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Interview With Lavelle

Victoria sits across from me and goes “Ready when you are, Allie.”

I nod, inhale and exhale look at Victoria or right through her and begin

“I used to believe that if I ignored something long enough, it would go away. Pain. Hunger. Fear.

The voice in my head that whispered that something about me wasn’t right. That I was living in a body that didn’t belong to me. That every time someone called me he, I flinched like a ghost was walking through me. But I ignored it. I buried it so deep inside me that it felt like a dead thing inside my chest, rotting in the darkness of my ribs.

Until the day came when I couldn’t ignore it anymore. It wasn’t a grand revelation, not some cinematic moment of clarity where the world suddenly made sense. No, it happened in pieces. In fragments. In the stolen moments when I caught my reflection and didn’t recognize myself, in the quiet hours when the loneliness pressed in so tightly that I thought I’d suffocate under the weight of my own existence.

It started as envy. That’s what I told myself, anyway. When I looked at girls, I thought I was just admiring them. The curve of their shoulders, the way their hair fell in soft waves against their skin, the way their voices had this lightness to them, something I had never been able to mimic. But envy shouldn’t feel like longing. Like grief. And it shouldn’t hurt this much.

I think I was thirteen the first time I tried to name it. Staring at my reflection, whispering it like a confession. I wish I was a girl. And then immediately hating myself for it. Because I couldn’t be.

Could I?

The answer was no. Not in my house, not in my school, not in a world where my father measured my worth by how strong my handshake was. So, I did what I had always done. I buried it deeper.

But then Callum happened.

And then the accident happened.

And then the whole world caved in.

There’s something about hitting rock bottom that strips away all the lies you tell yourself.

When my father lost his job and my mother crumbled under the weight of it, when my childhood bestfriend turned his back on me, when the world I knew shattered piece by piece, I had nothing left to hold onto.

Nothing but myself. And even that felt like a lie.

I stopped caring about how much of a disappointment I was. I stopped caring if people saw me as broken because I was. The mask had cracked, and I didn’t have the energy to piece it back together. So, I let myself fall apart.

That’s when I started researching. Late nights, hiding under my blanket with my phone screen dimmed, devouring stories from people who felt like me. Who were me. And suddenly, the words weren’t foreign. They fit. They slid under my skin, locked into place like they had been waiting for me to find them all along. But knowing didn’t make it easier. If anything, it made it worse. Because now I knew the truth. And the truth meant making a choice.

I remember The first time I said it out loud, it was barely more than a whisper.

"I think I might be trans."

I was talking to a stranger. One of those LaVelle platforms for trans discussions, Someone online, someone whose face I’d never seen, whose voice I’d never heard. And they didn’t laugh. They didn’t call me crazy. They just said, ‘That’s okay. It’s real. You’re real.’

And for once in my life, I thought maybe I could be.

Starting the transition process wasn’t easy. It was long, exhausting, terrifying. I second-guessed myself constantly. What if I was wrong? What if this was just another thing my mind was latching onto to try and fix itself? I wrestled with those thoughts every single night.Waking up to screams, sweat and piss. But then I looked in the mirror and saw someone I didn’t recognize, and the answer was always the same. This is not me. I need to be me.

So, I took the first real step. A gender therapist. 

I never really understood what it meant to be trapped in the wrong body at least, not in the wayshe the gender therapist did. Her case was similar to mine. I could sympathize, I could listen, but I would never feel it the way she did. And yet, as she sat beside me laying on the stiff mattress  in that cold, sterile clinic, alone, her fingers clutching mine so tightly because mine trembled, so bad  she definitely knew that this moment, this choice, was everything to me.

I had waited for this for years. Through the endless consultations, the hormone therapy, the doubts, the moments of euphoria when I saw glimpses of myself in the mirror, and the crushing dysphoria when I didn’t. I had fought for this, endured whispers behind my back, second glances from other doctors who didn’t believe I was sure enough, jumped through hoops designed to make me  question my  own existence. But I never wavered.

I remember how my  surgeon spoke in a calm, measured tone, explaining the process one last time. Vaginoplasty. A word that had once felt distant, almost clinical, was now the gateway to the future I had fought for. The doctor described the inversion method, how the skin of what had once been a painful reminder would be reshaped, reconstructed, transformed. Sensation, depth, healing time, all of it laid out in facts and numbers, sterile and professional. But I’m sure he saw the way my eyes lit up, the way my breath hitched at the simple truth beneath the medical jargon: This is real. This is happening.

I had read everything I could, tried to prepare myself so I could support myself and seek my therapist’ support in every way possible. I remember the recovery was so brutal, the swelling, the pain, the dilation schedule, the months of healing. I remember there would be days when  I would cry, wondering if I  had made the right choice, I also battled infections, discomfort, frustration. But I also knew that when it all ended I would wake up and not feel trapped.

She squeezed my hand, when she saw I was about to cry, my eyes glistening, my voice barely above a whisper. "I’m scared."

She said and I can never forget it, "I know. But you’ve never let fear stop you before."

She’d smiled, small and fragile, but real. And as they’d wheeled me away, I realized that this wasn’t just surgery. It was salvation. It was the beginning of the rest of my life.

Those first sessions were tough with my therapist, I remember sitting in that room, my fingers digging into my jeans, my heart trying to hammer its way out of my chest.

"So, tell me why you're here."

And I did. I told. I bled the words out of my mouth like an open wound, and instead of recoiling, the therapist listened. She didn’t question me. She didn’t look at me like I was something broken that needed fixing. She asked me how I felt and I answered honestly.

"I don’t feel like a boy."

I said it. Out loud. No one hit me. No one called me a freak. It was just out there, floating between us, something fragile and real. And I knew then I was never going back.

Starting HRT was a different kind of battle. The first time I held those pills in my hand, my fingers trembled. Not with fear, but with something heavier. Like standing on the edge of a cliff, knowing once you jump, there’s no way back. The first few weeks were hell. My emotions were raw, closer to the surface than ever before. I cried over stupid things. I laughed harder than I ever had. My body felt like it was changing before anything physical even happened. At some  points, I was greedy for the change to happen sooner and when it did not, I would scream so loud into the night, pulling at my hair and scratching at my skin, pinching and pulling at my flat chest just for a glimpse of the round  firmness that I wanted so bad. Those were nights when I would lie in bed, staring at the ceiling, my hands clutching at my chest as if sheer willpower could force my body to change. I would press my fingers against the flatness, kneading the skin, tugging, hoping for some sign—any sign—that they would grow. That my body would finally listen to me.

I remember standing in front of the mirror, shirtless, fingertips ghosting over my skin, imagining the curves that weren’t there. Some nights, frustration burned so hot in my chest that I would pull, desperate, as if stretching the skin would coax them into existence. I wanted them so badly it ached. It wasn’t vanity. It wasn’t just about wanting to look right. It was about needing to feel real.

But reality was cruel. No matter how much I hoped, my body remained stubborn, foreign, wrong. I tried everything—pressing my arms against my sides to simulate the shape I longed for, layering shirts, stuffing bras with socks or tissue just to feel, for a moment, what I was missing. And when the illusion fell apart, when I had to face the mirror again and see what was actually there, the disappointment settled deep in my bones.

I envied cis girls in a way that felt unbearable. The way they could simply exist, never questioning whether their reflection aligned with their soul. They didn’t have to press their palms against their chest and whisper grow like it was a prayer. They didn’t have to dream of a body that might never be theirs.

And yet, even through the pain, I never stopped hoping. Never stopped checking. Never stopped pressing my hands against my skin, waiting for the day it would finally change.

The mirror wasn’t kind. It never was. Every glance felt like a betrayal, a cruel reminder that no matter how much I tried to shape Myself into the woman I knew I was, my reflection refused to cooperate. The angles of my face were too sharp, voice too deep, hands too broad, tiny details that screamed at ,me, drowning out the reality that I was trying, that I was changing.

I went through Body Dysphoria that was so insidious. It didn’t just whisper doubts; it screamed them. It made me second-guess every movement, every outfit, every interaction. Was my posture too rigid? Did the cashier notice my voice waver when I spoke? Would strangers look at me  and see a woman, or would they see the lie I never meant to tell? The worst part was knowing that even on good days, it never fully left. It lingered in the background like static, an invisible weight pressing against my chest, squeezing my throat. I could tuck, contour, soften my gestures, do everything right, but one wrong glimpse in a storefront window could unravel it all, send me spiraling into that awful, suffocating doubt.

I wanted to feel at home in MY body. I wanted to wake up one day and not feel like I was fighting against something so deeply embedded in my skin. But dysphoria didn’t care about want. It only knew how to haunt. Sleep used to be an escape, but then it became another battlefield. The nightmares come in different forms, but the message is always the same: I
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