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Introduction

“I just lost my job and my step-uncle needed someone to help him around the ranch. Little did I know, he didn’t need a cowboy, what he really needed was a… milk maid.”

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

∞∞∞

Driving trucks made really good money but when the owner of the company died, I was left in the dark. I was already used to the high life—on my days off, it was a blur of slot machines, beer, and women.

Then, I was left with a dilemma, an emasculating one. I couldn’t afford my lifestyle anymore. The last thing that I wanted to do was go back home to my mom and drunken stepfather. So, my smartest move was to say yes… even if it meant having to sell milk door-to-door in a braided wig, cowgirl outfit, and high-heeled boots.

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 alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE PHOENIX SUN WAS RELENTLESS, a heavyweight champ in a fight against the comfort of my shabby apartment. I sat there, a bottle of cheap beer in hand, the air conditioner gasping for breath like a cornered prizefighter. My place, with its lingering scent of last week's takeout and the faint mustiness of neglect, felt more like a prison than home.
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I was nursing a hangover, not from alcohol, but from life. Quitting my job—or rather, having it quit on me when the boss kicked the bucket and the company shuttered—left me with a gaping hole in my existence. Truck driving wasn't just a job; it was my escape, the open road a blank page where my troubles couldn't catch up. Now, here I was, stuck in the desert without an oasis in sight.

Gambling had always been my vice, a thrilling high that made the lows of my bank balance seem worth it. But staring down at my last fifty bucks, I couldn't help but wonder if the dice had finally rolled against me for good.

How the hell was I going to pay rent this month?

The thought of crawling back to Billings, to my mom and that slob of a stepdad who couldn't even bother to learn my name, made my skin crawl. No, that wasn't an option. I'd rather live on the streets of Phoenix than under their judgmental gaze, tiptoeing around in a house that never felt like home.

I took another swig of beer, the liquid courage doing little to drown out the reality of my situation. The afternoon sun slanted through the blinds, casting stripes of light that felt like bars on a cell. I needed a plan, a way out, but all I could muster was the same old monologue that had been playing on repeat in my head for years.

"Sam Fowler, you're one hell of a mess," I muttered to myself, the words as empty as the bottle in my hand.

The sound of laughter and chatter from the apartment next door seeped through the thin walls, a cruel reminder of the life buzzing just beyond my reach. I envied them, those faceless neighbors, with their seemingly carefree lives and their ability to find joy in the mundane.

I stood up, the room tilting slightly as I did. It was time to get out, to do something, anything, to shake off this funk. The streets of Phoenix might be unforgiving, but they had to be better than the prison I'd made for myself here.

[image: messy apartment inside]

"Alright, Sam," I said, grabbing my keys and heading for the door.

"Let's roll the dice one more time."

The sun was still high, throwing my shadow long and lonely on the cracked pavement as I made my way down the main drag of this too-quiet town. Phoenix had its rough edges, places where daylight didn't seem to cleanse the night's sins. I was threading through one such area, my mind a whirlpool of what-to-do-nexts, when the local welcoming committee sashayed up to me.

"Hey, handsome, looking for some company?" a voice purred, silk over gravel. I turned to find a couple of streetwalkers eyeing me like I was the last piece of meat at a butcher's shop.

I couldn't help a half-grin. "Ladies, I'm flattered, but unless you're running a charity, I'm not your guy today. My pockets are emptier than a politician's promises."

They laughed, a sound like tinkling glass. "That's okay, honey. We like you. You seem like fun," another said, her smile a slash of red in a too-pale face.

I shrugged, the flirty part of me wrestling with the reality of my last fifty bucks burning a hole in my pocket. "Another time, maybe. It's a bit early in the day for... fun."

Their laughter followed me as I walked away, the weight of their gazes on my back like a cloak I couldn't shake off. The bar I frequented was just ahead, its neon sign buzzing like an impatient mosquito. It was my haven, a place where I could drown my sorrows and pretend I was just another guy with a 9-to-5 grind.

[image: ((cute male Slavic short blonde messy hair)) (20-y]

"Hey, Tony," I greeted the bartender, a bear of a man with a permanent scowl that belied his soft heart. "You guys need a waiter or something? I'm officially in the market."

Tony gave me the once-over, his gaze lingering on the desperation I couldn't quite hide. "Sorry, Sam. We're cutting hours as it is. Economy's biting everyone in the ass."

My heart sank, but I masked it with a shrug. "Worth a shot. Just give me a beer then, and I'll try my luck with the slots. Maybe today's my day, huh?"

The beer went down too easy, and before I knew it, my last fifty was feeding the hungry slot machine, a desperate bid for a miracle. But the gods of luck were elsewhere, laughing at fools like me. When the machine beeped its final refusal to grant me a win, something snapped. I kicked it, hard, the sound of my boot against metal echoing like a gunshot.
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"Sam! Out! Now!" Tony's voice was thunder, his arm pointing to the door with the finality of a judge's gavel.

I stumbled out into the daylight, the door slamming behind me with the kind of finality you feel in your bones. Panic clawed at my chest, a wild thing with sharp teeth. I'd blown it, every last cent on a pipe dream, leaving me with nothing but the clothes on my back and a simmering anger at myself.

"Great job, Fowler," I muttered, my voice lost in the hum of the city.

"Really top-notch work."

The heat pressed down on me, a physical reminder of my folly. I was out on my ass with nowhere to go, no plan, and now, no place to even drown my sorrows. It was a new low, even for me.

As I wandered the streets, my mind a tangled mess of frustration and defeat, the buzz of my phone felt like an intrusion from another world. I fished it out of my pocket, the screen lighting up with a name I hadn't seen in far too long: Jack.

Jack was my step-uncle, only three years my senior, and a relic from a past life where things seemed simpler, better. Bradley, my stepdad's brother. We used to tear up the backyards and fields like we were born to raise hell together. Seeing his name now was like opening a time capsule.

"Sam? It's Jack. What're you up to?" His voice was the same, laced with that easy familiarity that had always made him more of a brother than an uncle.

I scoffed at the question, a bitter taste in my mouth. "Nothing, Jack. Just enjoying the scenic views of rock bottom."

There was a pause, and then a chuckle, the sound warm like a campfire in the chill of night. "Sounds like you could use a change of scenery. Listen, I bought a ranch out here in Montana. It's a fixer-upper, but it's mine. I could really use a hand getting it started, and my brother said that you’re a hard worker. What do you say?"

For a moment, the world stopped spinning. An angel, disguised as my step-uncle, reaching out with a lifeline when I was too stubborn to ask for one. Moreover, why would my stepdad give a good word about me. The last time I talked to him was when he was kicking me out of his house.

"Jack, you're an angel. But I can't even make it to the next city, let alone Montana. I'm tapped, not even gas money to my name."

The silence on the other end was brief, but it was enough to make my heart sink. Had I just blown my one shot at redemption?

"Don't worry about that. Just give me your details, I'll wire you some cash. We'll sort out the rest when you get here."
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Just like that, the dark clouds seemed to part, a ray of light piercing through the gloom of my day. I rattled off my information, the numbers and addresses feeling like the coordinates to a new beginning.

"Thanks, Jack. I... I don't know what to say," I managed, my voice rough with unshed emotions.

"Don't mention it. Family helps family, right? Just get your ass over here. We've got work to do."

The call ended, but the warmth of the conversation lingered. I stood there, phone in hand, the sounds of the city swirling around me. Cars honked, people chatted, and somewhere, a dog barked—the cacophony of life moving on, indifferent to the small miracles happening within it.

I couldn't help but laugh, the sound echoing off the buildings, a release of all the tension and despair that had built up inside me. "Looks like you're back in the game, Sam Fowler," I said to myself, a grin spreading across my face.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY, DRIVING THROUGH the sprawling expanse near Havre, Montana, I couldn't help but double-check Google Maps on my phone, ensuring I hadn't taken a wrong turn into oblivion. The landscape was vast, an endless canvas of earth and sky that made the city feel like a distant memory. As I neared the address Jack had given me, the outline of a ranch emerged on the horizon, a testament to dreams and dirt.
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Pulling up to the main house, the engine's rattle seemed to announce my arrival better than any doorbell could. Jack was waiting, his figure framed against the backdrop of his new life. "Still a pretty boy, I see," he greeted, a smirk playing on his lips as he took in my road-weary appearance.

I shot back, stepping out of the car, "Look at you, man, big shot with a ranch and all." My eyes scanned the expanse of his land, the reality far surpassing what I had imagined. There were indeed more than five cows grazing lazily, a sight that drew a chuckle from me.

Jack's pride was palpable as he explained, "Well yeah, I took a risk, pulled out my investments from the stock market. We're about to make some real money here." His gesture encompassed the breadth of the property, a mix of ambition and raw potential.

He gave me the grand tour, pointing out the various fixer-upper projects that dotted the landscape. The barn needed work, fences required mending, and the main house itself bore the marks of a place lived in and left by time. But beneath the wear and tear, the ranch held a rugged beauty, a promise of what could be.

Curiosity got the better of me as we walked. "Who else is in on this with you?" I asked, wondering about the manpower required to tame such a wild parcel of dreams.
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Jack's smile faded a notch, a shadow crossing his face. "No one, just me," he confessed. "It's been... well, it's just me now."

"What about your wife?" The question slipped out before I could stop it, a reminder of the stories shared over beers and long distances.

He sighed, a mix of resignation and relief in his exhale. "We divorced. She wanted to stay in New York, live that city life. But you know us country boys," he said, a trace of bitterness laced with humor, "we don't do well in cages."

The revelation hung between us, a testament to the diverging paths life could take. Yet, standing there, on the edge of a new beginning, I felt a kinship with Jack I hadn't realized I'd missed. The ranch, with its myriad challenges and boundless potential, suddenly seemed like exactly where I needed to be.

"Yeah, city lights can't beat this," I said, gesturing to the horizon where the setting sun painted the sky in hues of fire. "Looks like you've got yourself a ranch hand, Jack."

His grin returned, wide and genuine. "Welcome aboard, Sam. Let's make this place something to be proud of."

And just like that, under the vast Montana sky, I found a new purpose. The road that had led me here, filled with twists and turns, seemed to straighten out, pointing towards a future I was ready to build, one sunrise at a time.

Later that night, after a long day of wrestling with weeds and the stubborn earth of the ranch, Jack and I found ourselves sitting on the porch, nursing beers that were cold enough to cut through the day's heat. The stars were out, scattered like spilled diamonds against the velvet sky, and the only sounds were the distant calls of night animals and the occasional creak of our chairs.
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Jack broke the silence first, laying out the plan for the ranch. "So, here's the deal," he began, his voice steady in the quiet night. "I'll need you on everything from fencing to feeding. Pay's honest, and I'll cut you in on a percentage of the profits. This place has potential, Sam."

Hope bloomed in my chest, warm and invigorating. "Jack, that... that means a lot. I'm in, all the way." The promise of a fresh start, of belonging to something greater than my past mistakes, filled me with a kind of cautious optimism I hadn't felt in years.

The conversation mellowed, and after a moment, Jack asked, "Did you tell your mom you're back in Montana?"

I hesitated, the question stirring up a whirlwind of emotions. "No," I finally admitted. "I'm... not on good terms with your brother. He kicked me out a while back."

Jack's sigh was heavy, carrying the weight of unspoken family dramas. "Yeah, I'm not exactly his favorite person either. He's a senseless drunk, always has been."

Hearing Jack's words, a sense of relief washed over me. It was comforting, in a twisted way, to know I wasn't alone in my estrangement. "I thought I was going to have to admit defeat," I confessed, the words tinged with the remnants of my recent despair. "Thank God you called."

We both took a moment, letting the night wrap around us, a blanket of shared understanding and renewed purpose. "Well, we've got a lot of work ahead of us," Jack said, a new resolve in his voice. "First order of business is cleaning up this place, making it something we can both be proud of."

He went on to outline his vision for the ranch, focusing on turning it into a dairy farm. "Selling milk, maybe even branching out into cheese. People always need dairy, and I figure we can fill that niche."
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I nodded, the plan taking shape in my mind. The work would be hard, no doubt, but the idea of building something, of watching this place transform under our care, was exhilarating. "Sounds like a plan. I'm ready for whatever it takes."


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

A WEEK INTO MY NEW LIFE on the ranch, I was out in the field, the sun beating down like it was trying to prove a point. I was free-ranging the cows, a task that had quickly become part of my daily routine, when I spotted Jack riding towards me. He was shirtless, save for a cowboy hat perched atop his head, looking every bit the part of a rancher born and bred. Beside him, trotting gracefully, was a horse I hadn't seen before.

"Who's that beauty?" I called out, nodding towards the horse, a smirk tugging at my lips.
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Jack laughed as he came to a stop, the horse puffing and snorting beneath him. "It’s Maybel. Got her free with a deal I couldn't refuse," he said, patting the horse's neck affectionately.

Before I could ask more, a truck rumbled into view, stirring up clouds of dust in its wake. It came to a halt behind Jack, and as the back opened, my eyes widened at the sight. Pregnant cows, ready to jumpstart our milk production dreams, were being unloaded one by one.

Jack hopped off the horse, landing with a thud that sent a small plume of dust into the air. "Figured we needed to speed things up a bit. The cows we've got aren't exactly in a giving mood yet."

Excitement bubbled up inside me, the potential of the ranch expanding with each new arrival. "This is fantastic. We're really doing this, huh?"

He grinned, wiping a hand across his brow, leaving a streak of dirt in its wake. "Yeah, we are. Meet Daisy, Buttercup, Petunia, Violet, and Bessie," he said, gesturing to each of the cows as they were guided into the pasture.

The names brought a chuckle out of me, a sense of warmth spreading through my chest as I watched them explore their new home. The sun, the dirt, the smell of fresh hay, and the distant sound of the cows settling in—all of it felt right. Like pieces of a puzzle clicking into place.
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"We're gonna need more hands around here soon," I mused, leaning on the fence, watching Jack as he surveyed his growing empire with a proud eye.

"We will," he agreed, his gaze lingering on the horizon. "But for now, we've got each other's backs. That's a good start."

Later that week, under a sky that was a deep shade of twilight blue, Jack decided it was high time I learned the art of manual milking. We were in the barn, the air thick with the scent of hay and the warm, earthy smell of the cows. The gentle sounds of the animals shuffling and the occasional moo created a backdrop to our lesson.

"So, you gotta be gentle but firm," Jack instructed, his hands working expertly on the udder of a patient cow named Daisy. "It's all about the rhythm and making sure the cow's comfortable."

I watched, fascinated and a bit apprehensive about my turn. The task seemed so intimate, a bond between human and animal grounded in mutual trust and respect.

As we worked, the conversation drifted to less rural topics—our love lives. Jack chuckled, a sound that echoed softly in the spacious barn. "Even if Sally hadn't chosen New York over this," he gestured around the barn, "we'd have ended up divorced anyway. I need a girl who can get dirty, not some prissy, laundry detergent commercial wife."

I laughed, shaking my head at his description. "Well, I haven't even thought about getting married yet. Don't know when, don't know how, I just wanna milk a cow." The words came out in a playful rhythm, and we both paused to laugh at the impromptu poem.

The laughter faded into more talk, the kind that weaves through the quiet moments, filling the spaces between us with the comfort of shared experiences. Jack continued to demonstrate the milking technique, his hands steady and sure.
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After a while, he straightened up, wiping his hands on a cloth. "Here, taste," he said, offering me a fresh squirt of milk directly from Daisy.

Hesitant but curious, I leaned in and tasted. The milk was warm, surprisingly sweet, and incredibly fresh—a stark contrast to anything I'd ever bought in a store. The moment was simple but charged with an unexpected tension, a connection to the life we were building here, to the earth and its cycles.

"Delicious," I admitted, straightening up and meeting Jack's eyes. There was a shared understanding in that glance, a recognition of the small but profound joys of ranch life.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE STEADY DRUM OF RAIN on the barn roof set a somber backdrop as I carried in another bale of hay for the cows a week later. No free-ranging today; the fields were a muddy mess, turning our usual routine inside out. Inside, the barn was a refuge from the downpour, the air thick with the scent of wet earth and the warm, musty aroma of livestock.
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Jack was hunched over his laptop at a makeshift desk nestled between stacks of hay and tools. The glow of the screen cast shadows across his face, highlighting the furrow in his brow. Something about his posture, the way he seemed to be bearing the weight of the world, had me pausing, the bale of hay momentarily forgotten.

"What's wrong?" I asked, setting the hay down and moving closer. The cows milled about, their soft mooing a constant undercurrent to our lives.

He didn't look up immediately, his gaze fixed on the numbers dancing across the screen. Finally, he sighed, a deep sound of frustration and worry.

"I'm looking at the numbers, Sam... and they’re not headed in the right direction."

His eyes then shifted to the barrels of unsold milk lined up against the barn wall, a silent testament to our predicament. "We need to sell these, fast."

I leaned against a wooden post, the rain's rhythm a stark contrast to the racing thoughts in my head. "Didn't you talk to the store owners?" I asked, remembering his plans to distribute our milk locally.

"Yeah, some agreed, but we're the new guys. The big ones, they prefer sticking with their old suppliers. It's... it's like we're not even getting a chance," he admitted, the defeat in his voice uncharacteristic and jarring.
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The sound of rain, the lowing of the cows, and the sight of Jack's defeated slump stirred a resolve within me. We couldn't just stand by and watch our dreams get washed away with the rain. "We have to think of something else, brainstorm some way to get our foot in the door."

He nodded, weary but willing. We threw ideas back and forth, each more desperate than the last, until finally, something clicked.

"What about going door-to-door, like the old days? Offer samples, introduce ourselves and the ranch. Make it personal," I suggested, the idea gaining momentum as I spoke.

He looked up, a spark of interest lighting his eyes. "Door-to-door, huh? It's... it's so crazy it just might work. People like that personal touch, and it gives us a chance to tell our story, why our milk's different."

The rain seemed to lessen as we talked, the storm outside mirroring the clearing of our despair. We had a plan, a throwback to simpler times but with a modern twist. It was going to be hard work, requiring more than just the physical labor we were accustomed to—it would need charm, persistence, and a belief in what we were doing.

As we wrapped up our brainstorming, the rain stopped, leaving a fresh, clean scent in the air, a sense of renewal. The barrels of milk no longer seemed like burdens but challenges waiting to be overcome. We were ready to take our place in the community, one door at a time.

Jack closed his laptop, his earlier despondency replaced with a determined set to his jaw. "Let's do this, Sam. Let's show them what we're made of."

And with that, we set out to carve our niche, armed with nothing but our milk, our stories, and the steadfast belief that sometimes, the old ways are worth revisiting.

Later that day, after we'd hashed out our game plan, I made my way to Jack's office, the scent of stew I'd left simmering on the stove following me like a promise of comfort. The office was a small room off the side of the barn, crammed with Jack's makeshift desk, a couple of chairs, and shelves filled with ranch-related paraphernalia. The sound of the printer working overtime filled the space, a steady hum that spoke of Jack's deep dive into our new strategy.

"Lunch is ready," I announced, leaning against the doorframe.

"Made some stew. Figured we could use a real meal."

He looked up, his eyes bright with a mixture of stress and excitement. "Perfect timing. I'm starving," he said, but his gaze quickly shifted back to the sheets of paper spilling out from the printer.
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"Check these out," he motioned towards the freshly printed marketing materials scattered across the desk. "What do you think?"

I stepped closer, picking up one of the flyers. It was a solid effort, the basics all there—pictures of the ranch, our cows, and a spiel about our fresh, locally produced milk. But it lacked... something.

"They're good, Jack. Really good. But how about we make the fonts a bit livelier? More... milkier, if that's a thing. Make it pop, you know?"

He paused, considering my words, then a grin slowly spread across his face. "Milkier, huh? I like it. We're not just selling milk; we're selling the whole dairy dream. Fresh, wholesome, straight from our ranch to your table." He was already turning back to his computer, fingers flying over the keys with renewed purpose.

The excitement between us was palpable, a current that charged the air with possibility. As Jack tweaked the designs, I couldn't help but feel a surge of pride. We were really doing this, putting our mark on the world, one milkier font at a time.

The smell of the stew began to overpower the scent of ink and paper, a reminder that even visionaries need to eat.

"Come on," I urged, a smile tugging at my lips.

"Let's grab some food. You can show me the revised version over lunch."

Jack nodded, a look of gratitude flashing across his face as he pushed back from the desk.

"Sounds like a plan."
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We left the office, the printer's hum fading behind us, replaced by the comforting aroma of home-cooked food. As we sat down to eat, the flyers and our plans for the ranch felt like the beginning of something big, a step towards a future we were building together, one hearty stew and milkier font at a time.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

A DAY LATER, Jack and I were in the pickup truck at the crack of dawn, the back loaded with crates of our milk, each bottle a testament to our hard work and dreams. The air was crisp, a prelude to the day's heat, and the rising sun painted the sky in shades of orange and pink. We double-checked everything—coolers secured, marketing materials on hand, and a list of neighbors we planned to visit.

"Alright, let's make this happen," he said, his voice a mix of determination and nerves. I nodded, feeling a similar cocktail of emotions churning inside me.
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Our first stop was Mrs. Henderson's, a widow known for her love of local produce and her no-nonsense attitude. Her house, a cozy cottage surrounded by well-tended gardens, felt welcoming even in the early hours.

"Morning, Mrs. Henderson!" I called out, as we approached her doorstep, milk crate in hand.

She eyed us warily, then the crate. "What's this about?" she asked, her tone sharp but curious.

Jack took the lead, explaining our venture, our milk, and our hope to bring something fresh and local to her table. She listened, then, with a small smile, bought a bottle. "For initiative," she said, her approval shining like a badge of honor.

Next, we tried our luck with the Thompsons, a young couple new to the area. They were enthusiastic about supporting local businesses, but when it came down to it, they hesitated, citing a current surplus of store-bought milk. "Maybe next time," they promised, their smiles apologetic.

Feeling slightly disheartened, we moved on to Old Man Jenkins, a retired farmer whose land bordered ours. Known for his gruff exterior and a heart of gold, Jenkins listened to our pitch, then bought two bottles. "Gotta support the young bloods trying to make a go of it," he grumbled, but the twinkle in his eye told us he meant every word.
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Three sales out of fifty attempts wasn't exactly the home run we'd hoped for, but as we climbed back into the truck, there was a sense of accomplishment that couldn't be denied. We'd made our first sales, broken the ice, and started something that had room to grow.

Jack started the engine, glancing my way with a grin. "Not too shabby for our first outing, huh?"

I couldn't help but smile back, the day's rejections fading in the light of our small victories. "We're just getting started. Rome wasn't built in a day, and neither is a successful dairy business."

As we drove back to the ranch, the sun climbing higher in the sky, there was a sense of camaraderie and shared purpose between us. We talked about what worked, what didn't, and how we could improve our pitch for next time.

"Yeah, we'll get them next time. With milk this good, they'd be crazy not to buy," I said, my voice filled with a conviction I hadn't known I possessed.

Jack nodded, his eyes on the road but his mind clearly on our future. "Exactly. We just need to keep pushing, keep talking, and keep believing in what we're doing."

The rest of the drive was filled with plans, laughter, and a shared optimism for the days ahead. We'd faced our first challenge head-on, and though the road was long, we were ready to travel it together, one door knock and one bottle of milk at a time.

The next day broke with a sky so clear and blue it felt like a taunt. Our spirits, somewhat buoyed by yesterday's modest victories, carried us as we loaded up the truck again, the cool morning air nipping at our resolve. The milk, chilled and pristine in its glass bottles, clinked gently in the back as we set off, a symphony of hope and hard work.

Our list of neighbors was shorter this time, but our determination was just as strong. The first door we knocked on belonged to the Martins, a middle-aged couple with a reputation for supporting local initiatives. Their enthusiastic reception felt like a balm, and when they purchased a bottle, citing a desire to help us get off the ground, it felt like affirmation.

But as the day wore on, and doors closed with polite refusals or noncommittal maybe-next-times, that initial spark of success began to dim. We made one more sale, to a kindly old lady who seemed more interested in chatting than in our milk, but even that couldn't shake the growing sense of doubt.
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By the time we headed home, the truck nearly as full as when we'd started, a heavy silence had settled between us. The sun, once a beacon of hope, now seemed to mock our efforts, its warmth insufficient against the chill of skepticism creeping into my thoughts.

Jack kept up a steady stream of optimism, talking about the long game and the need for persistence, but I could hear the strain in his voice, the effort it took to maintain that positive outlook.

"We're planting seeds, Sam. It's gonna take time for them to grow," he said, his hands tight on the wheel.

I wanted to believe him, to share in his unwavering vision, but the seeds of doubt were already sown. "I know. I just thought... I don't know what I thought," I admitted, staring out the window at the passing scenery, the beauty of the landscape lost on me.

The silence that followed was filled with unspoken worries and the weight of what felt like failure. As the miles back to the ranch ticked by, I found myself wrestling with my own thoughts, a monologue of doubts and fears that refused to be silenced.

"Maybe we need to rethink our strategy," I finally said, breaking the silence. "I mean, I believe in what we're doing, but we can't keep hitting our heads against the wall and expecting it to break before we do."

Jack glanced at me, his expression somber but thoughtful. "You might be right. Let's give it a few more days, see if we can't turn this ship around. We've got good milk, a good story. We just need to find the right way to tell it."

His words were meant to rally, but as we pulled into the ranch, the crates of unsold milk a reminder of our day's efforts, I couldn't shake the feeling of being at a crossroads. The dream of our dairy venture, so vivid and promising at the start, now seemed clouded by the reality of our situation.
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That night, as I lay awake in the quiet of my room, the day's experiences replayed in my mind. The faces of our neighbors, the closed doors, the polite but firm rejections. Jack's unwavering optimism was a beacon, but even beacons could fade in the fog. I knew the coming days would be a test, not just of our business acumen, but of our faith in this dream we'd dared to chase.

The dawn of the next day greeted us with a silence that felt almost oppressive, the kind that weighs down on you with the promise of the challenges ahead. Despite the discouraging results from our previous efforts, Jack and I set out once more, hope our reluctant companion. The truck, loaded with the last of our milk, seemed to groan under the burden of our dwindling optimism.

Our route took us to the fringes of our neighborhood, where the houses were farther apart and the faces less familiar. At each stop, we pitched our dairy dream with a passion that belied our growing despair, but doors closed one after the other, our words falling on indifferent ears. The sole sale of the day came from a young mother, touched more by the sight of our crestfallen faces than by the prospect of our milk.

As the sun began its descent, painting the sky in shades of orange and purple, we found ourselves back at the barn, the day's failure a heavy cloak around our shoulders. We settled into the quiet of the barn, the only sounds the occasional shuffle of hooves and the soft breathing of the cows. The smell of hay and earth filled the air, a comforting, if stark, reminder of the reality of our situation.

Jack cracked open a couple of beers and handed one to me, the clink of the bottles a punctuation mark in the silence. We drank in silence, the bitterness of the beer a fitting companion to our thoughts.
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Finally, Jack set his bottle down with a force that echoed in the vast space. "Fuck it," he said, the words cutting through the quiet with the sharpness of broken glass. "We can't go on like this. I'll think of a way."

His voice carried a mixture of anger, frustration, and an undercurrent of determination that was as infectious as it was desperate. I looked at him, seeing the resolve in his eyes, and felt a flicker of hope stir within me.

"Yeah, we've got to pivot, find a new angle. This... this isn't working," I replied, my voice steady despite the turmoil churning inside me.

Jack nodded, his gaze fixed on some distant point only he could see. "We've got a good product, Sam. There's got to be a way to make this work. We just need to find it."

The night crept in around us, the barn a cocoon against the uncertainty of our future. As we sat there, the shadows growing longer, a sense of camaraderie fortified by adversity settled between us. The journey had been tougher than we'd anticipated, each setback a test of our resolve. But in that moment, it was clear neither of us was ready to give up. Not yet.

"We'll figure it out," I said, more to myself than to Jack. "We didn't come this far to only come this far."

Jack raised his bottle in a silent toast, a gesture of agreement and defiance against the odds stacked so heavily against us. And as we sat there, two men against the world, the challenges ahead seemed a little less insurmountable. Tomorrow was another day, and with it came the promise of new ideas, new strategies, and the relentless pursuit of our shared dream.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, with the barn just stirring to life under the pale light of dawn, I found myself amidst the comforting routine of milking the cows. The soft murmur of the animals and the rhythmic pulse of the milk hitting the pail grounded me, offering a moment of peace before the day's uncertainties.

As I worked, I talked to the cows, a habit I'd picked up without really noticing. "What do you think, Daisy? We gotta shake things up a bit, huh?" Their warm, damp breaths and gentle mooing felt like silent encouragement, a reminder that life's simplest moments often hold the greatest comfort.
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Jack burst into the barn, his energy a stark contrast to the tranquil dawn. "Sam, you won't believe it. I didn't sleep a wink!" His eyes were alight with excitement, a clear sign he'd hit upon a new idea.

I couldn't help but laugh at his enthusiasm. "Let me guess, you've been up all night watching cow videos?"

"Better," he said, brandishing his phone like a treasure. He showed me videos, but not of cats. Instead, the screen played clips of door-to-door sales, but with a twist—sexy milkmaids were making the deliveries.

"Great idea," I said, half-joking, half-serious. "We can hire some beauties, get this place alive too."

Jack's grin faltered, replaced by a look of earnest contemplation. "That's not exactly what I had in mind." He flexed an arm, a playful show of strength.

"As you can see, I can easily sell milk to the ladies. I can wear something... sexier, show off these guns." Then, his gaze shifted to me, speculative. "And you... can appeal to the men."

I paused, the milk pail forgotten. "What the fuck does that mean?"

"No offense, Sam. You're, what, 5'6"?"

"I'm 5'7"," I corrected, though the distinction seemed trivial in the face of his proposal.

Jack chuckled, unfazed. "Okay, same difference. But hear me out." He looked at me, not with mockery, but with an odd sort of appraisal. "A little makeover, and you could make a good... girl."

The words hung in the air, heavy and bewildering.
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"What the fuck does that mean?" I repeated, my voice edged with disbelief.

Jack's demeanor softened, his usual bravado giving way to a somber sincerity. "I see it all the time, Sam. This could be our edge. We dress you up, get you in a nice, skimpy shirt and shorts, maybe a wig..."

"What the hell?" I protested, the suggestion not just jarring but deeply personal, stirring something within me I hadn't fully acknowledged.

"I can't put my trust in others," he continued, his voice laced with a vulnerability I'd rarely seen.

"I only trust you, Sam."

The earnestness in his plea struck a chord, leaving me conflicted. The idea of dressing up, of stepping into a role so far removed from the persona I'd constructed over the years, was terrifying. Yet, beneath the immediate rejection, a curious, unexplored part of me couldn't dismiss it outright.

Jack's gaze was somber, his usual confidence replaced by a palpable sadness. "It's okay," he said, though the disappointment was evident.

I stood there, torn between the loyalty to a friend who'd become more like family and the visceral fear of exposing a part of myself I hadn't dared examine too closely. Jack's idea, outlandish as it was, cracked open a door I'd kept firmly shut, a glimpse into possibilities I'd never allowed myself to consider.

After lunch, a sense of unease tugged at me, the rhythm of our days disrupted. The truck sat untouched, none of the usual hustle to load it up for door-to-door sales. Puzzled, I set out to find Jack, wondering if maybe he'd come up with a new plan I hadn't heard about yet.

[image: apple tree bird's eye view]

I found him under an old apple tree at the edge of the property, a spot that overlooked the expanse of our land. He was sitting with his back against the trunk, gaze lost in the distance where the green of the fields met the blue of the sky. It was a rare moment of stillness for a man usually brimming with restless energy.

"Hey, everything okay?" I asked, approaching with cautious steps on the grass, damp underfoot from the morning's dew.

He looked up, his usual spark dimmed. "Yeah, but..." He trailed off, then gestured to the view before us. "Look at this—this land, these cows. I had this great idea, but it seems like it's not for me."

His words hung between us, heavy with unspoken fears and doubts. I sat down beside him, the earth cool and firm. "Don't say that," I replied, my voice firm. "You've got vision. This place... it's got potential because of you."

He sighed, a sound that seemed to carry the weight of the world. "With how bad the numbers are, it's like every step forward takes us two steps back. I wanted this dairy farm to succeed, not just for me, but... it's bigger than that, a legacy, you know?"

The vulnerability in his voice struck a chord. Jack had always been the pillar, the one with the plan, and seeing him doubt himself like this was jarring.

As we sat there, looking out over the land that held so much of our sweat and dreams, a profound sense of empathy washed over me. I could feel the depth of Jack's longing for success, not for the sake of success itself, but for what it represented—a testament to hard work, to making a difference, to creating something lasting.

"Maybe we can give your plan a try," I found myself saying, the words surprising even me. It was a leap, a venture into unknown territory that, until this moment, I hadn't been ready to consider.

Jack's head snapped towards me, hope reigniting in his eyes. "Are you sure?" he asked, a tentative smile beginning to form.

I smiled back, nodding. "Yeah. I want us to succeed, too. Not just for the farm, but for us, for everything we've been through together. I can’t abandon the only person who was there for me when I needed help the most."
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He scrutinized me for a moment, searching for any hint of hesitation. "You're not doing this just because you feel bad for me, right?"

"No," I said, my resolve strengthening with the words. "I'm doing this because I believe in us, in this place, in what we can achieve together."

At that moment, something shifted between us, a mutual understanding and respect that went beyond words. Jack got up, extending a hand to help me to my feet, and we hugged, a gesture of solidarity and shared commitment to our future.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

FOUR DAYS LATER, the routine of ranch life had settled into my bones, a comforting rhythm amidst the chaos of our new venture. I was out in the fields, free-ranging the cows—Daisy, Buttercup, Petunia, Violet, and Bessie, their names now as familiar to me as old friends.
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The sun was high, casting a warm glow over the land, while I made sure each of them had their turn at the river for a bath. The water was cool and clear, a refreshing respite for the cows and me from the midday heat.

That's when I heard Jack's voice cutting through the tranquility, a sharp "Sam!" that had me straightening up, alert. "What?" I called back, shielding my eyes against the sun to see him better.

"Come with me," was all he said before turning on his heel and heading back toward the barn. Curiosity piqued, I followed, hopping onto the back of Jack's horse when he offered a lift without a word.

The barn was cooler, the air filled with the scent of hay and the subtle tang of metal from the tools. Jack led me to a corner that had been cleared out, now occupied by boxes I hadn't seen before. He started unpacking them with an excitement I hadn't witnessed since we first talked about changing our sales strategy.

Out came cowgirl outfits, complete with fringed vests and checkered blouses, boots that gleamed under the barn's lights, wigs of various lengths and colors, and makeup that promised transformation. The array was startling, a far cry from the world of cows and milk I'd grown accustomed to.

I was reluctant, the weight of the change we were contemplating settling on me with a heaviness I couldn't shake. Yet, amidst that reluctance, there was a flicker of excitement, a curiosity about stepping into someone else's shoes—or boots, in this case.

Jack watched me, a keen observer. "We have to get rid of the facial hair and body hair first," he noted, practicality lacing his words.
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"Do I really need to do that?" I asked, the prospect daunting. The idea of shedding part of my physical identity for this role brought a complexity of emotions I wasn't prepared for.

Jack's response came with a light-hearted chuckle, designed to ease the tension. "You know these country boys, they like their women smooth as butter."

I laughed despite myself, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me. There was a camaraderie in this shared venture, a trust that we were in this together, for better or worse.

After a moment, I relented. "Alright, let's do it," I said, the words feeling like a plunge into unknown waters. It was a commitment, not just to the plan, but to an exploration of self I hadn't anticipated when I first set foot on this ranch.

As Jack and I set about preparing for this new chapter, the barn around us felt like a cocoon, within which we were about to undergo a transformation. There was fear, yes, and uncertainty, but also an undeniable thrill at the prospect of challenging norms and expectations, including our own.

Later that day, I found myself standing in front of a mirror naked, propped up against the wall of the barn, a razor in hand and determination etched into every line of my face. The task ahead was daunting: shaving off the facial hair I'd grown accustomed to, a part of my identity I'd never thought to question.

The first few strokes were hesitant, leading to more cuts than I cared to admit. Each nick stung sharply, a tangible reminder of the unfamiliar territory I was navigating.

Jack, ever the observer, finally stepped in after watching my struggle. "Don't be shy, we're both men here," he said, his tone light but firm as he took the razor from my hesitant grasp. His hands were steady, a contrast to my own, and he worked with a precision and care that belied his rough exterior.

As he shaved away the last of my facial hair, revealing skin that hadn't seen the light of day in years, a sense of vulnerability washed over me. But with each stroke, that vulnerability began to transform into something else—a sense of liberation, of shedding a weight I hadn't even known I was carrying.

Once he was done, I ran a hand over my face, marveling at the smoothness. "Wow, this feels amazing. I feel cooler," I admitted, a genuine sense of wonder in my voice. The cool air of the barn against my bare skin was a sensation so new and so refreshing, it left me momentarily speechless.

Jack, finishing up with a nod of satisfaction, looked at me with a hint of amusement. "Oh yeah?" he asked, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

"Yeah," I responded, meeting his gaze in the mirror. There was an acknowledgment there, a recognition of the step we'd both taken toward something wholly unknown.

After my face felt newly smooth, Jack and I moved on to the next phase of my transformation. The atmosphere was charged with a mix of tension and humor, the barn echoing with our laughter and the occasional buzz of the razor.

"Alright, let's tackle the rest," Jack said, his tone a mix of determination and mischief. As he worked, he couldn't help but throw in a few jokes to lighten the mood. "You know, your back’s becoming smoother than the milk we’re trying to sell."
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I laughed, glancing over my shoulder at him. "Keep it up, and I might start taking these compliments seriously. You sure you're not starting to get into me?"

Jack chuckled, shaking his head. "You're not my type, buddy. I'm into curvy girls," he quipped, his eyes twinkling with humor.

The banter continued, each joke a layer of camaraderie and trust. "Careful with the chest, I’m pretty attached to it," I joked as the razor buzzed closer.

"Don't worry, I've got a steady hand. Wouldn't want to ruin your debut," Jack teased back, his laughter mixing with mine.

As we progressed, from my chest to my belly, then down to my thighs and legs, the transformation felt less like a shedding of my old self and more like stepping into a new role, one that was uncertain yet filled with potential. The physical changes were stark, but it was the shift in our dynamic, the way we navigated this experience together, that left the deepest impression.

"Look at you, smoother than a fresh jar of milk butter," Jack said, standing back to admire his handiwork.

"I bet this is the smoothest you've had in a while," I retorted, unable to resist throwing in one last joke.

Jack burst into laughter, a sound so genuine and freeing it filled the barn. "You got me there. But hey, it’s all about the business, right? We’re gonna knock those sales out of the park."

As the last of my hair fell away, a strange sense of anticipation settled over me. The jokes and playful banter had made the process less daunting, transforming it into a shared adventure rather than a solitary journey of self-discovery.

Standing there, feeling lighter and somehow more myself than I had in a long time, I realized that this experience was about more than just changing appearances. It was about challenging our perceptions, pushing boundaries, and finding humor and connection in the most unexpected places.
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"Thanks, Sam," he said, his voice carrying a newfound sense of gratitude. "For doing this."

"Anytime, Jack. We’re in this together, remember?" I replied, clapping a hand on his shoulder, my smile a promise of the unwavering support and friendship that had carried us this far.

As we cleaned up, the barn felt less like a makeshift barbershop and more like a cocoon where something new and undefined was taking shape.

After the initial phase of our transformation was complete, Jack and I stood before the next hurdle: a collection of makeup spread out on the floor, a colorful array of unknowns. We exchanged glances, both of us as lost as a calf on a new pasture. The tubes, brushes, and palettes might as well have been tools from another planet.

"This seems... less complicated," I ventured, my optimism not quite reaching my eyes. Picking up a tube that I assumed was mascara, I quickly set it down again. Makeup, it turned out, was an enigma wrapped in a shiny package.

Deciding to tackle what felt like a slightly less daunting task, I grabbed the clothes we'd picked out—a cowgirl outfit, the sexy kind that you'd see at a costume party rather than an actual ranch.

Jack, perhaps sensing my need for a moment of privacy—or maybe just evading the imminent makeup challenge—headed outside to feed the cows.

Dressing myself in the outfit was an experience unto itself. The fabric felt foreign against my newly smooth skin, and every article of clothing seemed designed to challenge my understanding of physics and human anatomy. The struggle was real, and more than once, I found myself tangled in a mess of fringes and fabric, wrestling with zippers that seemed to have a mind of their own.

“I don’t know about this,” I said under my breath.

By the time I managed to get everything looking somewhat like it was supposed to, I was out of breath and my patience was fraying at the edges.

“This isn’t right,” I said—staring at my flat chest while pressing the hollowness of the bra. Without thinking things through, I scoured for my shoes and stuffed the bra with my socks.

Stepping in front of the mirror we'd propped up, I took in my reflection. The person staring back at me was both familiar and utterly strange. The outfit clung to me in ways I wasn't used to, highlighting and concealing all at once. It was disconcerting and yet, beneath the surface-level awkwardness, there was a flicker of something else—curiosity, perhaps, or even excitement.

"Jack!" I called out, needing a second opinion but also dreading it. My voice sounded strange to my own ears, like it was coming from someone else.

Jack appeared a moment later, a bucket of feed still in hand, and paused at the doorway. The look on his face was a mix of surprise, amusement, and something I couldn't quite place—a kind of respect, maybe, for the lengths we were willing to go to.

"Well, I'll be," he finally said, setting the bucket down and stepping closer. "You clean up nice, cowboy... or should I say, cowgirl?"

I couldn't help the laugh that bubbled up, easing some of the tension I'd felt. "This is so bizarre," I admitted, turning to give him a full view. "Feels like I'm about to attend the strangest rodeo in history."

Jack chuckled, his gaze appreciative and supportive. "You're gonna knock 'em dead, Sam. Just wait and see."

His words bolstered my spirits, a reminder that this was all part of our grand scheme, no matter how outlandish it seemed.

"Alright," I said, squaring my shoulders. "Let's tackle that makeup. How hard can it be, right?" I confidently said while doubt was freely swimming in my veins.

Jack's grin was answer enough. We were in this together, come what may.

With our spirits high and our expectations low, Jack and I dove into the world of makeup with the enthusiasm of kids in a mud pit—clueless but utterly committed. The barn transformed into our makeshift beauty salon, the air thick with the scent of farm life mingling oddly with the floral notes of the makeup.

"Okay, what does this do?" Jack asked, holding up an eyeliner with a wary curiosity typically reserved for unidentified tools.

"I think it's supposed to make your eyes pop," I replied, grabbing it and attempting to line his eyes, my hand unsteady from the laughter shaking my chest.

"But at this point, it might just be easier to punch me in the face for a similar effect."

The result was less 'smoky allure' and more 'recent fistfight,' but it only added to the hilarity. We swapped roles, Jack applying a blush so liberally I looked like a clown gearing up for a performance.

"Maybe less is more?" I suggested, peering at my reflection in the mirror, the colors on my face a wild palette that would make a peacock envious.

"Since when do we do anything 'less'?" Jack retorted, but he was already laughing, wiping away tears that threatened to ruin his masterpiece.

Our laughter echoed in the barn, a reminder of the absurdity of our situation. Finally, conceding defeat to the makeup, we decided to abandon the endeavor before we did any permanent damage.

"Truce?" I offered, raising my hands in surrender.

"Truce," Jack agreed, his grin infectious.

I washed my face, the cool water a balm to the chaos we'd unleashed upon my skin. The laughter had left a lightness in the air, a shared joy in our misadventures.

Then came the wig, pigtails with braids, an addition that transformed my reflection into someone new, someone playful and unburdened. I couldn't resist a dance, a silly, spirited jig in front of the mirror, embracing the absurdity of the moment.

“Hey ya’ll, I’ve got some sweet milk for you,” I jested.

Jack watched, and when I caught his eye in the mirror, the laughter faded, replaced by a look I hadn't seen directed at me before. It was a mix of surprise, admiration, and something deeper, a complexity of emotion that rendered him speechless.

For a moment, the world seemed to pause, the only sounds the distant lowing of the cows and our shared breaths. The playful atmosphere shifted, charged with a new, unspoken tension. I stopped dancing, suddenly self-conscious under his gaze, but the smile lingered on my lips.
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"Jack?" I asked, my voice softer now, laden with questions I wasn't sure how to ask.

He shook his head, as if to clear it, and the spell was broken. "You're a sight, Sam," he finally said, but his tone held layers, a depth that hinted at the complexities of human connection and attraction.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THE NEXT DAY DAWNED with a sense of purpose I hadn’t felt in a long time. Standing in front of the mirror, I took a deep breath, steadying myself for the transformation ahead. The preparations were methodical, a step-by-step process that I approached with the same focus I used to apply to my work on the ranch. Only this time, the work was on me.

The sensation of makeup on my face was still foreign, each brush stroke a reminder of the role I was about to play. Slipping into the cowgirl outfit felt less like dressing and more like donning armor, a protective layer between myself and the world’s expectations. The wig and hat completed the look, and for a moment, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me.

Feeling a mixture of nerves and anticipation churning in my stomach, I stepped out to find Jack busy loading the barrels of milk into the truck. The early morning air was crisp, the ranch coming to life with the sounds of animals and the distant rumble of machinery.
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"No, my lady," Jack jested, spotting me and immediately waving off any attempt I might make to help. "You're not doing that today."

I paused, the unfamiliarity of being on the sidelines making me fidget. Watching Jack work, I was struck by a wave of nervousness about stepping out in public like this for the first time. The reality of our plan, so bold and abstract in the safety of the barn, was suddenly daunting under the open sky.

Later, as we sat in the truck, the silence between us felt heavy, filled with my unspoken fears and uncertainties. Jack seemed to sense my trepidation, his usual banter replaced with a more serious demeanor.

"Hey," he said, turning to me with a reassuring smile. "You look great, and you're gonna do great."

His words, simple yet sincere, cut through my anxiety like a beam of sunlight through morning fog. I nodded, drawing strength from his confidence in me, in us.

"It's just... new, you know?" I admitted, my voice a mix of vulnerability and resolve.

"Never thought I'd be stepping into someone else's boots quite like this."

Jack chuckled, the sound warm and comforting.

"Well, life's got a funny way of throwing us curveballs. But if there's anyone who can knock this out of the park, it's you, Sam. Or should I say, Samantha?"

I couldn't help but smile at that, the tension easing as laughter bridged the gap between my fears and the task ahead.

"Samantha, huh? I'll have to get used to that."

As the truck rumbled to life and we headed towards our first stop, the landscape rolling by felt both familiar and entirely new. It was a strange sensation, seeing the world through this new lens, but with Jack by my side, I felt a burgeoning sense of courage.

Stepping out of the truck at our first stop, the air carried that crisp promise of a day full of potential. Jack, ever the showman, peeled off his shirt with a dramatic flourish, revealing a torso chiseled from manual labor and long days under the sun.

"This is for the ladies," he announced, a playful smirk on his face, his confidence as tangible as the morning breeze.

Not to be outdone, I found myself caught up in the spirit of our unconventional sales strategy. I tied my shirt up to reveal my own belly, smoothed over from the recent transformation. "And this," I said, matching Jack's bravado, "is for the gentlemen."

Our first encounter was with Mr. and Mrs. Smith, a middle-aged couple known in the community for their support of local businesses. The moment we approached, I adopted the most demure demeanor I could muster, my voice softer, higher, a performance borne out of necessity and a dash of desperation.

"Good morning!" I greeted, my voice lilting into unfamiliar territory.
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"We're here to offer you the freshest milk you'll ever taste, straight from our farm to your table."

Mr. Smith raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite the initial surprise, while Mrs. Smith looked on with a mixture of amusement and curiosity.

"Well, aren't you two a sight," Mrs. Smith chuckled, her gaze flitting between Jack's bare chest and my makeshift crop top.

Jack launched into our pitch with practiced ease, his charm dialled up to match his exposed abs. I chimed in, fluttering my eyelashes exaggeratedly, playing the part with a zeal that surprised even me.

To our delight, the Smiths were our first sale of the day, enchanted by our pitch—or perhaps just entertained enough to indulge us.

"You've certainly made this morning interesting," Mr. Smith said, handing over the money.

"Thank you kindly, sir, ma'am. You won't regret it," I replied, my voice still dancing around the higher octaves.

As we returned to the truck, a victorious energy between us, we couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity and the thrill of it all. "One down, who knows how many to go," I said, readjusting my outfit for the next house.
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The day unfolded in a blur of doors knocked, pitches delivered, and milk sold. Each house brought its own challenge, its own audience. There was the Hendersons, who nearly keeled over laughing at our get-up but bought two bottles on the spot.

The O'Malleys, initially skeptical, were won over by Jack's earnest explanation of our farming practices. And young Miss Garcia, a recent transplant from the city, delighted in the novelty, purchasing enough to stock her fridge for a week.

By the time we approached our fiftieth and final house, the truck was empty, our spirits high. We were exhausted, yes, but buoyed by a sense of accomplishment that went beyond the day's sales.

"We did it, Jack. Sold out," I said, disbelief mingling with pride as we counted the day's earnings.

Jack clapped me on the back, a wide grin splitting his face. "We're a hell of a team, Samantha," he said, the nickname no longer feeling like just a part of our sales strategy, but a badge of honor.
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As the sun dipped low, casting long shadows over the ranch, we recounted the day's adventures, the characters we'd met, and the unexpected joy found in stepping so far out of our comfort zones.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

TWO MONTHS HAD PASSED since the day Jack and I took our sales strategy to the doorstep of our local community, and with each passing day, I found myself in a state of continual transformation. It was late evening, the kind of night where the sky stretches out in a canvas of indigo and the stars wink in silent camaraderie. I stood before the mirror in my room, the reflection staring back at me increasingly unfamiliar yet profoundly more authentic.

My hair, once kept short and utilitarian, now brushed my shoulders in soft waves, framing my face in a way that felt both foreign and right. It was these quiet moments of solitude, away from the eyes of the world, that I allowed myself to truly see the person I was becoming.

Feeling a pull toward the person I saw in the mirror only when donned in what had started as a costume, I realized the fabric of those clothes wove deeper into my identity than I had ever anticipated.

On a whim, fueled by a blend of curiosity and an emerging sense of self, I slipped into a set of clothes I'd come to associate with a confidence and purposefulness that Sam had never known—Samantha, however, thrived in them.

Dressed in a soft blouse and jeans that hugged my form in ways Sam's clothes never had, I stepped out into the cool night air, the fabric whispering against my skin with each step.
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The barn was quiet, save for the soft sounds of the cows shifting in their stalls, the scent of hay and earth grounding me.

"Hey, girls," I whispered, my voice carrying softly in the expansive space.

"You ever wonder why we're drawn to the things that make us feel most alive?" I moved among them, distributing feed, my movements gentle and assured.

"Because out here, in the quiet of the night, dressed as my truest self, I feel a sense of peace I've never known."

The cows, ever patient listeners, offered no judgment, only the warm huffs of their breaths in response. "It's funny," I continued, leaning against the fence, the wood cool under my palms.

"I started this... journey, thinking it was all about selling milk, about saving the ranch. But maybe, it was about finding myself too, about allowing Samantha to step into the light."

The barn around me felt like a sanctuary, a place where the whispers of transformation were encouraged rather than stifled. In the solitude of the night, with only the cows as my witnesses, I allowed myself to ponder the joy I found in embracing this identity, in the liberation of expressing my femininity, an aspect of myself I'd never known was seeking to be acknowledged.

"Why do I enjoy being a girl so much?" I mused aloud, not expecting an answer, but posing the question to the universe itself.

"Maybe it's the freedom, or the confidence it brings... or maybe it's just about being true to oneself, no matter what form that takes."
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The cows offered no answers, but their calm presence was a comfort, a silent affirmation of the journey I was on. As I finished up in the barn, the moon high in the sky, I realized that this exploration of identity wasn't just about the clothes I wore or the name I chose; it was about the courage to face the unknown, to embrace change, and to find joy in the authenticity of being.

"I love being a girl, Daisy," I confided in the cow, her large, gentle eyes reflecting the soft light that spilled from the overhead bulbs. Moving to Violet, I continued, sharing my newfound joy with each of them as if they could understand the tumultuous journey of my heart. "It feels right, you know?"

The sound of footsteps crunching on the hay-strewn ground interrupted my heartfelt monologue. I spun around, surprised to see Jack standing at the entrance of the barn. The question escaped me before I could think better of it.

"What are you doing here?!"

Jack's presence filled the barn, a familiar strength in his stance, but his eyes held a vulnerability I hadn't seen before. "I... I had to see you," he admitted, his voice carrying a weight that stilled the air between us.

The confession that followed was as unexpected as the first bloom of spring in the dead of winter. "I've been trying to ignore these feelings, but I can't anymore. I'm starting to fall for you, Sam... for Samantha. And I'm not just enjoying you being a girl; I'm loving you for who you are."

The world seemed to pause, the only sounds the distant lowing of the cows and the rush of blood in my ears. His confession was a key turning in a lock I hadn't known was there, opening doors to possibilities that both thrilled and terrified me.
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When Jack stepped closer, the space between us charged with an electric anticipation, I felt a surge of emotions I couldn't name. His confession hung heavy in the air, an offer of his heart that demanded a response I wasn't sure I was ready to give.

But then, his lips met mine in a kiss that was hesitant at first, a question asked with the tenderness of a whisper. My initial reluctance melted away under the warmth of his touch, a warmth that spoke of sun-drenched fields and long days under the open sky. His body was strong against mine, the muscles of his arms firm and reassuring, his skin warm as if he'd captured the essence of sunlight.

The ground beneath our feet was a tapestry of hay and earth, the crunch beneath our boots a testament to the life we'd built together on this land. Hay clung to our skin, a reminder of the world that surrounded us, but in that moment, all I could feel was Jack—his strength, his warmth, his acceptance.

The kiss deepened, a dance of discovery and affirmation that left me breathless and yearning for more. It was my first kiss with a man, a kiss that bridged the gap between past and future, between Sam and Samantha. It was a kiss that spoke of new beginnings, of acceptance and the courage to embrace one's true self.

Jack's hands were gentle as they cradled my face, his thumbs brushing away the remnants of fear and doubt, leaving only the warmth of acceptance and the promise of tomorrow.

"Sam... Samantha," he breathed, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "I've got you. We're in this together." His words were a balm, soothing the raw edges of my soul, offering reassurance in a world that had often felt too harsh, too unforgiving.

For the first time in my life, I allowed myself to fully lean into the vulnerability of the moment, to trust in the strength of the arms that held me and the heart that beat so fiercely against my own. The intensity of the kiss deepened, a silent pledge of shared futures, of battles fought side by side, and of victories celebrated in the quiet moments just like this.

In the soft cocoon of the barn, illuminated only by the gentle moonlight that filtered through the cracks in the wood, Jack and I stood on the precipice of a moment that felt both monumental and incredibly intimate. The world around us seemed to hold its breath, the usual nighttime chorus of the ranch pausing in reverence to the connection that hummed between us like a living thing.

Jack's gaze held mine, a sea of emotions swirling in his eyes—hope, desire, a touch of fear—all underscored by an unwavering tenderness. "I want you so bad. Are you ok with this?" he whispered, the question a featherlight touch against the charged air between us.

I found his hand, lacing my fingers through his, a physical manifestation of the emotional bond that had grown and deepened between us.
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"Yes," I breathed, the word a leap of faith, a surrender to the trust and love that had become the bedrock of our relationship.

"With you, I'm sure."

As we moved together, the world outside faded until there was nothing but the warmth of Jack's hands as they explored the contours of my face, the curve of my waist, with a reverence and gentleness that spoke volumes. Every touch was a word in the language of love we were writing together, each caress a sentence in the story of us.

“Is it gonna hurt?” I asked.

“You can tell me to stop anytime,” he reassured.

The hay beneath us was soft, a natural bed that cradled us as we slowly, carefully navigated the uncharted waters of physical intimacy. The sensation of being so close, of sharing not just our bodies but the vulnerabilities and fears that came with them, was overwhelming in its intensity, yet underpinned by a profound sense of rightness.

Jack's voice was soft in my ear, a litany of reassurances and whispered declarations that anchored me to the moment, to him.

"You're beautiful," he murmured, his breath warm against my skin.
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"I've got you. I love you."

The world contracted to the space we occupied, every sense heightened. The scent of hay and earth mingled with the unique essence of us, creating a perfume that would forever remind me of this moment. The soft sounds of our movements, the whisper of fabric, the shared breaths—all coalesced into a symphony of intimacy that was as profound as it was beautiful.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD WOVEN its changes into the fabric of my life, each thread a proof of the journey I had embarked upon. My hair, once short and utilitarian, now cascaded down my shoulders in soft waves, a visible marker of the transformation that had taken root within me.

The past six months had introduced me to the subtle alchemy of hormones, each dose a step closer to aligning my outer self with the woman I had always known myself to be. My skin had softened, my features gently redefined, and my body had begun to mirror the femininity that had always pulsed at the core of my being.

Sitting in the office of Dr. Dela Cruz, a renowned plastic surgeon in Billings, Montana, I felt a mixture of anticipation and nerves. The walls of her office were adorned with certificates and thank-you notes, each one a silent witness to the transformations she had facilitated.

Dr. Dela Cruz herself was a calm presence, her expertise and empathy evident as she explained the various options for breast augmentation surgery.
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"There are several sizes and methods we can consider, depending on the look you're aiming for and what's medically advisable for your body," she said, her voice both professional and reassuring.

"We can discuss everything from saline to silicone implants, and the incision sites that would be least noticeable."

Jack, ever my steadfast support, was by my side, a grin playing on his lips despite the seriousness of the consultation. "The bigger the better, right?" he joked, trying to lighten the mood.
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I rolled my eyes, a smile tugging at my lips despite the flutter of nerves in my stomach. "Oh, come on, love," I chided gently, though his attempt to ease my tension was not lost on me. We were both happy, riding the high of our expanding business and the personal milestones we were navigating together.

Dr. Dela Cruz smiled at our banter, her experience no doubt familiar with the ways couples supported each other through these decisions.

"It's important to choose a size that you're comfortable with and that fits your body's proportions," she added, grounding the conversation in the reality of the choices before us.

After the consultation, as we settled into the car for the drive home, Jack's hand found mine, his grip firm and reassuring. "I'll be there for you every step of the moment," he promised, echoing the commitment that had been the cornerstone of our relationship.
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"And make sure you rest after. We've got the farmhands and the marketing team handling things at the ranch. Our business is growing, but nothing's more important than your safety."

His words were a balm, soothing the whirlwind of thoughts and emotions that swirled within me. The decision to undergo surgery was not one I had made lightly, but sitting there, with Jack's support enveloping me like a warm blanket, I felt a profound sense of peace.

We had built a life together, one that was thriving not just in terms of our business but in the depth of our connection to each other.

As the landscape rolled by, the ranch a beacon on the horizon, I realized that this journey was not just about the physical transformation. It was about the power of love to uplift, to support, to journey alongside you through every challenge and victory.

Moments later, stepping out of the truck, the familiar crunch of gravel under our boots was a comforting sound, a signal that we were home. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the yard, painting everything in a warm, golden hue. That's when Joshua, one of our farmhands, approached with a curious expression.

"You've got visitors," he said, his tone laced with a mix of surprise and curiosity.

"Visitors?" Jack echoed, exchanging a puzzled look with me. We weren't expecting anyone, and our little corner of the world rarely saw unscheduled drop-ins.

Our curiosity piqued, we made our way to the receiving room of the farm. The door creaked open to reveal two figures from my past that I never thought I'd see in this setting—my stepdad, Bradley, and my mom. The air in the room seemed to thicken with tension, an electric charge of unspoken words and pent-up emotions.
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"Sam, is that really you?" My mom's voice broke the silence as she stepped outside, her tone a mix of shock and something that sounded suspiciously like hope.

I couldn’t face them. All I could do was stare at the ground—my heart beating a mile a minute.

Bradley stood beside her, a shadow of the man I remembered. Gone was the perpetual cloud of alcohol-induced haze, replaced by a sober clarity that was even more disconcerting.

"We heard about your dairy farm. It’s a small town." he added, his gaze shifting between us.

Jack's posture stiffened, a protective instinct that had always been second nature to him.

"If you're here to judge us, to tell us what to do—" he began, his voice a low growl of defiance.

But Bradley cut him off, doing something I never imagined I'd see—he knelt before me. The gesture was so unexpected, so full of vulnerability, it robbed the room of air.

"I'm here to ask for forgiveness," he said, his voice steady but laced with genuine remorse.

"For all the moments I was absent as a stepfather, for the hurt I caused. And to you, Jack, for being a bad brother."

The sight of this man, so intertwined with my memories of neglect and misunderstanding, now kneeling before me, was enough to shake the foundations of any resentment I still harbored. Moved beyond words, I knelt too, my hands reaching out to lift him up.

"You're forgiven," I whispered, the words feeling both heavy and liberating as they left my lips. Our embrace was awkward, tentative at first, but it held the promise of healing, of bridges being rebuilt.

My mom stepped forward, her eyes brimming with tears but her smile warm and genuine. "I'm so proud of you, Sam. Of both of you," she said, her gaze taking in Jack and me, standing together, a united front.

"What you've built here, the courage you've shown... it's more than I could have ever hoped for."

The place, once charged with tension, now felt warmer, as if the sun's rays had permeated the walls and filled the space with light. The conversation that followed was a mixture of apologies, explanations, and the tentative rekindling of familial bonds.
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We talked about the farm, about our door-to-door sales that had somehow brought my parents to our doorstep, and about the journey Jack and I had embarked on together.

As the day faded into evening, the shadows in the room lengthening, I realized that this unexpected reunion was another step in my journey—a reminder that forgiveness was possible, that understanding could bridge the widest of divides, and that love, in its many forms, was a powerful force for change.

Sitting there, surrounded by the people I loved, I felt a sense of completeness I hadn't known was missing. The path ahead was still uncertain, filled with challenges and opportunities alike, but for the first time in a long time, I felt ready to face it, buoyed by the support and love of my family, both chosen and blood.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR HAD SPIRALED by like a leaf caught in a swift stream, each day a step closer to a future I'd never dared to dream of. The hormones had really done their job at feminizing my features. From a face sculpted with nothing but hollows and edges, they’ve become rounder—more welcoming. My 38-DD breasts have also fully healed—bigger than I originally planned to make my man happy.

But on the morning that was to mark the beginning of my forever with Jack, panic had woven itself tightly around my heart. There I was, standing in my bedroom, a vision in white, the weight of the wedding gown feeling like a promise and a peril all at once.

"Sam, honey, you're shakin' like a leaf in a tornado," my mom observed, her voice a soothing balm as she stepped into the room. Her eyes sparkled with unshed tears as she took in the sight of me, her daughter, on the edge of a new chapter.
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"I agreed to this, didn't I? Three months ago, and now... What if I can't do this, Mom?" The words tumbled out, a cascade of fear and uncertainty.

"Oh, darlin'," she cooed, coming to stand beside me, her hands gentle on my shoulders.

"You love Jack, don't you? And he loves you, something fierce. That's all that matters."

She then produced a small, blue ribbon. "Something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue," she recited, tying the ribbon around my bouquet with practiced fingers.

"Your grandma's locket, your new gown, this ribbon from my wedding dress, and... let's see, borrowed..." She pondered for a moment before unpinning a brooch from her dress and attaching it to mine.

"There. Perfect."

The tradition, a thread connecting me to the women of my family, steadied me. "Thank you, Mom," I whispered, the panic beginning to ebb, replaced by a burgeoning sense of purpose.

Stepping out into the brilliant daylight, the ranch sprawled before me like a canvas of dreams. The air was filled with the sounds of preparation, the gentle mooing of the cows providing a quaint backdrop to the day's festivities.
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The sight that greeted me was one of pure magic: our cows playfully draped with veils, rows of white chairs set against the vibrant greens of the ranch, flowers adorning the aisle, and at the end, a simple yet elegant arch under which Jack stood waiting, a vision of patience and love.

The family I hadn't expected to embrace me so fully turned out in numbers, their faces a tapestry of shared history and newfound acceptance. Bradley stood beside Jack, sober and proud, a testament to the bridges we'd rebuilt.

As I made my way down the aisle, every step a beat in the rhythm of my heart, Jack's eyes found mine, and the world fell away. It was just us, in this moment, under the open sky.

"Jack, from the moment you walked into my life, you've been my strength, my heart, my home," I began, my voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions.

"I promise to love you, to stand by you, and to build a life with you, filled with laughter, love, and the occasional cow in need of herding."

Jack's vows were a mirror of my own, his words painting a future I couldn't wait to step into.
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"Samantha, you are my heart, my soul, my guiding light. I promise to cherish you, to support you, and to walk with you, hand in hand, through whatever life throws our way. Together, there's nothing we can't face."

The "I do's" were exchanged, a kiss sealed our promises, and the applause that followed was a warm embrace, wrapping us in a cocoon of communal joy.

As the celebration unfolded around us, the ranch alive with music, laughter, and the clinking of glasses, I realized that this was more than just a wedding. It was a declaration, a statement of who we were, individually and together. We were country at heart, through and through, our love as enduring as the land that bore witness to our vows.

Dressed in our wedding best, Jack in his suit with a hint of cowboy in his boots, and me in my gown, with the countryside blooming around us, we danced under the stars, our hearts as full as the moon above.
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This was our beginning, a love story rooted in the rich earth of our ranch, under the wide Montana sky.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy The Milk Maid? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Chronicles.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Becoming My Mother

The passing of my mother left a hole in the hearts of me and my stepdad. He was trying to be strong but I couldn’t stand the sight of him, secretly crying in his bedroom while hugging her clothes. It all started with ensuring that his meals were warm, his clothes were laundered and pressed, and the house remained spotless.

But then, as I was cleaning the master bedroom, I couldn’t help but try my late mother’s clothes—from her stockings, intimates, skirts, blouses, and down to her dresses. Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.

Story 2 – Female ID

I didn’t mean to pull the trigger but I was already in too deep. Bumping into him in the most harrowing experience I’d gone through was a brush with lady luck.

However, it was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.

Story 3 – In The Navy

Finally, I was out of my toxic home and found my place on the ship. But being a sailor wasn’t easy. The training was tough and I had to navigate through uncharted waters.

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

Story 4 – Cheerleader By Chance

My sister must’ve lost her mind when she introduced me to the squad. Yes, I was desperate for a scholarship but not to the point that I’d have to wear a skirt and parade with pom poms.

However, when I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!

Story 5 – The Secretary

It all started with the Mayor’s weird foot fetish. However, it didn’t end there. Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes.

He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.

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 Feminization Chronicles

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“The only way to help my sister was to wear her stewardess uniform and greet people with utmost poise, confidence, and grace.”

Read The Surprise Stewardess


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


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

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

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

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

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

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

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and The Milk Maid – A Reluctant Feminization 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 it on Kindle.

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

OEBPS/image_rsrc1CE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CY.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DY.jpg
'l
SUB
Lsiey

volghe

MMTWOOE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DE.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BY.jpg
FREE SISSY mosoox

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc1CC.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DN.jpg
LILLY I_USOQD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E3.jpg
Bl LY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D4.jpg
1S
guB
Lan

| [—






OEBPS/image_rsrc1DG.jpg
* AN ILLUSTRATED NOVELLA B'

| SURPRISE -
€ #\,,,,, ,/3\(,(.
A R'EPUC\@ INIZATION R@MANCE
N \«4
4 A O\

e





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DP.jpg
volighe

METW“E%@





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E1.jpg
COMPLETE AND DEFINITIVE GUIDE TO TOTAL FEM

¥ LusTwooD 2 NIKKIC






OEBPS/image_rsrc1C4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DT.jpg
> ONILY 1 COPY

= A >
COSPLAY INIZAHONWROMANCE

LUSIWOOD






OEBPS/image_rsrc1E5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CH.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DM.jpg
B i AND,

4 LUST






OEBPS/image_rsrc1BZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CD.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CF.jpg
|






OEBPS/image_rsrc1C0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DX.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CM.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DD.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc1CZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1BX.jpg
BRIEHTLIJIIKYPRESS





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DF.jpg
ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LILLY LUSTWOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CB.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E0.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DV.jpg
AFEMINIZATION FICTION AND TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

LILLY LUSTVVOOD





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CT.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DH.jpg
AN ILLUSTRATED FEMINIZATION ROMANCE NOVELLA BUNDLE

LEELY WS TWOQAR

¢





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CR.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DZ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CW.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1C5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CP.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1D1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DS.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1E4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DJ.jpg
ZANO MORE





OEBPS/image_rsrc1CG.jpg





