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Introduction

“3-2-1… I opened my eyes and suddenly, I was a girl.”

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

∞∞∞

My best friend just got certified as a hypnotherapist and to be honest, it was his nth attempt at a career and I was starting to get tired of supporting his silly and everchanging endeavors.

However, I owed him a lot. My parents stopped talking to me after discovering that I used my college fund to support my dream of becoming a rock star. My girlfriend had left me after growing tired of me not being able to keep a job. Lastly, my cat left me without any explanation or a single meow.

Supporting him was the least I could do. Feminization seemed to yield the most harmless result out of everything that he laid out on the table. What’s the harm in suddenly wanting to wear silky dresses and high heels anyway?

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

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


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 SUNLIGHT STREAMED through the window, casting warm golden streaks across my sketchpad. Brooklyn had this way of turning any afternoon into something special, and today was no different.
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I sat at the small table near the window, pencil in hand, working on the latest addition to my tattoo portfolio—a rose. It wasn’t just any rose, though. I wanted it to look real, like you could almost reach out and feel the soft petals. I focused on the shading, the delicate lines that made up each petal, trying to capture the way the light hit them just right.

“Man, that’s looking pretty damn good,” Frank said from the couch, where he was flipping through channels on the TV.

“That could be the right path for you, you know?”

“Thanks,” I replied, not looking up from my drawing.

“Just trying to get it perfect. I want this one to really stand out.”

Frank had always been my biggest supporter, even when I wasn’t sure about my own talents. I guess that’s what best friends do—they believe in you even when you’re still trying to figure things out.

“You know,” he continued, “it’s kinda funny how we’re both still searching for that one thing that’ll stick. How many jobs have we tried now?”

I chuckled, shading in the curve of a petal.

“Too many to count. Remember when you thought you’d be the next big chef?”

He groaned, throwing his head back dramatically. “Oh God, don’t remind me. I nearly set the kitchen on fire. Twice. And then there was that whole real estate phase…”

“Yeah, until you realized you hated talking to people,” I said, finishing his sentence.

“Right! I mean, who would’ve thought? I like people, just not when I’m trying to sell them something.”

I nodded, moving on to the leaves of the rose, making sure each one looked unique, like it had its own story.

“And don’t forget about my great adventure as a barista. I swear, making coffee is an art form, and I was… well, I was a disaster. I don’t even know why I’m trying my hand at tattooing now.”

He laughed. “You were terrible! But you did make that one old lady smile when you drew a little heart on her latte.”

“Yeah, I guess,” I admitted. “But I couldn’t keep up with all the fancy drink names. I’m better with a pencil than a coffee machine.”

The truth was, we’d both been through more jobs than we cared to remember. Frank, with his endless stream of ideas and enthusiasm, and me, just trying to find a way to make a living while pursuing my dream of being a tattoo artist.

It wasn’t easy, but at least we had each other. And Frank’s apartment, which he let me live in without charging rent—a fact that still made me feel a little guilty sometimes, but he always brushed it off.

“Hey, what about that time you thought you could make it as a stand-up comedian?” I asked, grinning.

He groaned again, louder this time.

“Don’t even go there. That was a disaster. I swear, those people had no sense of humor.”

“Or maybe your jokes just weren’t that funny,” I teased.

He threw a pillow at me, but it missed and landed on the floor.

“Whatever, man. At least I tried.”

I couldn’t argue with that. Frank had this way of diving headfirst into whatever idea popped into his head. Sometimes it worked out, sometimes it didn’t, but he never let failure keep him down for long. I admired that about him.

“And you,” he continued, “you’re still sticking with the art thing. That’s gotta mean something, right?”

I paused, looking at the nearly finished rose. “Yeah, I guess it does. I mean, I love drawing, always have. And tattoos… there’s something about them, you know? They’re like permanent art, and I like the idea of giving someone a piece of my work that they can carry with them forever.”

He nodded, looking thoughtful. “Yeah, I get that. You’d be good at it. You just need a break, someone to give you a shot.”
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“Maybe,” I said, setting my pencil down and stretching my arms.

“Or maybe I just need to keep working on my portfolio until someone can’t say no.”

“That’s the spirit!” Frank said, jumping up from the couch.

“I’m gonna grab a drink. You want anything?”

“Nah, I’m good,” I replied, picking up the pencil again. There was something satisfying about bringing this rose to life on paper, each line and curve coming together to create something beautiful.

As he disappeared into the kitchen, I thought about how we ended up here, in this apartment in Brooklyn, both of us still chasing dreams that always seemed just out of reach. We’d met in college, two wide-eyed freshmen who had no idea what the world had in store for us.

Back then, we thought we had it all figured out. We were gonna conquer the world, one degree at a time. But life had other plans.

I remembered the day we both decided to drop out. It wasn’t one of those dramatic moments you see in movies—no yelling, no slamming doors. We just looked at each other one day, sitting on the steps of the dorm, and realized we weren’t where we wanted to be.

“You ever wonder what would’ve happened if we stuck it out?” Frank asked as he returned with a soda in hand.

“Sometimes,” I admitted. “But then I remember how miserable we were. I think we made the right choice.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right,” he said, taking a sip.

“But man, those were some wild times.”

I laughed, recalling the late-night study sessions that turned into all-night gaming marathons, the random road trips, and the endless conversations about what we wanted to do with our lives. “We’ve come a long way, though. Even if we’re still figuring things out.”

He nodded, his expression turning serious for a moment.

“Yeah. But you know what? I wouldn’t trade it for anything. We’ve had some crazy jobs, some epic fails, but we’re still here. And one day, one of these ideas is gonna stick.”

“I hope so,” I said, finishing up the last leaf on the rose.

“But until then, I’ll keep drawing. Who knows? Maybe one of these will end up on someone’s skin one day.”

He grinned. “And when it does, I’m gonna tell everyone I was your first canvas.”

I rolled my eyes. “You? No way, man. You’re too much of a wuss to get a tattoo.”

“Hey, I can handle it!” he protested. “I’m tough.”

“Sure you are,” I said, laughing. “But seriously, thanks for always being in my corner. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

He shrugged, a playful smirk on his face. “Probably still be a terrible barista.”

“Yeah, probably,” I agreed, setting my pencil down for good this time. The rose was done, and I was pretty happy with how it turned out. It wasn’t perfect, but it was mine, and that was enough.

“Wanna grab some pizza?” he asked, already heading for the door.

“Sounds good,” I said, following him out.
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The smell of fresh pizza hit us the moment we walked into DelEATZ, our favorite deli in Brooklyn. Frank and I had been coming here for years, and no matter what happened in our lives, this place always felt like a slice of comfort. Literally.

“Man, I don’t get why people go to those fancy Michelin star places,” he said as we grabbed a couple of slices from the counter. “You can get the best pizza in the world right here for a dollar.”

“Right?” I agreed, already taking a bite of my slice.

“I mean, who needs all that gourmet nonsense when you can have this?”

He grinned, nodding his head in approval as he took a big bite of his own pizza. “Exactly. This is real food. People spend a fortune on tiny portions with weird ingredients, and I’m like, ‘Just give me a slice from DelEATZ, and I’m good.’”

We both laughed, enjoying our meal. The deli was buzzing with the usual crowd—locals who knew where to get the best cheap eats in the neighborhood. The kind of place that felt like home, even if you’d only been there a few times.

As we found a spot by the window, I was feeling pretty content. Sun shining, pizza in hand, nothing much to worry about. But then, the door jingled, and I glanced up to see who had walked in.

My ex, Marian. And she wasn’t alone.

She was with some guy who looked like he’d stepped out of a Wall Street power meeting—slicked-back hair, expensive suit, the whole nine yards. He had that air about him, the kind that screamed, “I make more money in a day than you do in a year.”

“Uh-oh,” he muttered, noticing my change in expression. “You okay, man?”

I forced a smile, trying to shake off the sudden pit in my stomach.

“Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just… weird seeing her, you know?”

He nodded, but I could tell he wasn’t buying it.

“You sure? Because that guy looks like the biggest jerk in New York.”

I chuckled, despite myself. “Yeah, he does, doesn’t he? But whatever, I’m over it. I don’t really miss Marian anymore.”

“Good,” Frank said, giving me a reassuring pat on the back.

“Because honestly, she wasn’t worth your time.”

I took another bite of my pizza, letting the cheesy goodness distract me from the sight of Marian and her new guy. “You’re right. I’ve moved on.”

“Damn straight you have,” he agreed. “And let’s be real, who needs Marian when you’ve got this pizza?”

I laughed, feeling better already. “True. But you know who I do miss?”

“Who?”

“Purry.”

Frank snorted. “Your cat?”

“Yeah, man. I mean, Marian leaving was whatever, but Purry… I wonder where she is. Probably sitting in some penthouse in Manhattan, living her best life.”

Frank cracked up. “Yeah, I bet she found herself some rich old lady to spoil her with caviar and designer cat beds.”

“Right?” I shook my head, grinning. “I just hope she’s happy, wherever she is.”

We both went quiet for a moment, lost in our thoughts. It was funny how life worked out sometimes. People came and went, but it was the little things, like a missing cat, that stuck with you.

“Anyway,” he said, breaking the silence.

“This pizza treat isn’t just random, you know. I’ve got something to announce.”

I looked at him, curious. “Oh yeah? What’s up?”

Frank put down his slice and leaned in, his face lit up with excitement. “I’m only three hours away from completing my certification as a hypnotherapist.”

“Seriously?” I asked, surprised.

“Seriously,” he confirmed, nodding. “I just need to do a few more hours of study, and I’ll be done.”

“Dude, that’s amazing!” I said, genuinely happy for him. “I didn’t realize you were so close.”

“Neither did I, to be honest,” he admitted. “But I’ve been putting in the work, and now it’s finally paying off.”

“Well, I’m proud of you, man. You’ve been all over the place with jobs and stuff, but this… this sounds like it could really be your thing.”

He smiled, looking a little more serious now.

“Yeah, I hope so. I really want to help people, you know? And if I can do that while also making a living, then that’s the dream.”

“I hear you,” I said, raising my soda can.

“Here’s to you, Frank. The future top hypnotherapist of Brooklyn.”

He raised his own can, clinking it against mine. “Correction, of the world! And here’s to you, Dale. The future top tattoo artist of, well, wherever the hell you want to be.”

We both laughed, taking a drink in celebration. It was moments like this that made all the struggles worth it—the feeling of having someone in your corner, rooting for you no matter what.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said, standing up.

“We’ve got some studying to do.”

“Right behind you,” I replied, tossing my napkin in the trash.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

TWO DAYS LATER, I was sitting by the window again, sketching away at a sea witch for my tattoo portfolio. She was coming together nicely, with flowing hair made of seaweed and eyes that seemed to glow with an otherworldly light. I loved working on pieces like this, where I could really let my imagination run wild.

As I shaded in the details of her tentacle-like arms, I heard raised voices coming from Frank’s room. At first, I tried to ignore it, focusing on the witch’s eerie smile, but the argument got louder. It was Frank, and he was clearly pissed off.

“No, Dad, I’ve told you a thousand times—I don’t want to take over the business!” his voice was sharp, filled with frustration.
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“I’m not interested in running a bunch of restaurants in Manhattan. That’s your dream, not mine!”

I paused, the pencil hovering over the paper, straining to hear what was being said on the other end of the line. I couldn’t make out his father’s words, but it was clear they were pushing Frank’s buttons.

“You spent your whole life chasing money,” he continued, his voice dropping to a bitter tone.

“But I don’t want that. I want to do something that actually matters to me, something I care about.”

The room went quiet for a moment, then I heard him sigh heavily. “Look, I get it. You want me to be responsible or whatever. But this isn’t the way.”

I put my pencil down, feeling a knot form in my stomach. He sounded stressed out, more than I’d heard him in a long time. Finally, the conversation ended with a loud, frustrated “Fine!” and the sound of Frank hanging up.

I got up and walked over to his room, knocking gently on the door.

“You okay, man?”

He was sitting on his bed, running a hand through his hair. He looked up at me, his face tight with stress.

“Not really.”

“What happened?” I asked, stepping inside.

He let out a bitter laugh. “My dad’s threatening to kick me out of the apartment and stop my mom from supporting me financially. He’s pissed that I’m not stepping into the family business.”

I frowned, feeling a wave of concern wash over me.

“That’s rough. What are you gonna do?”

He shook his head, looking down at the floor. “I don’t know. He’s serious this time. And if he cuts me off, I’m screwed. We’re both screwed.”

“Damn,” I muttered, feeling the weight of the situation settle in. Without Frank’s support, I didn’t know what I’d do either. The thought of losing the apartment, the only place that felt like home, made my chest tighten.

“But hey, you’re almost certified as a hypnotherapist, right? That could work out.”

“Yeah,” he said, nodding slowly. “This hypnotherapy thing has to work. We need to start making money soon.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to stay positive.

“You’ve got this, man. You’re almost there.”

He sighed and looked up at me. “Actually, I finished all the studies.”

“Seriously?” I asked, surprised. “That’s great! So, what’s the problem?”

“There’s a catch,” he said, leaning back on the bed. “The program requires some kind of final project to complete the certification. I need explicit results from the hypnosis to prove that I know what I’m doing.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Explicit results? Like what?”

Frank pulled out his phone and started scrolling.

“I’ve got a few options they gave me. Here, take a look.”

He handed me the phone, and I looked at the list on the screen. There were five options:

	Dog Hypnosis 

	Cat Hypnosis 

	ABDL Hypnosis 

	Masculinization Hypnosis 

	Feminization Hypnosis 



I stared at the list, blinking. “What the hell is ABDL?”

Frank chuckled, though it was more out of stress than humor. “It stands for Adult Baby Diaper Lover. Basically, hypnosis that makes someone act like a baby.”
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I wrinkled my nose. “Uh, no thanks. That’s a hard pass.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I figured you’d say that. But I need to test one of these on someone, and I’m running out of time.”

I kept scrolling through the list, trying to find something that didn’t sound completely bizarre. “What about masculinization? That doesn’t sound too bad.”

He shook his head. “Can’t do that one. The program says prospects who don’t already show masculine traits can’t undergo that type of hypnosis.”

“Great,” I muttered, feeling a bit frustrated.

“Well, I’m not interested in being a dog or a cat, either.”

“Understandable,” he said, leaning over to look at the phone with me.

“That leaves us with Feminization.”

I snorted. “You want me to become a girl?”

His expression turned serious. “I know it sounds weird, but it’s a legitimate hypnosis practice. And it’s the only option left that makes sense.”

I shook my head, half-laughing. “Come on, man, this has to be some kind of joke.”

He sighed, standing up and walking over to the window. He stared out at the Brooklyn skyline, his shoulders tense.

“I wish it were a joke, Dale. But this is real. I need to prove I can get results, or I’m done. And if I’m done, we’re both done.”

I watched him, the weight of the situation starting to sink in. Frank wasn’t kidding around. This wasn’t just some crazy idea; it was a real problem with real consequences.

I chewed my lip, feeling conflicted.

Frank turned back to me, his eyes pleading. “Dale, you’re my best friend. I wouldn’t ask you to do this if I didn’t need you. But right now, I need your help.”

I looked at him, then back at the list on his phone. Feminization Hypnosis. It sounded ridiculous, like something out of a bad movie. But the look on his face told me how much this meant to him, how much was riding on this.

“Alright,” I said finally, exhaling. “I’ll do it.”

Frank’s eyes widened in surprise. “You will?”

“Yeah,” I said, nodding.

“I mean, it’s not like I have a lot of other options, right?”

He broke into a relieved grin, walking over and giving me a hug.

“Thank you, man. You have no idea how much this means to me.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, patting him on the back. “Just promise me one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“If I end up liking pink too much, you’ve gotta help me tone it down.”

He laughed, the tension in the room finally easing.

“Deal. I’ll keep you safe, I promise.”
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Later that day, Frank and I found ourselves wandering through the flea market, which was always buzzing with activity. The smell of street food mixed with the sound of haggling customers and vendors made it feel like we were on some sort of adventure. Except this time, the adventure involved buying girly stuff. Lots of it.

“This is so weird,” I muttered as we stopped at a stall selling curtains.

“I’ve never shopped for curtains in my life, and now I’m supposed to pick out something… feminine?”

He grinned, holding up a set of pink curtains with little flowers on them.

“How about these? They scream ‘girly,’ don’t they?”

I looked at the curtains, then back at Frank.

“They also scream ‘five-year-old girl’s bedroom.’”

He chuckled, putting them back. “Fair point. Maybe something a little more subtle?”

We moved on, sifting through different options until we found a set of light pink curtains with a subtle floral pattern. “These aren’t bad,” I said, holding them up to the light.

“Girly, but not too much, right?”

“Yeah, I think those will work,” he agreed. “Let’s grab them.”

As we paid for the curtains, I couldn’t help but laugh at the situation. “You realize this is probably the strangest thing we’ve ever done, right?”

“Oh, absolutely,” he said, handing over the cash. “But hey, if it works, we’ll look back on this and laugh.”

“I’m already laughing,” I said, shaking my head as we walked to the next stall.

We ended up in a clothing section next, where racks of dresses, skirts, and blouses seemed to go on forever. I stared at a floral dress, trying to imagine myself wearing it. The thought made me snicker.

“You’d look so hot in that,” he teased, nudging me with his elbow.

“Yeah, right,” I replied, rolling my eyes.

“But I guess we should get something. You know, in case the hypnosis actually works.”

He nodded, grabbing a couple of dresses and holding them up.

“What do you think? Something casual or something fancy?”

I looked between the two options—a simple sundress and a more elaborate one with lace. “Maybe start with casual. We don’t want to go overboard on day one.”

“Good call,” he said, tossing the sundress into our growing pile of purchases.

“Now, shoes?”

“Oh man,” I groaned. “I’ve never worn heels in my life. How am I supposed to pick the right ones?”

“Let’s just pick something that looks like it won’t kill your feet,” he suggested, leading the way to the shoe section.

We spent way too long trying to figure out what size I’d be in women’s shoes, finally settling on a pair of simple black pumps that looked… well, wearable, at least.

“These should do the trick,” I said, holding them up.

“I can’t believe I’m buying heels.”

“Me neither,” he said, smirking. “But you’re being a good sport about it.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I grumbled good-naturedly.

“Just don’t expect me to start wearing them around the apartment for fun.”

“Noted,” he said, still grinning as he added the shoes to our haul.

“Now, makeup?”

I groaned again.

“You’ve got to be kidding me. I don’t even know where to start.”

He glanced around, spotting a small stall with an array of makeup.

“How about over there? We can just grab the basics.”

“The basics?” I asked, feeling completely out of my depth. “What does that even mean?”

“Uh… I don’t know,” he admitted. “Foundation? Lipstick? Some kind of eye stuff?”

“Eye stuff?” I laughed, shaking my head. “Are you sure you know what you’re talking about?”

We walked over to the stall, and the vendor, a cheerful woman in her mid-40s, immediately started giving us a sales pitch. “Looking for something special, boys?”

“Uh, yeah,” he said, trying to sound confident.

“Just the basics. For a… uh, friend.”

The woman smiled knowingly, clearly not buying it. “Sure, honey. I’ve got just the thing. You want something light and natural?”

“Yeah, natural sounds good,” I said, nodding.

“Nothing too crazy.”

She quickly put together a small kit for us—foundation, mascara, a nude lipstick, and some kind of blush.

“This will get you started. And don’t worry, it’s easy to use.”

“Thanks,” he said, paying for the kit. “We appreciate it.”

As we walked away, I looked at the bag in my hand, filled with makeup I had no idea how to use. “This is going to be interesting.”

“Interesting is one word for it,” he said, still chuckling.

“But hey, at least we’re in this together.”

“Yeah, whatever,” I reluctantly agreed, albeit feeling a little more at ease.

“And who knows? Maybe you’ll end up liking some of this stuff.”

I shot him a look. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.”

He laughed, slinging an arm over my shoulder as we headed toward the skincare section. “Alright, alright. But seriously, thanks for doing this. I know it’s a lot to ask.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said, smiling. “If it helps you out, I’m game.”

We ended up grabbing a few skincare products—cleansers, moisturizers, stuff I’d barely paid attention to before. But according to Frank, the course had been very specific about preparation. Everything needed to be in place before the session to see if the hypnosis worked immediately.

“Alright,” he said as we finally finished up.

“We’ve got everything we need, I think.”

“Let’s hope so,” I said, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE NEXT NIGHT, we were back in the apartment, preparing everything for the big session. Frank had this look of focused determination on his face, while I was doing my best to hide how nervous I felt. The curtains we bought at the flea market were the first things to go up. I stood on a chair, trying to get them to hang straight while he directed from below.

“A little to the left,” he said, squinting up at me.

“No, wait—back to the right. Yeah, that’s it!”

“Are you sure?” I asked, frowning at the way they draped unevenly.

“Positive. We’re not aiming for perfection here, just making sure it looks decent.”
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I climbed down and stepped back to look at our handiwork. The light pink curtains did give the room a softer, more feminine feel, but it was also a little surreal. This was my room, the same room where I’d crashed after long days of sketching, and now it looked like it belonged to someone else.

“Okay, what’s next?” I asked, rubbing my hands together nervously.

He glanced around the room, checking our checklist.

“Let’s get the clothes ready. We need to make sure everything is easy to find when the session’s done.”

We moved over to the bed, where the clothes we’d bought earlier were laid out neatly. I picked up the sundress we’d chosen, holding it up and trying to imagine actually wearing it.

“You’re really gonna make me put this on, huh?” I said, half-joking, half-dreading.

“Only if the hypnosis works,” he replied, grinning.

“You might not even notice you’re doing it.”

I laughed nervously, folding the dress and placing it carefully on the dresser.

“Right. Because that makes it so much better.”

“Relax, Dale,” he said, giving me a reassuring pat on the back. “This is just an experiment. If it doesn’t work, no harm done. And if it does, well… we’ll figure it out.”

“Easy for you to say,” I muttered, but I couldn’t help but smile a little at his confidence. Frank always had a way of making things seem less terrifying than they actually were.

Next, we set up the shoes by the side of the bed. The black pumps looked almost innocent sitting there, but the thought of slipping my feet into them still made me shudder a little.

“I still don’t know how women wear these things all day,” I said, shaking my head.

He chuckled. “You’ll find out soon enough.”

“Great,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Can’t wait.”

We moved on to the makeup, setting up the small kit on the nightstand. He arranged the items carefully, like he was setting up for a big show.

“You know how to use any of this stuff?” I asked, eyeing the foundation and mascara with suspicion.

“Not a clue,” he admitted. “But that’s part of the fun, right?”

“Sure, if you say so,” I replied, trying to keep the mood light.

“Just don’t expect me to be an expert on eyeliner after this.”

“I’ll take what I can get,” he said, still focused on getting everything just right.

Finally, we placed the skincare products in the bathroom, making sure they were all within easy reach. The whole process felt oddly ceremonial, like we were preparing for some kind of ritual. And in a way, I guess we were.

As we finished setting everything up, the room started to take on a different vibe. The soft lighting, the feminine touches—it was like a stage set, waiting for the main act to begin. I could feel my nerves building with every passing minute.

“This is really happening, isn’t it?” I said quietly, more to myself than to Frank.

He looked at me, his expression a mix of excitement and seriousness.

“Yeah, it is. But remember, this is just a trial run. You’re not gonna turn into a completely different person overnight.”

“Right,” I said, nodding, though my stomach was still in knots.

“Just… you know, humor me for a sec. What if it does work?”

“Then we roll with it,” he said simply. “And we see where it takes us. Don’t worry, I’ve got your back.”

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the fluttering in my chest.

“Alright. Let’s do this.”

He smiled, giving me a thumbs-up. “That’s the spirit. Now, let’s set the mood.”

He pulled out his phone and started scrolling through a playlist, finally settling on some soft, ambient music that filled the room with a calm, soothing atmosphere. It was the kind of music you’d hear in a spa, designed to relax and ease you into whatever was coming next.

I sat on the edge of the bed, looking around the room we’d transformed. It was hard to believe that just a few hours ago, this was my regular old room. Now, it felt like something entirely different, like a space that didn’t quite belong to me anymore.

“You ready?” he asked, standing beside me with a reassuring smile.

I nodded, though the nerves were still there. “Yeah. As ready as I’ll ever be.”

“Alright,” Frank said, placing a hand on my shoulder. “Remember, this is all just part of the experiment. No pressure.”

“No pressure,” I echoed, trying to believe it.

As Frank was about to begin the hypnosis session, he suddenly paused and smacked his forehead. “Ah, I almost forgot!” He quickly walked over to the corner of the room, where we’d set up two cameras on tripods, and pressed the record button on each one.
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“Gotta document this for the final project,” he explained, turning back to me with a grin.

“Don’t want them to think I’m just making stuff up.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle as I watched him. He had gone all out for this, even dressing the part. He was wearing a loose linen shirt and matching pants, the kind of outfit that made him look like he was about to lead a yoga class rather than a hypnosis session.

“You look ridiculous, you know that?” I teased, trying to hide my own nervousness.

He shot me a playful glare. “Hey, it’s all about setting the mood. Besides, I’m the professional here.”

“Right, right,” I said, still grinning. “So, what’s next, oh wise one?”

He ignored my sarcasm and turned to face the camera, his expression becoming more serious.

“Alright, let’s get started. My name is Frank Bloom, and today, we’re conducting a feminization hypnosis session as part of my final project for hypnotherapy certification. With me is Dale Billings, who has generously agreed to be my subject for this experiment.”

He gestured toward me, and I did my best to wave at the camera without laughing. This whole thing felt surreal, like we were in some low-budget movie.

“Dale has no prior experience with hypnosis,” he continued, “and this will be his first time undergoing a session of this nature. We’ll be focusing on inducing a state of deep relaxation and then introducing affirmations related to feminization.”

He turned back to me, the corners of his mouth twitching with a suppressed smile.

“You ready, Dale?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied, taking a deep breath. I wasn’t entirely sure what to expect, but I trusted Frank. This was his project, after all, and I wanted to help him succeed.

He nodded, then looked at the camera one last time.

“Alright, here we go.”

He walked over to where I was sitting on the bed and stood in front of me, his voice calm and steady.

“Dale, I want you to close your eyes and take a deep breath. We’re going to count down from three. When I reach one, just let your body relax completely.”

“Okay,” I said, closing my eyes and inhaling deeply.

“Three… two… one… close your eyes,” he said softly.

I exhaled, letting the tension drain from my shoulders as I followed his instructions. The room seemed to quiet down, the ambient music in the background fading into a gentle hum.

“Now, Dale,” he continued, his voice smooth and rhythmic, “I want you to imagine yourself in a place where you feel completely at peace. Somewhere safe, where you can let go of any worries or doubts. Let this place fill your mind as you relax deeper and deeper.”

I pictured a beach, the sun warm on my skin, the sound of waves lapping against the shore. It was a scene I often imagined when I needed to clear my head, and it came easily to me now.

“Good,” he said, as if he could see what I was imagining.

“You’re doing great, Dale. Just keep focusing on that peaceful place. Let yourself sink into that feeling of calm.”

I felt myself slipping further into relaxation, my breathing slowing, my body feeling heavier against the bed.

“This session,” Frank continued, “is inspired by Lilly Lustwood’s Fansly Sissyhypno Videos, known for their powerful influence on the subconscious mind. We’re going to use a similar approach, but tailored specifically for you, Dale. Just listen to my voice and let it guide you.”

I didn’t say anything, just focused on his voice, letting it wash over me like the waves in my mind.

“Dale,” he said softly, “you’re going to repeat everything I say, and as you do, you’ll start to feel these affirmations becoming a part of you. Ready?”

“Yes,” I whispered, feeling strangely calm.

“Good. Repeat after me: I am a woman.”

“I am a woman,” I echoed, the words feeling odd on my tongue, but I said them anyway.

“I love brushing my hair,” he continued.

“I love brushing my hair,” I repeated, trying to imagine the feeling of running a brush through long, soft strands.

“I am a woman,” he said again, his voice steady and sure.

“I am a woman,” I repeated, this time with a little more confidence.

“I love putting on makeup,” he said next.

“I love putting on makeup,” I repeated, and in my mind’s eye, I could see myself sitting in front of a mirror, carefully applying lipstick, mascara, and blush.

As I continued to repeat each phrase, I could feel the affirmations sinking deeper into my mind. It was like each one was planting a small seed, and as I spoke the words, those seeds began to sprout. My body relaxed even more, and I started to feel a warmth in my chest, a strange sense of comfort.

“I am a woman,” he said again, the words echoing in my ears.

“I am a woman,” I repeated, and this time, it felt almost natural, like it was becoming a part of me.

“I love wearing dresses,” he said.

“I love wearing dresses,” I echoed, picturing myself slipping into the sundress we’d bought, feeling the soft fabric against my skin.

“I am a woman,” he said, his voice more insistent now.

“I am a woman,” I repeated, and this time, the words felt different. There was a certain weight to them, like they carried more meaning than before.

“I love the way heels make me feel,” he said, his tone soothing yet firm.

“I love the way heels make me feel,” I repeated, imagining the slight lift of the pumps, the way they made my legs look longer, more elegant.

The more I repeated the affirmations, the more they began to feel real. It wasn’t just words anymore; it was like I was starting to believe them, to accept them as true.

“Dale,” he said softly, his voice pulling me deeper into the trance, “you are a woman. You are confident, graceful, and feminine. You love who you are.”

“I am a woman,” I whispered, feeling a strange sense of contentment.

“I love who I am.”

He continued guiding me through the affirmations, each one building on the last. I felt my mind slowly shifting, the thoughts of being a woman becoming more natural, more comfortable. It was like I was stepping into a new identity, one that had always been there, just waiting for me to acknowledge it.

“I am a woman,” I said again, and this time, the words felt like they belonged to me.

“Good, Dale,” he said, his voice filled with encouragement. “You’re doing so well. Just keep letting these feelings settle in, let them become a part of you.”

I nodded slightly, my mind swimming in the warm, soothing pool of Frank’s words. It was like everything else faded away—the room, the cameras, even my own doubts. All that was left was this growing sense of femininity, of embracing who I was becoming.

“I am a woman,” I repeated, feeling a smile tug at my lips.

“Excellent,” he said, his voice almost proud.

“You’re doing wonderfully. Just let yourself be, let these feelings take root. You are a woman, Dale, and you love every part of who you are.”

As I sat there, immersed in the hypnosis, I felt a deep, almost surprising peace settle over me. The nervousness I’d felt earlier was gone, replaced by a quiet acceptance, a readiness to embrace whatever came next.

“I am a woman,” I whispered one last time, and for the first time, it didn’t feel strange at all.

“Yes, you are a woman, Dale, you are!” Frank cheered.

Suddenly, something inside me snapped. I didn’t know where it came from, but it was like a jolt of electricity had surged through my body. I blinked, feeling a rush of irritation as he continued speaking.

“My name is Dolly!” I snapped, cutting him off. The words tumbled out of my mouth before I even knew what I was saying.

“Not Dale! My name is Dolly!”

His eyes widened in surprise, but before he could respond, I found myself getting up from the bed and heading straight to the bathroom.
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I wasn’t sure what was happening, but there was a strange, powerful force guiding my actions. It was like I was on autopilot, and all I knew was that I needed to make some changes.

“D-Dolly?” he stammered, as he grabbed one of the cameras as he followed me.

I didn’t answer. The name Dale felt distant, almost foreign now. I wasn’t Dale anymore—I was Dolly, and Dolly needed to freshen up.

I reached the bathroom, flicking on the light, and immediately turned on the faucet. The water was cold as I splashed it onto my face, but it felt refreshing, like it was washing away the remnants of the person I used to be. My reflection in the mirror was still mine, but there was something different about it—something softer, more feminine.

“Dolly, what are you doing?” he asked, his voice laced with confusion as he stood in the doorway, still recording.

“I’m just… freshening up,” I said, the irritation in my voice giving way to a strange sense of calm. I grabbed the razor from the side of the sink, lathered up some shaving cream, and began to shave my face.

He watched, his eyes wide as he recorded every movement.

“You’re shaving?”

“Yes,” I said simply, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. And in that moment, it was. With each stroke of the razor, I felt more feminine, more like Dolly. The coarse stubble disappeared, leaving behind smooth skin that felt soft to the touch.

When I was done, I rinsed my face and patted it dry with a towel. The sensation of the towel against my newly smooth skin sent a shiver down my spine, making me smile.

“I feel so much better,” I said, turning to face Frank, who was still trying to process everything.

“I feel… more like me.”

“Wow, uh, okay,” he said, clearly at a loss for words. He kept the camera trained on me, not wanting to miss a moment of whatever was happening.

Without thinking, I reached for the skincare products we’d bought earlier. It was like my hands knew exactly what to do. I applied the cleanser first, massaging it into my skin with gentle, circular motions. Then came the moisturizer, which felt like a cool balm on my face, locking in the freshness from the shave.

“This feels so nice,” I murmured, more to myself than to him. The whole routine felt so natural, like I’d been doing it for years.

He finally spoke up, trying to keep his voice steady.

“You’ve never done that before, right? The skincare stuff?”

I shook my head, still focused on the mirror.

“No, but it feels like I should have been doing this all along.”

He nodded slowly, clearly fascinated by what he was seeing.

“Okay… what’s next?”

I looked around, feeling a strange pull to continue my transformation. My eyes landed on the makeup kit we’d set out earlier. Without hesitating, I picked up the foundation and started applying it, blending it into my skin until it looked smooth and even.

He moved closer, capturing every moment on camera.

“Dolly, this is… incredible. You’re just… doing it, like you know exactly what to do.”

“Of course I do,” I said with a small smile. “It’s part of who I am.”

Next came the mascara, and I carefully applied it to my lashes, making them look fuller and more defined. The lipstick was next—a nude shade that added just the right amount of color to my lips without being too bold.

Finally, I dusted a bit of blush onto my cheeks, giving them a soft, rosy glow.

“There,” I said, stepping back to admire my reflection.

“Much better.”

He was silent for a moment, clearly amazed by what he was witnessing.

“You look… amazing, Dolly.”

“Thank you,” I replied, genuinely pleased with the result.

But something still felt incomplete. I looked around the bathroom, searching for something that was missing. My eyes scanned the room until I realized what it was—I needed underwear, something feminine to match the rest of my look.

“Where are the bras and panties?” I asked, turning to him.

He blinked, momentarily thrown off by the question. “Uh, we didn’t get any. I didn’t think we’d need them.”

I frowned, feeling a small surge of annoyance. “How can I complete my look without them?”

He looked apologetic.

“I’m sorry, Dolly. We just… we didn’t think of it.”

I sighed, knowing there was nothing I could do about it now.

“Fine, I’ll just make do.”

I walked back into the bedroom, the makeup making me feel even more feminine with each step. My eyes fell on the sundress we’d picked out earlier, and I felt a strong urge to put it on. I quickly slipped out of my clothes and pulled the dress over my head, letting it fall into place. The fabric felt light and soft against my skin, and I couldn’t help but twirl around a little, enjoying the way it moved.

Next, I reached for the black pumps we’d bought. They slid on easily, and as I took a few tentative steps, I was surprised by how natural they felt. The heels gave me a bit of height, and I loved the way they made my legs look longer, more elegant.

He continued recording, clearly in awe of the transformation.

“You really are Dolly now, aren’t you?”

I smiled, feeling a rush of confidence. “Yes, I am.”

I moved back to the mirror, grabbing the brush we’d left on the dresser. My hair was short, but that didn’t stop me from brushing it with care, trying to style it as best I could. Each stroke of the brush made me feel more and more like the woman I knew I was inside.

“I am a woman,” I whispered to myself, the words feeling so true, so real.

“I love brushing my hair. I am a woman, and I love who I am.”

He stepped closer, still recording.

“You’re incredible, Dolly. This is… beyond anything I expected.”

“Thank you,” I said, my voice filled with a newfound confidence.

“I feel incredible.”

I continued to brush my hair, even though it was already styled to the best of my ability. It wasn’t about the hair—it was about the feeling, the affirmation of who I was.

“I am a woman,” I repeated softly.

“I love putting on makeup. I love wearing dresses. I love being who I am.”

With each affirmation, I felt myself becoming more and more at ease with this new identity.

Frank gently took my hand and guided me back to the couch, his touch light but firm. “Come on, Dolly,” he said softly.

“Let’s finish the session.”

I followed him without hesitation, feeling a strange sense of calm wash over me. Everything felt right, like I was exactly where I was supposed to be. Frank helped me settle onto the couch, making sure I was comfortable before he knelt in front of me.

“Just relax,” he said, his voice soothing. “We’re almost done.”

I nodded, my eyes half-closed, still basking in the warmth of this new identity.

“Okay, Frank.”

He gave me a small smile, then held up his hand. “Alright, Dolly. I’m going to count down from three. When I reach one, I want you to close your eyes and drift back into that peaceful place.”

I nodded again, feeling the softness of the sundress against my skin, the slight pressure of the heels on my feet. I was ready.

“Three… two… one…” Frank’s voice was calm, steady.

My eyes fluttered closed, and I let myself sink into the feeling, the warmth, the comfort. It was like floating on a cloud, weightless and free.

“And now, I’m going to count back up from one to three,” Frank continued, his voice pulling me back. “When I reach three, you’ll open your eyes, and you’ll be fully awake.”

I felt a slight flutter in my chest, like I was on the edge of something important.

“One… two… three.”

My eyes opened slowly, the world around me coming back into focus. The room was quiet, the soft music still playing in the background. I blinked a few times, trying to shake off the haziness that lingered in my mind.
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“What… what happened?” I asked, looking up at Frank, who was still kneeling in front of me.

His expression was a mix of shock and awe, like he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing.

“Dale… I mean, Dolly… you… you won’t believe what just happened.”

I frowned, my mind still fuzzy. “Dolly!? What do you mean? Did it work?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he stood up and took my hand, gently pulling me to my feet.

“Come on, you need to see this.”

He led me over to the mirror on the wall, positioning me so I was standing directly in front of it. I stared at my reflection, my eyes widening in disbelief.

The person looking back at me wasn’t the Dale I knew. This was someone else—someone softer, more delicate. My face was smooth and clean-shaven, with subtle but expertly applied makeup that highlighted my features. The sundress I was wearing clung to my body in a way that made me look… almost feminine. And the black pumps on my feet gave me a sense of grace I’d never felt before.

I blinked, trying to process what I was seeing. “Is… is that me?”

He nodded slowly, still holding onto my arm like he was afraid I might fall over.

“Yeah, that’s you. Or, well, that’s Dolly.”

I turned to him, my heart pounding in my chest.

“What happened? I don’t remember doing any of this.”

Frank ran a hand through his hair, looking like he was still trying to wrap his head around it all.

“Dale… you were amazing. You went into this deep trance, and then you just… you just became Dolly. You said your name was Dolly, you shaved, put on makeup, changed into the dress, the heels… everything. It was like you knew exactly what to do.”

I stared at him, trying to make sense of it.

“But… how? I don’t know how to do any of that stuff.”

“I don’t know either,” he admitted, shaking his head.

“But you did. And you looked so confident, so sure of yourself. It was incredible.”

I turned back to the mirror, studying my reflection more closely. The makeup was flawless, the dress fit perfectly, and even the way I was standing—there was a certain grace, a certain femininity that I’d never seen in myself before.

“I look… different,” I murmured, reaching up to touch my face, half expecting it to feel like someone else’s skin. But it was mine, smooth and soft under my fingertips.

“I look… kind of… good.”

He smiled, the shock in his eyes giving way to pride.

“You do. You really do, Dale.”

I couldn’t help but smile a little too, despite the confusion swirling in my mind. There was something strangely satisfying about the way I looked, the way I felt. It was like seeing a version of myself I never knew existed, but one that felt oddly right.

“I can’t believe I did all that,” I said, still staring at my reflection.

“It’s like… like I was someone else.”

“Yeah,” he said softly, stepping closer.

“But that someone else was still you, Dale. Just… a different side of you.”

I nodded slowly, still trying to wrap my head around it.

“I guess so. I mean… I do look kind of… pretty, don’t I?”

He grinned, giving me a playful nudge. “You do. You really do.”


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, Frank was practically bouncing with excitement as we stood in the arcade, surrounded by flashing lights and the sound of clinking coins. He’d just finished another round of Skee-Ball, and the grin on his face was wider than I’d seen in a long time.

“I can’t believe it, man!” he said, turning to me with that infectious energy.

“I’m officially certified! And it’s all thanks to you, Dale. I mean, Dolly. Whatever—you know what I mean!”

I smiled back at him, genuinely happy for his success. “You did all the hard work, Frank. I just… well, I guess I was just along for the ride.”
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He laughed, tossing a few more coins into the Skee-Ball machine.

“You were more than just along for the ride, man. You were amazing. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

I nodded, but my mind was somewhere else, drifting back to that night. The night when I’d become Dolly. It had been a week, and yet I couldn’t stop thinking about it—the way I looked, the way I felt. It was like a switch had been flipped inside me, and now there was this weird craving I couldn’t shake.

He knocked another ball up the ramp, and I watched it spin around before dropping into the 50-point hole.

“You’ve got some serious skills,” I said, trying to pull myself out of my thoughts.

“Years of practice,” he replied, flashing me a grin.

“But hey, let’s head back. I’ve got to start working on my website, figure out how to market this hypnotherapy business.”

I hesitated, feeling a pang of guilt.

“Actually… I’ve got to go somewhere first.”

He looked at me, surprised. “Oh? Where to?”

“Uh, just… you know, some errands,” I said, trying to sound casual.

He shrugged, tossing the last ball. “Alright, man. Do your thing. I’ll see you back at the apartment.”

“Yeah, later,” I replied, forcing a smile as I waved him off. Once he was out of sight, I pulled out my phone and opened the video of the hypnosis session. I’d watched it more times than I cared to admit, and each time, it drew me in deeper.

As the video played, I saw myself—no, Dolly—moving with such confidence, such grace. The way she applied the makeup, the way she slipped into the dress and heels. And then the moment that always got to me—the part where Dolly looked for the bra and panties and couldn’t find any.

There was a flicker of frustration in her eyes, a moment where she seemed almost… disappointed.

I paused the video, staring at the screen, feeling a mix of emotions I couldn’t quite sort out. Dolly was part of me, but she also felt like someone separate, someone who deserved more than what she’d been given that night.

I sighed, pocketing my phone as I made up my mind. I had to do something about it, even if I wasn’t entirely sure what.

The lingerie department at the nearby store was the last place I wanted to be, but it was where I ended up. I stood awkwardly near the entrance, trying to look like I belonged there while simultaneously feeling like I was about to crawl out of my own skin.

“Okay, Dale, just… be cool,” I muttered to myself. But cool was the last thing I felt. I didn’t know where to begin, what to look for, or how to even start this whole process.

I took a deep breath and ventured further into the department. Racks of bras and panties surrounded me, each more delicate and feminine than the last. I felt my face heat up as I caught a few glances from other shoppers, but I kept moving, trying to look like I knew what I was doing.

“What am I even supposed to get?” I whispered to myself, scanning the endless rows of lace and satin. Everything looked so foreign, so out of my league.

I picked up a bra, trying to figure out the sizing. The tag had numbers and letters that meant nothing to me, and I quickly put it back, feeling more lost than ever.

As I stood there, still trying to make sense of all the different bras and panties in front of me, a sales attendant suddenly appeared at my side. She had a polite smile on her face, but I could feel my heart rate spike instantly.

“Can I help you with something?” she asked, her voice friendly and professional.

“Uh, no thanks,” I blurted out, feeling a wave of panic. I was terrified she’d see right through me, know exactly what I was doing, and judge me for it. I wasn’t sure why I felt so nervous, but the last thing I wanted was to draw any more attention to myself.

She didn’t push, just nodded and gave me some space. I could feel her presence nearby, though, and it made it even harder to focus. I was still staring at a rack of bras, my mind spinning.

What size did I even need?

How did this stuff work?

It all looked the same to me—just a sea of lace and straps that didn’t make any sense.
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After a few more minutes of standing there like a lost puppy, I realized I wasn’t getting anywhere. I needed help, but I couldn’t just blurt out the truth. I had to come up with something… anything.

I took a deep breath and walked over to the sales attendant, who was busy organizing some items on a nearby shelf.

“Excuse me,” I said, trying to sound casual.

“I, uh, I’m actually shopping for my girlfriend.”

She turned to me with that same polite smile.

“Of course! I’d be happy to help. Do you know her cup size?”

My mind went blank. “Uh… zero?”

The saleslady chuckled softly, shaking her head. “Cup sizes start at A, honey. Why don’t you describe her body type to me? How big is she? What’s her shape?”

I swallowed hard, feeling my face heat up.

“Um, I don’t know… average, I guess?”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly waiting for more details.

“And her chest size? How big are her boobs?”

I could feel the sweat starting to bead on my forehead.

“Well… she doesn’t really have them. I mean, they’re kinda… flat.”

The saleslady gave me a knowing look, and for a second, I was sure she’d figured me out. But instead, she just nodded and said, “I see. So, she’s kind of like your body type?”

I hesitated, then nodded slowly. “Mm-hmm.”

She smiled, like she’d just solved a little mystery.

“Alright, I think I have just the thing. Wait here.”

I stood there, feeling a mix of relief and embarrassment as she disappeared into the back of the store. I couldn’t believe I’d just done that—lied about having a girlfriend and then basically admitted that her body was like mine. But what else could I have said? It wasn’t like I could just come out and say, “Hey, I’m shopping for myself because I want to make Dolly happy.”

A few moments later, the saleslady returned with a few options in her hands.

“Here you go,” she said, holding up a couple of bras and matching panties.

“These should be a good fit.”

I took them from her, trying to hide how nervous I felt. The fabric was soft, delicate, and the designs were simple yet elegant. But when I glanced at the price tags, my heart nearly stopped.

“Fifty bucks? For just one set?”

The saleslady smiled apologetically. “Good lingerie is an investment. But if you’re looking for something more budget-friendly, we do have a clearance bin in the back. The styles are a bit simpler, but they’re still great quality.”

“Clearance bin sounds good,” I said quickly, not wanting to spend more than I had to.

She led me to the back of the store, where a small bin was filled with discounted items. I sifted through it, feeling a little more at ease now that I wasn’t looking at such steep prices. Finally, I found a simple nude bra and matching panties—nothing too fancy, but they looked like they’d do the job.

“How about these?” I asked, holding them up.

The saleslady nodded approvingly.

“Good choice. They’re versatile and comfortable, and they’ll work well under most outfits.”

“Great,” I said, genuinely relieved. “I’ll take them.”

She rang up the purchase, the total coming to a much more manageable twenty dollars. I handed over the cash, feeling a wave of relief as she bagged up the items.

“There you go,” she said with a smile, handing me the bag.

“I hope your girlfriend likes them.”

“Yeah… me too,” I said, forcing a smile as I took the bag and quickly made my way out of the store.

As soon as I was outside, I let out a long breath, my nerves slowly starting to settle. I’d done it. I’d actually bought lingerie, and it hadn’t been nearly as terrifying as I thought it would be.

In fact, there was a part of me that felt… proud?

Accomplished?

I wasn’t sure how to describe it, but it was a good feeling.

Dolly deserved this, I reminded myself. She deserved to have everything she needed, to feel complete. And now, thanks to a little white lie and a lot of courage, she would.
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Later that night, after we’d finished working on Frank’s website, I felt a mix of satisfaction and excitement buzzing through me. The website had come together faster than either of us expected, thanks to the AI website builder we used. It practically built itself, and by the time we were done, he was beaming with pride.

“Man, that was easier than I thought,” Frank said, stretching his arms over his head.

“I’m pretty wiped, though. I think I’m gonna hit the sack.”

“Yeah, sounds good,” I replied, trying to keep my excitement in check.

“I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Night, Dale,” he said, heading toward his bedroom.

“Night,” I called back, already itching to get to my room.

As soon as Frank’s door clicked shut, I bolted to my own bedroom, my heart racing with anticipation. The memory of that hypnosis session from a week ago still lingered in my mind, and tonight, I felt that same pull. I needed to explore it more, to dive deeper into whatever it was that had awoken inside me.

I grabbed my phone and sat on the edge of my bed, recalling the name Frank had mentioned in the video. What was it again? Oh, right—Lilly Lustwood’s Fansly account. He’d said something about her sissy hypno videos, and the curiosity had been eating at me ever since.

My fingers flew across the screen as I searched for her account, and within seconds, I found it. The profile was full of tantalizing promises—sissy lessons, hypno stuff, all designed to reshape the mind and body into something new, something feminine.

I hesitated for a moment, my thumb hovering over the subscribe button. This was a step into a world I’d only glimpsed, but I knew deep down that it was a step I wanted—no, needed—to take. With a deep breath, I pressed the button, and just like that, I was in.

The site was a treasure trove of content, each video more intriguing than the last. I scrolled through the list, my excitement growing with every title I read.

“Your First Panties,” “Embrace Your Feminine Side,” “Becoming Her.” It was like an endless buffet of everything I’d secretly craved but had been too afraid to explore.

I didn’t hesitate long. “Your First Panties” caught my eye, and I quickly clicked play, my heart pounding in my chest. The screen filled with soft colors, gentle music playing in the background as Lilly’s soothing voice began to speak.

“Welcome, darling,” she said, her tone hypnotic and comforting.

“Today, you’re going to take your first steps into becoming the beautiful, feminine woman you were always meant to be.”

I felt a shiver of excitement run down my spine as I settled back against my pillows, letting her voice wash over me. The words were like a warm blanket, wrapping around my mind and pulling me deeper into a trance.

“Close your eyes,” Lilly instructed, and I obeyed without hesitation.

“Take a deep breath, and as you exhale, let go of any doubts, any fears. You are safe here, and you are exactly where you need to be.”

I followed her instructions, feeling my body relax, my mind slipping into that familiar, comforting place where everything felt right.

“You are a woman,” Lilly continued, her voice soft and persuasive.

“Repeat after me: I am a woman.”

“I am a woman,” I whispered, the words feeling even more natural this time.

“You love the way your body feels,” she said. “You love the softness of your skin, the way your curves make you feel feminine and beautiful.”

“I love the softness of my skin,” I repeated, my hands moving to touch my arms, my chest, feeling the smoothness of my freshly shaved skin.

“I love the way my curves make me feel feminine and beautiful.”

“You want to tuck yourself masculinity away,” Lilly said, her voice taking on a more intimate tone.

“You want to feel that flatness, that femininity. Tuck your penis, darling, and feel how right it is.”

Without thinking, I reached down, gently tucking my penis between my legs, feeling a strange but satisfying flatness there. The sensation sent a wave of pleasure through me, a feeling of completeness I’d never known before.

“I feel so feminine,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

“Yes, you do,” Lilly affirmed.

“You are a woman, and you deserve to feel beautiful. Now, it’s time to put on that panty and bra, darling. Feel how it completes you.”

My hands moved automatically to the bra I’d bought earlier, slipping it over my arms and fastening it behind my back. The sensation of the fabric against my skin, the way it held me, made me feel more feminine, more like Dolly.

“You are a woman,” Lilly’s voice cooed.

“Now, wear those panties, my darling sissy,” she continued.

As I slid them up my legs—I couldn’t help but relish the sensation. I didn’t want it to stop. Slowly, I slid them up some more and when I finally had them on, I knew that I made Dolly very happy.

“Feel your body, feel your skin. You love taking care of yourself, making your skin soft and smooth. Put on that lotion, darling. Make yourself feel beautiful.”

I reached for the lotion that my ex left on my nightstand, squeezing some into my hands and rubbing it over my arms, my legs, my chest. The scent was light and floral, and as I massaged it into my skin, I felt another wave of pleasure wash over me.

My skin felt soft, almost silky, and the act of caring for myself in this way made me feel even more like the woman I was becoming.
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“I am a woman,” I repeated, my voice stronger now.

“I love taking care of my body. I love feeling beautiful.”

“Yes, darling,” Lilly said, her voice a comforting presence in my mind.

“You are a gorgeous, sexy woman. You deserve to feel this way, to embrace your femininity fully.”

I lay back on my bed, the lotion still glistening on my skin, my body tingling with the sensations of the transformation I was undergoing. Every part of me felt alive, more aware of who I was, who I wanted to be.

The lingerie felt right, the flatness between my legs felt right, everything about this moment felt right.

“I am a woman,” I whispered again, my eyes closed, a smile spreading across my lips.

“I am a gorgeous, sexy woman.”

And in that moment, as I lay there on my bed, repeating those affirmations over and over, I knew that Dolly was here to stay. She wasn’t just a part of me—she was me.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS had passed since that night, and my life had taken a strange yet exhilarating turn. Every night, after Frank went to bed, I found myself slipping into Dolly’s world. I’d dress up in the lingerie I’d bought, carefully apply makeup, and even practice walking in heels.

It felt so natural, like this was something I was always meant to do. One night, I even shaved my eyebrows into a thinner, more feminine shape. During the day, I filled them in with makeup so Frank wouldn’t notice, but every time I looked in the mirror, I saw Dolly staring back at me, and it filled me with a quiet thrill.

Today, though, wasn’t about Dolly. It was about Frank, and the excitement was contagious. Frank had landed his first real client, and I was just as pumped as he was. I’d agreed to be his assistant for the session, to help him keep things running smoothly. Frank was a bundle of nerves and energy, pacing back and forth in the living room as we prepared.

“Man, I can’t believe this is actually happening,” Frank said, running a hand through his hair.
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“My first real client! This is huge, right?”

“It’s more than huge, it’s epic!” I replied, matching his enthusiasm.

“You’ve been working your butt off for this, and now it’s all paying off. You’re gonna crush it, Frank.”

He grinned, but I could see the nervousness in his eyes.

“Thanks, Dale. I’m just… I don’t know, man. What if I mess it up?”

“You won’t,” I said firmly, giving him a reassuring clap on the shoulder.

“You’ve got this. You’ve practiced, you’re prepared, and I’ll be right there to help. Everything’s gonna go smoothly.”

He took a deep breath, nodding. “Yeah, you’re right. We’ve got this.”

We’d spent the last few days setting up the apartment to make it feel more like a professional hypnotherapy office. The living room had been rearranged, with the couch positioned perfectly for the client to lie down, soft lighting, and calming music playing in the background. We even had a small table set up with a water pitcher and glasses, like the ones you’d see in a fancy office.

“So, tell me about this client again,” I said as we did a final check of the setup.

“His name’s Tim,” he explained, still fidgeting with the placement of a few candles.

“He reached out because he’s been struggling with eating addictions, and he wants to get hypnotized to help him live a healthier lifestyle. It’s a pretty straightforward session, nothing too complicated.”

“Sounds like a great first client,” I said, nodding. “And honestly, you’re perfect for this. You’ve always been good at helping people figure stuff out.”

He smiled, a bit of the tension easing from his face.

“Thanks, Dale. That means a lot. I’m just glad you’re here to help. It makes it a little less nerve-wracking, you know?”

“Hey, that’s what friends are for,” I said, giving him a thumbs-up.

“Besides, I’m kinda excited to see you in action. You’re like a real-life magician or something.”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Yeah, something like that.”

Just then, the doorbell rang, and he froze for a second, his eyes wide.

“Oh, man. That’s him.”

“You got this,” I whispered, giving him a quick pat on the back before heading to the door. I opened it to find a guy in his late twenties standing there, looking a little nervous himself.

“Hi, you must be Tim,” I said, stepping aside to let him in.

“Yeah, that’s me,” Tim replied, offering a small smile as he walked in. He had a bit of a shy demeanor, but he seemed eager enough.

“Thanks for seeing me.”

“Of course,” I said, leading him into the living room where Frank was waiting.

“This is Frank, your hypnotherapist, and I’m Dale, his assistant.”

Frank stepped forward, extending his hand.

“Nice to meet you, Tim. Thanks for coming in tonight.”

Tim shook Frank’s hand, glancing around the room with an appreciative nod.

“This place is really nice. It feels… calming, you know?”

“That’s the goal,” Frank said with a grin.

“We want you to feel as relaxed as possible during the session. Why don’t you have a seat on the couch, and we can get started?”

Tim nodded and sat down, visibly trying to relax as he settled into the cushions. Frank and I exchanged a quick look, and I gave him a subtle nod of encouragement.

“Alright, Tim,” Frank began, his voice taking on that calm, professional tone he’d been practicing. “Before we start, I just want to go over what we’ll be doing today. The goal is to help you address the habits and patterns that have been contributing to your eating addictions. Through hypnosis, we’re going to work on rewiring those habits so that you can adopt a healthier lifestyle.”

Tim nodded, listening intently.
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“That sounds good. I’ve been trying to do it on my own, but it’s been really hard, you know?”

“I get it,” Frank said, his voice filled with understanding.

“That’s why we’re here. Hypnosis is a powerful tool, and with your cooperation, we can make some real changes. Are you ready to begin?”

“Yeah, I’m ready,” Tim said, taking a deep breath.

“Great,” Frank said, giving me a quick glance as he positioned himself in front of Tim. I moved to the side, ready to assist if needed, but mostly just eager to see Frank work his magic.

“Alright, Tim,” Frank began, his voice soothing and rhythmic. “I want you to close your eyes and take a deep breath. As you exhale, let go of any tension, any stress. Just allow yourself to sink into the couch, to feel completely at ease.”

Tim did as instructed, his shoulders relaxing as he let out a long breath.

“Perfect,” Frank continued, his voice steady and calming.

“I’m going to count down from five. With each number, you’re going to feel yourself becoming more and more relaxed. By the time I reach one, you’ll be in a deep, peaceful state of relaxation.”

I watched as Frank’s voice worked its magic, guiding Tim into a state of deep calm. It was impressive to see how quickly Frank had taken to this role, how naturally he seemed to fit into the hypnotherapist’s chair.

“Five… four… three… two… one,” Frank counted down, his voice a gentle lullaby.

“You’re now in a deep state of relaxation, Tim. You’re calm, you’re at peace, and you’re ready to make positive changes in your life.”

Tim’s breathing had slowed, his body completely relaxed against the couch.

Frank gave me a quick, reassuring smile before continuing.

“Tim, I want you to imagine a version of yourself that is healthy, strong, and in control. Picture yourself eating nutritious meals, feeling energized and happy with your choices. This is the person you are becoming.”

As Frank spoke, I couldn’t help but feel a swell of pride. He was doing it—really doing it. This was his moment, and he was nailing it.

“You are in control of your cravings,” Frank said, his voice steady.

“You choose foods that nourish your body. You are strong, you are capable, and you are healthy.”

Tim’s expression softened, a small smile playing on his lips as he absorbed Frank’s words. He continued for more than an hour as I watched Tim go off on a trance. He started reciting his own affirmations about how he is determined to lose the extra weight.

“You’re doing great, Tim,” Frank said, his tone filled with encouragement.

“In a moment, I’m going to count back up from one to five. When I reach five, you’ll open your eyes, feeling refreshed, confident, and ready to embrace your healthier lifestyle.”

Frank began to count, his voice gentle and patient. “One… two… three… four… five.”

Tim’s eyes fluttered open, and he blinked a few times, adjusting to the light. He looked around the room, then back at Frank, a smile spreading across his face.

“Wow… I feel… different. Lighter, maybe?”

“That’s great to hear,” Frank said, returning the smile. “This is just the beginning, Tim. With each day, you’ll find it easier to make healthy choices and stick to your new habits.”

“Thank you,” Tim said, his voice full of gratitude.

“I think this is really going to help.”

As Tim stood to leave, Frank gave him a few final tips for reinforcing the session’s effects, and I walked him to the door, thanking him for coming.

“We did it, Dale! My first client! And it went so well!”

“You were amazing!” I said, giving him a high-five.

“I knew you’d crush it.”

Frank beamed, the excitement radiating off him. “Thanks, man. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

I smiled, feeling that same pride from earlier.

“We make a good team, don’t we?”

“Hell yeah, we do,” he agreed. “Now let’s celebrate. Pizza?”

“Definitely,” I said, laughing. “After all, we earned it.”
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Later that night, as we were lounging on the couch, enjoying our post-pizza bliss, Frank’s phone buzzed. He glanced at the screen and his eyes went wide with excitement.

“Dale, you’re not gonna believe this!”

I turned to him, curious. “What’s up?”

“Tim just texted me,” Frank said, his voice practically vibrating with joy.

“He wants to pre-pay for six more sessions—two times a week! And get this… the sessions are $300 each!”

My jaw dropped. “No way! That’s incredible!”

He was grinning so hard I thought his face might split.

“I know, right? That’s $1,800 just for the next three weeks! We’ve actually got some spending money now.”

“That’s amazing,” I said, genuinely thrilled for him.

“You deserve it, man. All that hard work is finally paying off.”

He nodded, still buzzing with energy, but his expression grew a little more serious. “Yeah, but we still have to be careful, you know? My dad could decide to kick us out anytime, and I don’t want to get too comfortable.”

“True,” I agreed, the reality of our situation sinking in a bit.

“But still, this is a huge step forward. We just have to be smart about it.”

“Exactly,” he said, settling back into the couch.

“But hey, at least we’re not completely broke anymore.”

I smiled, trying to share in his excitement, but a small pang of guilt tugged at me. I wanted to help out financially, too, but my tattoo portfolio still wasn’t ready. I’d been spending so much time alone, indulging in Dolly’s world, that I hadn’t been as productive as I needed to be.

“You’ll get there, Dale,” he said, noticing the thoughtful look on my face.

“Once your portfolio’s done, you’re gonna have clients lining up for your designs. I know it.”

“Thanks, Frank,” I said, appreciating the vote of confidence.

“I just need to buckle down and finish it.”

He then yawned, stretching out his arms. “Well, I’m beat. I’m gonna crash. Big day tomorrow—gotta start planning Tim’s sessions.”

“Yeah, you get some rest,” I said, patting him on the shoulder.

“You’ve earned it.”

“Night, Dale,” he said, heading toward his bedroom.

“Night, Frank,” I called after him, still sitting on the couch, my mind racing.

Once he was out of sight, I got up and went to my room, determined to get some work done on my portfolio. I sat down at my desk, pulling out my sketchpad and pencils, ready to dive into a new design.

But as I stared at the blank page, I found myself distracted.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Dolly, about the way I’d been spending my nights. The more time I spent feminizing myself, the more natural it felt. It was like a part of me that had always been there, just waiting to come out.

And now that it had, I didn’t want to push it back down.

But how could I balance that with everything else? I wanted to help Frank, to contribute financially, but I also wanted to explore this new side of myself.

An idea suddenly popped into my head—what if I could combine the two? Maybe I could share what I’d learned, what I’d been practicing. I knew there were others out there who might be struggling with the same things, who might appreciate some tips or guidance.

Before I knew it, I was grabbing my phone and opening up the Facebook app. I’d seen people posting short videos, Reels they called them, sharing everything from cooking tips to makeup tutorials.

Maybe I could do something like that.

My fingers moved quickly, setting up a new account under the name “Dolly’s Beauty Tips.” It felt a little silly at first, but also exciting. This was something I could do, something I could share with others.

I set up my phone on a small tripod and sat down in front of it, ready to record.

“Hey, everyone,” I began, my voice a little shaky but growing more confident as I went on.

“Today, I’m going to show you how to create natural-looking eyebrows, even if you don’t have any to start with.”

I smiled at the camera, even if it was only capturing my brows, feeling a strange mix of nerves and excitement. This was a part of me I’d kept hidden for so long, but now I was ready to share it with the world.

“First, you’re going to want to use a brow pencil that matches your natural hair color,” I explained, holding up the pencil I’d been using for the past couple of weeks. “You start by drawing light, feathery strokes where your brows would be. The key is to keep it soft and natural-looking.”

As I demonstrated, I felt a sense of satisfaction. It was something small, but it was mine—something I could do, something I could share. The camera captured each stroke, each step, and with each one, I felt a little more like Dolly.

“Once you’ve filled in the shape,” I continued, “you can use a spoolie brush to blend the pencil, making it look even more natural.”

I finished up the video, showing off the final result with a smile.
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“And there you have it—natural-looking eyebrows, even if you’re starting from scratch. Thanks for watching, and I hope this helps!”

I stopped the recording and sat back, feeling a rush of pride. It wasn’t much, but it was a start. Maybe this could be something more, something that allowed me to explore Dolly’s world while also helping others.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE NEXT MORNING, I was jolted awake by the incessant pinging of notifications on my phone. Groggily, I reached over to my nightstand and grabbed it, squinting at the bright screen. As I unlocked it, I was greeted by a flood of notifications—likes, comments, and new followers.
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My heart skipped a beat. What the heck was going on?

I quickly opened the app and saw that my eyebrow video had gone viral overnight. The views were skyrocketing, and the comments were pouring in. I scrolled through them, my eyes widening with every new message.

“Wow, these tips are amazing! Can you do a full makeup tutorial next?”

“You’ve got such beautiful eyes! Why aren’t you showing your whole face?”

“Need more tips like this! You’re so talented!”

I was overwhelmed. I hadn’t expected this at all. Sure, I thought a few people might watch the video, but going viral? That was a whole different level. I couldn’t stop smiling, feeling like I was floating on cloud nine.

I wanted to share the news with Frank—he’d be so excited for me, right? But then, a wave of doubt hit me. What if he judged me? I mean, it wasn’t exactly your typical guy hobby, creating eyebrow tutorials and makeup tips.

Would he think it was weird?

Would he start seeing me differently?

I shook my head, trying to push those thoughts away. Instead, I decided to read more comments, rewatching my video over and over again, still riding the high of seeing something I’d created being appreciated by so many people.

The more I read, the more I realized that people wanted more. They weren’t just looking for tips—they wanted to connect, to see more of me. I couldn’t help but think about the comments asking why I wasn’t showing my whole face. They were right; if I wanted to do more, I’d have to put myself out there.

But how could I do a makeup tutorial without showing my face? That wouldn’t make any sense. My mind raced, trying to figure out a solution. Then it hit me—a wig. If I wore a wig, I could maintain some anonymity and feel more confident about showing my face.

I jumped out of bed, determined to make this happen. The first thing I did was scour my room for my old piggy bank. I hadn’t touched it in a while, but now seemed like the perfect time to break into it. I found it tucked away in my closet, a heavy, ceramic pig I’d had since I was a kid.

I grabbed a butter knife from the kitchen and pried the bottom open, the coins and bills spilling out onto the floor.

I counted it all up, my heart racing. “Come on, come on… eighty… eighty-one… eighty-two… eighty-three… and ninety-five cents!” I grinned, feeling a rush of relief. It wasn’t a fortune, but it was enough. I could definitely find a decent wig with this budget.

Feeling happier than I had in a while, I decided to make breakfast for Frank. It was the least I could do, and it also gave me time to plan out my day. I wanted to hit up the wig shops as soon as possible, but I had to make sure Frank didn’t suspect anything.

As I cracked eggs into a pan and started frying up some bacon, I couldn’t help but hum to myself. The smell of breakfast filled the apartment, and soon enough, I heard Frank’s door creak open.

“Morning, Dale,” he mumbled, still half-asleep as he shuffled into the kitchen.

“What’s all this?”

“Morning!” I chirped, flipping the bacon. “Just thought I’d whip us up a nice breakfast. You know, to celebrate your big client win yesterday.”

He grinned, his eyes lighting up.

“Man, you didn’t have to do that. But I’m not complaining—this smells amazing.”

“Figured you deserved it,” I said, plating up the food and sliding it over to him.

“Got a big day ahead, right?”

“Yeah, gotta start planning Tim’s sessions and getting everything in order,” he said, digging into his breakfast.

“What about you? Any big plans today?”

I hesitated for a split second, but quickly covered it up with a shrug.

“Just some errands I need to run. Might work on my portfolio a bit, too.”

“Sounds good,” he said between bites.

“You’re really coming through for me, Dale. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

I smiled, feeling a pang of guilt for keeping my new hobby a secret.

“Hey, what are friends for?”

After we finished breakfast and Frank headed off to start his day, I cleaned up the kitchen and got ready to go out. The excitement from earlier was still bubbling inside me as I grabbed my wallet and the crumpled bills from my piggy bank, stuffing them into my pocket. Today was going to be the day I took Dolly’s world a step further.
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I headed out, the cool morning air refreshing against my face as I made my way to the nearest wig shop. I’d seen a few around town, but I hadn’t ever gone inside.

Today, though, I was on a mission.

When I walked into the first shop, the walls were lined with wigs of every color, style, and length. It was almost overwhelming, but I felt a rush of excitement as I started browsing. I needed something natural-looking, something that wouldn’t scream “Hey, I’m wearing a wig!” but would still make me feel confident enough to show my face.

I tried on a few different styles, each one making me feel a little more daring. Some were too flashy, others too plain, but finally, I found one that felt just right—a shoulder-length, light brown wig with soft waves. It looked natural, and when I tried it on, it felt like it belonged.

The price tag read $79.99, leaving me with just a few bucks to spare. I didn’t care, though. It was perfect. I handed over the cash to the cashier, my heart pounding with excitement as she carefully wrapped it up and handed it to me.

As I walked out of the shop, the wig safely tucked in its box, I couldn’t help but feel like I was on the brink of something big. This was the start of a new chapter, one where Dolly wasn’t just something I kept hidden away but someone I was ready to share with the world.

When I got home, I was practically bouncing with excitement, clutching the paper bag with my new wig inside. I couldn’t wait to try it on and start planning my next video. But as soon as I opened the door to our apartment, I froze.

There, sitting on the edge of the couch, was Frank—and he wasn’t alone. An older woman, maybe in her late fifties or early sixties, was lying back on the sofa with her eyes closed, looking completely relaxed. He caught sight of me in the doorway and quickly put his finger to his lips, giving me that universal “keep quiet” sign.

I nodded, tiptoeing inside and carefully closing the door behind me. I stuffed the paper bag into the closet as quietly as possible, trying not to make a sound. Frank’s voice was soft and calming, the kind of tone he used when he was deep into a session.

“Yes, I am young and beautiful,” he said, guiding the woman through her affirmations.

I stood there for a moment, watching as he continued. The woman repeated the words after him, her voice soft but filled with emotion. It didn’t take long for me to figure out what was going on—she was here because she wanted to feel confident again, to believe in herself.

Not wanting to intrude, I slipped over to my desk and sat down, pulling out my sketchpad and pencils. I tried to focus on drawing, but my ears kept drifting back to the conversation on the bed.

“I am confident,” Frank said, his voice steady.

“I am confident,” the woman repeated, her tone growing stronger.

“I am ready to embrace life again,” he continued, his words clear and reassuring.

“I am ready to embrace life again,” she echoed, and I could hear a faint quiver in her voice, like she was on the verge of tears, but in a good way.

I pretended to sketch, but really, I was eavesdropping on every word. There was something beautiful about what Frank was doing, helping this woman rediscover herself, helping her move forward. I couldn’t help but feel a swell of pride for him. He was really making a difference in people’s lives.

After a few more affirmations, he gently brought her out of the trance. “You’re going to open your eyes now, feeling refreshed, confident, and ready to take on the world.”

The woman’s eyes fluttered open, and she sat up slowly, blinking as she adjusted to the light. I kept my head down, focusing on my sketchpad, but I could feel the warmth in the room, the sense of relief she must have been feeling.

“Thank you so much,” the woman said, her voice soft but sincere.

“I can’t tell you how much this means to me.”

“It’s my pleasure,” he replied with a kind smile.

“You’re stronger than you realize. Just remember to keep saying those affirmations to yourself, and take things one step at a time.”

She nodded, getting to her feet. “I will. Thank you again.”
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Frank walked her to the door, and I heard it close softly behind her. I looked up from my drawing just as Frank turned back toward me, his face lit up with excitement.

“Can you believe that?” he said, his voice a mix of amazement and pride.

“She was just a walk-in client!”

“No way!” I said, setting my pencil down.

“That’s awesome! What did she want?”

He walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, still buzzing with energy. “She told me she’d been struggling since her husband died three months ago. She was in a really dark place, but recently, she’s started to feel like she’s ready to move on. She just needed a little boost of confidence to get back out there.”

“Wow,” I said, genuinely impressed.

“That’s incredible. You really helped her.”

“Yeah,” he said, grinning. “It felt amazing. She’s ready to start dating again, can you believe it?”

“That’s huge,” I said, feeling a surge of pride for my friend. “You’re making a real difference in people’s lives, man.”

He nodded, still riding the high of the session. “I guess I am. It’s crazy, but I love it. Every session is different, but they all have this power to change someone’s life.”

I smiled, knowing exactly what he meant.

“I can see why you’re so into it. It’s pretty amazing.”

He leaned back, looking thoughtful.

“I just didn’t expect things to pick up so fast. I mean, first Tim, and now this walk-in? It’s like the universe is throwing opportunities my way.”

“And you’re grabbing them with both hands,” I added, giving him a thumbs-up.

“You’re doing great, Frank. Keep it up.”

He grinned, clearly pleased with how things were going.

“Thanks, Dale. I couldn’t do it without you, you know.”

I waved him off, pretending to brush off the compliment, but inside, I felt a warm glow.

“Nah, you’re the one doing the hard work. I’m just here for moral support.”

“And that’s worth a lot,” he said, giving me a serious look—and for some reason, it made me feel tense.

“Really, I mean it.”

“Anytime, man,” I said, giving him a reassuring nod.

Soon after, he got up, stretching his arms over his head.

“Alright, I need to unwind after that. I’m gonna grab a beer and chill out for a bit.”


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A MONTH HAD PASSED, and everything had changed—both inside and out. I didn’t need hypnosis anymore to feel like Dolly. Somewhere along the way, I’d accepted that Dolly wasn’t just a part of me—she was me.
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Every night, after Frank finished his work and went to bed, I’d transform into Dolly, complete with wig, makeup, and the growing collection of clothes I’d accumulated. It had become my routine, something I looked forward to every day.

Dolly’s Beauty Tips had blown up in ways I never imagined. What started as a simple eyebrow tutorial had turned into a full-blown online persona. I’d gained 95,000 followers in what felt like no time at all. The ad revenue was trickling in—not enough to really help Frank out financially, but enough to keep my wardrobe fresh and my beauty products stocked.

Tonight, I was preparing for my next video. Frank had just finished a session with Carl, a guy who’d been struggling with gambling addiction. As soon as Carl left, I knew I had the apartment to myself. I locked the door to my room and began my transformation into Dolly.

First things first: the wig. I carefully took it out of its box and placed it on my head, adjusting it until it looked just right. It was a natural-looking, light brown wig with soft waves that framed my face perfectly. Over the past month, I’d gotten really good at making it look seamless, like it was my real hair.

Next, I moved on to my skincare routine. I splashed my face with warm water, then lathered up my favorite shaving cream, smoothing it over my jawline. The razor glided effortlessly, leaving my skin smooth and clean. I rinsed off the excess and patted my face dry with a towel, smiling at the soft, feminine feel of my skin.

After shaving, I applied a gentle moisturizer, massaging it into my face in slow, circular motions. The cool, refreshing sensation was something I’d come to love. It made me feel pampered, like I was really taking care of myself. I followed up with a primer, creating a smooth base for the makeup I was about to apply.

I took a moment to admire my reflection, feeling that familiar thrill of excitement as I started pulling out my makeup supplies. Tonight’s video was going to be a big one—“How to Get a Feminine Shape with Breastplate and Hip Pads.” It was something a lot of my followers had been asking for, and I was eager to show them how it was done.

I started with my foundation, applying it evenly across my face, blending it in until my skin looked flawless. It covered any imperfections, giving me a smooth, even complexion.

Then I moved on to my eyebrows, carefully filling them in with soft, feathery strokes. Even though I’d shaved them down to thin lines, the pencil filled them out beautifully, giving me that perfect arch.

Next up was my eyes. I chose a soft, shimmery eyeshadow in warm tones, applying it to my lids and blending it out toward my brow bone. A darker shade in the crease added depth, making my eyes look bigger and more defined. I lined my eyes with a sharp, precise wing, using liquid eyeliner to create that perfect cat-eye look.

Finally, I added a few coats of mascara, making my lashes long and full.

I smiled at my reflection, pleased with how everything was coming together. But I wasn’t done yet. I picked up my blush brush and swept a soft pink blush across my cheeks, giving them a natural, rosy glow. A touch of highlighter on my cheekbones added just the right amount of shimmer, catching the light in all the right places.

Lastly, I applied a nude lipstick that complemented the rest of the look, making my lips look plump and kissable. I leaned in closer to the mirror, checking every detail, making sure everything was perfect.

Dolly was ready.

But the real transformation was yet to come. Tonight’s video wasn’t just about makeup—it was about creating a fully feminine shape. I pulled out the breastplate I’d bought with some of the ad revenue from Dolly’s Beauty Tips.

It was made of soft, realistic silicone, designed to give the illusion of natural breasts. I carefully slipped it over my head, adjusting it so it fit snugly against my chest. The effect was stunning. The breastplate gave me curves I’d never had before, and the weight of it made everything feel more real.

Next were the hip pads. I’d learned how to place them just right so they enhanced my hips and thighs, creating that classic hourglass figure. I slipped on a pair of high-waisted panties to hold everything in place, then took a step back to admire the full effect in the mirror.

The transformation was complete. I wasn’t just Dale anymore—I was Dolly, and I looked every bit the part. The wig, the makeup, the curves—it all came together perfectly.

I set up my phone on the tripod, making sure the lighting was just right before I hit record.

“Hey, everyone, welcome back to Dolly’s Beauty Tips,” I began, my voice soft and confident. “Tonight, I’m going to show you how to achieve a beautiful, feminine shape with the help of a breastplate and hip pads.”

I was deep into character, totally lost in the moment as Dolly. My voice had taken on a flirtatious tone as I explained each step of achieving a feminine shape with the breastplate and hip pads.

“Now, darling, the key to a natural look is all about placement,” I said, giving the camera a playful wink.

“You want to make sure everything is snug and in place, so it feels just like it’s part of you…”

I was having so much fun, twirling around, showing off my curves, getting more and more into it. I couldn’t help but smile at how far Dolly had come.

I felt free, more alive than ever before.

And then the door swung open.

“Dale?” Frank’s voice cut through the air, and I froze, my heart leaping into my throat.

He stood there in the doorway, his eyes wide with shock, taking in the scene before him—me, fully dressed as Dolly, makeup done, wig on, and completely in character. I could see the disbelief written all over his face.

“W-what is this?” he stammered, clearly trying to process what he was seeing.
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I couldn’t speak. My mouth went dry, and for a moment, I just stood there, staring at him, feeling like my whole world had come crashing down. Frank wasn’t supposed to see this. This was my secret, my safe place, and now it was out in the open, exposed.

“Come on, it’s okay,” he said, his voice gentle, but I could see the worry in his eyes.

I shook my head, the panic rising in my chest. “You… you fucked me up, Frank!” The words came out sharper than I intended, filled with all the fear and confusion that had been bubbling inside me for weeks.

He stepped forward, his hands raised in a calming gesture.

“What do you mean? What’s going on?”

Tears stung my eyes as I tried to find the words. “Ever since that hypnosis session… I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop dressing up, pretending to be Dolly. Now I don’t know what’s happening to me. I… I like being a girl!” The confession hung in the air between us, heavy with all the emotions I’d been trying to keep bottled up.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I lashed out, grabbing my makeup and skin care products from the dresser and throwing them across the room.

“I don’t know who I am anymore!” I yelled, my voice cracking with frustration.

“This isn’t who I was supposed to be!”

Frank looked stricken, like he didn’t know what to do, but he quickly moved toward me, trying to stop me from hurting myself or anything else.

“Dale, it’s okay. You’re okay. Just breathe.”

But I couldn’t calm down. I was too far gone, caught up in the whirlwind of emotions that had been building for so long.

“I’m a freak! I’m not supposed to like this! I’m not supposed to want this!”

And then, before I could throw another thing, he was right in front of me, his hands gently gripping my shoulders.

“Stop! Look at me!”

I finally met his eyes, and the intensity in them made me freeze. There was no anger, no judgment—just concern and something else I couldn’t quite place.

“You’re not a freak,” he said, his voice firm but gentle.

“Dolly, you’re beautiful. You’re not alone in this. I’m here for you.”

I stared at him, the words sinking in slowly, and suddenly the fight went out of me. I felt my knees buckle, and Frank caught me, pulling me close. I didn’t know what to say, how to react. All I knew was that I felt more confused than ever.

And then, in the middle of all the chaos, he did something I never saw coming.

He leaned in and kissed me.

It was soft, tentative at first, like he wasn’t sure how I’d respond. But the warmth of his lips against mine was enough to push everything else out of my mind. I didn’t think—I just kissed him back.

When we finally pulled away, we were both breathing heavily, our foreheads pressed together. I could see the same shock and confusion in Frank’s eyes that I was feeling. But there was something else, too—something that felt like understanding, like acceptance.

“You’re not alone in this,” he repeated, his voice barely above a whisper.

“You’re not a freak, Dale. Or Dolly. You’re… you. And that’s enough.”

I searched his face, trying to make sense of everything that had just happened.

“But… what does this mean?” I asked, my voice trembling.

“What does this mean for us?”

He took a deep breath, then gave me a small, reassuring smile.

“I don’t know. But whatever it is, we’ll figure it out together. If Dolly’s who you are, then I’m okay with that. I just want you to be happy.”

I blinked, the tears threatening to spill over. “You mean that?”

“I do,” he said, his hands still gently holding onto me.

“I don’t know what this all means either, but I care about you. And if this is part of who you are, then I’m here for it. I’m here for you.”

I let out a shaky breath, the weight of everything we’d just been through starting to settle.

“So… it’s like this now, huh? You’re living with Dolly?”

He chuckled softly, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear.
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“Yeah, I guess I am. And you know what? I’m okay with that, as long as she cooks breakfast,” he jested.

I couldn’t help but smile through the tears, feeling a strange mix of relief and fear. There was still so much I didn’t understand, so much I was scared of, but for the first time in a long while, I didn’t feel so alone.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS LATER, Dolly was out and about, strolling through the grocery store with a bounce in her step. I couldn’t help but feel a rush of excitement as I pushed the cart down the aisle, mentally checking off the items on my list. Today was a special day—Frank’s birthday—and I was planning to surprise him with his favorite meal: mac and cheese, and a homemade cake. I wanted everything to be perfect.
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I was dressed for the occasion, of course. My outfit was very housewifey, just the way I liked it. I wore a knee-length floral dress with a fitted waist that flared out at the skirt, making me feel feminine and put-together.

A light cardigan was draped over my shoulders, and I had on a pair of cute, low-heeled pumps that were comfortable enough for walking around the store. My hair—well, the wig—was styled in loose waves that framed my face, and my makeup was soft and natural, just a touch of blush and a swipe of pink lipstick.

I felt like I was straight out of a 1950s magazine, and I loved it.

As I reached for a box of elbow macaroni, I couldn’t help but notice the way people were looking at me. Some were just glancing, others stared a little longer, but it didn’t bother me. In fact, it made me feel a little thrill. It was like I was finally being seen, like Dolly was no longer just something I hid away in secret.

And I wasn’t just out here running errands—I was doing something special for my boyfriend. I let that word roll around in my head, smiling to myself.

Boyfriend.

Frank and I hadn’t really put a label on it, but after that night, things had just… shifted. And I was okay with that.

I picked up a block of cheddar cheese and added it to the cart, feeling a strange sense of satisfaction. There was something about doing groceries, about planning a meal and taking care of someone, that made me feel really… girly. I liked it.

I liked the way it made me feel, like I was in control of something important, something that was all mine. And using Frank’s money to buy everything? That was just the icing on the cake. It made me feel taken care of, like I was this perfect little housewife getting ready to spoil her man.

I moved on to the baking aisle, scanning the shelves for the ingredients I needed for the cake.

“Let’s see… flour, sugar, baking powder…” I murmured to myself, picking up each item and placing it in the cart with care.

“And chocolate, of course. Can’t forget the chocolate.”

As I reached for a bag of sugar, I noticed a woman a few feet away, looking me up and down. She smiled politely, and I smiled back, feeling a warmth in my chest. There was no judgment in her gaze, just curiosity.

It was nice.

I felt like I belonged here, like Dolly belonged here.

I continued down the aisle, grabbing a carton of eggs and some butter. I could already picture Frank’s face when he saw the spread I was going to put together. He’d be so surprised. And that was what I loved about this—surprising him, making him feel special. It wasn’t just about the food; it was about the thought, the effort I was putting in. It made me feel connected to him in a way I hadn’t expected.

When I got to the checkout, I unloaded the cart onto the conveyor belt, smiling as the cashier started ringing everything up.

“Planning something special?” she asked, glancing at the ingredients.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice soft and cheerful.

“It’s my boyfriend’s birthday today, and I’m making him his favorite meal.”

“That’s sweet,” she said with a smile. “He’s a lucky guy.”

I blushed, feeling a little flutter in my chest. “Thank you.”

As I paid for the groceries—using Frank’s card, of course—I couldn’t help but feel a rush of pride. This was who I was now. Dolly wasn’t just a secret; she was out here, living her life, doing things that made her happy.
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When I got home, I was practically beaming with excitement. The groceries were all neatly packed in the bags, and the best part? Frank wasn’t home yet. He had mentioned earlier that he had to visit Carl, the gambler, for a session at his place, and he wouldn’t be back until around 7 PM. That gave me plenty of time to get everything ready.

I unlocked the door and stepped inside, the familiar warmth of the apartment wrapping around me like a comforting hug. I set the bags on the kitchen counter and took a deep breath, already picturing the look on Frank’s face when he walked in and saw what I had prepared for him. It made me feel giddy, like I was doing something truly special.

“Alright, Dolly, let’s get to work,” I said to myself, rolling up my sleeves as I pulled out the ingredients for the mac and cheese.

I started by boiling a pot of water for the pasta, the sound of the bubbling water filling the kitchen with a comforting hum. As I waited for it to come to a boil, I shredded the cheddar cheese, enjoying the way the rich, golden strands piled up in the bowl. There was something so satisfying about this process—cooking, preparing, knowing that I was doing it all for Frank.

Once the water was boiling, I added the elbow macaroni, giving it a quick stir before moving on to the roux. I melted butter in a separate pan, watching it sizzle and foam before adding flour to make the base. I stirred it until it was smooth, then slowly added milk, creating a creamy sauce that was the heart of the dish.

“Perfect,” I murmured, smiling to myself as I stirred in the shredded cheese. The sauce thickened beautifully, turning into a rich, gooey mixture that smelled absolutely heavenly. I drained the pasta and mixed it all together, making sure every little elbow was coated in that cheesy goodness.

Next, I poured the mac and cheese into a baking dish, topping it with a layer of breadcrumbs for that extra crunch. As I slid it into the oven, I felt a wave of pride wash over me. This was going to be amazing. Frank was going to love it.

With the mac and cheese baking away, I turned my attention to the cake. I’d chosen a simple chocolate cake recipe, one that I knew Frank loved. I started by mixing the dry ingredients—flour, sugar, cocoa powder—feeling a bit like a mad scientist as I whisked everything together.

“Just a little more cocoa,” I said to myself, adding an extra spoonful. Frank loved his chocolate rich and intense, and I wanted this cake to be perfect.

Once the dry ingredients were ready, I moved on to the wet ones, cracking eggs into a bowl and whisking them until they were light and frothy. I added vanilla extract and buttermilk, enjoying the sweet, comforting smell that filled the kitchen. When everything was mixed together, I combined the wet and dry ingredients, folding them gently until the batter was smooth and glossy.

“Into the oven you go,” I whispered as I poured the batter into a greased cake pan and popped it into the oven beside the mac and cheese.

With everything cooking, I took a moment to tidy up the kitchen, wiping down the counters and washing the dishes I’d used. There was something incredibly satisfying about this whole process—about creating something with my hands, something that would make someone I cared about happy. I felt like a real housewife, and I loved every second of it.

As the cake baked, the apartment started to fill with the warm, sweet aroma of chocolate, mixing with the savory scent of the mac and cheese. It was like my own little heaven, right here in the kitchen.

I checked the clock—still plenty of time before Frank would be home. That gave me a chance to set the table, to make sure everything was perfect. I pulled out a nice tablecloth, smoothing it over the dining table before setting out plates, silverware, and glasses. I even found a couple of candles in the cupboard and set them in the middle of the table, ready to be lit when Frank arrived.
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Finally, I checked on the mac and cheese. The top was golden brown and crispy, just the way Frank liked it. I pulled it out of the oven, setting it on the counter to cool while I peeked in on the cake. It was rising beautifully, the top cracked just slightly—a sign that it was going to be rich and moist.

I couldn’t help but smile as I looked around the kitchen, the smells of everything I’d prepared filling the air. This was what I loved—taking care of someone, making them feel special. And tonight, it was all for Frank.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

LATER THAT EVENING, I stood in front of the mirror, making sure every detail of my look was perfect. I had gone all out, dressed up like a glamorous housewife from the 1950s. My dress was a soft powder blue with a full skirt that swished just below my knees.

The waist was cinched with a matching belt, accentuating the curves I’d worked so hard to create. My wig was styled in perfect, soft curls, framing my face in a way that made me feel like a movie star.

I’d even added a pearl necklace, the little touch of elegance that completed the look. My makeup was classic—winged eyeliner, soft pink blush, and bright red lipstick that made my lips pop.
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I felt beautiful, like I was stepping into a different era, where everything was polished and perfect. I smoothed down the skirt of my dress one last time and smiled at my reflection. Dolly was ready.

I glanced at the clock and felt a flutter of excitement in my chest. Frank would be home any minute now, and I couldn’t wait to see his reaction. Everything was set—the mac and cheese was warm and waiting, the cake was perfectly frosted, and the table was set for a cozy, intimate dinner. I was eager to celebrate Frank’s birthday, to show him just how much he meant to me.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang, and my heart skipped a beat.

“He’s home!” I whispered to myself, feeling a surge of excitement.

But when I opened the door, my excitement quickly turned to shock. There was Frank, standing in the hallway—but he wasn’t alone. Next to him was an older man, tall and imposing, with sharp features and a smug expression that made my skin crawl. He was dressed in an expensive-looking suit, his hair perfectly slicked back, and I instantly knew who he was.

“Dolly,” Frank started, looking more nervous than I’d ever seen him.

“This is my father, Troy.”

Troy looked me up and down with an eyebrow raised, his gaze cold and calculating. Before I could say anything, he stepped forward, his voice dripping with condescension.

“You don’t have to invite me into my own apartment.”

I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment, but I quickly composed myself.

“Of course, Mr. Bloom,” I said, stepping aside to let them in.

Troy walked in, barely giving me a glance as he surveyed the room.

“And who, exactly, are you?” he asked, his tone dismissive.

Before I could answer, Frank quickly jumped in.

“This is Dolly, Dad. She’s my girlfriend.”

Troy’s eyes narrowed as he turned to Frank. “Girlfriend?” he scoffed.

“What happened to that bum roommate of yours? Dale, was it?”

Frank hesitated, glancing at me before answering.

“Dad… Dolly is Dale.”

There was a moment of stunned silence as Troy processed what Frank had just said. His eyes flicked back to me, and I could see the disgust slowly creeping into his expression.
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“So, let me get this straight. My son, who I’ve spent a fortune on, is now living with a pretend-girl?”

“Dad, it’s not like that—”

But Troy cut him off, his voice rising with anger. “What are you doing with your life, Frank? Wasting it, that’s what! Living in this city, playing at being a therapist, and now this? You’re living with… this?”

He gestured toward me with disdain. “You’re throwing your life away. It’s time to come home, Frank. Back to Rochester. Enough of this nonsense.”

I could feel the anger bubbling up inside me. I didn’t know much about being a parent, but I knew enough to see that this man had no idea who his son really was.

“No offense, Mr. Bloom,” I started, trying to keep my voice steady, “but you don’t know Frank at all.”

“Dolly, don’t—” Frank tried to stop me, but I wasn’t backing down.

“Did you know that Frank is already one of the most sought-after hypnotherapists in the city?” I continued, my voice growing stronger.

“He’s helped change so many lives! People are better because of him, because he cares, because he’s dedicated. You might think what he’s doing is a waste, but you’re wrong.”

Troy’s face twisted with disdain.

“Is that what you call success? Hypnotizing people? How tragic.”

I stood my ground, refusing to let him belittle Frank any longer.

“And you must’ve forgotten that it’s your son’s birthday today,” I added, my voice sharp. “I may not know much about being a good parent, but I know enough to say that you definitely don’t make the list.”

Troy’s eyes narrowed into slits as he glared at me. For a moment, I thought he might say something back, but instead, he turned to Frank, his face a mask of cold fury.

“I want the two of you out of this apartment by tomorrow!”

Before I could react, he spat on the floor—an act of sheer contempt—and then stormed out, slamming the door behind him.

For a long moment, there was silence. I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, trying to process what had just happened. Frank looked stunned, his face pale as he stared at the door.

I finally broke the silence, my voice soft and full of concern.

“Frank… are you okay?”

He let out a shaky breath, then slowly turned to me.

“Well… he definitely ruined my birthday.”

I felt a pang of guilt, wishing I could have done something to prevent this whole mess. “I’m so sorry, Frank. I just wanted everything to be perfect…”

But before I could finish, he gave me a small, sad smile.

“But…” he said, trying to lighten the mood.

“I can still smell the mac and cheese.”

I couldn’t help but smile back, despite everything that had just happened.

“Yeah, it’s ready. And there’s cake, too.”

“Then let’s make a different memory for this night,” he said, reaching out to take my hand. He pulled me close, his arms wrapping around me in a comforting embrace.

“We’ll eat, we’ll celebrate, and we’ll figure out the rest later.”

I looked up at him, feeling a swell of emotion in my chest.

“I love you, Frank.”

He leaned down and kissed me, soft and tender, a kiss that felt like it was mending all the wounds left by his father’s harsh words.

“I love you too, Dolly. And no matter what happens, I’m not going anywhere. We’re in this together.”
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Later that night, Frank and I were cuddled up on the sofa, both of us feeling the warm buzz from the wine we’d shared. The candles on the table cast a soft, flickering light over the room, making everything feel cozy and intimate. We were wrapped up in each other, his arms around me, and I felt safe, content, and maybe a little tipsy.

I sighed, resting my head on his shoulder, my fingers lightly tracing patterns on his chest.

“Remember what you said earlier?” I asked, my voice soft.

Frank looked down at me, his lips curving into a playful smile.

“What do you mean?”

“You said we need to make new memories tonight,” I reminded him, feeling a flutter of nerves in my stomach.

“To replace what happened earlier.”

He nodded, his hand gently brushing a strand of wig away from my face.

“Yeah, I did say that.”

I took a deep breath, trying to gather my courage. This was Frank—my Frank. I trusted him with everything, but this was different. This was something I’d been thinking about for a while, something I wasn’t sure I was ready for until now.

“How about… we make our last night in this apartment something we can truly remember?”

His eyes widened slightly, a spark of interest flickering in them.

“What are you saying, Dolly?”

I looked up at him, my heart pounding in my chest. “I’ve been thinking about it… and I’m finally ready. I want to make love with you, Frank.”

For a moment, he just stared at me, like he couldn’t quite believe what I was saying. Then a grin spread across his face, and he looked so happy, like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice full of excitement.

I nodded, feeling a mix of anticipation and nervousness. “I am. I want this… with you.”

His happiness was infectious. He leaned in and kissed me, tenderly at first, but with a growing passion that made my head spin. I kissed him back, my hands roaming over his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin through his shirt. The connection between us was electric, and I knew this was the right moment.

As our kisses deepened, his hands began to explore my body, pulling me closer to him. I could feel the heat building between us, the chemistry we’d always had now igniting into something more.

“I’ve… studied some things online,” I confessed between kisses, my cheeks flushing with a mix of embarrassment and excitement.

“I’m not a master or anything, but just… follow my lead.”

Frank chuckled softly against my lips, his breath warm on my skin.

“I think you’re doing just fine.”

But as things progressed, it became clear that Frank had a natural confidence, a quiet dominance that took me by surprise. He guided me gently but firmly, leading the way in a way that made me feel safe, cherished, and desired.

I found myself letting go, trusting him completely, and it felt amazing.

We moved slowly, savoring each kiss, each touch, as if we had all the time in the world. Frank’s hands explored my body with a tenderness that made me feel more like a woman than any hypnosis I ever had before.

The way he looked at me, the way he whispered my name—it all made me feel beautiful, wanted, loved.

When we finally undressed each other, it wasn’t rushed or awkward. It was intimate, a slow unveiling of everything we were to each other. Frank kissed me softly, trailing his lips down my neck, making my heart race with anticipation.

I took a deep breath and gathered my courage before I knelt down in front of Frank. I looked up at him, my eyes full of trust and affection, before leaning in to pleasure him with my mouth. It was new for me, but something I wanted to give him, to show him how much he meant to me.

“Good girl,” he said—as I continued exploring his manhood with my yearning mouth. The way he responded, his gentle encouragement and satisfied moans, made me feel confident, like I was doing something truly special for him.

After a while, he gently guided me back up, kissing me deeply as he laid me down on the sofa. My heart was racing, but I felt ready, more than ready. I wanted this, wanted him, more than I’d ever wanted anything.

“Are you ready? Dolly?”

I wasn’t sure, but with how rock-hard he was, all I could do was nod. As we moved together, everything around us seemed to disappear, leaving only the two of us, completely connected.

Frank’s pace was slow and deliberate, every movement filled with love and care. I could feel every touch, every breath, and it made me feel more like Dolly, more like the woman I wanted to be.
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“Frank,” I whispered his name, my voice full of affection and desire, feeling the intensity between us grow.

We continued some more and I hoped that he wouldn’t stop. And then, as he held me close, I felt a wave of pleasure wash over me, so intense that it left me breathless. I didn’t need to touch myself—just being with him, feeling his love, was enough to make me release.

When it was over, we lay together, our bodies still entwined, his release still inside me—our breathing slowly returning to normal. He kissed my forehead, his arms wrapped around me protectively, and I felt a deep sense of contentment.

“You’re amazing, Dolly,” he whispered, his voice full of emotion.

“I love you.”

“I love you too, Frank,” I replied, my heart full of warmth and happiness.

We stayed like that for a while, holding each other, savoring the closeness, the intimacy we had just shared. It was a moment I knew I would never forget, a memory that would stay with us forever.

After a long, comfortable silence, Frank chuckled softly.

“So… I guess we have to find an apartment tomorrow, huh?”

I smiled, feeling a surge of affection for him. “Yeah, but promise me that you’ll take me with you,” I said.

“You didn’t even have to mention that. I won’t go anywhere without you, my darling, my Dolly.”


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A WEEK LATER, life had settled into a new kind of normal for Frank and me. We were living in a tiny apartment in Brooklyn—which he playfully called a shoebox. It was small, definitely not as fancy as the place we’d been kicked out of, but it was ours. The rent was something we could afford, and despite the cramped space, it felt like home.
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“Dolly,” Frank called from the other side of the room, stepping over a pile of my clothes that had spilled out of the open suitcase by the bed.

“I promise I’ll work harder so we can afford a closet for you someday. Your stuff’s everywhere!”

I laughed, motioning him to lie on the couch. As I was resting my head on his lap, we watched the opening ceremony of the 2024 Olympics in France. Lady Gaga was performing, and the whole world seemed to be watching.

“I’m holding you to that promise,” I teased, looking up at him with a smile.

“But honestly, I kinda like having my stuff all over the place. Makes it feel lived-in.”

He rolled his eyes playfully.

“Yeah, well, I’d like to be able to walk to the bathroom without tripping over your shoes.”

“Details, details,” I said, waving a hand dismissively.

“Besides, we’ve lived in New York for so long. We’ve gotta be used to embracing the chaos.”

Frank chuckled, his hand absentmindedly playing with my real hair as we continued watching the TV.

“I still can’t believe we’re here. It’s a far cry from that fancy apartment, but… it feels right, you know?”

“Yeah,” I agreed, feeling a warmth in my chest. “It does.”

Just then, my phone buzzed on the coffee table. I reached over to grab it, my heart skipping a beat when I saw the notification. It was an email from Zlip and Zlyde, the beauty company I’d been in contact with for the past few weeks.

I sat up quickly, my eyes scanning the message.

“Oh my God,” I breathed, my hands starting to shake.

“Frank… they approved it. Zlip and Zlyde approved my request for $3,000 for three videos. It’s my first brand deal!”

His eyes widened as he processed what I’d just said.
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“Are you serious? Dolly, that’s amazing!” He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into a tight hug.

“I’m so proud of you!”

I hugged him back, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes.

“I can’t believe it… I actually did it.”

He pulled back just enough to look me in the eyes, his expression full of love and admiration.

“You deserve it, Dolly. You’ve worked so hard for this, and now it’s all paying off.”

I couldn’t help but laugh, the joy bubbling up inside me.

“I guess all those late nights editing videos and trying on makeup really did pay off, huh?”

He smiled, his thumb brushing away a stray tear from my cheek.

“I knew you’d make it. I always believed in you.”

I leaned in and kissed him, feeling overwhelmed with gratitude and love for this man who had been by my side through everything.

“I love you, Frank.”

“I love you too, Dolly,” he whispered back, his voice full of emotion.

We stayed like that for a while, just holding each other, letting the reality of our new lives sink in. A year ago, neither of us knew where we were going or what we were doing with our lives.

I was just Dale, struggling to find my way, and Frank was trying to figure out his own path. We were lost, unsure of what the future held.

But now, as I looked around at our tiny apartment, the clothes scattered everywhere, the simple furniture, the TV showing Lady Gaga’s electrifying performance, I realized that it didn’t matter where we were or what we had. We had each other, and that was enough.

“We’ve come a long way, haven’t we?” I said softly, resting my head against Frank’s chest.
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He kissed the top of my head, holding me close as we continued watching the opening ceremony. The music, the lights, the excitement of the world coming together for the Olympics—it all felt like a metaphor for our own journey. We were starting something new, something big, and we were doing it together.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Tranceformation? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Sweet Femboys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

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

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

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

"What am I to him?"

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

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

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

Read Sweet Femboys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Maybe they’re right, maybe I should just be a girl.”

Read Girly Genes


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


Find Femboys

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

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

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

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

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

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Tranceformation – A Hypnotic 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 |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

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

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

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

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

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