and dedicated as ever, but I couldn't help but notice the occasional lingering gaze or soft smile in my direction. It made me question if I was imagining things or if there was something more between us.

One evening, after a particularly long day at the clinic, he asked if I wanted to join him for a drink at a nearby bar. I hesitated for a moment, unsure if it was a good idea, but ultimately agreed, thinking that it might be an opportunity to get to know him better outside of work.

We settled into a cozy booth at the bar, the soft glow of the lights creating an intimate atmosphere. As we sipped our drinks, we talked about our lives outside of the clinic, our families, and our dreams for the future.

As the conversation flowed, I found myself becoming more and more comfortable in his presence. It was easy to forget that he was my boss and that we had any sort of professional boundary between us.

“You know, I’ve always wanted to be a neurosurgeon but I’m too scared to fail.”

“Dr. Stephens, you’ve made a huge mark in the industry, not everyone’s capable of doing what you’ve done. You won’t fail.”

And just like that, he leaned in for a warm embrace.

“Sorry about that, nobody has ever said something as nice before,” he followed.

Butterflies swarmed in my belly and my heart was racing like I was on uppers. As the night wore on, I could feel the familiar ache in my chest as I listened to him talk about his life. I wanted so badly to tell him how I felt, to confess my feelings and see if there was any chance that he felt the same way.

But as the evening drew to a close and we said our goodbyes, I knew that I couldn't take that risk. It was too dangerous, and the potential consequences were too great.

As I lay in bed that night, my thoughts swirling with confusion and longing, I couldn't help but wonder if I would ever find the courage to be honest with Dr. Stephens, and with myself. The thought of continuing to hide my feelings was almost unbearable, but the fear of rejection and the potential loss of my job held me back.


Chapter 3
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I remember that day so clearly. I was in an exceptionally good mood, humming a tune as I entered the clinic. It was a beautiful sunny morning, and everything seemed perfect. Little did I know that my world was about to be turned upside down.

As I walked through the clinic, I noticed that Dr. Stephens' office door was slightly ajar. Curious, I approached the door, planning to say good morning and share my positive energy with him. But as I pushed the door open, I was met with a sight that I never expected: Dr. Stephens locked in a passionate kiss with a patient.

“I’m so sorry,” I said—my voice barely above a whisper.

The woman was stunning, with flowing blonde hair and curves that seemed to defy gravity. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as they locked onto mine, and I immediately felt a pang of jealousy course through my veins.

I quickly closed the door, trying to process what I had just seen. A whirlwind of emotions filled my chest, but the one that stood out the most was heartache. It was clear to me that Dr. Stephens was straight, and I couldn't compete with the gorgeous woman I had just seen in his arms.

For the rest of the day, I struggled to focus on my work. My mind kept drifting back to the image of him and the woman, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of hopelessness. I tried to remind myself that he was my boss and that it was foolish to have feelings for him in the first place, but that did little to ease the pain in my heart.

To make matters worse, his phone began ringing off the hook with calls from various women. Each time I answered, I was met with flirtatious giggles and sultry voices, all vying for the doctor's attention. I couldn't help but feel a growing sense of resentment as I fielded each call.

The following day, I gathered my courage and approached Dr. Stephens to apologize for walking in on him and the patient. My heart raced as I stood in front of his office door, my hand hesitating to knock.

"Dr. Stephens?" I said, knocking lightly on the door.

"Can I talk to you for a moment?"

He invited me in, and I braced myself for the conversation. As I apologized for the intrusion, he seemed unfazed by the incident. He simply smiled and assured me that it was no big deal.

"Adam, I need you to do me a favor," he said, his voice serious.

"When those women call, tell them I'm in a meeting and can't be disturbed. They're exes and stalkers who just can't seem to move on."

I nodded, feeling a mixture of relief and confusion. If Dr. Stephens didn't want anything to do with these women, then why was he kissing that patient?

As the days went on, I did my best to put the incident out of my mind. I focused on my work and tried to maintain a professional demeanor around him, even though my heart ached every time I saw him.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't shake the feeling of jealousy and insecurity that had taken root in my chest. Every time I heard his laughter or saw him flash that charming smile, I was reminded of the woman I had seen him with, and my heart sank.

I knew that I couldn't continue to live like this, bottling up my emotions and pretending that everything was fine. But the thought of confessing my feelings to him terrified me. What if he rejected me? What if our working relationship was forever damaged?

I wrestled with these thoughts for weeks, trying to find a way to come to terms with my feelings. I knew that I needed to make a decision, but every time I attempted to approach him, my courage failed me.

One evening, after a particularly long day at the clinic, I found myself alone with him as we were finishing up some paperwork. The tension between us was palpable, and I knew that this might be my only opportunity to address my feelings.

Taking a deep breath, I finally mustered the courage to speak.

"Dr. Stephens, there's something I need to tell you," I said, my voice trembling slightly.

He looked up from his paperwork, his blue eyes meeting mine with a mixture of concern and curiosity.
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"What is it, Adam?"

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. "I... I have feelings for you," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Stephens' expression was unreadable as he processed my confession. I braced myself for rejection, my heart sinking further with each passing second.

Finally, he spoke, his voice soft and gentle. "Adam, I appreciate your honesty. You're a great nurse, and I value our working relationship. But I'm not interested in pursuing anything beyond that."

His words felt like a dagger through my heart, but I knew that I had to accept his decision. I swallowed the lump in my throat and managed a weak smile.

"Thank you for being honest with me, Dr. Stephens. I'll do my best to keep my feelings in check and maintain our professional relationship."

He nodded, offering a small smile of understanding.

"I appreciate that, Adam. You're an important part of this clinic, and I don't want to lose you."

As I left his office, I felt a strange mixture of relief and heartache. On one hand, I was glad to have finally confessed my feelings and received closure. On the other hand, the rejection stung more than I had anticipated.

Over the next few weeks, I did my best to move on from my feelings for Dr. Stephens. I threw myself into my work and focused on my patients, trying to find solace in helping others.

As time went on, the pain in my heart began to fade, slowly replaced by a sense of acceptance and personal growth. I had faced my fears and confessed my feelings, and while it hadn't turned out as I had hoped, I had survived.

My relationship with him gradually returned to normal, and we continued to work well together. I never forgot the way he had handled my confession with kindness and understanding, and I couldn't help but feel a lingering sense of admiration for him.

In the end, I learned a valuable lesson about love and self-acceptance. While my feelings for him may not have been reciprocated, I had the courage to face them head-on and grow as a person. And that, in itself, was a victory worth celebrating.


Chapter 4
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As I was scrolling through the clinic's social media account one morning, I noticed a surge of notifications. Curious, I clicked on the tags and found a video posted by a woman who claimed to be one of Dr. Stephens' flings.

In the video, she tearfully confessed that Dr. Stephens had ghosted her, and as a result, people were rallying against him and the clinic.

I hesitated, unsure of whether to show the video to Dr. Stephens or not. I knew he wouldn't appreciate the drama, but I also felt that he should be aware of what was happening. Eventually, I decided to inform him and approached him with my phone in hand.
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"Dr. Stephens, there's something you need to see," I said cautiously, showing him the video.

He watched it, his expression unreadable, and then shrugged it off.

"I don't have time for this nonsense, Adam. We have work to do." His attention was fully focused on a new dissolvable filler called Amatrex, which he claimed was a game changer in the world of cosmetic surgery. The filler could be safely injected into various areas of the body, including the chest, buttocks, and lips, and it was generating a lot of buzz in the industry.

As the weeks passed, I noticed a decline in appointments and walk-ins at the clinic. The viral video had clearly taken a toll on our reputation, and people were starting to question Dr. Stephens' professionalism.

To make matters worse, our main competitor, Dr. Jones, was gaining more and more clients. He was just as handsome as Dr. Stephens, but had a sterling reputation that seemed to be attracting the patients we had lost.

He was understandably frustrated by the situation. He began to throw tantrums, lashing out at me and the rest of the staff, and his mood swings became more intense. I could sense the tension building in the clinic, and I knew that something had to change.

In an attempt to salvage our reputation, I suggested that we hold a promotional event to showcase the revolutionary Amatrex filler. Dr. Stephens was hesitant at first but eventually agreed, and we began planning the event.

We sent out invitations to influencers, celebrities, and potential clients, hoping to generate interest in the clinic and the Amatrex filler.

As the event drew closer, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and anxiety. I knew that the success of the event would be crucial for the clinic's future, and I desperately hoped that it would be enough to turn things around.

On the day of the event, the clinic was buzzing with anticipation. Dr. Stephens had regained some of his confidence, and he was eager to show off the Amatrex filler. The event was a success, with attendees expressing their interest in the filler and praising him for his innovative approach to cosmetic surgery.

However, our troubles were far from over. The damage caused by the viral video still loomed large, and it was clear that it would take more than a successful event to repair our reputation.

As the weeks went by, the clinic continued to struggle. Dr. Stephens' frustration grew, and his outbursts became more frequent. The atmosphere at the clinic was tense, and I couldn't help but worry about our future.

One day, as Dr. Stephens and I were discussing potential ways to revive the clinic's reputation, he suddenly had an epiphany.

"I've got it, Adam!" he exclaimed.

"We can target a new market—transgender women! I've been researching facial feminization and other feminizing procedures, and I believe we can make a real impact in that community."

At first, I was intrigued by the idea, but then Dr. Stephens suggested something that gave me pause.

"Adam, would you be willing to try the Amatrex filler yourself? It's dissolvable, so there's no harm in it. If it works well for you, it could help us gain credibility with our new target market."

I hesitated, unsure if I was ready to undergo such a drastic change to my appearance. I could see that Dr. Stephens was disappointed by my reaction, and I felt guilty for not being more supportive.

After a moment of contemplation, I decided that if this was the only way I could help restore the clinic's reputation, I was willing to do whatever it took.

We began the process with a lip injection.

“I’m scared…”

“Nah, don’t be, I’ve applied analgesics.”

“Are you sure?”

Without thinking things through, he held my hand and leaned closer.

“Just squeeze my hand and everything will be alright. Okay?”

And just like that, I closed my eyes and put all of my trust in him. To my surprise, I actually liked the way it looked.
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The next day, we moved on to my cheeks, which Dr. Stephens explained would help me appear more feminine. After that, he rounded my forehead, giving my face a softer, more feminine appearance.

With each injection, I felt my confidence growing. I would look in the mirror and hardly recognize myself, but there was something about my new appearance that I found empowering. Eventually, I even decided to try the filler in my hips and buttocks.

As I stared at my butt in my bedroom mirror, I couldn’t help but feel like I was being absorbed by a portal of femininity. Never did I imagine I’d feel so good by the sight of my new Coca-Cola body shape.

A day later, after clinic hours, Dr. Stephens made an exciting suggestion.

“Why don’t you try clothing that’s more appropriate for your new body shape? It’s time to showcase my work!”

Like a troll, I nodded, following him to his car. We went to various clothing stores, where dresses, skirts, and blouses—all items I had never considered wearing before, were staring at me as if they were begging for a new home.

Too obsessed with my hips and butt, I scoured through the lingerie section where I found the most gorgeous silk panties in the world. It had bows and floral embroidery, providing a hyper-feminine essence.

Without thinking things through, I removed my pants and briefs then held it against my crotch. My hips were so huge that I wasn’t sure they’d fit.

After struggling a little, there I was, in sexy pink panties. Too concerned about the bulge not looking right, I straddle and tuck then admired the image once more. Slowly, I turned, and seeing my feminine shape only strengthened my need to try on more feminine clothing.

As I tried different fabrics and styles, I started realizing why women loved to shop. There were so many fun options that it was literally impossible to satiate one’s cravings sporadically.

Finally, I settled for a pink tube-top and tight pink shorts then sauntered towards him as he waited in one of the couches.

“How do I look?”
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“Wow, that’s insane!” he said before pulling my waist and brushing his hands against my hips. Playfully, he squeezed my butt—not caring if others were looking.

“Just gorgeous, I can’t get my hands off you,” he said with warm breaths.

In addition to the shopping spree, Dr. Stephens arranged for me to have a salon makeover. As I sat in the stylist's chair, watching my reflection change before my eyes, I realized that I was not only helping the clinic, but also discovering a new side of myself that I had never known existed.

Throughout this process, I noticed that he was paying more attention to me than usual. He would frequently compliment my appearance, making me blush and feel even more confident in my new look.

Although he didn't explicitly express any romantic feelings for me, I couldn't help but wonder if my transformation was affecting our relationship.

As the weeks went by, word spread about our clinic's new focus on transgender women and our innovative use of the Amatrex filler. Appointments began to increase, and I could sense the relief in Dr. Stephens' demeanor.

One day, as we were reviewing his schedule, he turned to me and said, "Adam, I can't thank you enough for your support and willingness to try the filler. Your transformation has been instrumental in helping our clinic regain its footing."

I smiled, touched by his gratitude.

"I'm just glad I could help, Dr. Stephens. Plus, I've learned a lot about myself in the process."

As our clinic's reputation improved and our patient base grew, I found myself becoming more comfortable in my new look. My relationship with Dr. Stephens continued to evolve, and I began to notice subtle changes in the way he interacted with me. His compliments became more frequent, and I could sense a growing warmth and affection between us.

One evening, after a particularly successful day at the clinic, he invited me to join him for dinner at a nearby restaurant. As we shared a bottle of wine and discussed our recent successes, I couldn't help but feel a connection between us that seemed to extend beyond our professional relationship.

As the evening progressed, Dr. Stephens brought up the topic of my transformation once again.

"Adam, you've truly embraced this new side of yourself, and it's been incredible to watch. I have another suggestion for you, if you're open to it."

Curious, I asked, "What is it?"

"Well," he began, "I think you might really enjoy trying hair extensions and perhaps even taking hormones to achieve a more complete feminine look. Of course, it's entirely up to you, but I think you might find it fulfilling."

I thought about his suggestion, feeling a surge of excitement at the prospect of taking my transformation even further. While I had never considered taking hormones before, the idea now seemed appealing, especially with his encouragement.

"I'm definitely open to it," I replied, a smile spreading across my face.

"I trust your judgment, and I'm excited to see where this journey takes me."

Dr. Stephens' eyes lit up at my response, and he raised his glass in a toast.

"To new beginnings and self-discovery," he said, and I clinked my glass against his, sharing in the sentiment.

Over the next several weeks, I began my hormone therapy and had hair extensions added to my already feminine appearance. With each change, I felt a newfound sense of confidence and happiness, and I was grateful to him for his unwavering support and guidance.
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I stood in front of the mirror, admiring the reflection staring back at me. My curves were becoming more defined and my skin was softer than ever before. It was incredible how feminizing hormones had transformed me over the past few months.

As I gazed at my reflection, a feeling of euphoria washed over me. I couldn't believe how far I had come in my transition journey. It had been a difficult road, but every step was worth it.

I lifted my shirt and examined my breasts, which had grown in size since I started taking hormones. I couldn't help but smile at the thought of having them, feeling proud and empowered.

Looking back at my face, I noticed how much more feminine it had become. My jawline was softer, my cheekbones more defined, and my lips fuller. I was finally seeing the woman I had always felt like on the inside.

As I continued to stare at my reflection, I felt a sense of peace and contentment wash over me. This was who I was meant to be, and I was finally embracing it fully.
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I whispered to myself, "I am beautiful," and a tear rolled down my cheek. I had never felt more confident and secure in my own skin.

The journey was far from over, but in that moment, I knew I was exactly where I was supposed to be. After stepping away from the mirror, I made a promise to myself to keep pushing forward and to never give up on my true self.

As my appearance continued to evolve, so too did my relationship with Dr. Stephens. Our connection deepened, and it became increasingly apparent that there was more than just friendship between us. We began spending more time together outside of work, going on dates and exploring our blossoming feelings for one another.

One evening, after a romantic dinner at a candlelit restaurant, he walked me to my door, our hands intertwined. As we stood on my doorstep, he looked into my eyes and said, "Adam, I don't know if you've noticed, but—”

He shook his head, “—nevermind. It’s probably the alcohol.”

“No, please tell me.”

“Nothing, forget it,” he followed with a stern voice—disallowing me to push the prying further.

“So, I think that you’re missing something very important in this makeover.”

One thing that one must know about Dr. Stephens was not only did he have a way with words, but he was also an expert in pivoting conversations. Curious about another suggestion, my eyes widened.

“It’s time for breasts.”

He was right, I had everything that most transgender women longed for, but I lacked what a lot of them deemed important when it came to transition, breasts.

“It’s the right time, and if you’re not happy, we can just dissolve it.”

If he would’ve asked me the same question four months ago, I would’ve said no, but with my long hair, feminine physique, and beautiful face, all I could do was smile and nod.

“Perfect, add that on my schedule this Wednesday.”

The day finally arrived when Dr. Stephens would use the Amatrex filler to enhance my breasts. I was excited yet nervous about the procedure, unsure of how it would feel and how I would look afterward.

He seemed to sense my anxiety, and his reassuring presence helped calm my nerves.
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As I lay on the examination table, he gently squeezed my hand and said, "Don't worry. I'll be right here with you the whole time. I promise you'll be thrilled with the results."

With those comforting words, I took a deep breath and nodded, ready to take this next step in my journey.

He skillfully prepared the Amatrex filler, explaining each step of the process as he went along. His calm, knowledgeable demeanor further helped to ease my anxiety. As he began the injections, I felt only a mild discomfort, and my nervousness gradually faded away.

An hour later, the procedure was complete, and I anxiously stepped up to the full-length mirror to see the results. As I gazed at my reflection, I was astonished by the change.
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My body was now undeniably feminine, the curves of my chest filling out the dress I had chosen for this momentous occasion. I felt a wave of emotion wash over me, and tears welled up in my eyes.

In that moment, I realized just how much this transformation meant to me. I had come so far, both physically and emotionally, and it was all thanks to Dr. Stephens and his incredible skill and support.

As I stood there, taking in my new appearance, Kayla walked into the room. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she exclaimed, "You look so hot!"

"Thank you, Kayla," I replied, still teary-eyed.

"I couldn't have done it without you and Dr. Stephens."

As we chatted, she suddenly had an idea.

"You know what? Now that you have these beautiful new breasts, we need to get you some bras! I'd be more than happy to help you find the perfect ones."

I agreed, excited by the idea of fully embracing my new feminine form. The next day, Kayla and I embarked on a shopping excursion, searching for the perfect bras to complement my new figure.

We visited several lingerie stores, examining the various styles, colors, and functions of the bras on display. She patiently explained the differences between each type, helping me understand which would be best for my needs.

“Remember to be very honest with how you feel. If something’s uncomfortable, don’t buy it!” she warned.

We started with a simple, white, underwire bra that provided support and a subtle lift. The smooth fabric felt soft against my skin, and the delicate lace trim added a touch of elegance.

Next, we tried a bright pink push-up bra, which instantly boosted my confidence as it enhanced my cleavage. The padding felt comfortable and natural, they didn’t oppress my sensitive nipples too much, and the bold color made me feel fun and flirty.

We continued our search, exploring balconette bras, which offered a more revealing, sexy look. The black lace and intricate embroidery made me feel sophisticated and alluring.

I also tried on a strapless bra, perfect for wearing with off-the-shoulder tops and dresses, and a sports bra that would provide support and comfort during physical activities.
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Throughout our shopping trip, she offered her expert advice, helping me find the perfect fit and teaching me how to properly adjust the straps and hooks for maximum comfort and support. She also encouraged me to embrace different colors and patterns, adding variety and excitement to my new collection.

By the end of our adventure, I had amassed an impressive assortment of bras, each suited to a different occasion or outfit. As I made my way back to my apartment, my arms laden with shopping bags, I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment and pride. I had embraced my new identity with open arms, and my life had changed for the better in so many ways.

Over the following weeks, I continued to explore my newfound femininity, experimenting with different clothing styles, makeup looks, and hairstyles. With each new experience, I felt more and more comfortable in my own skin, as if I had finally discovered the person I was always meant to be.

Dr. Stephens and Kayla remained by my side throughout this journey, offering their unwavering support and encouragement. I felt incredibly fortunate to have them in my life, helping me navigate the challenges and triumphs of my transformation.

One evening, as we all gathered at the clinic for a celebratory dinner, I took a moment to express my gratitude.

"I just want to say thank you, Dr. Stephens and Kayla, for everything you've done for me. I couldn't have come this far without your help, and I'm so grateful to have you both in my life."

Dr. Stephens smiled warmly and replied, "We're just happy to see you so happy and confident. You deserve every bit of happiness this journey has brought you."

Kayla chimed in, "You're an amazing person, and we're so proud of you for embracing this new chapter of your life with such grace and courage."

As we enjoyed our meal together, laughter and conversation filling the room, I couldn't help but marvel at how much my life had changed. My transformation had not only altered my appearance but had also brought me closer to the people I cared about most.

In the months that followed, I continued to grow and evolve, both in my personal life and in my role at Rejuvenation Wellness Center. My experiences allowed me to connect with our patients on a deeper level, offering empathy and understanding that few others could provide.

And as I settled into my new identity, I couldn't help but notice a shift in Dr. Stephens' demeanor as well. He seemed to be growing closer to me, offering compliments and kind words more frequently than before.

I couldn't help but wonder if his feelings for me were changing, and I couldn't deny that my own feelings for him were growing stronger every day.


Chapter 5
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As I sat across from Dr. Stephens, listening to him talk about launching me as the first face of his transgender services, I felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness. This would be a significant step in my journey, and I couldn't help but wonder if I was ready for the spotlight.

Kayla, sensing my apprehension, chimed in with an idea.

"You know what, Adam? I think it's time for a new name. Something more feminine to match your new look."

Dr. Stephens agreed.
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"That's a great idea, Kayla. Adam, what do you think?"

I hesitated for a moment, then nodded.

"Yeah, I think a new name would help me embrace this new chapter in my life."

We spent the next hour brainstorming ideas, tossing around names like Lily, Ava, and Olivia. Each name felt special in its own way, but none of them seemed to fit just right. Finally, Dr. Stephens suggested a name that felt perfect—Eve.

"Eve," I repeated, letting the name roll off my tongue.

"I like it. It's simple, elegant, and a perfect contrast to my old name."

With my new name decided, I went home that night feeling a renewed sense of excitement. I spent hours poring over fashion magazines, studying different styles and looks that I could incorporate into my new persona.

The day of my big reveal finally arrived, and I woke up early to start my preparations. I began with a long, relaxing bath, letting the warm water and fragrant bubbles envelop my body. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to envision the day ahead, mentally preparing for the transformation that awaited me.

After my bath, I stood in front of the mirror, studying my face and body. It was amazing how much I had changed over the past few months, and I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment wash over me.

Next, I carefully applied my makeup, choosing a soft, natural palette to accentuate my features. I spent extra time on my eyes, creating a subtle smoky look that made them appear even more alluring.

With my makeup complete, I moved on to my hair. I had recently gotten extensions, which added length and volume to my once-short locks. I opted for loose, cascading waves, which framed my face beautifully and added an air of sophistication to my overall look.

I took one last look in the mirror, admiring the woman I had become. I felt strong, confident, and ready to face the world as Eve.
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As I stepped into my closet, I was faced with a myriad of clothing options. I had spent weeks shopping for the perfect wardrobe, and now it was time to choose the outfit that would introduce Eve to the world.

After much deliberation, I settled on a form-fitting red dress that hugged my curves and accentuated my newly feminine figure. The bold color made a statement, and I knew it would turn heads as I walked into the clinic.

I slipped into a pair of strappy black heels, which added height and elongated my legs. As I practiced walking in them, I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of grace and poise.

With my outfit complete, I added a few finishing touches—a delicate silver necklace, a pair of diamond stud earrings, and a spritz of my favorite perfume. I felt elegant, stylish, and undeniably feminine.

As I made my way to the clinic, I could feel the butterflies in my stomach. This was a significant moment in my life, and I couldn't help but feel a bit nervous.

Moments later, I could feel the anticipation building. I took a deep breath, steadying myself before stepping through the door. When I entered, Dr. Stephens looked up from his desk, and his eyes widened in surprise.

"Wow, Eve! You look absolutely stunning," he said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. I could feel my cheeks flush with a mix of pride and embarrassment.
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"Thank you, Dr. Stephens," I replied, feeling the confidence I had cultivated earlier that morning returning.

“Eve, meet Dimitriy, he’ll be your photographer.”

He took my hand and kissed it—sending shivers down my spine.

“A pleasure,” he said with a foreign accent.

He was tall, with a friendly smile and a warm, welcoming demeanor. As he stepped back, I could tell that he was excited to work with me.

The photoshoot began with some simple, natural poses. Dimitriy encouraged me to relax and be myself, guiding me through different positions while he snapped away with his camera. The sound of the shutter clicking was both exhilarating and nerve-wracking, but I quickly found myself enjoying the process.
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As we progressed, the poses became more elaborate, and I felt like a real model. I leaned against walls, draped myself over chairs, and even tried a few sultry looks at his suggestion. The more we shot, the more comfortable I became in front of the camera. The sense of empowerment I felt was intoxicating.

Dr. Stephens occasionally stepped in to pose with me, his arm around my waist or his hand gently resting on my shoulder. I could feel the warmth of his touch, and I found myself looking forward to those moments.

“How do I look?” he asked.

“You know already, or should I remind you by showing your inbox?” I jested.

We took a short break, during which Dimitriy showed me some of the photos he had taken so far. They were stunning—I could hardly believe that the beautiful, confident woman in the images was me.

As the shoot continued, I felt more and more at ease, and I began to experiment with different expressions and poses. Dimitriy was enthusiastic and supportive, offering praise and gentle suggestions when needed.

Finally, the photoshoot drew to a close. As Dimitriy packed up his equipment, Dr. Stephens approached me, a proud smile on his face.

"You did an amazing job, Eve," he said, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder.

"I knew you had it in you."

I smiled, feeling a sense of accomplishment and gratitude.

"Thank you, Dr. Stephens. I couldn't have done it without your support and encouragement."

He suggested that we go to his place to celebrate with some drinks, and I readily agreed. As we left the clinic and made our way to his home, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness.

Upon arriving at his place, he led me to the living room, where he poured us each a glass of champagne. The bubbles tickled my nose as I took a sip, the crisp, refreshing taste a perfect way to mark the occasion.
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We sat and talked, reminiscing about the journey that had led us to this moment. As we spoke, I couldn't help but notice the way Dr. Stephens looked at me—his gaze was warm and filled with admiration, making me feel truly seen and appreciated.

We continued to chat, laughter filling the room as we shared stories and jokes. The atmosphere was relaxed and comfortable, and I found myself opening up to him in a way I hadn't before.

As the evening wore on, the conversation took a more serious turn. He spoke of his dreams for the clinic and his hopes for the future. I listened intently, inspired by his passion and dedication.
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Suddenly, he leaned in a bit closer, a playful smile on his face.

"You know, Eve, I have to say that you have the most captivating eyes I've ever seen. They're absolutely mesmerizing."

I felt my cheeks warm, and I couldn't help but smile. "Thank you, Dr. Stephens. That's very sweet of you to say."

He chuckled and took another sip of his drink.

"Please, call me Nicolas. We're friends now, aren't we?"

"Of course," I agreed, my heart fluttering slightly at the thought of being on a first-name basis with him.

"Nicolas it is."

We continued our conversation, the mood light and flirty. At one point, he leaned in even closer, his voice low and teasing.

"I must admit, I was a little jealous of Dimitriy during the photoshoot today. He got to spend all that time capturing your beauty, while I was stuck on the sidelines."

I laughed, feeling a thrill at his words.

"Well, you did get to join in for a few shots. And besides, you're the one who made all of this possible."

His eyes met mine, his gaze warm and sincere.

"That's true, but I couldn't have done it without you, Eve. You're the one who truly brought this vision to life. You're not just beautiful on the outside—you have a strength and determination that's truly inspiring."

Our eyes locked, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks as I searched for the right words to say.

"Thank you, Nicolas. That means more to me than you know."

He smiled, his eyes never leaving mine.

"I'm just telling the truth, Eve. And I have a feeling that this is just the beginning for you. There's no limit to what you can achieve."

Suddenly, he leaned closer and started kissing me.

"But... Nicolas... I thought you..."
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"I don't know, Eve, I don't care, I just want to kiss you."

He started cupping my breasts and I was powerless to do anything. The weight of his masculine body and his lust were all too disarming to resist.

He was so close—his breath was on my face. My eyes were wide, my mouth was dry. His hand was in my hair, pulling me to him. I couldn't breathe, could barely speak. Then he kissed me again, more passionately this time. As I felt him move against me, I started to moan in delight.

"Mmm, this feels so good," I said.

Without thinking things through, he pulled my dress from under my body—revealing my huge tits.

“Look at my wonderful creation,” he jested as he tweaked my nipples.
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“I made these and it’s only right I get to play with them,” he said before devouring my breasts like a jawbreaker candy. Clinging to his hair was all I could do as he ate my boobs and grazed my nipples with his teeth.

“Ahhh, it feels so sensate,” I said.
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“Looks like the hormones you’re taking are working wonders,” he murmured before pulling away and taking his shirt button-by-button. My point of view was so erotic, his perfect body was like a wall of muscle and flesh that was about to oppress me.

Never did I imagine I’d be turned on by hot men but seeing him shirtless only debunked my stern heterosexual thoughts away. I’ve never been more proud of my decision of being a transgender woman just by knowing that the hottest doctor in San Diego was about to make love to me.

“I’ve never been with someone like you before,” he said as I helped him unbuckle his belt.

“Neither have I, but here we are, doctor,” I jested as I rubbed his thick bulge—further providing him ecstasy.

“Please be gentle, doctor,” I pleaded.

He pulled my hair and kissed me hard.

“I can’t promise,” he said with a harrowing stare.
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Moments later, there I was, knelt on the floor and in awe of how big his cock was. It was staring me in the face—standing tall, proud, and thick.

“I’ve never sucked a cock be—”

But before I could recite my trepidation, he pulled my hair and impaled my mouth with his cock.

“Ahh, there we go, the doctor is in,” he jested. I didn’t appreciate the surprise but his joke lightened my mood instantaneously. He tasted bittersweet, and I needed more. His precum was so delectable that I knew I had to suck him dry.

“Mmm, mmm,” I groaned while providing him an amateur fellatio.

“Less teeth, please,” he said sweetly as he rested his hands behind his thick neck.

“You’re driving me wild, Eve!” he let out before gyrating in and out of me—knocking on my tonsils like he was delivering a package.

“Gwak!” I let out.

“Sorry, Eve, you’re just so damn hot,” he said before kissing me once more. I could feel his impatience growing as he started carrying me to his bed.

He pinned my hands on his sheets then started licking my neck—tickling me with his desire, passion, and lust.

“You taste so sweet, Eve, those hormones really did something to your body. You’re intoxicating!”

Trailing my breasts, he started licking my freshly waxed armpits—relishing on my pheromones and smoothness. I was getting a little ticklish but I stopped myself to avoid ruining the mood.

My panties were soaking wet and my dick was begging to escape them. Albeit I wanted it to breathe freely, I was too scared to turn him off.

“Ahhh!” I let out a soft scream.

The trepidation I felt blew out the window as soon as he sunk his face into my crotch.

“Mmm, you smell so good,” he moaned.

“I think it’s only fair that I do this to you too.”

Shaking my head, I pushed him away softly.

“You don’t have to do that.”

“Don’t be silly, Eve, it’s not everyday that I get to have someone as rare as you in my bed.”

Shortly after, he pulled the garter down, revealing my wet and throbbing girly dick. He started by delivering tongue flicks on my balls, letting me know that he didn’t feel weird about what I had.

Looking at him, with red skin and eyes squeezed, made me appreciate his effort more. Slowly, he opened his mouth and started letting my mushroom head go in and out of his orifice—providing me with an intense orgasmic sensation.

“It feels so nice,” I said.

He locked eyes with me—clearly proud that he was servicing me—and doing a better job than I did based on how his teeth barely touched my shaft.

“You like it, Eve?”

With a lascivious visage, all I could do was faintly nod. He then spat on my dick three times—shocking me with how sanitary he was whenever we were at the clinic, a stark contrast with how extremely dirty he was in bed.

All I could do was roll my head in euphoria as I went in and out of his throat. Dr. Stephens was a passionate lover. Here I was, afraid that he wouldn’t like me and there he was, like a hungry tiger showing how balls-deep in ecstasy he was for me.

“Nurse Eve, will you allow Doctor Stephens inside your ass?” he playfully said.

“Mmm, please be gentle, doctor, I’m a virgin.”

Soon after, he maneuvered my body in a doggy position and started eating my ass like it was groceries. As soon as his tongue touched my orgasmic walls of pleasure, I knew that there was no turning back.

I wasn’t ignorant when it came to rimming, after all, I’ve done it plenty of times with my ex-girlfriends. But nobody has ever done it to me and it dawned on me how much I missed out on.

“Ahhh! It feels so good!” I let out.

“You taste so good,” he murmured.

Pulling away, he spat on my hole several times before grazing it with his fat cock head.

“I can’t wait to inject and fill you,” he said. With a faint giggle, I said, “Well, you’ve done it several times already, except there.”

“Are you ready for me, Nurse Eve?”

Leaning back, I kissed him once more to calm my racing nerves.

“Yes, Dr. Stephens, please be gentle.”

Soon after, his dick made me feel how it was like to participate in the reverse taking of the Excalibur.
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“Ahhh! The doctor is in,” he jested once more—trying to calm the pain.

“Fuck!” I groaned in pain as he inserted more inches.

“Shh, shh, it’s going to be alright, shh.”

Feeling his warm and soft kisses on my ears were like analgesics to my body. The more he kissed me, the less pain I felt, and soon after, he was fully inside of me.

His cock swelled, pulsated, and twitched inside me, and all I could do was provide it with my much-needed cushion. As he continued kissing my neck, the pain started fading away. With his slight movements, I felt my prostate dance in desire. Slowly, I circled my hips to know if I could get more sensations, and my hunch was right.

“I’m ready, doctor,” I sweetly said—causing his eyes to widen in excitement.

“Fuck!”
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Now, it was his time to scream expletives from the tactile hospitality that only my ass could deliver. He continued pouncing in and out, filling the room with the sound of our slapping thighs and his curses.

“Oh, fuck! Eve! You’re so fucking tight!”

“Mmm, ahh! Your dick is so big, doctor…”

Clawing his sheets, I was lost in euphoria, I surrendered myself to him and the pleasure that he consistently provided. His sweat dripped onto my back, only causing me to want more.
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“Deeper, harder!” I cheered.

A proud man, he followed, sending me orgasmic sensations, blow-by-blow, pound-per-pound, thrust-to-thrust.

“Yes! Keep fucking me!”

“Oh, fuck! I think I’m gonna cum!”

He pulled my hair with one hand and sunk his fingers deeper into my hips with the other—ensuring that he fucked me as deeply as he could.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah!” I let out.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“I’m gonna cum! Open your mouth!”

He rushed towards me—accidentally slapping my face with his hard cock as he jerked it aggressively.

“Ah!”

“Ahh!”

“Ahhh!”
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And just like that, he squirted all over my face and painted me with his gravy. My hole was still beating—enjoying the aftermath of his penetration, as his cum dripped into my mouth.

“Fuck!” he let out one last squirt before collapsing on top of me—breathing heavily and hardly from the most intense orgasm he has felt in his existence.

“Thank you, Eve, you’re such a sweet girl.”

“Mmm, doctor… thank you.”

As he lay on top of me—spent and exhausted, I couldn’t help but wonder what was to come. Did he only react based on the alcohol, was I a fling, or were we headed to somewhere more special?


Chapter 6
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The next day at work, I couldn't help but feel a bit giddy as I went about my tasks. The memory of the night I spent with Nicolas lingered in my mind, making it difficult to focus on anything else.

Whenever we were alone, he would pull me close, planting a tender kiss on my lips and whispering sweet nothings in my ear. "Eve, last night was truly magical," he'd say, his eyes filled with warmth and affection.

However, whenever someone else was around, he would become more reserved, almost as if he was hiding his feelings for me. This confused me, but I didn't want to push him for answers.

One day, while we were alone in his office, I decided to ask him about his sudden change in demeanor whenever we were around other people.

"Nicolas, why do you act so differently when we're around others?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He sighed and looked at me with a mix of concern and sadness. "Eve, you have to understand that right now, I'm still repairing my image after that video scandal. If people find out that we're together, they might think that I'm just going back to my old ways as a womanizer, and I don't want that to happen."

I nodded, understanding where he was coming from.

"I get it, Nicolas. We can keep our relationship a secret for now. I just want you to know that I'm here for you, no matter what."

He smiled and pulled me in for a hug.

"Thank you, Eve. That means the world to me."

As the days went by, we continued to keep our relationship a secret, stealing moments of affection whenever we had the chance. It was difficult, but I knew it was necessary for the sake of Nicolas's reputation.

I couldn't help but feel a little envious when I saw him interacting with his female patients, always charming and attentive. I knew he was just doing his job, but a part of me wished that he could be that open with me in public.

One evening, after a particularly long day at work, he and I were alone in his office, catching up on paperwork. He looked up from his desk and gave me a mischievous grin.

"Hey, Eve, do you want to take a break and grab a coffee with me?"

I smiled back at him.
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"Sure, why not?"

As we walked down the hallway, hand in hand, I suddenly felt a rush of happiness. I knew that our relationship had its challenges, but I was grateful for the love and support we shared. We may have had to hide our love from the world, but in those quiet moments alone, it was enough for me.

As we continued our secret romance, I couldn't help but think about the future. Would we ever be able to be open about our love? Would the world ever accept us as a couple?

These questions weighed on my mind, but for now, all I could do was cherish the moments we had together and hope that one day, things would change for the better.

Over time, I noticed that he seemed to be more at ease with our situation. He would often sneak little touches and kisses when we were alone, making me feel loved and cherished.

"Eve, you make me so happy," he would say, his voice filled with emotion.

"I feel the same way about you, Nicolas," I would reply, my heart swelling with love for him.

Despite the secrecy, our love continued to grow, and I knew that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with this amazing man. I just hoped that one day, we could share our love openly, without fear of judgment or backlash.

A day later, the clinic had never been busier. Ever since the campaign for the transgender services went viral, we'd been receiving a constant stream of phone calls, with people wanting to interview me or book appointments. It was overwhelming, but in the best possible way.

I couldn't believe the attention I was getting. One moment, I was an ordinary nurse, and the next, I was being interviewed by various media outlets and collaborating with influencers. It felt like a dream come true.

The first interview I had was with a local news station. They wanted to hear my story and learn more about the clinic's transgender services.

As I sat in front of the camera, I couldn't help but feel a little nervous. But as soon as the interview started, my confidence began to grow.

"Well, Eve, tell us a bit about your journey and how you became the face of Dr. Stephens' transgender services," the reporter asked, her eyes fixed on me.

I took a deep breath and began to recount my story.
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"It all started when I began working at the clinic as a nurse. Dr. Stephens and I became close, and he introduced me to the world of cosmetic surgery. He saw potential in me, and when he decided to expand the clinic's services to cater to transgender individuals, he asked me to be the face of the campaign."

“Exactly how close are you guys, we all know his reputation as the ladies’ man.”

With a soft giggle, I shook my head.

“He’s such a gentleman, it’s not hard to see why ladies love him.”

At that very moment, I wanted to tell the truth, but knowing that a lie would make him happier, I said, “nothing’s going on between us, he’s my boss, that’s all.”

The reporter nodded, clearly intrigued.

"That’s a safe answer. By the way, how has this experience been for you?"

I smiled, thinking back on everything I'd been through.

"It's been an incredible journey. I've learned so much about myself and what it means to be truly comfortable in your own skin. The support and love I've received from the transgender community have been overwhelming, and I'm so grateful for the opportunity to be a part of this amazing movement."

As the interview continued, I couldn't help but feel proud of what I'd accomplished. I was making a difference in people's lives, and that was a feeling I wouldn't trade for anything in the world.

After the interview aired, the clinic's phone lines were flooded with even more calls. People were eager to book appointments and learn more about the services we offered. Even influencers were reaching out to collaborate with us, hoping to spread the word about our groundbreaking treatments.

One day, while I was in the middle of a consultation, Kayla burst into the room, grinning from ear to ear.

"Eve, you're not going to believe this! A huge beauty influencer just contacted us and wants to do a collaboration with you!"

I couldn't contain my excitement.

"Really? That's amazing! Who is it?"

Her grin grew even wider.

"Her name is Sophia, and she has over a million followers on Instagram! She wants to come in for a consultation and document the whole process on her social media platforms. This could be huge for us, Eve!"

I felt a surge of pride as I realized just how far we'd come. This collaboration could bring even more attention to the clinic and help so many more people find the support and services they needed.

As the weeks went by, I continued to do interviews and collaborate with influencers. Each day was filled with excitement and new opportunities, and I couldn't be happier.

However, amidst all the success, I couldn't help but feel a pang of sadness. Nicolas and I were still hiding our relationship from the world, and it was becoming increasingly difficult to keep our love a secret. We stole kisses and shared tender moments whenever we could, but it never felt like enough.

One evening, after a particularly busy day at the clinic, Nicolas and I were alone in his office, catching our breath after another whirlwind day. He looked at me with a mix of pride and concern, his eyes searching mine.

"Eve, I'm so proud of everything you've accomplished," he said, his voice filled with sincerity.

"But I can't help but worry about our relationship. It's getting harder and harder to hide how I feel about you."

I nodded, feeling the same way.

"I know, Nicolas. It's tough for me too. But we're doing this for a reason, right? We want to protect your reputation and the clinic."

He sighed, running a hand through his hair.

"Yes, of course, but I can't help but feel like we're sacrificing our happiness for the sake of appearances. Is it really worth it?"

I reached out and took his hand, squeezing it gently.

"I believe it is, Nicolas. Look at how many lives we're changing. We're making a real difference, and that's worth any sacrifice. Eventually, things will settle down, and we'll be able to be open about our love."

He looked into my eyes, his expression softening.

"I hope you're right, Eve. I love you more than anything, and I just want to be able to share that with the world."

"I love you too, Nicolas," I whispered, leaning in for a tender kiss.

As the weeks turned into months, our lives continued to be filled with excitement and challenges. The clinic was busier than ever, and our transgender services were making a real impact in the community. Still, Nicolas and I kept our relationship a secret, hiding our love behind closed doors.

During a rare quiet moment, I found myself daydreaming about the day when we could finally be open about our love. I imagined walking hand-in-hand with him, not worrying about who might see us or what they might think. I longed for that freedom, but I knew that for now, it was just a dream.

One day, while I was sitting at my desk, lost in thought, Kayla approached me with a concerned look on her face.

"Eve, are you okay? You seem a little down lately."

I forced a smile, not wanting to burden her with my worries.

"I'm fine, Kayla. Just a little tired, I guess."

She studied me for a moment before nodding.

"Well, if you ever need someone to talk to, you know I'm here for you."

I smiled gratefully at her.

"Thank you. I appreciate that."

As the days went by, the clinic continued to thrive, with more and more people coming in to learn about our services and meet me, the face of the transgender campaign.

However, I couldn't help but notice that Dr. Stephens, my love and the brilliant surgeon behind it all, was being overshadowed. Despite his immense talent and dedication, the attention seemed to be focused solely on me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that this was affecting him.

Though he loved me, I could see that his ego was taking a hit. He tried to hide it, but I could tell that he was struggling with the situation.

The last straw came when a group of new customers flocked to the clinic, excitedly taking pictures with me while completely ignoring him. I could see the hurt and frustration in his eyes, and before I knew it, he stormed out of the clinic.

Panicked, I chased after him, calling out his name.

"Nicolas, wait! Please, let's talk about this."

But he was too far gone, his anger propelling him away from me. As I tried to catch up, my heart ached, knowing that I was the cause of his pain. I wanted nothing more than to make things right, but I didn't know how.

As I continued searching for him, I unexpectedly bumped into Dr. Jones, a well-known competitor in the world of cosmetic surgery.
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"Eve, are you okay?" he inquired, a look of genuine concern on his face.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of whether I should confide in his competitor. Finally, I sighed and nodded.

"I'm just having a rough day. It's a long story."

He gestured toward a nearby café.

"Well, why don't we grab a coffee, and you can tell me what's going on? Maybe I can help."

I hesitated, knowing that he was competition, but I felt so lost and alone that I agreed. As we sat down and ordered our drinks, I tried to think of what I should say, knowing that I needed to be cautious with my words.

Sensing my reluctance, he gently prodded.

"Eve, you can trust me. I'm not here to cause trouble for you or the clinic. I just want to help if I can."

Taking a deep breath, I decided to share a limited version of the story.

"Well, the clinic has been getting a lot of attention lately, mainly because of the transgender services campaign I've been a part of. And while it's been great for the clinic, it seems to be causing some problems between me and Dr. Stephens."

He nodded, understanding the delicate balance of professional relationships.

"It can be difficult when one person starts getting more attention than the other, especially in a close working environment."

"Yes," I agreed.

“It's just that I never wanted to overshadow him. He's such an amazing surgeon, and he's done so much for me. I just want things to be okay between us."

He took a sip of his coffee, considering the situation.

"Well, it's clear that you care about Dr. Stephens and the clinic. Maybe the best thing you can do is to find a way to shift some of the attention back to him. Show the world what an incredible surgeon and person he is."

I thought about his words, realizing that he was right. I needed to find a way to share the spotlight with Nicolas, to show everyone that we were a team and that his talents were just as important as mine.

"Thank you, Dr. Jones," I said sincerely.

"I really appreciate your advice."

"You're welcome, Eve. I'm glad I could help. Just remember that you're both on the same team, working toward the same goal. Don't let the attention divide you."

With renewed determination, I set out to find Nicolas and make things right between us. When I finally found him, sitting alone on a park bench, I approached cautiously.

"Nicolas, can we talk?" I asked, my voice filled with concern and love.

He looked up at me, his eyes red from unshed tears.

"What's there to talk about, Eve? You've become the star of the clinic, and I'm just... I'm just fading into the background."

I sat down beside him, taking his hand in mine.

"Nicolas, I never wanted this to happen. I never wanted to overshadow you or make you feel less important. You're an amazing surgeon, and you've done so much for me and for the clinic. I want to find a way to share the spotlight with you, to show the world that we're a team."

Reaching out, he swatted my hand.

“I’m not in the mood, Eve. See you at the clinic.”


Chapter 7

[image: ]

The next morning, as I stood in front of my closet, I found myself pondering Dr. Jones's advice. I wanted to find a way for Nicolas to get more attention and recognition for his incredible work, and I realized that part of that might involve making some changes in my own appearance.

Ever since my procedures, I had always dressed seductively, but perhaps I could be a bit more modest, allowing Nicolas to shine more in the spotlight.

I reached for a knee-length, navy-blue dress with a modest neckline and three-quarter sleeves. The dress hugged my curves gently, and while it was still feminine and stylish, it was also more conservative than my usual outfits. I paired the dress with simple black pumps and decided to keep my makeup minimal, accentuating my eyes with a soft, brown eyeshadow and a swipe of mascara.

As I looked in the mirror, I felt confident and professional, and I hoped that this small change might help to shift the focus back to him and his amazing surgical skills.

When I arrived at the clinic, I was greeted by Kayla, who immediately noticed my new look.

"You look different, Eve."

I smiled, feeling a little self-conscious.

"Yeah… is it okay?"

She nodded slightly.

"Well, it suits you. But it’s kind of boring."

She was right, but I had to make this sacrifice. As the day went on, I made a conscious effort to step back and let Nicolas take the lead in our interactions with patients. I wanted them to see how knowledgeable and skilled he was, and to understand that our clinic's success was due to both of our contributions.

During lunch, I sat down with him and shared my thoughts with him.

"Nicolas, I've been thinking about what happened yesterday, and I want you to know that I'm going to do everything I can to make sure you get the recognition you deserve. I've already started by dressing more modestly, and I'm going to make a conscious effort to step back and let you take the lead with our patients."
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He looked at me, his eyes filled with gratitude.

"Eve, I can't tell you how much that means to me. I've been feeling so overshadowed lately, and it's been really difficult. I love you and I'm so proud of your success, but I just want to feel like I'm still making a difference, too."

I reached across the table and squeezed his hand.

"You are making a difference, Nicolas. You always have been. And I promise that I'll do everything I can to make sure everyone knows that."

Over the next several weeks, I continued to make changes, both in my appearance and my interactions with patients. I noticed that, gradually, the focus began to shift back to him and his incredible surgical skills.

It felt good to see him getting the recognition he deserved, and I could tell that it was having a positive impact on his confidence and our relationship. I was so proud of my man.

In addition to my efforts at the clinic, I began using my social media presence to highlight his accomplishments. I shared stories of successful surgeries and happy patients, always making sure to give credit to the man behind the magic.

As the days went by, Nicolas and I regained our close relationship, and things between us felt sweeter than ever. We spent time together both inside and outside the clinic, and I cherished the moments we shared.

One day, as I was tidying up our shared office, I came across a fancy-looking envelope. Curious, I picked it up and saw that it was addressed to Dr. Nicolas Stephens. I handed it to him, watching as he opened it and read the contents.

His eyes widened in surprise.

"Eve, you're not going to believe this. It's an invitation to attend the Met Gala."

I gasped, excited for him.

"Wow, Nicolas! That's incredible! You should definitely go!"

He hesitated, clearly unsure.

"I don't know, Eve. It's not really my scene. I'd rather just focus on my work."

I could understand his reluctance, but I also knew that this could be a great opportunity for him to get even more recognition for his incredible skills.

[image: ]

"You’re missing the picture! It could be an amazing chance to network and meet new people. Plus, it's the Met Gala! It's a once-in-a-lifetime experience."

After some convincing, he finally agreed.

"Alright, Eve. You're right. This could be a great opportunity. I'll go."

I was thrilled for him and immediately began planning our shopping trip for the perfect suit. The following weekend, we headed to an upscale boutique that specialized in high-end men's fashion.

As we walked in, the scent of luxurious leather and fine fabrics filled my nostrils, and I felt a shiver of excitement run down my spine. This was going to be so much fun.

As he tried on various suits, I watched, offering my opinions on each one. The salesperson assisting us was incredibly helpful, suggesting different styles and colors to best complement his features.

We finally settled on a stunning, deep blue suit with a subtle texture. It fit him like a glove, accentuating his broad shoulders and trim waist. I couldn't help but admire how dashing he looked.

Once we had chosen the perfect suit, we moved on to selecting the accessories. A crisp white dress shirt, a silver silk tie, and a matching pocket square completed the ensemble.

As he stepped out of the dressing room in his full outfit, I felt my heart skip a beat. He looked absolutely breathtaking.

"You look amazing," I gushed, unable to contain my enthusiasm.

He smiled, clearly pleased with the result.

"Thanks, love. I couldn't have done it without you."

As we prepared to leave the boutique, he suddenly pulled me into a quiet corner. With a mischievous glint in his eye, he leaned in and pressed his lips against mine.

The warmth of his kiss sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt my knees go weak. I wrapped my arms around him, reveling in the moment and the undeniable love we shared.

As we pulled apart, he whispered in my ear, "Thank you... for everything."

I smiled, my heart swelling with happiness.

"Anything for you, my love."

With his new suit in hand, we left the boutique, both of us excited for the upcoming Met Gala. I knew that Nicolas would make a lasting impression, after all, he was the hottest man in the world.

The next day at the clinic, I noticed Nicolas seemed lost in thought, a pensive expression on his face. I approached him, concerned.

"Hey, is everything alright?"

He sighed, clearly troubled by something.

"Eve, I have some bad news. I found out that I couldn't get a plus one for the Met Gala. I don't want to go without you."

I was disappointed, but I didn't want him to miss out on such a fantastic opportunity.

"You should still go. Think of it as a business opportunity. Don't worry about me, I'll be fine."

He hesitated, but after some convincing, he finally agreed.

"Alright, Eve. I'll go, but I really wish you could be there with me."

I smiled, trying to hide my disappointment.

"I know, but it's more important for you to be there. Just promise to take lots of pictures for me, okay?"

He nodded, and we moved on, focusing on our work and preparing for the big night.

A week later, on the night of the Met Gala, I found myself at Kayla's apartment, watching the event on TV. She had invited me over for a girls' night, and I was grateful for the distraction.

She wasn't aware of my relationship with Nicolas, so I had to keep my feelings bottled up as we watched the glamorous event unfold.

As the celebrities began to arrive, I eagerly scanned the screen for any glimpse of Nicolas. My heart leaped when I finally saw him, looking as dashing as ever in his tailored suit. But my excitement quickly turned to shock as I noticed the stunning woman on his arm—an upcoming model named Kristale Jenner.

Kayla, unaware of my feelings, gushed over the couple.
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"Wow, look at Dr. Stephens with that gorgeous model! They make such a stunning pair."

I tried to hide my surprise and hurt, forcing a smile as I nodded in agreement.

"Yes, they do look great together."

[image: ]

Inside, my mind was racing. I trusted him, but I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as I watched him walk the red carpet with Kristale. I couldn't help but wonder if he had feelings for her, and if our relationship was in danger.

As the night went on, I tried to focus on the positives. Nicolas was getting the recognition he deserved, and his presence at the Met Gala would surely help boost his career even further. I reminded myself that I had encouraged him to attend the event, and that he had been hesitant to go without me.

In a quiet moment, I took a deep breath and gathered my thoughts. I needed to trust him and believe in our relationship. We had been through so much together, and our love was strong. I couldn't let my insecurities and jealousy ruin everything we had built.

As I watched him on the screen, I forced myself to cheer for him, even if it hurt. I knew that this night was important for his career, and I wanted him to succeed. And deep down, I believed that he loved me and would never do anything to jeopardize our relationship.

The Met Gala continued, and I tried my best to enjoy the night with Kayla. We laughed, gossiped, and commented on the incredible outfits on display. But in the back of my mind, I couldn't help but worry about Nicolas and his glamorous date.

When the event was finally over, I returned home, my thoughts still consumed by the night's events. As I lay in bed, I replayed the night's coverage in my mind, unable to shake the image of Nicolas and Kristale together.

But as the hours ticked by, I reminded myself of my trust in him and our love for each other. I knew that our relationship was built on a solid foundation, and I couldn't let one night at a glamorous event tear us apart.

The following day, I anxiously awaited his return to the clinic. I was eager to hear about his experience at the Met Gala, and I was determined to trust him and be supportive.

As soon as he walked through the door, I could see the excitement in his eyes.

"Eve, you won't believe the incredible people I met last night. It was surreal."

He began to tell me about his conversations with various celebrities, how he had made some excellent connections, and how much fun he had had. As he spoke, I couldn't help but smile, genuinely happy for him.

But I knew I needed to address my feelings about Kristale. As the conversation began to wind down, I took a deep breath and broached the subject.

"Nicolas, I saw you on TV last night with Kristale Jenner. You two looked great together."

He nodded, but quickly reassured me.

"Yes, she's a lovely person, but you’re my girl.”

With a scoff, I crossed my arms.

“You have nothing to worry about, Eve. You're the one I care about."

Hearing his words, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I knew that I had to trust him, and hearing him confirm his feelings for me only strengthened my resolve.

"Thank you, love. I trust you, and I'm really proud of you for making the most of that opportunity."

We shared a warm embrace, reaffirming our love for each other. As we pulled apart, he smiled at me.

"Love, I took so many pictures for you. I can't wait to show you everything I saw."

Later that day, while Nicolas was out of the clinic to meet with new filler suppliers, Kayla burst into the office, her eyes wide with excitement.

"Eve, you won't believe what I just saw!" she screamed, holding up her phone.

I looked at the screen and felt my heart drop into my stomach. There, in the after-party paparazzi photos, were Nicolas and Kristale, making out passionately.

My blood began to boil, but I forced myself to keep my composure, reminding myself that Kayla didn't know about my relationship with Nicolas.

"Wow," I muttered, trying to sound unaffected.

"That's... interesting."

She continued to gush about the scandal, completely unaware of how much it was hurting me. I did my best to listen, but my thoughts were consumed by betrayal and anger.

When Nicolas finally returned to the office, I confronted him immediately, shoving the photos in his face.

"What the hell is this, Nicolas?"

He looked genuinely shocked, staring at the pictures in disbelief.
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"Eve, I-I can explain."

I wasn't in the mood for explanations.

"You better start talking because this looks pretty damn incriminating to me."

He sighed, running a hand through his hair.

"I don't remember any of this happening. I had too much to drink at the after-party, and I must have lost control."

My anger flared.

"So that's your excuse? You were drunk? You never changed, Nicolas. You're still a womanizer!" I stormed out of the clinic, tears streaming down my face, my heart shattered into a million pieces.

As I stumbled down the street, blinded by tears, I nearly collided with Dr. Jones. He quickly reached out, steadying me, concern etched on his face.

[image: ]

"Eve, what's wrong?"

Unable to hold back my emotions any longer, I broke down in his arms, sobbing uncontrollably. He held me, offering me comfort and understanding as I cried.

After a few minutes, he gently guided me to a nearby coffee shop. We sat down, and he handed me a tissue to wipe my tears.

"Tell me what happened, Eve. I'm here for you."

Taking a deep breath, I recounted the entire story, from my relationship with Nicolas to the devastating photos of him and Kristale. As I spoke, Dr. Jones listened attentively, his expression sympathetic.

When I finished, he shook his head.

"I'm so sorry you're going through this, Eve. You deserve so much better."

His words were like a balm to my wounded heart, and I found myself opening up to him even more. We spoke for hours, our conversation flowing effortlessly as we shared our lives, our dreams, and our disappointments.

The more I talked to Dr. Jones, the more I realized how much I had in common with him. We had both been hurt by people we loved, and we were both looking for a way to heal.

As the sun began to set, I knew I had to return to the clinic and face Nicolas. Dr. Jones walked me back, his presence providing a sense of comfort and support.

Before we parted ways, he looked me in the eyes, his voice full of sincerity.

"Eve, remember that you're strong and you deserve happiness. No matter what happens, you can always count on me."

His words stayed with me as I entered the clinic, my heart heavy with the knowledge that I had to confront Nicolas and make a decision about our future.

The moment I walked in, Nicolas rushed to my side, his eyes pleading.

"Eve, please, let me explain everything. I never meant to hurt you. I love you, and I want to make this right."

I stared at him, my emotions a whirlwind of anger, sadness, and confusion.

"How can I ever trust you again, Nicolas? You betrayed me, and it's going to take a lot more than an apology to fix that."

"I know," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

"But I promise you, Eve, I will do everything in my power to make it up to you. Please, just give me a chance to prove myself."

I wanted so badly to believe him, to let him back into my heart, but I couldn't ignore the pain he had caused me.

"Nicolas, I need time to think. I need to figure out if I can ever trust you again."

He nodded, tears welling up in his eyes.

"I understand. Take all the time you need, Eve. I'll be here, waiting, and hoping that we can find a way to move past this."

I walked away from him, my heart heavy with uncertainty. Over the next few days, I spent a lot of time reflecting on my relationship with Nicolas and what I truly wanted.

Dr. Jones and I continued to talk, and his friendship provided a much-needed sense of stability and support. He never pressured me to make a decision or tried to influence my feelings towards Nicolas, and I appreciated that more than words could express.

During that time, Nicolas did everything he could to show me how much he cared. He was attentive, thoughtful, and genuinely remorseful for his actions. Slowly, I could see that he was trying to change, to become a better man for me. But the pain was still there and I lost my trust on him completely.


Chapter 8
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I received a call from Dr. Jones one evening, inviting me to dinner. I was still feeling hurt and betrayed by Nicolas, and I needed someone to talk to. I accepted the invitation, eager for a pleasant distraction from my tumultuous emotions.
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As I entered the upscale restaurant, I spotted Dr. Jones sitting at a beautifully set table. He looked absolutely dashing in a tailored suit that perfectly accentuated his broad shoulders and toned physique. His dark hair was neatly styled, and his piercing blue eyes sparkled with warmth and intelligence.

He stood up as I approached, a refined smile gracing his lips.

"Eve, you look stunning," he complimented, taking in my elegant dress and carefully styled hair.

"Thank you, Dr. Jones," I replied, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks.

"You look quite dashing yourself."

He pulled out my chair with a chivalrous flourish, and I couldn't help but compare his actions to Nicolas's more casual demeanor. As we settled into our seats and began to peruse the menu, Dr. Jones regaled me with stories of his upbringing.

"I come from a long line of doctors and businessmen," he shared, his voice rich and engaging.

"I was fortunate enough to study at Cambridge, where I developed a deep passion for helping others."

I listened in awe as he spoke of his family's accomplishments and his own prestigious education. It was clear that he was a man of wealth and distinction, and I couldn't help but be drawn to him.

As the evening wore on, the conversation between us flowed easily, and I found myself flirting with him. He reciprocated my advances, his eyes twinkling with amusement and attraction.

"I must say, Eve, I've never met anyone quite like you," he told me, his gaze never leaving mine.

"You're a truly remarkable woman."

I felt my heart flutter at his words, and I couldn't deny the chemistry between us.

"Thank you, Dr. Jones," I replied, my voice barely more than a whisper.

"I have to admit, I'm enjoying getting to know you as well."

As our meal progressed, I couldn't help but be captivated by Dr. Jones's refined demeanor. He was attentive and charming, always ensuring that my glass was full and my needs were met. It was a stark contrast to my experiences with Nicolas, who often seemed more focused on himself than on me.

As the evening came to a close, he gallantly offered me his arm as we left the restaurant. I accepted, feeling the warmth of his touch as we strolled along the moonlit streets. I couldn't help but think about how different he was from Nicolas and how much I enjoyed his company.

When we reached my doorstep, Dr. Jones turned to face me, his eyes full of sincerity.

"I had a wonderful time tonight, Eve," he said, his voice soft and genuine.

"I hope we can do this again soon."

I looked up at him, my heart racing with anticipation.

"I would like that very much, Dr. Jones," I replied, my words tinged with longing.

As he leaned in to kiss me, I felt a shiver of excitement run down my spine. His lips met mine in a tender, passionate embrace, and I couldn't help but give myself over to the moment.

The next day, my thoughts were consumed by the memories of the previous night. I couldn't deny that I was attracted to Dr. Jones, and I couldn't help but wonder if there could be a future for us.

The next day, I couldn't shake the thoughts of Dr. Jones from my mind. He had been so charming and attentive during our dinner, and I couldn't help but be drawn to him. But as I arrived at the clinic, I was met with a surprise—Nicolas had decided to woo me all day.

He started by bringing me a fresh cup of coffee, just the way I liked it.

"I thought you might need this," he said, offering me the steaming mug with a small smile.

I accepted the coffee but kept my distance.

"Thank you, Nicolas," I replied, my tone polite but distant. I was determined to maintain my boundaries, no matter how charming he was being.

Throughout the day, he continued his efforts to win me back. He left a small bouquet of flowers on my desk, complimented my outfit, and even offered to take me out for lunch. But I remained steadfast in my resolve, not wanting to give him the impression that his actions could easily erase the hurt he had caused.

As the day wore on, I couldn't help but feel conflicted. I appreciated Nicolas's attempts to make amends, but I also couldn't forget how much I had enjoyed my time with Dr. Jones. My heart was torn between the two men, and I struggled to make sense of my feelings.

As I checked my phone, I discovered a series of texts from Dr. Jones. He had sent me sweet messages, asking about my day and wishing me well. I felt a warmth in my chest as I read his words, and I couldn't help but respond in kind.

"Thank you for your messages, Dr. Jones," I typed, my fingers flying across the screen.

"I had a lovely time with you last night, and I hope we can see each other again soon."

As I sent the message, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt for communicating with Dr. Jones behind Nicolas's back. But I also knew that I couldn't ignore the connection I felt with him. I was torn between my loyalty to Nicolas and my growing attraction to Dr. Jones, and I didn't know how to reconcile my feelings.

The day continued in much the same way, with Nicolas making every effort to show me how much he cared. He even surprised me with a beautiful pair of earrings, which he insisted I keep as a token of his affection.

"I just want you to know how much you mean to me, Eve," he told me, his eyes filled with sincerity.

"I'm sorry for the way I've acted in the past, it was just a silly kiss, nothing more, you can even check my phone."

Despite my determination to keep my distance, I couldn't help but be touched by his words. I stared at the earrings, a symbol of his love, and felt my resolve begin to waver.

As the day drew to a close, I found myself torn between my feelings for Nicolas and my attraction to Dr. Jones. I knew that I couldn't continue to entertain the affections of both men—it was unfair to all of us. But how could I choose between them?
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That night, as I lay in bed, I thought about my options. I could continue to give Nicolas a chance, hoping that his actions would prove that he had truly changed. Or I could pursue a relationship with Dr. Jones, allowing myself to explore the undeniable chemistry between us.

The next day, I left the clinic feeling emotionally drained. The weight of my conflicted feelings between Nicolas and Dr. Jones had taken its toll, and all I wanted was to go home and rest.

As I walked to the bus stop, deep in thought, I barely noticed Dr. Jones's car pulling up alongside me. He rolled down the window, a warm smile on his face.

"Eve!" he called out, "Where are you headed?"

"Home," I replied, a little startled by his sudden appearance.

"Would you like to join me for some ice cream by the pier?" he asked, his eyes filled with hope.

I hesitated for a moment, my mind racing. But then I thought about the undeniable connection I felt with Dr. Jones and decided to accept his invitation.

"Sure," I agreed, climbing into his car.

As we drove to the pier, he and I talked about our day, laughing and joking about how draining yet rewarding the beauty industry was. The conversation flowed effortlessly, and I couldn't deny the chemistry between us.
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When we arrived at the pier, he guided me to a quaint ice cream stand. We each selected our favorite flavors and found a quiet spot to enjoy our treats. The sun was beginning to set, casting a warm glow over the water and providing a picturesque backdrop for our impromptu date.

As we talked, I found myself captivated by his charm and wit. He was attentive and engaging, making me feel like the most important person in the world.

As we finished our ice cream, Dr. Jones surprised me with a bouquet of roses.
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"I saw these earlier and thought of you," he said, his eyes twinkling with affection.

I was touched by the gesture, but as I accepted the flowers, I couldn't help but remember the bouquet that Nicolas had given me recently. My heart ached with guilt and indecision, torn between the two men who clearly cared for me.

I discreetly pulled out my phone, only to find it flooded with messages from Nicolas. He was asking about my day, apologizing once more for his past actions, and expressing his love for me. I felt my heart clench in my chest, unsure of how to respond.

Just as I was about to reply, he gently took my hand, drawing my attention back to him. His eyes locked onto mine, and before I knew it, his lips were on mine in a tender, passionate kiss. I knew I should pull away, feeling the weight of my guilt bearing down on me, but I couldn't resist the magnetic pull between us.

As we kissed, I allowed myself to get lost in the moment, to forget about the difficult choice I had to make between Nicolas and Dr. Jones. But as the sun dipped below the horizon and the sky darkened, I knew that I couldn't ignore my feelings forever.

Over the next several days, I continued to see Dr. Jones, growing closer to him with each encounter. We shared countless laughs, deep conversations, and stolen kisses, but the shadow of my unresolved feelings for Nicolas still loomed overhead.

At the clinic, I remained distant with Nicolas, despite his ongoing efforts to win my heart. I knew it wasn't fair to him, but I couldn't bring myself to let him in again, not while my heart was so divided.

As the days turned into weeks, my relationship with Dr. Jones blossomed, but the guilt I felt over my connection to Nicolas only grew stronger. I knew that I had to make a choice, that I couldn't keep living with my heart split between two men.

But how could I choose between the man who had been by my side for so long, who knew me better than anyone else yet hurt me? And the man who promised the world but I barely knew?


Chapter 9
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Over the next few days, I tried to distract myself from the emotional turmoil surrounding my relationships with Nicolas and Dr. Jones.

I began to notice that my hair extensions were becoming itchy, and my natural hair had grown longer, now past my shoulders. Seeking a change, I decided to treat myself to a day at the beauty parlor.

As I sat in the stylist's chair, I explained my desire for a fresh start.

"I want to get these extensions removed and try something new," I told her, excitement mingling with apprehension.

The stylist nodded, understanding my need for transformation. She carefully removed the extensions, revealing my natural hair underneath.

As she snipped away, crafting a stylish new cut that framed my face, I began to feel lighter, as if a burden was being lifted from my shoulders.

Next, I opted for a makeover, hoping that a new look would help me forget the problems that plagued me. The makeup artist skillfully applied a fresh, glowing look that made me feel rejuvenated and more confident than I had in weeks.
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Feeling bold, I decided to go a step further and booked a waxing appointment. As the aesthetician applied the warm wax to my legs, I braced myself for the inevitable sting.

The sensation was intense, but I found it oddly satisfying—each strip pulled away not only unwanted hair but also a small part of the pain I had been carrying with me.

As I admired my newly smooth legs, I marveled at the transformation I had undergone. I had entered the salon feeling weighed down by guilt and heartache, but now, I felt empowered and ready to face whatever challenges life had in store for me.

While examining my reflection in the mirror, I noticed that my fillers seemed to be diminishing. The concern I felt was palpable, as I ran my fingers over the areas that had once been plump and full.

"Is it just my imagination, or are my fillers really shrinking?" I wondered, anxiety creeping into my thoughts.

Despite the nagging worry about my fillers, I couldn't deny the positive impact that my day of pampering had on my mental state.

My new look seemed to give me a newfound sense of self-assurance, and I found that I was better equipped to handle the emotional challenges I faced. I knew that I would eventually have to confront Nicolas and Dr. Jones, but for now, I was content to focus on myself and my own well-being.

During this time of self-discovery, I also made an effort to reconnect with old friends, seeking their support and advice as I navigated the complexities of my romantic entanglements.

They offered a sympathetic ear and sage guidance, helping me to gain a new perspective on my situation. As the weeks turned into months, my transformation continued.

My hair grew longer and healthier, and I took better care of my skin and body. I began to feel more in tune with my true self, and it showed in my appearance and demeanor.

One day, as I examined my reflection in the mirror, I realized that my fillers had indeed diminished. While the change was subtle, I couldn't help but feel concerned. I knew that I had to address the issue, but I was hesitant to tell Nicolas—fearing that it would only reopen old wounds.

Eventually, I mustered the courage to make an appointment at a different clinic—Dr. Jones’.

Three days later, I noticed a change in Nicolas's behavior. He had stopped trying to woo me, but he remained respectful and cordial.

Despite my insistence on keeping my distance, I found myself missing his efforts and attention. I couldn't help but feel that I had brought this upon myself, which only added to my growing sense of conflict and guilt.

While still wrestling with my feelings, Dr. Jones was excited for my filler retouch. He also wanted to introduce me to a nutritionist friend of his since I had mentioned my interest in pursuing a career in the field. Elated by the opportunity, I eagerly accepted his invitation.

Upon arriving at his clinic, I was struck by the sheer luxury of the place. The beautifully designed waiting area was furnished with plush seating and modern decor, and the walls were adorned with artwork that exuded elegance. The clinic was bustling with staff, each one impeccably dressed and attentive to the needs of the patients.

“The stocks of Amatrex haven’t arrived yet, we’ll have to reschedule,” Dr. Jones informed with regret.

As I met with his nutritionist friend, I received invaluable advice on how to pursue my dream. She shared tips on obtaining scholarships and studying online, and I couldn't have been more grateful for her guidance.

After our meeting, I found Dr. Jones waiting for me with a warm smile.

"So, how did it go?" he asked, genuinely interested in my experience.

"It was amazing," I gushed.

"I learned so much and I can't thank you enough for introducing me to her."

He chuckled playfully.

"I'll accept your gratitude on one condition—you join me for dinner tonight."

Unable to resist his charm, I agreed to the date.
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That evening, as we enjoyed a romantic dinner at a charming little bistro, I couldn't help but feel that things were finally falling into place. But as fate would have it, our happiness was short-lived.

As we were leaving the restaurant, hand in hand, we crossed paths with Nicolas. The look of shock and betrayal on his face was unmistakable.

“Eve!?” Nicolas blurted out—glaring at Dr. Jones.

I could see the hurt in his eyes, and I knew that he felt betrayed—not only because I was dating his competitor but also because he believed I was punishing him too harshly for a single, drunken mistake.

I tried to find the words to explain myself, but they caught in my throat. Dr. Jones, sensing my distress, attempted to comfort me. "Eve, it's okay," he whispered, his arm wrapped protectively around me.

"How do you sleep at night stealing my clients?" Nicolas accused, his voice raw with emotion.

"And now you're trying to steal Eve from me too?"

Dr. Jones scoffed, his eyes blazing.

"It's called competition, Nicolas. Maybe if you were better at your job, you wouldn't have to worry about losing clients or women."

“Dr. Jones…” I let out—squeezing his arm aggressively.

The crowd that had gathered around them gasped, and I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. I knew that I had to intervene more before things escalated further, but I hesitated, unsure of how to approach the situation.

"Enough!" I finally shouted, my voice cutting through the tense silence that had fallen over the scene.

"This has to stop. You're both acting like children!"

The men turned to look at me, their expressions a mixture of surprise and anger.

"Eve," Nicolas began, his voice pained, "you don't understand—"

"I understand perfectly," I interrupted, my voice trembling with emotion.

"I understand that both of you have been hurt by my actions, and I'm sorry. But this—this fighting—it's not going to solve anything."

Despite my words, the tension between the two men continued to simmer. Their eyes locked in a fierce battle of wills, and it was clear that neither was willing to back down.

"I'm not letting him get away with this, Eve," Nicolas said through gritted teeth.

"He's taken enough from me already."

Dr. Jones clenched his fists, his muscles tensing beneath his tailored suit.

"I won't let you intimidate me, Nicolas. I'm not going anywhere."

As the confrontation continued, the crowd grew larger, drawn by the drama unfolding before them. I could feel the weight of their stares, and I knew that I had to put an end to the spectacle.

"Please," I begged, my voice barely audible.

"Just stop this. It's not worth it."

But my pleas fell on deaf ears, as they lunged at each other, their fists flying in a blur of motion. The sound of their punches connecting echoed through the air, and I winced at the violence of their actions.

I tried to step between them, to physically force them apart, but their strength was overwhelming. I was no match for their fury, and I was quickly pushed aside, my heart pounding in my chest.

As the brawl continued, it was as if time slowed down. I could see the beads of sweat forming on their foreheads, the way their muscles strained with each punch thrown. I could hear the ragged breaths they took, the grunts of pain and exertion as they fought for dominance.

The smell of blood and sweat filled my nostrils, and I could taste the bitterness of my own fear on my tongue. I felt helpless, unable to stop the violence unfolding before me.

The crowd, once enthralled by the spectacle, began to murmur with concern.

"Someone should do something," I heard one woman whisper, her voice filled with worry.

As I watched the two men I cared for so deeply tearing each other apart, I couldn't help but feel responsible for their pain. It was my actions, my indecision, that had led them to this point.

My mind raced, searching for a solution, a way to put an end to the senseless violence. But as their punches continued to rain down, each one more brutal than the last, I felt a sense of despair creeping in.

The guilt and pain were overwhelming, and all I wanted was to be alone. I pulled away from the fight, my voice barely audible as I choked out, "I'm sorry, I need to go."

I left them brawling, my heart heavy with the weight of my actions. As I made my way home, tears streamed down my face, and I was consumed by guilt.

"Why did I let this happen?" I asked myself, trying to make sense of the tangled web of emotions that had ensnared me.

"How could I have been so selfish, so thoughtless?"

As I lay in bed that night, I was plagued by remorse. I knew that I had hurt Nicolas deeply, and the thought of causing him pain was almost too much to bear. At the same time, I couldn't deny my feelings for Dr. Jones, who had been nothing but supportive and caring.

My mind raced, trying to find a solution to the impossible situation I had created.

"What do I do now?" I wondered, my heart aching with indecision.


Chapter 10
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For the next three days, I was absent from work, unable to face Nicolas or my colleagues. I spent my days holed up in my apartment, feeling lost and overwhelmed by the weight of guilt and self-loathing.

My thoughts were a constant swirl of regret and confusion, and it seemed as though every decision I had made had only led to more pain and heartache.

Eventually, I realized that I needed to make a change. I couldn't continue down this path any longer, and I needed to take responsibility for my actions.

With a heavy heart, I made the difficult decision to resign from my job and apologize to Nicolas for everything I had put him through.

As I prepared to face the consequences of my actions, I checked my phone for any missed messages. To my shock, I found a text from Dr. Jones that made my blood run cold. It read, "I'm just using Eve to get the transgender market, there's nothing to be jealous about."

My heart dropped, and a wave of nausea washed over me as I realized the text had been meant for someone else—perhaps, Dr. Jones' girlfriend. The betrayal I felt was indescribable, and I struggled to breathe as the enormity of the situation hit me.

I couldn't believe that I had fallen for his charm and allowed myself to be used in such a cruel, manipulative way. The anger that bubbled up inside me was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I knew I couldn't let him get away with it.

Shaking with rage, I dialed Dr. Jones' number, my fingers trembling as I pressed the call button. When he answered the phone, I could barely contain my fury.

"How could you?" I screamed, my voice raw with emotion.

"How could you use me like this?"

He stammered, clearly caught off guard by my anger.

"Eve, I—I don't know what you're talking about. That message wasn't meant for you—"

"Exactly!" I shouted, cutting him off.

"It wasn't meant for me, but now I know the truth. I know that you've been using me this entire time!"

The silence that followed was deafening, and I could practically feel him squirming on the other end of the line.

"I'm sorry, Eve," he finally said, his voice barely audible.

"I never meant for you to find out like this."

"You're sorry?" I spat, my voice dripping with disdain.

"You think an apology will fix this?"

The conversation continued, but my anger only grew. As I confronted Dr. Jones, I couldn't help but think of Nicolas, of the hurt I had caused him for even considering a relationship with Dr. Jones. I felt like a worthless person, someone who had let her heart be swayed by empty promises and superficial charm.

After hanging up on the snake, I crumbled to the floor, my body wracked with sobs. I couldn't believe how foolish I had been, how easily I had allowed myself to be manipulated. The pain of my betrayal was almost too much to bear, and I struggled to pick up the pieces of my shattered heart.

The morning I decided to go back to work, I was filled with a mix of emotions. Anxiety gnawed at me as I prepared myself, knowing that I had to face the consequences of my actions. With a heavy heart, I got dressed, applied minimal makeup, and left my apartment.

As I walked into the clinic, I was greeted by Kayla. Her eyes widened with surprise when she saw me, and she couldn't hide the concern in her voice.

"Eve, where have you been? I’ve been worried about you!"

I hesitated, not wanting to reveal the whole truth.

"I... I was sick," I murmured, unable to meet her gaze.

She studied me for a moment, clearly not convinced by my explanation.

"Are you feeling better now?" she asked softly.

I nodded, forcing a smile onto my face. "Yes, thank you."

With a sigh, I asked, "Where's Dr. Stephens? I need to talk to him."

She pointed towards Nicolas' office, and I steeled myself for the confrontation that was sure to come. As I approached the door, I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, a mixture of fear and determination coursing through my veins.

I knocked softly before entering, my breath catching in my throat as I saw him sitting at his desk, his face still bruised from the brawl with Dr. Jones. The sight of his injuries made my heart ache, and I felt the weight of my guilt pressing down on me like a heavy stone.

"Nicolas…" I said, my voice shaking slightly.

"I... I came to apologize for everything."
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He looked up, his eyes cold and distant.

"Apologize?" he asked, his voice filled with bitterness.

"Do you think an apology can fix what you've done?"

Tears filled my eyes, but I fought to keep them from spilling over.

"I know I can't change the past, but I want to make things right. Please, let me explain."

I slowly dropped to my knees, the cold tile floor sending shivers up my spine as I bowed my head in supplication. My tears finally began to fall, and I sobbed, my whole body shaking with the force of my emotions.

"I'm so sorry, Nicolas," I whispered, my voice barely audible through my tears.

"I never meant to hurt you like this. I was selfish and foolish, and I let myself be blinded by Dr. Jones' lies. I... I never meant to betray you."

For a moment, there was silence, and I held my breath, waiting for his response. But he never looked at me—not even the way I shook his body compelled him to turn his head my way. Feeling like a fool, I slowly stood up.

“I… I think it’s best if I quit my job…”

When he finally spoke, his voice was cold and devoid of any emotion.

"Yes, good idea," he said, the finality in his tone cutting me to the core.

He turned away from me, his body language making it clear that he had no interest in hearing any more of my apologies. I felt a deep sense of despair settle over me, as I realized that there was no hope of salvaging our relationship.

With a heavy heart, I left his office, knowing that I had lost him forever. As I walked out of the clinic for the last time, I couldn't help but feel a profound sense of loss, as though a piece of my heart had been ripped away.

Six months had passed since the incident at the clinic, and my life had changed in ways I could never have imagined. I stood in front of the mirror, tracing my fingers over the places where my fillers once were, a mixture of relief and longing in my heart. The effects of the hormones I'd been taking hadn't dissipated, and my hair had grown long and lustrous. But as I stared at my reflection, I couldn't help but miss my Coca-Cola body and the fullness of my breasts.

I let out a bitter laugh, joking to myself, "Maybe I should've gotten my fillers retouched before I caused all that drama." But the laughter faded quickly, replaced by a deep sense of longing as I thought of Nicolas and all the kindness he had shown me.

I closed my eyes and allowed myself to remember every little detail—the way he always made me feel special, the way he'd randomly kiss me out of nowhere and say nice things, his silly jokes, his smell, the taste of his lips, the way he made me feel like a natural woman. A small, wistful smile formed on my lips as I wondered if I would ever meet someone like him again.

As I stood there, lost in my thoughts, I suddenly realized that I shouldn't be focusing on fillers and the past. I needed to find a new job so I could pay my rent and move forward with my life.

With renewed determination, I sat down at my computer and began searching for job openings. I browsed through countless listings, my heart sinking with each rejection email or lack of response.

But then, one day, I stumbled across a job posting that caught my eye. It was for a position at St. Helena's Hospital, and it was exactly what I had been looking for—a chance to use my education in the medical field to pursue my passion for helping others.

As I read through the job description, I felt a spark of hope ignite within me. This was the opportunity I had been waiting for, the chance to start fresh and build a new life for myself. I quickly put together my application, my fingers flying across the keyboard as I poured my heart and soul into my cover letter.

Days later, I received an email inviting me for an interview. My heart leaped with joy, and I spent hours preparing, researching the hospital and practicing my answers to potential interview questions.

On the day of the interview, I dressed in my most professional attire, took a deep breath, and walked into the hospital, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead. The hospital was a bustling place, filled with the sounds of beeping machines and hushed conversations. The scent of disinfectant and the sterile, white walls were a stark contrast to the cozy atmosphere of the clinic I had once worked in.
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During the interview, I did my best to convey my passion for helping others and my desire to work in the medical field. I spoke about my experiences with Dr. Stephens and how they had inspired me to pursue a career in healthcare. The interviewers seemed impressed, nodding and smiling as I spoke.

As I walked out of the hospital, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in myself. I had taken control of my life and was moving forward, despite the pain and heartache of my past.

Over the next few weeks, I waited anxiously for a response from the hospital. Each day felt like an eternity, as I checked my email obsessively, hoping for good news.

Finally, the day came when I received an email from St. Helena's Hospital. My heart raced as I opened it, praying that it would contain the words I longed to hear. And there they were—I had been offered the position.

My first day at St. Helena's Hospital had finally arrived, and my heart raced with a mixture of excitement and nerves as I entered the building. I took a deep breath, reminding myself that this was the fresh start I had been longing for, and that I had earned my place here.

The hiring manager greeted me with a warm smile and led me down the pristine hallways, introducing me to my new colleagues along the way. I met doctors and nurses who welcomed me with open arms, their kindness and camaraderie easing my nerves.

As we continued our tour, the hiring manager brought me into a conference room where a group of medical professionals had gathered. My eyes scanned the room, taking in the sea of white coats and scrubs, when suddenly I spotted a familiar face – Dr. Stephens.

My heart skipped a beat as our eyes met, and for a moment, it felt like time had stopped. I could see the surprise and disbelief in his eyes, but before he could say anything, the hiring manager stepped forward.

"Everyone, I'd like to introduce one of our new nurses, Eve," she announced, gesturing toward me. The room erupted in applause, and I felt my cheeks flush with pride.

The hiring manager turned to Dr. Stephens, who was still standing in the doorway, his eyes locked on mine.

"Dr. Stephens, I don't believe you two have met. Eve, this is Dr. Nicolas Stephens, one of our resident doctors studying in our neurosurgery program."

I felt a lump form in my throat, my emotions threatening to overwhelm me. I managed to choke out a soft, "Hello, Nicolas," my voice barely audible.

The hiring manager's eyes narrowed, her gaze flicking between us.

"Do you know each other?" she commented, her tone curious.
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Before I could respond, Nicolas closed the distance between us and, without a word, wrapped his arms around me and pressed his lips against mine. The room went silent, the air thick with shock and anticipation.

As our lips met, I felt a rush of emotions—surprise, longing, and most of all, love. In that moment, it felt like all the heartache and pain of the past had been washed away, replaced by the warmth and comfort of Nicolas's embrace.

“I’m so sorry, I—”

“Shh, it’s okay, forget about that,” he said—absorbing all the warmth from my body. Shortly after, he pulled away, his eyes filled with a fierce determination as he addressed the hiring manager. "Yes," he said, his voice strong and steady.

"And I can't wait to know her better."

The room burst into cheers and applause, the atmosphere electric with excitement and happiness. My colleagues clapped us on the back—their smiles wide and genuine.

As I stood there, wrapped in his arms and surrounded by the love and support of my new colleagues, I couldn't help but feel that everything had fallen into place. Despite the trials and tribulations of the past, I had finally found my place in the world, in his arms.

As the celebration continued, I glanced up at him, my heart swelling with gratitude and love. He looked back at me, his eyes shining with a mixture of joy and relief, and I knew that together, we could face whatever challenges lay ahead.

In that moment, I made a silent promise to myself—no matter what happened, I would never again take the love and kindness of Nicolas for granted.
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“I love you so much, Eve. The past 6 months felt really empty without you.”

“Oh, Nicolas, I love you more, you have no idea.”

As the cheers of my colleagues filled the air, I leaned into his embrace, our hearts beating in sync. I knew that this was just the beginning of a new chapter in our lives, one filled with hope, love, and the promise of a better future.


Epilogue
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Over the next five years, our lives blossomed in ways we could have never imagined. Nicolas completed his residency and studies and became a neurosurgeon, while I found my true calling working at the hospital, eventually setting aside my aspirations to become a nutritionist.

Our love grew stronger with each passing day, and we settled into a comfortable, happy life together.
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One evening, as I prepared for an upcoming breast augmentation surgery, I found myself rummaging through a stack of x-ray results.

As I sifted through the images, I noticed a small, velvet box hidden between the sheets. My heart skipped a beat as I carefully picked it up, my hands shaking with anticipation. I opened the box, and there, nestled inside, was a stunning diamond ring, its facets catching the light and sending shimmering rainbows across the room.

At that moment, Nicolas appeared, his eyes filled with love and hope. He walked over to me, his movements slow and deliberate, and dropped to one knee before me.

"Eve," he began, his voice thick with emotion, "these past five years have been the best of my life. You've brought me more joy and happiness than I ever thought possible, and I can't imagine a future without you by my side."

He took a deep breath, his gaze never leaving mine.

"Eve, will you marry me? Will you be my partner, my confidante, and my best friend for the rest of our lives?"

Tears welled up in my eyes, my heart swelling with love and gratitude. "Yes," I whispered, my voice choked with emotion.

"Yes, Nicolas, I will marry you."

He slid the ring onto my finger, its cool metal encircling my hand like a promise of eternal love. We embraced, our hearts beating in unison, as the weight of the moment settled over us.

In that instant, I knew that our love had triumphed over adversity, and that our future together was brighter and more beautiful than anything we could have ever dreamed.

The End <3

Did you enjoy The Doctor Is In? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Gurl Next Door

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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 The Feminization Bible V2


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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Other Titles
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“I’m used to being called Atty. Cooper but why does Ms. Cooper make my heart flutter?”

Read Girthy Girl
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl
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“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Doctor Is In – Filled and Feminized by a Hunky Doctor.

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 it on Kindle.

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 | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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FREE SISSY mosoox

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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