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Introduction

“What have you done to me!? Why am I starting to look like a girl?”

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

∞∞∞

I thought hiring a new housekeeper after my former got pregnant would make my life easier. Juliette Briggs came highly recommended—calm, efficient, and exactly what I needed to bring order to my home. But from the moment she arrived, things began to change.

I felt different. My skin softened, my emotions shifted, and a strange sense of femininity crept into my everyday life. The harder I fought it, the deeper I was drawn into her mysterious influence.

I turned to Marcus, my long-time gardener, for support, but as our bond grew, so did my confusion about who I really was. By the time I realized the full extent of Juliette’s magic, it was too late to turn back. The only question left was whether I’d embrace the woman I was becoming—and whether Marcus would still be there by my side when I did.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, 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 Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

MY ESTATE HAD ALWAYS BEEN my safe space—a place where control ruled every corner, every detail. From the sleek, minimalist interior to the perfectly manicured grounds, everything about my life was measured and precise. That’s how I liked it. Success didn’t come from chaos; it came from order, from discipline. And no one exemplified that more than Marcus Graham, my long-time gardener.
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Marcus had worked for me for over a decade, tending to the vast gardens that surrounded my estate. Our relationship was simple. He did his job efficiently, and I paid him well. It wasn’t a friendship, but there was a mutual respect between us. He was dependable, meticulous with his work, and—most importantly—he knew how to stay out of my way.

While my colleagues in the business world entertained themselves with lavish parties and constant socializing, I valued my solitude. I needed the quiet, the routine. It allowed me to focus on my work—investing, managing accounts, pulling the strings that kept my firm on top. I wasn’t the kind of man who needed people around to feel important. Quite the opposite. People only complicated things.

That solitude had always worked in my favor—until the day Juliette Briggs arrived.

I hired Juliette after a glowing recommendation from an old acquaintance. Her resume was impressive, and her references impeccable. But the moment she walked through the front door, I felt something shift. There was an aura around her, something calm but powerful, like she could command the room with just her presence. I couldn’t shake the feeling that she knew something I didn’t.

I brushed it off, convincing myself that I was being ridiculous. She was here to clean, to manage the estate, not to disrupt my carefully constructed life. And at first, she did exactly that. The house had never been cleaner. Every surface gleamed, every corner was spotless. Juliette seemed to know exactly what needed to be done, often before I even realized it.

What unnerved me, though, was how little I saw her actually working. The house would be spotless when I returned from work, but I never seemed to catch her in the act. She moved through the estate with an eerie quietness, almost as if she were a ghost. I would hear the faintest sound of humming from the kitchen or the swish of her skirt down the hallway, but whenever I turned, she was already gone.

At first, I was impressed by her efficiency. I appreciated people who could do their jobs without needing constant supervision. But as the days went on, I began to feel... watched. There was a presence in the house that I couldn’t explain, a feeling that something was always just out of sight, lurking in the shadows.
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Then came the cat.

I found the black cat one evening while I was going over paperwork in my study. He appeared suddenly, sitting in the doorway with his sleek fur shimmering in the dim light. His eyes, golden and unblinking, stared at me with an intensity that made my skin crawl.

I wasn’t a superstitious man by any means, but something about the cat unnerved me. I asked Juliette about it the next day.

“That’s Shadow,” she said with a faint smile. “He’s taken a liking to the house.”

“Is he yours?” I asked, feeling the unease creep back into my voice.

Juliette shook her head. “No, but he seems to enjoy the space, just like I do.”

Her words, though casual, stuck with me. The cat had started appearing more frequently after that. I’d find him perched on the windowsill when I woke up, or lounging on the armchair in the living room. He was always there, watching with those piercing yellow eyes.

The changes around the house grew more unsettling. One morning, I noticed that my suits, which I always left hanging in a specific way, had been rearranged. The ties were knotted differently, and the jacket sleeves were rolled up neatly, as if someone had taken great care to handle them. I hadn’t asked Juliette to touch them, yet here they were, arranged as if by some unseen hand.

I tried to brush it off, thinking I must have simply forgotten that I’d moved them myself. But the sense of something off continued to grow. It wasn’t just my suits. My desk, which was always cluttered with papers and reports, suddenly became impeccably organized overnight. Pens that had been scattered were now aligned perfectly in a row. Documents I hadn’t yet read were sorted into neat piles.

When I tried to catch Juliette in the act of cleaning, she was never there. It was as if the house cleaned itself, leaving no trace of her work. The more I thought about it, the more I realized how little I actually saw her. She seemed to glide through the house like a shadow, leaving everything pristine in her wake.

One afternoon, Marcus was working in the garden as usual, trimming the hedges. I watched him through my office window, feeling a strange sense of envy. He lived in simplicity, unburdened by the complexities that seemed to be invading my life. His work was tangible, his results immediate. I envied his ability to find peace in the soil, in the plants.

I stepped outside, needing to feel the fresh air on my skin, and approached him.

“Marcus,” I said, my voice steady, “how long have you been with me now?”

He looked up from his work, wiping the sweat from his brow. “Twelve years, sir.”

“Twelve years,” I repeated, nodding. “You’ve seen a lot of changes around here.”

“A few, yes,” he said, his tone neutral. “But nothing like lately.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

He stood up, leaning on his spade. “There’s something different about the house. It’s... quieter.”

I frowned. “Quieter?”

He nodded, his eyes narrowing slightly as if trying to find the right words. “It’s like it’s... alive. The plants, the house... it all feels different. Not bad, just different.”

I didn’t respond right away. His words echoed what I had been feeling, though I hadn’t been able to articulate it myself. There was a life to the house now, a hum of energy that hadn’t been there before Juliette arrived.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said finally, though the words felt hollow.

Marcus shrugged. “Just something I’ve noticed.”

He returned to his work, leaving me standing there, feeling more unsettled than before.
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That night, I found myself pacing through the halls, unable to sleep. Shadow followed me, his soft paw steps barely audible on the hardwood floors. Every time I turned, his golden eyes were fixed on me, watching, waiting. I stopped in front of the mirror in the hallway, catching a glimpse of my reflection.

Something was different.

I leaned in closer, studying my face. My skin seemed smoother, my features softer. The sharp angles that had once defined my face appeared to be rounding out, as if the tension in my muscles had melted away. I blinked, stepping back from the mirror, but the reflection remained the same.

I glanced down at Shadow, who sat at my feet, his tail swishing back and forth.

“What the hell is happening?” I muttered, but the cat offered no answer.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE CHANGES WERE subtle at first. I didn’t notice them right away, not until they became impossible to ignore. My morning routine had always been strict—wake up at 6 a.m., a cold shower, a quick glance at the financial markets, then coffee. But lately, even that seemed... off. I would step out of the shower and catch myself in the bathroom mirror, noticing things that didn’t quite make sense.

My skin, once rough from stress and long hours at the office, now felt smoother. It wasn’t just the water softener or better soap. It was different. When I ran my hand over my face, there was no stubble.

My jawline, normally sharp and defined, looked softer, the angles less pronounced. I chalked it up to stress—maybe my eyes were playing tricks on me after too many long nights. But every day, the changes seemed more noticeable.

I began paying closer attention to my voice, too. Occasionally, in the middle of a phone call or a conversation with Marcus, I’d catch my tone slipping into a higher pitch, something unfamiliar. It would happen so quickly that I could almost convince myself it was nothing, a momentary lapse. But the more it happened, the harder it became to dismiss.

Marcus, always the steady presence in my life, seemed to be the only constant. His work in the garden continued without interruption, and I found myself lingering longer during our brief exchanges.

Normally, our interactions were short and to the point. But lately, I felt more comfortable around him, more... at ease.

One afternoon, as I stood on the terrace watching Marcus trim the hedges, I noticed something strange. The familiar sense of control I always held over my surroundings seemed to wane when I was with him. It wasn’t unpleasant—quite the opposite. His calm, grounded nature felt like a tether, something I needed more than I was willing to admit.

“Marcus,” I called, stepping down from the terrace.
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He looked up from his work, wiping his hands on a rag. “Yes, sir?”

I paused, unsure of what I wanted to say. I had always been confident, in control, but now I felt... hesitant. “Have you noticed anything strange around here? About the house, about me?”

He raised an eyebrow, his eyes searching mine. “Strange? How do you mean?”

I glanced back at the house, as if expecting to see something out of place. “I don’t know. It’s hard to explain. Small things. Like... changes.”

He shrugged, his brow furrowed slightly. “The garden looks the same to me, sir. But...” He hesitated, his gaze lingering on me. “You do seem... different lately.”

“Different?” I repeated, the word hanging in the air between us.

He nodded, choosing his words carefully. “I’ve worked here a long time. You’ve always been... a certain way. But lately, it seems like you’re... softer. Less on edge.”

The way he said it made me uneasy. He wasn’t talking about just my personality; he was talking about something else, something deeper. But I couldn’t bring myself to press him further. The truth was, I didn’t want to know what he thought. Because if he noticed the changes, then they were real.

And that was a reality I wasn’t ready to confront.

“Just tired, maybe,” I muttered unconvincingly, brushing it off.

“Work’s been a lot lately.”

He nodded, not pushing the subject. “If you need anything, you know where to find me.”

I thanked him and retreated back into the house, my thoughts swirling. As I walked through the halls, Shadow appeared, as he often did, padding silently alongside me. The cat had become a fixture in my life, always appearing at odd moments.

I’d find him staring at me from across the room, his golden eyes following my every move. And whenever I caught sight of myself in a mirror, there he was, sitting in the background, almost as if he were urging me to look closer.

One evening, after yet another disorienting day of noticing things I couldn’t explain, I stood in front of my bedroom mirror, examining my reflection. My skin had definitely changed—softer, smoother, with a faint glow that hadn’t been there before. I rubbed my hand across my face again, marveling at the lack of stubble. I hadn’t shaved in two days, but there was no sign of hair growth.

Not even a shadow of it.

I glanced down at the cat, who sat on the floor, watching me with that unnerving intensity. His presence made me feel exposed, like he could see things I couldn’t. As I stood there, staring at my reflection, a strange thought occurred to me—what if these changes weren’t natural?

My mind raced back to Juliette. She had been the catalyst for everything. The day she arrived, things had started shifting. Her presence in the house, her calm, almost ethereal demeanor, had felt off from the start. I needed answers.

I sought her out the next day, determined to confront her, though I wasn’t entirely sure what I would say. I found her in the kitchen, preparing tea with her usual quiet grace.

“Juliette,” I said, my voice firmer than I felt. “I need to talk to you.”

She looked up from her task, her expression serene.
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“Of course, Mr. Lowes. What is it?”

I hesitated, the words catching in my throat. “Something’s been happening. To me, to the house. Changes. I don’t know how to explain it, but... you must have noticed.”

She didn’t seem surprised. She set the teapot down, folding her hands neatly in front of her. “What kind of changes, sir?”

I struggled to put it into words. “My skin. My voice. Everything feels different, like I’m not... myself. And Shadow—he’s always there, always watching.”

Her eyes flicked to the black cat sitting on the kitchen counter, as if considering something. “You’ve been under a lot of stress, Mr. Lowes. It’s natural to feel different when life becomes overwhelming.”

I frowned, unsatisfied with her answer. “That doesn’t make sense. It’s something else.”

She smiled, that soft, knowing smile that only added to my frustration. “Sometimes, when we’re too close to a situation, we can’t see the full picture. You’ve been focused on your work, on controlling your life. Perhaps these changes are your body’s way of telling you to let go, to relax.”

Her words, though spoken gently, grated against my nerves. “Let go? What are you talking about?”

She stepped closer, her voice calm and soothing. “You’ve always held everything so tightly, Mr. Lowes. Your estate, your work, your life. Maybe it’s time to trust that things can unfold as they’re meant to.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but something about the way she spoke—the way her words seemed to slip through my defenses—made it impossible to argue. Instead, I found myself nodding, even though I didn’t fully believe her.

She smiled again, satisfied with my silence. “Why don’t you take the day to rest? Everything will feel clearer after some time away.”

I left the kitchen, feeling more confused than before. As I made my way back to my office, Shadow followed, his silent presence a constant reminder that nothing in my life was as it seemed.

The rest of the day passed in a blur. I tried to focus on work, but my thoughts kept drifting back to my reflection in the mirror, to Juliette’s cryptic words, and to the unsettling feeling that my world was slowly unraveling. And through it all, Marcus’s steady presence lingered in the back of my mind.

By the time the sun began to set, I realized I hadn’t seen Marcus all day. Normally, he’d finish his work in the garden and check in with me before leaving for the evening, but today, there had been no sign of him. For reasons I couldn’t quite explain, that unsettled me more than anything else.

The house, usually a source of pride and stability, now felt like a foreign space—one I could no longer trust. And with Shadow watching me from the corner of the room, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was no longer alone in my own life.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I TRIED TO IGNORE the changes but they were becoming undeniable. Days blurred together as I lost my grip on the normalcy I once clung to. Juliette’s influence had seeped into every corner of my life, as subtle as a breeze but as unrelenting as a storm.

At first, it was the clothes. Each morning, I would find something new laid out for me. The loungewear, which was a silk kaftan as Juliette had suggested, became my go-to attire in the evenings. The soft fabrics caressed my skin, easing the tension from long days. It was comfortable, sure, but something about it felt wrong. I’d catch glimpses of myself in the mirror, my body enveloped in loose, flowing fabric, and I no longer recognized the person staring back.
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Days turned into weeks, and the physical changes started to accelerate. My face had been softening for some time, but now it wasn’t just my cheeks or jawline. My hair—once short, neatly trimmed—had begun to grow at an unnatural rate. In the mornings, I would stare in the mirror as my hair fell past my ears, brushing against my collar. Each day, it grew longer, thicker, its texture softer.

Juliette noticed, of course. She always noticed.

“I see your hair is growing out quite nicely, Mr. Lowes,” she said one afternoon, as she poured me a cup of tea. “Perhaps you’d like me to help style it for you? It would be more manageable that way.”

I hesitated. “No, I think it’s fine as it is,” I muttered, though I could feel the strands tickling the back of my neck. It was getting harder to ignore.

She simply smiled, always calm, always in control. “As you wish.”

The changes didn’t stop there. One morning, I woke up with a strange heaviness in my chest. The moment I stood in front of the mirror, my breath caught in my throat. Small mounds had begun to form under my nipples. It was subtle at first, barely noticeable, but over the next few days, they grew more pronounced. My chest was changing, swelling into small, feminine breasts.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed answers, something concrete to explain why my body was betraying me like this.

“I need to see a doctor,” I blurted out to Juliette one evening, my voice shaky with fear.

“Something’s wrong with me.”

Juliette looked up from the book she had been reading, her expression serene as ever. “A doctor, Mr. Lowes? I don’t think that’s necessary.”

I shook my head, pacing in front of her. “No, you don’t understand. My chest—my hair—everything is changing. This isn’t normal! I need to figure out what’s happening.”

She set the book down and approached me slowly, her hands clasped in front of her. “You’re under a great deal of stress,” she said softly, her voice like a lullaby. “Your body is simply responding to that stress. I can make you some tea—it will help you relax.”

I clenched my fists. “Tea isn’t going to fix this, Juliette! I need medical help. Something is seriously wrong with me.”

But she didn’t flinch, didn’t show any sign of concern. Instead, she moved to the kitchen, preparing the tea as if I hadn’t just poured my heart out. She moved with such grace, such certainty, that it unnerved me. When she returned, she held out a cup, her eyes meeting mine with that familiar, calming intensity.
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“Drink this,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument. “It will ease your worries.”

I hesitated for a moment but, against my better judgment, I took the cup from her. My hands trembled as I lifted it to my lips. The tea was warm, soothing, and as soon as I drank it, the panic I had been feeling started to melt away. I sank into the nearest chair, my head swimming with thoughts I could no longer grasp.

“Everything will be fine,” she murmured, her voice washing over me like a wave. “You’re just going through a stressful time.”

I wanted to argue, to fight back, but the tea had already worked its magic. My eyelids grew heavy, and before I knew it, I was drifting into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The next morning, the changes were even more pronounced.

My breasts had grown fuller, rounding out into small but noticeable mounds. The skin was tender to the touch, the weight unfamiliar and unsettling. I stood in front of the mirror, my hands trembling as I traced the curves of my chest.

How could this be happening to me?

What had I done to deserve this?

And then there was my waist. It had begun to pull in, the once straight lines of my torso now curving gently inward, giving my body a more feminine shape. My hips, too, were softening, widening ever so slightly. My trousers no longer fit as they used to, and I was forced to wear the kaftan that Juliette had so conveniently provided.

I felt trapped, my body spiraling out of control while my mind screamed for help. I needed to resist, to take back control. But every time I thought about confronting her again, I was overwhelmed by the strange sense of calm she exuded, as if all of this was perfectly natural, as if I was the one who was overreacting.

Marcus noticed the changes too. How could he not?

One afternoon, as we stood in the garden, I caught him staring at me. His eyes lingered on my chest for just a moment before he looked away, his expression unreadable.

“Marcus,” I began, my voice softer than usual. “Have you... noticed anything different about me?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he continued pruning the roses, his movements steady and precise. Finally, he glanced at me, his gaze filled with something I couldn’t quite place.

“You’re… different,” he said simply.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “Different how?”

He wiped his hands on a rag, stepping closer to me. His presence, usually comforting, now felt charged with something else, something I couldn’t define. “You’ve changed. I don’t know what it is, but you’re starting to look like a woman.”

My breath caught in my throat. I wanted to deny it, to tell him that everything was fine. But how could I? The evidence was staring me in the face every time I looked in the mirror.

“I don’t know what’s happening to me,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “It’s like... my body is changing, and I can’t stop it.”

He didn’t say anything for a long moment. Then, to my surprise, he reached out, his hand resting gently on my arm. “You don’t have to go through this alone,” he said quietly. “I’m here if you need me.”

His touch sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of comfort and something else—something I wasn’t ready to confront. I nodded, unable to find the words to respond. There was something about his presence that grounded me, that made the chaos in my mind feel more manageable. But at the same time, it confused me.

I’d never fantasized about being with a man but my feelings toward him were changing, just as my body was.
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The days passed in a blur, each one bringing more changes that I couldn’t ignore. My hair now reached my shoulders, the soft waves framing my face in a way that felt strangely... right. My breasts had grown fuller, and the curves of my body were becoming more pronounced with each passing day. I was transforming, and no matter how hard I tried to fight it, the changes continued to accelerate.

I wanted to go to a doctor, to find someone who could explain what was happening to me. But every time I tried, Juliette was there, soothing me, calming me with her words and her tea. She had an uncanny ability to make my panic disappear, to make me question whether I was overreacting. It was like she was always one step ahead, guiding me toward something I couldn’t see.

One morning, I stood in front of the mirror, staring at my reflection. The person looking back at me was unrecognizable. My once masculine features had softened completely, my body now undeniably feminine. I ran my fingers through my long, flowing hair, my hands trembling as I touched the unfamiliar curves of my body.

Shadow appeared at my feet, his golden eyes watching me intently. He had become a constant presence during these moments, as if he were waiting for me to accept what I had become. I knelt down, my hands shaking as I stroked his sleek fur. “What’s happening to me?” I whispered, my voice breaking.

Shadow blinked slowly, his gaze steady and unyielding.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE ESTATE FELT BOTH LIKE a sanctuary and a prison. Sprawling gardens stretched as far as the eye could see, meticulously maintained hedgerows that bordered a maze of walking paths. Marble statues and fountains dotted the landscape, casting long shadows over the emerald grass. From the windows of the mansion, I could see the neatly pruned rose gardens Marcus spent his days tending, his body always moving in sync with the natural world around him.

But inside, in the silent halls and the echoing chambers, I was trapped. The ornate chandeliers that glittered overhead now felt oppressive, the grand furniture I once admired seemed foreign. Everything reminded me of what I had lost control of.

It had been days since I had tried to fire Juliette, and the sense of defeat clung to me like damp air in a storm. Each room in the mansion seemed darker now, even when sunlight filtered through the high windows. The rich tapestries on the walls, the gold-rimmed mirrors, everything carried a weight that made my chest tighten.

I felt like a stranger in my own home, like an interloper in the very life I had built. I needed to get outside, to clear my head. The air inside suffocated me, but I knew who would be out there. Marcus.

I found him by the garden’s edge, his body glistening with sweat as he trimmed the rose bushes under the late afternoon sun. His shirt clung to his broad back, the muscles beneath shifting and straining with each movement. The rhythmic snip of the shears and the rustle of leaves were the only sounds, a stark contrast to the storm of thoughts swirling in my mind.

I stopped a few feet away, watching him work. For a moment, I simply observed, as I had many times before, though this time, it felt different. I couldn’t deny it anymore—something inside me had shifted. My body was different, yes, but my feelings... my feelings for Marcus were changing too.

They were growing, pulling me closer to him, filling me with emotions I hadn’t known I was capable of.

“Marcus,” I finally called out, my voice softer than I intended.

He turned, wiping the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. His eyes met mine, and for a moment, we simply stared at each other. His presence was grounding, solid in a world that was quickly slipping through my fingers.

“You look... tired,” he said, his brow furrowed with concern.

“Are you alright?”

I wasn’t. I hadn’t been for days. But I didn’t know how to explain that to him. Instead, I moved closer, the gravel beneath my shoes crunching with each step.

“I need to talk to you. I need to show you something.”

His expression shifted to one of curiosity mixed with apprehension. He nodded, stepping away from the roses and wiping his hands on a rag. “Alright, let’s talk.”

Without another word, I turned and led him inside, back toward the mansion. As we stepped into the cool marble foyer, the temperature change was stark—almost jarring. The silence inside the house swallowed us whole as we walked through the corridors, Marcus trailing behind me. My pulse quickened with every step. I knew what I was about to do, but the thought of it filled me with both dread and anticipation.

We reached the sitting room—an opulent space with high ceilings and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the garden. The sunlight poured in, bathing the room in golden light. I stood by the mirror, avoiding my reflection, my hands trembling slightly as I unbuttoned the loose shirt I had been wearing. The silk slid down my shoulders, and I caught Marcus’s shocked gasp as he took in the sight of me.
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I wasn’t Ethan anymore, not really.

My body had transformed in ways that were impossible to ignore. My breasts, full and soft, pressed against the delicate lace of the undergarment Juliette had insisted I wear. My waist had pulled in, and my hips had widened into a gentle curve that no longer fit the image of the man Marcus had known for years.

His mouth parted, but no words came out. He just stared, his hands falling limply to his sides.

“Ethan...” he began, his voice thick with confusion.

“I thought it was just your face but this… what’s happening to you?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered, clutching the fabric of my shirt in my hands. “Everything’s changing, Marcus. My body, my mind—I feel like I’m losing myself. I don’t know who I am anymore.”

He took a step closer, his eyes wide with shock, but there was something else in them too—something that sent a shiver down my spine. He looked at me like he was seeing me for the first time, not as the man he had worked for all these years, but as someone... different.

Someone new.

His gaze lingered on my chest, on the soft curves that had taken shape there. He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “You have...”

“Breasts,” I finished for him. “I can’t stop it.”

He reached out as if to touch me, but his hand hovered in the air, uncertain. The room felt thick with tension, the air heavy with unspoken words. For a moment, we were both frozen, caught in the weight of what was happening.

“Who did this to you?” he asked, his voice strained.

“Juliette,” I breathed. “She’s done something to me. I’ve tried to stop it, but every time I resist, I feel like I’m sinking deeper. It’s like she’s controlling me, manipulating me.”

His face hardened. “We need to get you out of here.”

I shook my head, my pulse racing. “I’ve tried. You don’t understand. She’s... she’s inside my head. I can’t even think about leaving without feeling... trapped.”

He took a step closer, his hand finally resting on my bare shoulder. His touch sent a jolt of warmth through my body, a feeling so intense it nearly took my breath away. “We’ll find a way,” he said, his voice low and determined. “I’m not letting you go through this alone.”

His words were like a lifeline, and for a brief moment, I allowed myself to believe him. But as I looked down at my transformed body, I couldn’t shake the fear that it was already too late.

That night, I sat alone in my bedroom, the moonlight streaming through the windows casting long shadows across the room. Shadow, the black cat, was perched on the windowsill, watching me with those piercing golden eyes. He had become my silent companion in this strange journey, always there, always watching.

I ran my fingers through my hair—long, silky strands that now fell past my shoulders. It was impossible to deny the changes anymore. I had to face it. But the more I stared at myself in the mirror, the more I realized that I wasn’t afraid of what I saw. I was... curious.

Who was this person staring back at me?

This person with soft curves and gentle features?

The door creaked open, and Juliette stepped inside, her presence as commanding as ever. She didn’t speak at first, simply observing me with that knowing smile.

“You’re struggling,” she said softly, her voice a soothing melody.

“But you’re close to understanding.”

I turned to face her, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Understanding what?”

“That this is who you are,” she replied, stepping closer. “You’ve spent your whole life hiding from your true self. Now, you’re finally seeing the truth.”

“I didn’t ask for this,” I snapped, my hands balling into fists. “I didn’t ask for any of this!”

She smiled, her eyes glinting in the moonlight. “No, but it was always inside you, waiting to be set free.”

I felt the familiar wave of resistance rise within me, but before I could say anything more, she handed me a cup of tea—the same tea she always gave me when I felt most lost. “Drink this,” she said gently.

“It will help.”

I stared at the cup, my mind warring with itself. Part of me wanted to throw it across the room, to reject everything she had done to me. But another part of me—a part I didn’t fully understand—wanted to take the tea, to accept whatever was happening.
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With trembling hands, I took the cup and sipped. The warmth spread through my body, calming the storm in my mind. The resistance faded, and once again, I felt that strange sense of peace wash over me.

“Everything will be alright,” she whispered, her voice like a lullaby.

“You’re becoming who you were always meant to be.”

As the tea took hold, I sank deeper into the bed, my body heavy with exhaustion. I glanced toward the window, where Shadow still watched me, his eyes glowing in the darkness.

And as my eyelids grew heavy, I realized that maybe—just maybe—Juliette was right.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE MANSION LOOMED IN the golden light of late afternoon, casting long shadows across the grounds. Inside, it was eerily quiet, except for the occasional creak of the old wooden floors. I found myself standing in front of a mirror again, but instead of being scared… I found the changes oddly appealing.

I ran a hand through the silk strands of my hair, feeling their weight, the way they slid through my fingers. My body no longer felt like mine, but the shock that had once gripped me was slipping away, replaced by something I couldn’t quite name.

I should have fought harder.

I should have resisted more.

But instead, I found myself... drifting.

I turned, catching a glimpse of the maid's uniform Juliette had laid out on the bed, its black fabric stark against the pale linen sheets. It was delicate, feminine—too much for me to even consider wearing. And yet, I couldn't look away. It beckoned to me, like a silent promise of something both terrifying and thrilling.

Just as I reached out to touch the lace trim, there was a knock at the door. My heart leapt into my throat, and I quickly stepped away, my fingers trembling.

"Come in," I called, my voice shaky.

The door creaked open, and Marcus stepped inside, his presence filling the room with a sense of calm I desperately needed. His usual work clothes were damp with sweat from tending the grounds, and the earthy scent of the garden clung to him, grounding him in a way I longed to be grounded.
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"Ethan," he said, pausing as he took in the sight of me. His eyes softened when they landed on my face, on the hair that now cascaded down my back. "Did you get rid of her?"

A lump formed in my throat. "I… haven’t. It’s… hard."

He stepped closer, his brow furrowed with concern. "Has it gotten worse?"

I nodded, biting my lip to keep the tears at bay. "I don’t know how much longer I can fight this, Marcus. Juliette... she’s doing something to me. I tried to resist, but it’s like... it’s like I’m losing myself."

His eyes flicked toward the uniform on the bed, and his jaw clenched. "You don’t have to," he said quietly. "We’ll figure it out. We’ll find a way to get you back."

"I’m not sure I want to go back," I whispered, the words slipping out before I could stop them. As soon as they did, I felt my cheeks burn with shame.

How could I say that?

How could I even think it?

He was silent for a long moment, his gaze unreadable. When he finally spoke, his voice was low, careful. "What do you mean?"

I turned away from him, staring at my reflection again. "I don’t hate it. The changes... they don’t feel wrong, Marcus. I’m scared, but at the same time, there’s a part of me that... that likes it." My voice cracked on the last word, and I hated how vulnerable I sounded.

He stepped closer until I could feel the warmth radiating from his body, his breath on the back of my neck. "You don’t have to be scared," he said softly. "I’m here." His words, simple as they were, wrapped around me like a blanket.

For weeks, I had been fighting the inevitable, trying to hold onto the last scraps of who I used to be. But maybe it was time to stop fighting. Maybe Marcus was right—maybe I didn’t have to do this alone.

Without thinking, I turned to face him, my hand resting on his chest. His shirt was damp from his work in the garden, clinging to his muscular frame. For a moment, we just stood there, the air between us heavy with tension.

"Marcus," I whispered, my heart pounding. "I don’t know what’s happening to me."

“Ethan…”

“Please, don’t call me that. I… want you to call me Elena.”

There, that’s when I knew it wasn’t Juliette’s tea. The moment I blurted out the name, something within me felt like I just did the right thing.

He looked down at me, his eyes filled with something I couldn’t quite name. "Elena…" he said simply. "But you’re still you. I’ve known you for years, if that’s who you are now, I’ll be here, no matter who you become."

Hearing him say my new name sent a shiver down my spine. Elena. The name hung between us, and for the first time, it didn’t feel foreign. It felt like a name I could wear, a name that fit the person I was becoming.
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"I don’t deserve your kindness," I said, my voice trembling.

He shook his head, his hand gently tilting my chin so I was looking into his eyes. "You deserve more than you think."

I didn’t know what to say. His words, his touch—it was all too much, and yet, I wanted more. I wanted to feel something other than fear and confusion. I wanted to feel... alive.

Before I could stop myself, I leaned up and pressed my lips to his. The kiss was soft—nothing like I’d expected. For a moment, Marcus froze, his body tense against mine. But then, slowly, his arms wrapped around me, pulling me closer. His lips were warm, and the feeling of his strong hands on my back sent a jolt of electricity through me.

The kiss deepened, and I felt something stir inside me—a hunger, a need. But it wasn’t just physical. It was something deeper, something that had been building for weeks. When we finally pulled apart, both of us were breathless, our foreheads resting together.

"Elena," he whispered, his voice rough with emotion.

"I’m not going anywhere."

Tears filled my eyes as I buried my face in his chest. "I’m scared, Marcus. I don’t know what the future holds."

"Shh… you’re becoming who you were always meant to be," he said, his hand stroking my hair. "And I’ll be right here with you, no matter what."

We stayed like that for what felt like hours, wrapped in each other’s arms. And for the first time in weeks, I felt... safe.

Later that evening, I found myself standing in front of the mirror again, but this time, something was different. I was wearing the maid’s uniform, the black fabric hugging my new curves in ways that should have felt uncomfortable, but instead felt... natural.

Juliette had been right. I had fought her for so long, resisted the changes with everything I had. But now, as I stood here, looking at the woman in the mirror, I realized that fighting had only made things harder. The transformation had already happened.

I wasn’t Ethan anymore.

I was Elena.

And I didn’t hate it.

The lace trim of the uniform brushed against my skin, soft and delicate. My reflection—no, Elena’s reflection—stared back at me, her lips slightly parted, her eyes wide with wonder. This was me. This was who I had become.

Juliette stepped into the room, her presence calm and serene as always. "You look beautiful," she said, her voice filled with quiet pride.

I turned to face her, my heart pounding in my chest. "I... I don’t know what to do."

"You don’t have to do anything," she said gently. "Just be who you are."

I took a deep breath, the weight of her words sinking in. For so long, I had been trying to control everything, to hold onto some semblance of the life I used to have. But now, as I stood here, dressed as Elena, I realized that maybe letting go wasn’t so bad after all.

"I’m scared," I admitted, my voice barely a whisper.

She stepped forward, her hand resting lightly on my arm. "I know. But you’re not alone."

I glanced toward the window, where Shadow—the black cat—sat perched on the sill, watching me with those piercing golden eyes. He had been with me through it all, a silent guide in this strange journey.
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"You’re going to be happier," she said softly. "Because you’re exactly where you’re meant to be."

I nodded, feeling the tears welling up in my eyes. For so long, I had been fighting, resisting. But now, as I stood here, fully dressed in the uniform that symbolized my submission, I realized that maybe... I didn’t need to fight anymore.

Maybe this was who I was meant to be.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

ONE LATE MORNING, the sunlight streamed into the room, casting warm golden light across the floorboards. I stood in front of the bedroom mirror again, gazing at my reflection—no, at her reflection. It had been days since I fully donned the maid’s uniform, and each passing hour seemed to bring me further from the life of Ethan Lowes and deeper into the existence of Elena.

The more I looked, the more familiar the woman in the mirror felt, her curves soft and delicate, her long hair cascading down her back.

But this morning, something was different. Shadow, the black cat who had silently observed every step of my transformation, sat at my feet, his piercing golden eyes watching me with a gaze that felt almost... knowing.

I knelt down beside him, reaching out to gently stroke his sleek fur. "You’ve been here this whole time, haven’t you?" I whispered, my voice carrying the weight of unspoken questions. Shadow purred softly, his eyes never leaving mine. There was something unsettlingly intelligent about the way he watched me, as if he understood far more than a mere cat should.

Just then, I heard Juliette’s soft footsteps behind me. She moved with her usual grace, the sound of her presence always calm and steady. I straightened up, meeting her gaze in the mirror. There was something different in her eyes today, something more than her usual cool serenity.

"It’s time," she said gently, her voice cutting through the quiet like a warm breeze.

I blinked, confusion swirling in my mind. "Time for what?"

"Time for you to understand the truth," she said, stepping forward. She stood beside me, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror. "You’ve been asking questions since the day I arrived. Now, it’s time I answer them."
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A chill ran down my spine as I met her gaze. "What are you talking about?"

She turned away from the mirror, gliding across the room to the window. She stared out at the sprawling estate, her voice calm and measured as she began to speak. "I’ve lived many lives, Elena. I’ve guided many people like you through transformations of their own. Each one has been different, yet the same."

I felt my heart race at the way she said Elena. It was so natural now, so effortlessly tied to who I was becoming. I took a step closer to her, my hands trembling at my sides.

"What do you mean? What are you?"

She turned to face me, her expression soft but serious. "I am part of an ancient order. We are women who have walked the earth for centuries, helping others discover their true selves. We don’t force change upon anyone, but we guide those who are lost, who need to find their way."

Her gaze flicked toward Shadow, who sat silently at my feet. "Shadow is my familiar, my companion in this magic. He has guided you as much as I have, though you may not have realized it."

I felt a shiver run down my spine. The pieces were starting to fall into place, but they still didn’t make sense. "Why me?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Why did you choose me?"

She smiled softly. "I didn’t choose you, Elena. You chose yourself. Before the moment I arrived, I sensed the conflict within you. You were holding on so tightly to the life you thought you were supposed to live, but deep down, you were searching for something else. For someone else."

I opened my mouth to protest, to tell her she was wrong, but the words died in my throat. Memories, long buried and forgotten, began to surface, like the first rays of sunlight breaking through the clouds after a long storm.

I remembered being a child, sneaking into my mother’s closet when no one was around. I remembered the thrill of trying on her dresses, the way the fabric had felt against my skin. I had wanted to be like her, to feel the softness, the femininity. But I had pushed those feelings down, locked them away. It wasn’t what boys were supposed to want.

It wasn’t who I was supposed to be.

Tears welled up in my eyes as the memories flooded back, each one more vivid than the last. "I... I always wanted to be a girl," I whispered, the weight of the truth sinking in. "But I never thought it was possible. I thought... I thought it was wrong."

She stepped closer, placing a gentle hand on my shoulder. "There was never anything wrong with you, Elena. You were always meant to be who you are now. You were just waiting for the right moment to let her out."

I couldn’t stop the tears from falling. It all made sense now. The confusion, the resistance, the fear—it wasn’t about losing myself. It was about finding the person I had buried so deeply that I’d almost forgotten she existed.

I looked up at her, my voice shaking.

"Is this... is this who I’ve always been?"

She smiled softly, her eyes filled with kindness. "Yes, Elena. This is who you’ve always been. And now, it’s time to embrace her."
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The next few days passed in a blur, a whirlwind of self-discovery, acceptance, and most importantly, shopping. I spent hours trying on clothes, exploring my new identity with a sense of freedom I had never felt before. Juliette often went with me to the mall, guiding me through boutiques and stores with an ease that made it all seem natural.

Dresses, skirts, blouses—each piece of clothing felt like a step closer to the person I was meant to be.

I stood in front of the mirror in the dressing room, admiring the soft lavender dress I had just slipped on. It hugged my curves in all the right places, the fabric flowing gently around my legs. My hair cascaded down my back, framing my face in a way that made me feel... beautiful.

For the first time, I didn’t feel like I was pretending.

She watched me from the corner of the room, her expression warm and approving. "You look radiant, Elena."

I blushed, turning to face her. "I’ve never felt this... right before."

"And that’s how it should be," she said, stepping closer. "You’re becoming the woman you were always meant to be."

I smiled, tears welling up in my eyes again, but this time, they were tears of joy, of relief. I wasn’t fighting anymore. I wasn’t afraid.

My life as Elena was beginning to feel more and more natural. I found myself slipping into my role without hesitation, embracing the changes that had once terrified me. Marcus and I grew closer with each passing day. I had begun serving him tea in the afternoons while he worked in the garden, and those moments had become a comforting routine.

This particular afternoon, the sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm golden light over the sprawling garden. I carried a tray of tea and biscuits to Marcus, who was busy trimming the rose bushes near the fountain. He glanced up as I approached, a smile tugging at the corners of his lips. "Afternoon, Elena."

"Afternoon," I replied, feeling a flutter in my chest as I set the tray down on the small stone table beside him.

"I thought you might like a break."

He wiped the sweat from his brow, his smile widening. "You’re spoiling me."

I blushed, pouring the tea carefully into one of the delicate porcelain cups. "I don’t mind."

He took the cup from me, his fingers brushing against mine as he did. The simple touch sent a jolt of warmth through me, and I looked away, flustered.

"Thank you," he said softly, his eyes lingering on me for a moment longer than usual.

We sat in silence for a while, the sound of the fountain mingling with the distant chirping of birds. I watched as he sipped his tea, the strong lines of his face softened by the golden light of the setting sun. There was something about being with him that made me feel safe, grounded, even in the midst of everything that had changed.

After a long pause, he set his cup down and looked at me, his expression serious. "You seem... more at peace these days," he said quietly. "Happier."

I nodded, my heart swelling with emotion. "I am. For the first time, I feel like I’m... me."

He smiled, a soft, tender smile that made my chest tighten. "I’m glad."

There was a silence between us, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. It was the kind of silence that felt full, charged with unspoken words and emotions neither of us knew how to express.

Finally, he broke the silence. "Elena," he said, his voice low, almost hesitant. "I’ve watched you change, watched you become who you are now. And... I need to tell you something."

My heart skipped a beat as I looked up at him, my breath catching in my throat. "What is it?"

He reached out, gently taking my hand in his. His touch was warm, steady, and my pulse quickened at the contact. "I care about you," he said, his voice soft but firm.

"More than I’ve ever cared about anyone."

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I stared at him, my heart pounding in my chest. "Marcus, I..."

Before I could finish, Marcus leaned forward, his lips brushing against mine in the softest, sweetest kiss. It wasn’t rushed or heated—it was gentle, tender, full of the emotions we had both been holding back for so long.

When we finally pulled away, I looked into his eyes, my heart overflowing with feelings I hadn’t even realized I’d been suppressing. "I care about you too," I whispered, my voice shaking with emotion. He smiled, his hand still holding mine.
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That night, I lay in bed, my heart still racing from the kiss, from the tenderness in Marcus’s touch. The moonlight filtered in through the curtains, casting a soft glow across the room. Shadow curled up at the foot of my bed, his golden eyes watching me in the dark, as if he too understood the magnitude of the moment.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE MORNING OF THE INVESTORS’ meeting arrived, and I found myself standing in front of the grand mirror in the estate’s master bedroom, feeling a mixture of nerves and excitement. The woman staring back at me was polished, poised, and elegant, but beneath the calm facade, my heart raced with anxiety. It was the first time I would be introducing myself to the other shareholders of the company not as Ethan Lowes, the high-powered businessman, but as Elena—the woman I had become.

Juliette stood beside me, her hands gently brushing over my shoulders as she adjusted the collar of the sleek power suit dress she had chosen for me. It was a tailored navy ensemble, cinched at the waist and cut perfectly to highlight my new figure. The matching pencil skirt hugged my curves in a way that made me feel both vulnerable and powerful at once. The neckline was modest but feminine, accentuating the soft lines of my collarbone.

"You look stunning," she said, her voice a calm, reassuring presence that cut through the fog of my nerves.

I swallowed hard, staring at the reflection of the woman I had become. My hair, once a symbol of resistance, was now a beautiful cascade of dark waves that framed my face. She had swept it into a neat updo, leaving a few soft tendrils to fall gracefully around my cheeks.

My makeup was light but flawless, accentuating the delicate features that had emerged over the past months—the higher cheekbones, the fuller lips, the soft pink flush of my skin.

"I don’t know if I can do this," I whispered, my fingers trembling as I adjusted the cuff of my sleeve.

"What if they don’t accept me?"

She stepped in front of me, her hands gently resting on my arms as she looked into my eyes with a steady gaze. "You’ve already accepted yourself, Elena. That’s what matters. They’ll see your strength and grace."

I nodded, taking a deep breath, though the knot in my stomach refused to loosen. I had spent so long hiding behind the mask of Ethan, keeping my emotions and true self locked away. But now, as Elena, I was stepping into the light. I was baring my soul to these men and women who had only ever known me as someone else.
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The meeting was held in the estate’s conference room, a sprawling space filled with sunlight that poured in through the large windows. The room was already bustling with voices when I entered, a sea of familiar faces that had once looked up to me as their leader. My heart pounded as I took my seat at the head of the table, every eye in the room turning toward me.

For a moment, the silence was deafening. I could feel their stares, some of them confused, others curious. But then, slowly, one of the older investors—Mr. Kensington—leaned forward, his eyes studying me with a thoughtful expression.

"Ethan," he began, his voice cautious, "or should I say... Elena?" he continued as he examined the documents about the meeting.

I took a deep breath, lifting my chin. "Yes, it’s Elena now," I said, my voice steady despite the rapid beat of my heart. "I understand this may come as a surprise, but this is who I truly am. And I assure you, I’m still the same person you’ve worked with all these years."

There was a brief pause, the tension in the room palpable. I held my breath, waiting for the first words of disapproval or shock. But to my surprise, Mr. Kensington nodded slowly, his gaze softening.

"Well, Elena," he said with a small smile, "we’ve always trusted your judgment and your leadership. I don’t see why that should change now."

The tension in my chest began to ease, and one by one, the other investors chimed in with similar sentiments. They asked about the company's growth projections, upcoming plans, and business forecasts—all the usual topics of discussion, but not once did they question my identity. I could hardly believe it. For the first time in a long while, I felt truly seen, not as Ethan, but as Elena.

As the meeting drew to a close, I thanked them all for their support, my voice laced with gratitude I couldn’t fully express. The weight of their acceptance washed over me, and I realized that this was more than just a meeting. It was a turning point in my life, a moment of validation for the woman I had become.

The evening was quiet after the investors’ meeting. The sun had dipped below the horizon, and the estate was bathed in the soft glow of twilight. I sat on the patio, watching as the shadows stretched across the garden. The scent of roses lingered in the air, carried by the gentle breeze. The day had been exhausting, emotionally and physically, but for the first time in a long while, I felt a sense of peace.

I heard footsteps behind me and turned to see Marcus approaching. His presence was as grounding as ever, his strong, steady frame outlined against the fading light. He looked at me with that familiar warmth in his eyes, and my heart skipped a beat.

Over the past weeks, our relationship had deepened in ways I hadn’t anticipated, but I couldn’t ignore the growing tension between us—tension that felt both thrilling and terrifying.

"Hey," he said softly, sitting down beside me. "I heard the meeting went well."

I nodded, offering a small smile. "It did. Better than I expected."

He was silent for a moment, his gaze fixed on the garden in front of us. I could sense that something was on his mind, something heavier than the usual light banter we shared. Finally, he turned to me, his expression more serious than I had ever seen it.

"Elena," he began, his voice low and careful, "I need to tell you something."

I felt my pulse quicken. "What is it?"

He hesitated, as if searching for the right words. His hand reached out, brushing against mine, and I felt a jolt of warmth at the simple touch. "I’ve been by your side through all of this—through every change, every doubt. And the truth is... I’ve fallen in love with you."

My breath caught in my throat, and for a moment, the world seemed to tilt beneath me. Marcus loved me?

I searched his face, trying to process the words. A part of me wanted to leap into his arms, to tell him that I felt the same way. But another part of me—the part still clinging to old fears—held back.

"Marcus," I whispered, my voice trembling. "I... I don’t know if I can be what you want. I’m still changing. I’m still trying to figure out who I am, and I don’t even know if I can... if I can give you everything."

His hand tightened around mine, his gaze never wavering. "I don’t care about that," he said softly. "I care about you. Whether you’re Elena or Ethan, whether you change or stay the same, it doesn’t matter to me. What matters is that I love you, and I want to be with you."
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Tears welled up in my eyes as I stared at him, my heart breaking open in ways I hadn’t expected. But the fear lingered, gnawing at the edges of my mind. I wasn’t fully a woman. I didn’t have a vagina, and I had no idea how Marcus would feel about that, or if it would change things between us.

"I don’t have..." I hesitated, the words catching in my throat. "I don’t have everything a woman has, Marcus. I don’t know if I can..."

His thumb gently brushed away the tear that had slipped down my cheek. "Elena," he said softly, his voice filled with such tenderness that it made my chest ache, "none of that matters to me. I’m in love with you. Whatever you have or don’t have—it doesn’t change how I feel. What we have is real, and it’s more than enough."

My heart swelled at his words, and I felt the last of my resistance melt away. For so long, I had been terrified of this moment, of being vulnerable with someone I cared about. But Marcus saw me—truly saw me—and he loved me, flaws and all.

I leaned forward, pressing my forehead against his, tears slipping freely down my cheeks. "I love you too," I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.

"I love you, Marcus."

He smiled, his arms wrapping around me, pulling me into a tender embrace. For the first time, I allowed myself to believe that this was real—that I could have this, that I could be loved as Elena, just as I was.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DUSK, I found myself standing in the kitchen, the traces of the remaining sunlight streaming in through the windows as Juliette prepared tea. The air was warm and comforting, filled with the scent of jasmine and lavender. But there was a tension beneath the surface, an unspoken conversation that hung between us.

She handed me a cup of tea, her eyes meeting mine with a knowing look. "You’ve come far, Elena," she said softly. "But there’s one last choice you need to make."

I took a sip of the tea, the warmth soothing my nerves. "What choice?"

She set her own cup down and looked at me with a calm, measured gaze. "You’ve embraced so much of your new life, but the time has come for you to decide if this is who you truly want to be.”

She paused, her words hanging in the air like a weight ready to drop. I could feel my pulse quicken, the soft ticking of the clock on the wall amplifying the tension in the room.

She took a slow breath before continuing, her eyes fixed on me. "You can remain as Elena, fully embracing who you’ve become, or..." Her voice trailed off, and she gestured subtly toward the garden outside, where the morning sunlight dappled the earth. "Or you can attempt to return to the life of Ethan—your old life. It’s a difficult decision, but the choice must be yours and yours alone."
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My hand tightened around the teacup, the porcelain cool beneath my fingers despite the warmth of the tea. The idea of going back—back to the controlled, rigid life of Ethan Lowes—felt both familiar and terrifying. It was a life I had known for so long, one where I thought I had everything figured out, where every step was calculated and every action meticulously planned. But it was also a life that had felt hollow, a life where I had been incomplete, constantly searching for something I couldn’t name.

I placed the cup down on the table, my heart pounding in my chest as Juliette’s words echoed in my mind.

Could I truly go back?

Was it even possible, after all the changes I had undergone, both physically and emotionally?

"I don’t know if I can be Ethan again," I admitted, my voice quiet, barely more than a whisper.

"I don’t even know who Ethan was anymore. But Elena... Elena feels like who I’m supposed to be."

She smiled softly, her eyes filled with warmth and understanding.

"Then you’ve already made your decision."

The weight of her words settled over me, and for the first time, I felt a sense of clarity, of peace. This was my life now, my reality. I wasn’t Ethan anymore. I was officially Elena. I had fought against it for so long, resisted the changes, but now... now I couldn’t imagine going back.

She reached across the table and gently took my hand in hers, her touch warm and grounding. "You were always meant to be Elena," she said softly. "This is who you are. The journey wasn’t easy, but you found your way."

Tears welled up in my eyes, and I nodded, unable to find the words to express the depth of my emotions. The fear, the doubt, the confusion—they were all still there, lingering at the edges of my mind. But they were overshadowed by something stronger, something more powerful.

Acceptance.

Peace.

A sense of finally knowing who I was.

I looked up at Juliette, my voice trembling. "Thank you."

She smiled, her eyes filled with a mixture of pride and affection. "It was my pleasure, Elena. But this journey was always yours to make. I was just here to help guide you."

Her words hit me with the force of truth. Juliette had been there, quietly guiding me through every step, but in the end, it had been my choice to embrace who I was, to let go of the man I had once been and become the woman I had always felt deep down.

"And Shadow?" I asked, glancing down at the black cat that had become my silent companion throughout the transformation. He sat at my feet, watching me with those piercing golden eyes that had always seemed to understand more than a simple animal should.

She smiled again. "Shadow is a part of the magic that brought you here. He’s been with me for a long time, helping guide others like you to their true selves. His role, like mine, is to help you find your way. And now that you have, our task is complete."

I reached down and stroked Shadow’s sleek fur, feeling a pang of sadness at the thought of Juliette and Shadow leaving. They had become an integral part of my life, a source of comfort and guidance during a time of immense change. But I knew she was right.

Their work here was done.

She stood, her movements graceful and serene as always. "It’s time for me to go, Elena. But know that you’ll never truly be alone. You’ve found yourself, and you’ve found love. That’s all that matters."

I stood as well, my heart heavy but full of gratitude. "Will I ever see you again?"

She tilted her head slightly, her smile bittersweet. "Perhaps. But for now, this is your time, Elena. Embrace it."

And with that, she turned toward the door, Shadow at her side. They moved in perfect harmony, two beings intertwined by magic and purpose. As they reached the threshold, Juliette paused and glanced back at me one last time.

"Goodbye, Elena."

"Goodbye, Juliette," I whispered, my heart full.
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And then, they were gone, disappearing into the dusk, leaving the estate quiet and still.

The estate felt different after Juliette left. Lighter, more peaceful. The weight of my decision to remain Elena, to embrace my new life, filled me with a sense of quiet determination. But there was one person I needed to share this with more than anyone else.

Marcus.

I found him resting on a bench drinking beer in the garden as he scrolled through his cellphone. For a moment, I simply watched him, my heart swelling with affection and something more—a deep, undeniable love that I could no longer deny.

"Marcus," I called softly, stepping closer.

He turned at the sound of my voice, his eyes lighting up when he saw me. "Elena," he said, a smile tugging at his lips.

"Everything alright?"

I nodded, feeling a rush of warmth as I moved to stand beside him.

"Yes. Everything’s alright now."

He set down his bottle and wiped his hands on his jeans, his gaze fixed on mine. There was a quiet intensity in his eyes, a tenderness that made my heart race.

"I made my choice," I said, my voice steady despite the flurry of emotions swirling inside me.

"I’m staying. I’m Elena. This is who I am now."

His smile widened, his relief palpable. He reached out and took my hands in his, his grip firm yet gentle. "I’m so glad," he whispered, his voice filled with emotion. "You’re perfect just the way you are, Elena. And I love you."

My breath caught at his words, the weight of them sinking in. He had been by my side through every step of this journey, never wavering, never questioning his feelings for me, even as I had struggled with my own identity. And now, standing here in the garden, I realized that I loved him too—more than I had ever allowed myself to admit.

"I love you too, Marcus," I whispered, my voice breaking with emotion.

"I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life."

The next moment happened in a blur of tenderness and passion. He pulled me into his arms, his lips finding mine in a kiss that was both soft and urgent. The warmth of his body pressed against mine, the scent of earth and sweat clinging to him as he held me close. There was no hesitation, no fear—only the overwhelming certainty that this was where I belonged.

"You’re beautiful," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks, but I didn’t shy away. Instead, I reached for him, pulling him closer until our bodies were pressed together. I could feel the heat of his skin, the strength of his muscles beneath my fingers, and it made me feel alive in a way I never had before.

A gentle breeze whispered through the leaves, rustling the flowers as the fragrance of roses enveloped us. Marcus and I walked side by side, his hand resting protectively at the small of my back, guiding me along the familiar garden paths we had traversed countless times.

But this time, everything felt different.

My heart raced with a mixture of excitement, fear, and anticipation. It wasn’t just about Marcus—it was about me, Elena, and the person I had become. After so many months of fighting, of resisting the changes, I had finally accepted myself. And now, I was standing on the edge of something even more terrifying and beautiful—allowing myself to be loved fully, to let Marcus see and claim all of me.

We stopped near the edge of the garden, where the flowers were in full bloom, vibrant and alive under the fading sunlight. He turned to me, his eyes dark and intense, the same way they had been when he had confessed his feelings earlier. I felt the warmth of his hand travel from my back to my waist, pulling me gently toward him.

"You’re sure about this?" he asked, his voice low, filled with a quiet intensity that sent shivers down my spine.

I looked up at him, my heart pounding in my chest. The truth was, I was scared.

Scared of being vulnerable.

Scared of what might come next.

But I also knew that I couldn’t hold back anymore. He had seen me through every stage of my transformation, through the pain and the confusion, and yet, he stood here now, wanting me—all of me.

"With you, yes," I whispered, my voice trembling with emotion.

"But... I need you to know that I’m still learning how to be me. And I don’t know if I can give you everything you might want."

His fingers brushed gently against my cheek, wiping away the tear that had slipped down without my realizing. His touch was so tender, so full of care. "Elena," he murmured, his voice deep and steady.

"I don’t care about any of that. I love you—exactly as you are."

My breath hitched as I leaned into his touch, feeling the warmth of his hand against my skin. I closed my eyes, letting the words sink in, and in that moment, all the fear and doubt melted away.

I reached up, wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him closer until our lips met once more. The kiss was soft at first, hesitant, as if I was testing the boundaries of this new reality. But as the minutes passed, it deepened—our mouths exploring, tasting, as the heat between us grew.

The feel of his lips on mine, the way his hands roamed my back, holding me close, made me feel alive in a way I had never felt before. My body responded to him, not with fear or hesitation, but with a longing I hadn’t realized I had been carrying inside me all this time.

The scent of the flowers was stronger now as we sank to the soft grass, the cool earth beneath us grounding me even as my emotions soared. The sky above had darkened into twilight, and the first stars had begun to appear, twinkling faintly like tiny beacons of light.

His hands moved with reverence, slowly unbuttoning the front of my dress, his eyes never leaving mine. I could see the desire in his gaze, like he was excited to open a Christmas present, but more than that, I saw love—love so deep it made my chest ache.

"Damn, you’re gorgeous," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion as his fingers brushed against the soft curve of my waist, sliding the fabric off my shoulders. "I’ve always thought so, but now... now you’re even more gorgeous than I ever imagined."

I swallowed hard, feeling the tears prick at my eyes again. His words filled me with a sense of acceptance, of belonging, that I had been searching for my whole life. I wasn’t just Elena to him—I was also his fantasy.

His hands moved slowly, gently, as if he was afraid to rush me, afraid to break the spell that had settled over us. He undressed me with care, every touch of his fingers igniting a fire under my skin. When my dress finally slipped off, leaving me bare in the cool evening air, I didn’t feel exposed or ashamed. I felt... seen.

His gaze never wavered as he took me in, his eyes filled with admiration, not judgment. I reached up, my fingers trembling slightly as I unbuttoned his shirt, pushing it off his broad shoulders.

His skin was warm, his chest rising and falling with deep breaths as we moved together. I could feel the strength in his body, the rough calluses on his hands as they brushed against mine, and yet, every touch was so tender, so careful.
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We laid back on the soft grass, the stars above us shining brighter now, their light casting a gentle glow over the garden. The world around us faded away, leaving only the sound of our breathing, the rustle of the leaves in the breeze, and the soft hum of the night.

Marcus's hands roamed my body with a mixture of urgency and respect, and every touch sent a ripple of warmth through me. His kisses trailed down my neck, across my collarbone, and I arched into him, my body responding to him in ways I had never known possible.

"Are you okay?" he murmured against my skin, his breath warm and soft.

"Yes," I whispered, my voice breathy. "More than okay."

His lips found mine again, and we kissed deeply, our bodies moving together as if we had been made for this moment. There was no rush, no pressure—just the quiet, steady rhythm of our love. The heat between us grew, but it was a slow burn, every touch, every kiss building toward something more.

“Is it going to hurt?”

“I’ll stop if you can’t handle it.”

As we moved together, I felt a sense of completion, of rightness, settle over me. This wasn’t just about desire—it was about love, about being with someone who saw me, who loved me for everything I was and everything I was becoming. I had spent so long running from myself, from who I truly was, but here, in Marcus’s arms, I didn’t need to run anymore.

The stars above seemed to spin as our movements became more urgent, our bodies pressed close together, the warmth of his skin against mine sending shivers down my spine. His hands gripped my waist, and I held onto a railing, feeling the strength of his body, the solidity of him grounding me in this moment.

He took a bottle of the rose essential oil he’d been making from a table nearby and coated his yearning with it—the scent drowning my excitement and fear.

When it finally happened—when we became one under the stars—it wasn’t rushed or frantic. It was slow, tender, and full of emotion. He was gentle, guiding me with soft whispers and tender kisses. Every movement felt like a promise, a declaration of love that went beyond words.

“I… love… you…” he would say in between ragged breaths.

As we lay there afterward, tangled in each other’s arms, the cool night air brushing against our heated skin, I felt a sense of peace I hadn’t known before. I rested my head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart, my fingers tracing lazy patterns across his skin.

"I love you," I whispered, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

"I love you too," he murmured, his arms tightening around me, pulling me closer.

And in that moment, under the stars, surrounded by the garden that had seen the birth of my new self, I knew that this was where I belonged.

With Marcus. As Elena.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE GARDEN WAS ALIVE with the sounds of clinking glasses, the rustling of leaves in the breeze, and the distant hum of conversation. The air was thick with anticipation, and the sweet scent of roses mingled with the aroma of freshly prepared food from the catering tables set up near the terrace.

This was it.

The moment I had been both dreading and eagerly awaiting for months—the day we would announce everything to our families. Our relationship, my transition, all of it.
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I stood near the fountain, gripping a small clipboard, going over last-minute details with the caterers, my nerves dancing wildly in my chest. It felt like every tiny decision I’d made could crumble in a second, like a carefully constructed tower about to tip over at the slightest gust of wind.

“Are the desserts out yet?” I asked the head caterer, my voice a little more panicked than I intended. “The champagne? And where’s the vegan option for Aunt Carol?”

“Yes, Miss Elena, everything’s under control,” the caterer responded calmly, though I could see her trying to suppress a smile. I wasn’t sure if she was amused by my over-the-top anxiety or if she was just used to frantic clients.

“The desserts will be brought out after the first course, and the champagne is chilling, as per your request. The vegan dishes are right where you asked us to set them.”

I breathed out slowly, feeling my heart rate return to something resembling normal. This was the biggest gathering I’d hosted since... well, since becoming Elena. The sprawling garden had been transformed into a vibrant venue for our lunch, with long tables set with crisp white linens, flower arrangements, and fine china. The soft glow of fairy lights twinkled above the tables, even though it was still early afternoon, casting an ethereal glow across the scene.

Today wasn’t just about announcing our relationship to our families—it was about me announcing myself to the world. I had spent the past few months becoming comfortable with my new life, but now came the hard part: sharing that life with the people I loved most, including my family, who had no idea about the changes I had gone through.

I glanced over at Marcus, who was helping arrange chairs around the table. His presence was my anchor, a steadying force amid the chaos of the day. He caught my eye and flashed me a smile, walking over to where I stood by the fountain.

“Everything’s going to be perfect, you know,” he said, placing a reassuring hand on my shoulder. “You’ve planned this down to the last detail. It’s going to be fine.”

I leaned into his touch, taking a deep breath, but the knot of nerves in my stomach refused to loosen. “I just... I want everything to go well. It’s the first time I’m really... showing them who I am. And what if—”

“Elena, stop,” he interrupted gently, his fingers brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “You’re amazing. They’re going to see that. And no matter what happens, I’m right here with you. We’re in this together.”

I looked up at him, his eyes filled with the kind of warmth and strength that had carried me through so many tough moments. He was right, of course. He always was. But that didn’t stop the anxious thoughts from swirling in my mind.

The clatter of dishes from the caterers snapped me out of my spiral. The guests would be arriving any moment now—my family, Marcus’s family. I felt my heart rate spike again as I imagined the look on my mother’s face, the questions my brothers would ask, the awkward silence that might follow.

But I squared my shoulders and told myself that this was the moment I had been waiting for, the moment to embrace all of who I was, openly and without apology.

The first guests began trickling in, their laughter and chatter filling the air as they admired the garden and settled into their seats. Marcus’s family was the first to arrive. His parents, two of his sisters, and his younger brother all waved as they stepped into the garden. His mother, a petite woman with kind eyes, immediately found me and pulled me into a warm hug.

“Elena, dear, everything looks beautiful,” she said, her voice soft and motherly.

“You’ve done such a wonderful job. We’re so happy to be here.”

I smiled, feeling a rush of relief at her easy acceptance. Marcus’s family had always been kind, even before they knew anything about my transition. Now, standing in front of them as Elena, I felt nothing but warmth from them. That was one hurdle cleared.

It wasn’t long before my own family began to arrive. First came my two brothers, Alex and Tom, both looking dapper in their suits, though I could see the hesitation in their eyes as they took in the scene. They greeted me politely, their smiles a little strained, but there was no immediate judgment, no outburst. I’ve already told them beforehand through video calls and they promised to keep my secret until today.

Then came my cousins, all chatting happily and complimenting my looks. My heart rate picked up again as I realized that the moment I’d been dreading was about to come.

Finally, my parents arrived.

My mother, elegant as always in a navy dress, walked slowly toward me, my father following closely behind. Her eyes scanned the garden, the tables, the guests, and then they landed on me. For a moment, everything seemed to go quiet. I watched her, waiting for some sign of how she felt, bracing myself for... I didn’t even know what.

Confusion?

Rejection?

Disbelief?

But then, something unexpected happened. Her face softened, and a smile touched her lips. She stepped forward and wrapped me in a hug, her arms strong and steady around me.

“Ethan,” she whispered softly.

“It’s… Elena, now,” I said, my voice barely audible.

“Elena… I’ve always known.”

I pulled back slightly, looking at her in surprise. “You... you have?”

She smiled again, her hand brushing my cheek in that way only mothers can. “Since you were a little child. There were signs, little things, but I didn’t want to push. I wanted you to figure it out on your own. And you have.”
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Tears welled in my eyes as I realized what she meant. All those years, she had known something about me that I had struggled to see for myself. And now, standing here as Elena, I could feel her acceptance wrapping around me like a warm blanket. My father stepped forward, his expression more serious, but when he spoke, his words were filled with quiet understanding.

“We’re proud of you,” he said, his voice gruff with emotion. “You’re brave, Elena. This... all of this... it’s not easy. But we’re here for you.”

I felt a weight lift off my shoulders, the relief so overwhelming that I nearly cried right there in front of everyone. Instead, I smiled through the tears, thanking them both, hugging them tightly before leading them to their seats at the long table.

Lunch went on beautifully. The food was exquisite—delicate salads, roasted meats, fresh bread, and decadent desserts. Conversations flowed easily, laughter rising above the clinking of glasses as family members shared stories and caught up. The tension I had been carrying all morning seemed to dissolve as I watched everyone enjoy themselves.

Marcus remained by my side throughout, his hand occasionally finding mine under the table, giving me that quiet reassurance I needed. Every time I caught his eye, my heart swelled with love for him. He had been my rock through everything, and I couldn’t imagine facing any of this without him.

As dessert was being served, he stood up, his voice cutting through the chatter. “Everyone,” he said, his deep voice drawing the attention of the table.

“If I could have a moment of your time...”

I felt my stomach flip as I realized he was about to make a speech. I hadn’t known he was planning this, and my nerves immediately shot back up.

He reached for my hand, pulling me up to stand beside him. His grip was warm and reassuring, but the look in his eyes was... different. There was something about it—something serious, almost nervous.

“I wanted to take this opportunity to thank you all for being here,” he began, his voice steady despite the emotion I could see flickering behind his words.

“Elena and I have been through a lot these past few months, and your support means the world to us. But there’s something else I need to say today.”

I glanced up at him, my heart pounding in my chest. What was he doing?

He turned to face me fully, his eyes locking onto mine, and suddenly, the world seemed to shrink down to just the two of us. The garden, the guests, the food—all of it faded into the background as he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small velvet box.

My breath caught in my throat.

“Elena,” he said, his voice soft and full of love, “I’ve watched you grow into the incredible woman you are today. You’ve shown me what strength really is, what love really is. I can’t imagine my life without you. So, I have to ask...”

He dropped to one knee, the box opening to reveal a stunning diamond ring nestled inside.

“Will you marry me?”

The entire table gasped, but I barely heard them. My vision blurred as tears filled my eyes, my heart threatening to explode with the overwhelming wave of emotions crashing over me. He was proposing. Here. Now.

For a moment, all I could do was stare at him, at the ring, at the life he was offering me. And then, without hesitation, I nodded, my voice shaking as I whispered, “Yes.”

The table erupted in cheers and applause as he slipped the ring onto my finger. I threw my arms around him, pulling him into a deep kiss, my heart soaring higher than I ever thought possible.

This was it.

My new life—my new family.

[image: Mage media]

As we stood there, wrapped in each other’s arms, I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye. A sleek black cat slinked along the edge of the garden, watching us with an intense, almost knowing gaze. For a moment, my breath hitched. It looked so much like Shadow, but I knew it wasn’t him. This one was different—wilder, more mysterious.

I smiled softly as the cat disappeared into the shadows, a strange sense of peace settling over me. It was as if the universe was giving me its blessing, guiding me forward into this new chapter of my life.

“I will love you until eternity, my Elena…”

“Oh Marcus, this garden already knows how much I love you too.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

∞∞∞

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood.
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Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.

	[image: ]	[image: ]	[image: ]


Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message

[image: A person taking a selfie  Description automatically generated]

Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading The Maid’s Secret – A Gradual Feminization and Transgender Transformation Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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FREE SISSY mosoox

Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
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