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Introduction

“Come on, dude! There will be college girls there!”

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

∞∞∞

My friends and I decided to sneak into a club with our fake IDs. Who could blame us, we were teens with raging hormones and all we wanted to do was make our last year in high school as memorable as it could possibly be.

Little did we know, the club that we went to transforms into something way different during the wee hours. We ended up in a place called The Girly Town, where girls will be girls, and boys will be… well.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to A Night In Girly Town.


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 SOUND OF VIDEO GAME explosions filled my room as Sherwin, Byron, and I battled it out on the screen. Sherwin was hunched forward, intensely focused, while Byron, usually the quietest of us, was surprisingly vocal as he tried to defeat the enemy. I was somewhere in between, enjoying the game but also letting my mind wander to what else we could do to make our last year in high school memorable.

“Gotcha!” Sherwin shouted triumphantly, and the game announced his victory. He leaned back with a satisfied grin.

“So, what’s next?”

I tossed my controller on the bed and stretched.

“We should do something epic before college. Like a last hurrah, you know?”

“Camping?” Byron suggested, though he didn’t sound too excited about it.

“It’s fun, and it’s cheap.”
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“Yeah, but we’ve been camping a lot,” I replied.

“I’m thinking we need to switch things up. Something different.”

“How about Comic Con?” Sherwin piped up, his eyes lighting up at the thought.

“It’s next weekend, and there’s going to be some really cool panels and stuff.”

“Comic Con is awesome, but it’s also kind of expensive,” I pointed out.

“Plus, we’d need to get tickets, and those are probably sold out by now.”

Sherwin sighed. “True. I just thought it would be cool to see all the costumes and maybe attend a coding class or two.”

Byron, who had been quiet for a while, suddenly spoke up.

“You know, I’d like to go somewhere where I can meet a girl. I mean, I’m tired of just talking to girls online. I want to actually have a girlfriend.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I get that. I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to kiss a girl. It’s kind of sad that we’re graduating and some of us still haven’t even had that experience.”

Sherwin nodded in agreement.

“Yeah, we need to make this last year count. But everything we’ve thought of so far costs money we don’t have.”

There was a moment of silence as we all pondered the problem. Then, Byron cleared his throat and looked at us with a serious expression.

“What if we went to a club?”

Sherwin and I stared at him in shock.

“A club?” I repeated.

“Are you serious? They won’t let us in. We’re underage.”

Byron shrugged. “It’s the easiest way to meet girls and have some fun. Plus, it’s not like we’re planning to do anything illegal. We’ll just dance and maybe talk to some girls.”

I chuckled at the thought. The three of us dancing? And… talking to girls!? In what world was that possible?

Sherwin leaned forward, an intrigued look on his face. “Actually, it might not be impossible. I’m pretty good with Photoshop. I could make us some fake IDs.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You really think you can pull that off?”
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Sherwin grinned. “Absolutely. It’s not as hard as it looks. We just need some decent photos and a bit of creativity.”

We spent the next hour planning our night out. Sherwin got to work on his laptop, pulling up Photoshop and showing us how he could alter our school IDs to look like legitimate driver’s licenses. Byron and I took turns taking photos with my phone, trying to look as mature and convincing as possible.

“This is actually kind of fun,” Byron said as Sherwin adjusted the lighting on his photo.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Desperate times call for desperate measures,” I joked.

“But seriously, if this works, I’m going to give you my Raichu card.”

Sherwin finished the first ID and held it up for us to see.

“What do you think?”

I examined it closely. It looked surprisingly realistic, with all the necessary details and a convincing holographic overlay.

“Wow, Sherwin. This might actually work.”

“Let’s hope so,” Sherwin said, starting on the next ID.

“We’ll just have to be confident and act like we belong there. That’s half the battle.”

By the time Sherwin finished making all three IDs, it was getting late. We each took our new IDs and practiced our best confident expressions in the mirror.
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“Tomorrow night, then?” Byron asked, looking a little nervous but mostly excited.

“Tomorrow night,” I confirmed.

“Let’s meet at my place around eight, and we’ll head to the club together.”


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

I BURST THROUGH THE FRONT DOOR after school the next day, dropping my backpack on the floor with a loud thud. "I'm home!" I called out, but the house was empty. My parents were still at work, giving me the perfect opportunity to prepare for tonight.

I raced up the stairs two at a time, my heart pounding with excitement. Tonight was the night we were going to the club with our fake IDs and I was determined to look my best. I ran into the bathroom, peeling off my school clothes and jumping into the shower. The warm water felt amazing as I scrubbed myself from head to toe, making sure I was squeaky clean.

"Tonight's going to be epic," I muttered to myself, rinsing off the soap and shampoo.

"Gotta make sure I'm ready for anything."
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After the shower, I wrapped a towel around my waist and wiped the steam off the mirror. I leaned in close, inspecting my face. "Time to shave," I said, grabbing my dad's razor and shaving cream. I spread the foam over my cheeks and chin, carefully dragging the razor across my skin. I wasn't exactly the hairiest guy, but I wanted to be smooth just in case I got close to any girls tonight.

Once I was done, I rinsed my face and patted it dry. I rummaged through my dad's drawer, finding his cologne. I gave myself a few generous spritzes, inhaling the spicy scent. "Smells good," I said, grinning at my reflection.

"Alright, Tommy boy."

I dashed to my room, pulling on a fresh pair of jeans and a crisp button-up shirt. I stood in front of the mirror, striking a few poses.

"Hey, I'm Thomas," I said, trying to sound confident and a bit mysterious.

"I'm in college, studying... uh, business."

I shook my head, laughing at myself.

"No, that's too boring. How about... Hey, I'm Thomas. I go to State University. You?"

I practiced a few more lines, each one sounding more ridiculous than the last.

"Hey, I'm Thomas. I just transferred from out of state. What about you?" I chuckled, shaking my head. "This is harder than I thought."

I decided to practice my smile next. I flashed a wide grin at the mirror, then a more subtle, cool smile. "Yeah, that's the one," I said, nodding at my reflection.

"Looking good, Thomas."

Feeling pretty good about my look, I headed back to the bathroom to check on my hair. I styled it with some gel, making sure it looked just right.

"Perfect," I said, giving myself a thumbs-up.

I went back to my room and put on my favorite sneakers. Then, I grabbed my fake ID from my desk drawer and examined it closely.

"Let's hope this works," I said, tucking it into my wallet. I glanced at the clock. There were still a few hours before I had to meet up with Sherwin and Byron, so I decided to practice my introduction a bit more.

I stood in front of the mirror, pretending to introduce myself to various imaginary girls.

"Hi, I'm Thomas. Nice to meet you," I said, extending my hand to an invisible person.

"Hi there. You look great, mind if I buy you a drink?"
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I laughed at myself, shaking my head. "This is so goofy," I muttered, but I couldn't help feeling excited. Tonight was going to be something new, something different.

Just then, my phone buzzed with a text from Sherwin.

"Ready for tonight?" it read.

I quickly typed back, "You bet! I've been practicing my intro lines and everything."

Sherwin replied with a laughing emoji. "You're such a dork. See you at 8."

I tossed my phone on the bed and took one last look in the mirror. "You've got this, Thomas," I told myself.

"Just be confident and have fun."

The hours seemed to drag by as I waited for the time to meet up with the guys. I tried to distract myself with some video games, but my mind kept wandering back to the club and the adventure that awaited us.

Finally, it was time to go.

I grabbed my wallet and keys, taking one last look in the mirror. "Showtime," I said, giving myself a nod of approval.

I headed downstairs, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. I was ready for anything. This was going to be the night of our lives, and I was determined to make the most of it.

I walked out the door and made my way to the spot where Sherwin was picking us up. Byron was already there, pacing nervously.

"Hey, man," I called out, jogging over to him. "You ready for this?"

He looked up, giving me a small smile.

"Yeah, I guess. I'm just worried we might get caught."

I clapped him on the back. "Don't worry. Sherwin's IDs are top-notch. We'll be fine."

Just then, Sherwin's car pulled up, and he rolled down the window.

"Hop in, guys. Let's do this."

We climbed into the car, and Sherwin grinned at us.

"Everybody got their IDs?" he asked.

We all nodded, showing him our fake IDs. Sherwin looked pleased.

"Alright, let’s go meet some hot chicks."
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As we drove to the club, we talked about what we hoped the night would bring. Byron admitted he was hoping to find a girlfriend. Sherwin wanted to prove that his Photoshop skills were good enough to get us in.

And me? I just wanted to know what it felt like to kiss a girl.

We arrived at the club, and my heart started pounding. The line outside was long, and the bouncers looked intimidating.

"Remember, confidence is key," Sherwin said as we got out of the car.

"Act like you belong here."

We joined the line, trying to look as calm and collected as possible. When it was our turn, I handed my ID to the bouncer, holding my breath. He scrutinized it for a moment, then looked at me. I forced myself to meet his gaze, trying to project confidence.

"You're good," he finally said, handing the ID back and stepping aside.

I let out a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding. We were in. We exchanged excited glances and stepped into the club. The music was loud, the lights were bright, and the energy was electric. This was it.

Our night had just begun.

Moments later, Sherwin and I couldn't help but laugh as we watched Byron's head swivel around, checking out every girl that walked by. He had this goofy grin plastered on his face, and I elbowed Sherwin, who was also trying to stifle his laughter.

"Hey, Byron, don't look too desperate," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Byron turned to us, his smile even wider.

"Oh, do I? I didn't even notice."

Sherwin snorted. "Yeah, you look like a dog staring at treats being waved in front of you."

Before Byron could respond, our waitress walked over, and my heart practically stopped. She was stunning, with fiery red hair and striking green eyes that seemed to pierce right through me. It felt like love at first sight, and I could feel my pulse quicken as she approached.
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"Hi, I'm Jolene," she said, her voice smooth and confident.

"I'll be taking care of you tonight. Can I get you started with some drinks?"

We all froze for a moment, fumbling to find the menu. The prices were outrageous, and I could see the same look of panic on Sherwin and Byron's faces.

"Uh, we'll just have some light beers," Byron finally managed to say, his voice a bit shaky.

Jolene smiled, and I felt my knees go weak.

"Sure thing. Want some snacks to go with them?"

"Y-y-yeah," I stammered, feeling my face heat up.

Jolene's smile grew, and she leaned in slightly.

"We have a great promo—three beers with some nuts. It's cheaper than buying three individual beers."

I could barely form words, so I just smiled like an idiot. Sherwin, sensing my inability to speak, quickly stepped in.

"Yeah, we'll take that."

"Great choice," Jolene said, jotting down our order.

"I'll be right back with your drinks."

As she walked away, I turned to Sherwin and Byron, my excitement bubbling over.

"Did you see that!? She was totally flirting with me."

Sherwin rolled his eyes. "Nah, man, she was clearly into me. Did you see the way she smiled at me?"

Byron shook his head, still grinning.

"You guys are both wrong. She was checking me out."

We all laughed, the tension easing as we teased each other. The club was buzzing with energy, and I couldn't wait to see what else the night had in store for us.

A few minutes later, Jolene returned with our beers and a bowl of nuts. She placed them on the table with a smile that made my heart race all over again.

"Here you go, guys. Enjoy!"

"Thanks, Jolene," I said, trying to sound casual but probably failing miserably.

She winked at us before heading off to another table, and we all watched her go. Once she was out of earshot, we launched back into our debate.

"I'm telling you, she was flirting with me," I insisted.

Sherwin laughed. "In your dreams, Thomas. She was all about me."

Byron shook his head, popping a nut into his mouth.

"You guys are delusional. Did you see how she looked at me? Total interest."

We continued our playful argument, each of us convinced that Jolene had been paying special attention to us. It was all in good fun, and it added to the excitement of the night. As we sipped our beers and munched on the nuts, I felt a growing sense of anticipation. This night was already off to a great start.

"Alright, let's make a plan," Sherwin said, leaning in. "We need to figure out our next move."

"Well, we came here to meet girls, right?" Byron said, scanning the room again.

"Let's mingle a bit. See what happens."

"Sounds good to me," I agreed.

"But first, another round of these beers. They’re pretty good."

We called Jolene over, and my heart did that funny fluttering thing again when she smiled at us.

"Another round?" she asked.

"Yes, please," Sherwin said, handing her the empty bowl of nuts.

"And maybe some more of these, too."

"You got it," she said with a wink, making me melt inside.

As she walked away, we resumed our strategy session. "Okay, Thomas, you go talk to that group of girls over there," Sherwin said, pointing to a group near the dance floor.

"Byron and I will back you up."

"Wait, why do I have to go first?" I protested, feeling a knot of nerves in my stomach.

"Because you're the pretty boy of the group," Sherwin said with a grin.

"And the best looking."

Byron nodded in agreement, and I couldn't help but laugh.

"Alright, alright. I'll give it a shot."

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. This was it. The moment I'd been waiting for. I stood up, straightened my shirt, and made my way over to the group of girls. They were chatting and laughing, completely at ease.

"Hey, ladies," I said, trying to project confidence.

"Would you like to join me and my friends?"

They looked at me with curiosity, and one of them, a girl with curly blonde hair, smiled.
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"Sure, why not?"

I introduced myself and started chatting with them, feeling my nerves start to ease. They were friendly and easy to talk to, and soon enough, I was laughing along with them.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Sherwin and Byron giving me thumbs up from our table. I felt a surge of confidence. Maybe this night would turn out even better than I had hoped.

Jolene brought over our second round of beers, and I made sure to thank her with what I hoped was a charming smile. She winked at me again, and I felt my heart do a little flip.

Leading the three girls to our table felt like a dream. Sherwin, Byron, and I exchanged nervous glances, trying to act cool. The girls, on the other hand, were the picture of confidence, giggling and chatting among themselves. The curly blonde, who introduced herself as Melanie, seemed particularly interested in me. She kept tossing her hair and giving me these flirty smiles. But my mind was on Jolene.

“So, where are you guys from?” Melanie asked, taking a seat and crossing her legs in a way that made Sherwin gulp.

“We go to State University,” I said, hoping I sounded believable.

“I’m studying business.”

“I’m in pre-med,” Sherwin chimed in, his voice a little shaky.

Byron nodded. “Engineering for me.”

The girls nodded, seemingly impressed.

“We’re from Marymount All Girls University,” Melanie said, her eyes still locked on me. “We’re all studying interior design.”

“Cool,” I said, trying to keep the conversation going. “That sounds really interesting.”

Melanie leaned forward, her eyes glinting mischievously.

“So, what do you boys usually drink?”

We all looked at each other, unsure how to answer.

“Uh, you know, beer mostly,” I said, scratching the back of my neck.

Melanie rolled her eyes playfully. “Let’s get something more exciting. Jolene!” she called out rudely, waving her hand like she was summoning a servant.

I saw Jolene’s face tighten with irritation, but she quickly masked it with a professional smile as she approached our table.

“What can I get for you?” she asked, her voice steady.

Melanie smirked. “We’ll have six of your most expensive cocktails. Is that okay, boys?”

We exchanged nervous glances, the price tags of the drinks flashing in our minds. “S-sure,” I stammered, feeling the weight of the situation.

“Great,” Melanie said, looking satisfied. She turned back to Jolene.

“Make it quick, will you?”

I felt a pang of guilt as I noticed the irritation in Jolene’s eyes, but she nodded and walked away without a word. I wanted to apologize for Melanie’s behavior, but I didn’t know how.

“Interior design, huh?” Sherwin said, trying to keep the conversation light.

“What’s that like?”

One of the other girls, a brunette named Jessica, shrugged.

“It’s fun. We get to be creative and work on cool projects. What about pre-med? That sounds tough.”

Sherwin laughed nervously. “Yeah, it’s a lot of studying. But I like it.”

Byron was fidgeting with his napkin, clearly uncomfortable with the whole situation.

“Engineering is... challenging,” he said, trying to sound impressive.

“Lots of math and stuff.”

Melanie kept her eyes on me, leaning in closer.

“And what about business, Thomas? What’s your favorite part?”

I swallowed hard, feeling my palms get sweaty. “Uh, I guess I like learning about how companies work. You know, management and all that.”

Jolene returned with the cocktails, setting them down with a practiced grace.

“Here you go,” she said, her voice flat.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, wishing I could say more.

Melanie raised her glass, giving Jolene a dismissive look.

“Cheers, boys!” she said, clinking her glass against ours.

We took tentative sips of our drinks, the strong taste of alcohol making me wince.

“Wow, this is strong,” Byron said, coughing a little.

Melanie laughed. “You’ll get used to it. Let’s dance!”
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Before we could protest, the girls dragged us to the dance floor. The music was loud and pulsing, and I tried to keep up with Melanie’s energetic moves. She was all over me, but I couldn’t help but glance at Jolene every chance I got. She was busy with other tables, her professionalism a stark contrast to Melanie’s brashness.

The drinks hit us fast. I felt the world start to spin, but it also made me feel more relaxed. We danced, laughed, and had a good time, but a part of me couldn’t shake the guilt about how Melanie had treated Jolene.

As the night wore on, the club seemed to blur into a haze of lights and music. Melanie was getting more handsy, and while it was flattering, my thoughts kept drifting back to Jolene. At one point, I saw her glance our way, and for a brief moment, our eyes met. I tried to convey an apology with my gaze, but she quickly looked away.

“Thomas, you’re so cute,” Melanie purred, pulling me closer.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling awkward. “You’re, uh, really pretty too.”

She giggled, but I could tell she was getting a bit tipsy.

“Let’s get another drink,” she suggested, dragging me back to the table.

Sherwin and Byron were already there, looking equally dazed. Jessica and the third girl, Lila, were ordering more cocktails.

“This is crazy,” Sherwin muttered to me.

“How are we going to pay for these drinks?”

I nodded, trying to keep my balance.

“Yeah, but we’re having fun, right?” Byron said.

“Sure, if you call this fun,” I said, looking a little green around the edges.

Melanie waved Jolene over again, and I could see the strain in Jolene’s smile.

“We need another round,” Melanie said, her words slurring slightly.

Jolene nodded, jotting down the order. “Coming right up.”

As she walked away, I felt a surge of frustration. I didn’t like seeing her treated this way, but I didn’t know how to stand up to Melanie without causing a scene. I watched Jolene disappear into the crowd, feeling a strange mix of admiration and regret.

When the next round arrived, we toasted again, though the mood was starting to shift. The drinks were making us bolder, but also more careless.

“To new friends!” Jessica shouted, raising her glass.

“To new friends,” we echoed, clinking our glasses together.

Melanie was leaning heavily on me now, and I could feel the heat of her breath on my neck.

“You’re really sweet, Thomas,” she said, her voice husky.

“Uh, thanks,” I said, trying to keep my cool. “You too.”

We continued drinking and dancing, but the fun was starting to wear off. The girls were getting louder and more obnoxious, and I could see the bouncers starting to take notice. I knew we needed to tone it down, but I didn’t know how to control the situation.

Eventually, Melanie pulled me aside, her eyes glazed over.

“Let’s get some air,” she said, dragging me towards the exit.

I stumbled after her, feeling a mix of relief and apprehension. Outside, the cool night air hit me like a slap in the face, sobering me up slightly. Melanie leaned against the wall, her head tilted back as she closed her eyes.

“This was fun,” she said, her voice soft.

“Yeah, it was,” I agreed, though I wasn’t sure if I meant it.

She opened her eyes and looked at me, her expression serious.

“You’re different from the other guys, Thomas. I like that.”

I swallowed hard, unsure how to respond.

“Thanks, Melanie. I... I like you too.”

She leaned in, her eyes half-closed, ready to kiss me. But just as her lips were about to meet mine, I pulled away.

"Sorry, I can't do this," I said, my voice shaky.

Her eyes flew open, surprise quickly turning to insult.

"What?" she snapped, stepping back.

I felt my face heat up. "I just... I don’t want my first kiss to be meaningless."

She looked at me like I had just insulted her entire existence. Without another word, she turned on her heel and stormed back into the club. I hesitated for a moment before following her inside. I saw her head straight to her friends, and I knew trouble was coming.

"Let's go," Melanie said, her voice loud enough to be heard over the music.

Jessica and Lila looked confused.

"Why? We’re having fun," Jessica protested.

"I'm bored," Melanie said, glaring at me as she spoke.

I felt my stomach drop. As Melanie and her friends gathered their things to leave, Sherwin and Byron approached me, looking concerned.

"What happened, dude?" Sherwin asked.

I rubbed the back of my neck, feeling embarrassed.

"She tried to kiss me, and I couldn’t go through with it."

Byron groaned, frustration evident on his face.

"Seriously? Man, we were having a good time with Jessica and Lila."

"Sorry, I just... I couldn't," I said, feeling the weight of their disappointment.

We watched as the girls left, and I couldn’t shake the feeling of regret. Sherwin sighed and gestured towards the bar.

"Let’s just drink some more."
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We headed back to our table and ordered another round. The drinks kept coming, and before long, Byron was slumped over the table, completely passed out. Sherwin wasn’t much better; he stumbled to the bathroom and ended up vomiting. I was left sitting there, feeling scared and unsure of what to do.

I checked my phone and saw a text from my mom. "Good night, son," it read. She thought I was staying the night at Byron's for a project. I swallowed hard, my anxiety spiking as I glanced at the clock. It was almost 11:00 PM.

Jolene came over, a concerned look on her face.

"Do you guys have any last orders? The club will close in 30 minutes, and Girly Town is starting soon."

I didn’t understand what Girly Town was, but I managed to stammer, "N-no thanks."

"Okay," she said with a professional smile. "I'll bring the bill."

My heart pounded as I waited. When the bill arrived, I nearly choked. It was almost one grand. We only had about 200 bucks between us. I felt panic rising in my chest.

"Are you going to pay with cash or card?" Jolene asked, standing there expectantly.

"C-cash," I said, my voice barely a whisper.

"Alright," she said, but before she could leave, someone called her name from across the room. She walked away, and I felt a temporary wave of relief.

I quickly tried to grab Byron’s and Sherwin’s wallets from their pockets. Both of them were passed out, making it difficult to maneuver. Just as I fished out Sherwin's wallet, Jolene returned with a flashlight.

"Let me help you," she said, her tone professional but laced with suspicion.

As she shined the light, a bunch of cards fell from Sherwin’s pocket, including his high school ID and the fake ID he had made. Jolene picked them up, and her eyes widened in shock.

She gave me a long, hard look. "Stay here," she said, signaling to the bouncers.

Before I could even react, the bouncers were by our table, lifting Byron and Sherwin and guiding us towards the office. My legs felt like jelly, and my heart was beating so fast I thought it might explode.

Inside the office, the bouncers sat us down and Jolene handed the IDs to the manager. He looked them over, then fixed his stern gaze on me.

"Care to explain this?"

I stammered, "We just... we just wanted to have some fun. We didn't mean any harm."

The manager sighed, rubbing his temples. "You boys are in serious trouble. Using fake IDs, running up a bill you can't pay... this is a big deal."

"I’m really sorry," I said, my voice trembling.

"We didn't know it would get this bad."

The manager looked at Jolene, who was standing off to the side with her arms crossed.

"What do you think, Jolene?"

She took a deep breath, looking at me with a mix of pity and frustration. "They need to learn a lesson."

I felt a flicker of hope. "Please, we'll do anything. Just don't call the cops."

The manager nodded slowly. "Alright. We’ll figure something out. But first, you need to sober up."

The bouncers escorted us to a small room with a few couches. They left us there, and I sat down, my head in my hands. I felt like the biggest idiot in the world.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

MOMENTS LATER, I was still pacing the small room, my anxiety growing with each passing minute. It was almost midnight, and I couldn't shake the fear of what might happen next. Byron and Sherwin began to stir, groaning as they slowly woke up.

"What happened, man?" Byron mumbled, rubbing his eyes.

I handed them the bowls of soup Jolene had brought about ten minutes ago.
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"Here, sober up. Jolene made it for you."

Sherwin took a cautious sip, looking confused. "Why are we here?"

I took a deep breath and started explaining everything.

"You guys passed out, and Jolene found out about our fake IDs. The bill was almost a grand, and we only had two hundred between us. The manager decided not to call the cops, but we have to figure out a way to pay off our tab."

Byron and Sherwin were nervously eating their soup, their eyes wide with fear. I couldn’t bring myself to eat; my stomach was in knots. I was terrified of what would happen if my parents found out.

Just then, Jolene walked back into the room, her expression serious.

"So, did you guys figure out a way to settle your bill?" she asked.

I shook my head, feeling the weight of the situation pressing down on me. "No, I'm sorry. We can pay our bill in installments," I suggested, my voice trembling.

One of the bouncers raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. Before he could say anything, the manager walked in, giving us a stern look.

"Just let them work for the night," the manager said, addressing Jolene.

"Tell them what to do."

"Yes, ma'am," Jolene replied. She turned to the bouncers. "Take them to the dressing room. And that one," she pointed to Sherwin, "he reeks of puke. Have him shower first."

The bouncers nodded and motioned for us to follow them. We trudged down a dimly lit hallway, my heart pounding with every step. They led us to a small room filled with costumes, makeup, and other supplies. It looked like something out of a backstage area for a theater.

"You," one of the bouncers said to Sherwin, "there's a shower through that door. Clean yourself up."

Sherwin nodded, looking miserable, and headed to the shower. The rest of us stood awkwardly, waiting for instructions. Jolene stepped in, her demeanor softer but still firm.

"Alright, here's the deal," she said.

"You guys will help out for the rest of the night. It's almost time for Girly Town, which means we'll need all hands on deck."

"What's Girly Town?" Byron asked, his voice shaky.

"It's a special event we host once a month, only girls are allowed and if the boys wanted to join, they’d have to dress like one, even our bouncers will dress up," she explained.

"Lots of costumes, lots of fun. You'll be helping with setup, serving, and cleaning up afterward."

I swallowed hard, feeling a mix of relief and dread. At least we had a way to work off our debt, but I had no idea what to expect. Jolene handed us each a costume and some accessories.

"Get dressed," she said. "We've got work to do."

Byron and I stood in the dressing room, staring at the racks of dresses in front of us. We looked at each other, completely at a loss for what to do.

"Uh, do you have any idea what we're supposed to wear?" I asked, scratching my head.
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Byron shook his head. "No clue. Let's just find something that fits, I guess."

We started rummaging through the dresses, pulling out different styles and sizes. He held up a bright pink dress with a skeptical look.

"What do you think? Does pink suit me?"

I laughed. "Yeah, you'll look like a giant cotton candy. Try it on."

He rolled his eyes but put the dress aside. I found a blue dress that looked like it might fit and held it up to myself, feeling ridiculous.

"This one isn't too bad, right?"

He smirked. "It's not bad. Let's just get this over with."

We continued to dig through the clothes, making fun of each other as we went. He tried on a sparkly silver dress that was way too small, and we both burst out laughing.

"I think this one's a bit tight, you could see my balls bulge," he said, struggling to breathe.

"Yeah, just a bit," I agreed, still chuckling.

Finally, we each found something that seemed to fit. I settled on the blue dress, and Byron found a black dress that wasn’t too flashy. We changed into them, feeling awkward and self-conscious. Just as we were adjusting our outfits, Sherwin emerged from the bathroom, looking a lot better after his shower. As soon as he saw us, he burst out laughing.

"Oh man, you guys look hilarious!" he said, clutching his sides.

Byron and I exchanged a conspiratorial look. "Get him," I said, and we both lunged at Sherwin.

"No, no, no!" Sherwin protested, but it was no use. We pulled him over to the racks of dresses and forced him to pick one out.

Eventually, Sherwin found a red dress that fit him, and we helped him into it. The three of us stood there, feeling ridiculous in our new outfits.

"Well, this is definitely a new experience," Sherwin muttered.

Just then, Jolene walked in, her eyes lighting up with approval.

"Perfect," she said. "You guys look great."

She signaled to two girls who entered the room, also dressed as waitresses.

"These are Tina and Sarah. They'll do your makeup and wigs."

Tina and Sarah gave us friendly smiles and got to work. Tina started on Byron, while Sarah took care of Sherwin. Jolene stepped in front of me, holding a makeup kit.

"Alright. Let's get you looking fabulous."
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I sat down in front of a mirror, feeling my heart race. Jolene started by applying a primer to my face, explaining each step as she went.

"This will help your makeup stay on longer," she said, her touch gentle but confident.

Next, she applied foundation, blending it carefully to match my skin tone.

"You have great skin," she commented, making me blush slightly.

"Thanks," I mumbled, trying to stay still.

She moved on to my eyes, using a combination of eyeshadows to create a smoky effect.

"Close your eyes," she instructed, and I complied. I felt the brush glide over my lids, and the sensation was oddly relaxing.

"Now for some eyeliner," she said, and I felt a slight tickle as she traced the lines around my eyes.

"Don't move," she warned, and I did my best to stay perfectly still.

She finished with a few coats of mascara, making my eyelashes look long and full. "Open your eyes," she said, and I blinked a few times, amazed at the transformation.

"Wow," I whispered, hardly recognizing myself.

"Not done yet," Jolene said with a smile. She applied blush to my cheeks, giving them a rosy glow, and then moved on to lipstick. "Pucker up," she said, and I did as told. She carefully applied a bright red color, making my lips pop.

Finally, she placed a blonde wig on my head, adjusting it until it looked natural.

"There," she said, stepping back to admire her work.

"You look amazing."

I glanced in the mirror, hardly able to believe it was me staring back. "This is incredible," I said, feeling a strange mix of excitement and nervousness.

Byron and Sherwin were also getting their finishing touches. Byron's makeup was bold, with dark eyeliner and red lips, while Sherwin's look was more subtle, with softer tones and a brunette wig. We all looked at each other, laughing at the absurdity of the situation.

"Alright, you three," Jolene said, clapping her hands.

"Time to get to work. Remember, smile and be polite. You're here to help make Girly Town a success."

We nodded, still feeling a bit out of place but ready to do our best. Tina and Sarah gave us some last-minute tips on serving drinks and interacting with the guests. With one final adjustment to our wigs, we were ready.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

BYRON, SHERWIN, AND I stepped out of the dressing room and back into the club, now transformed for Girly Town. Neon pink and gold lights bathed the room, creating a vibrant, almost magical atmosphere. The tablecloths had been switched to pink, adding to the festive vibe. Everywhere we looked, there were beautiful girls, drag queens, guys in fabulous outfits, and stunning transgender women.

Byron was in awe, his eyes wide as he took in the scene. He looked like a dog mesmerized by a bunch of treats.

“This place is amazing,” he muttered, unable to look away.

Sherwin, on the other hand, was clearly nervous. He kept brushing his wig, trying to make sure it was perfect.

“I feel ridiculous,” he said, glancing around anxiously.
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I was conscious of how I looked, too. I couldn’t help but wonder if I looked cute in my outfit and makeup and if the final adjustment of the breastplate that Jolene strapped on my back looked convincing. The transformation was still new to me, and I felt a mix of excitement and self-consciousness.

Jolene walked over, a reassuring smile on her face.

“Alright, let me show you the ropes. It’s not too complicated. Just follow my lead.”

We nodded, grateful for her guidance. She led us to a table where a group of drag queens was sitting, laughing and chatting.

“First, you take their orders,” she explained.

“Always be polite and smile. People here are friendly, so don’t worry too much.”

“Got it,” I said, trying to muster up some confidence.

Byron and Sherwin nodded, still looking a bit overwhelmed.

Jolene continued, showing us how to carry the trays and serve drinks without spilling anything.

“It’s all about balance and taking your time,” she said.

“And remember, everyone’s here to have fun, so just relax and enjoy yourself.”

We followed her instructions, each of us taking a turn carrying a tray and serving a table. The guests were indeed friendly, offering us compliments and making small talk.

“You’re doing great, darling,” one of the drag queens said to Sherwin, making him blush.

“Thanks,” he mumbled, his face turning red as he adjusted his wig again.

Byron was next, serving a table of girls who giggled and flirted with him. He was grinning from ear to ear, clearly enjoying the attention.

“This isn’t so bad,” he said, flashing them a smile.

When it was my turn, I walked over to a table where a group of transgender women were sitting. They looked stunning, and I felt a bit intimidated.

“Hi, can I take your order?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

One of them smiled warmly. “Of course, sweetie. We’ll have three cosmopolitans and a margarita.”

I nodded, jotting down the order. “Coming right up.”

As I walked back to the bar, Jolene gave me an approving nod.

“You’re doing great, Thomas. Just keep it up.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a bit more at ease.

We continued working, and the more we did, the more comfortable we became. The club was buzzing with energy, and the atmosphere was infectious. Everyone was so welcoming, and it made the whole experience a lot more fun than I had anticipated.

At one point, Byron leaned over to me, still looking amazed.
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“This place is incredible. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Yeah, it’s pretty wild,” I agreed. “But kind of fun, right?”

“Totally,” he said, grinning.

Sherwin, still a bit shy, was getting into the groove too. He even managed to joke around a bit.

“Do you think we can pull off these looks on a regular basis?” he asked, laughing.

I laughed too. “Maybe not, but for tonight, we’re rocking it.”

Just as we thought that the night couldn’t get better, a larger-than-life drag queen named Constanzia swept over to us. She had an infectious energy and a dazzling outfit that caught everyone's attention. Before we knew what was happening, she grabbed each of us by the arm and pulled us toward the stage.

“New meat!” Constanzia exclaimed into the mic, her voice booming over the crowd.

“Haven’t seen you girlies before.”

The crowd cheered, and my heart pounded in my chest. I glanced at Byron and Sherwin, both of whom looked just as nervous as I felt.

Constanzia gave us a playful smile.

“Why don’t you introduce yourselves, darlings?”

Sherwin, looking like he might pass out, took a deep breath. “Uh, hi. I’m Sherwin.”

Byron, always the more confident one, flashed a nervous grin. “I’m Byron.”

I swallowed hard and managed to say, “I’m Thomas.”

The crowd cheered again, and Constanzia gave us a wink.

“Welcome, Sherwin, Byron, and Thomas! Let’s give them a proper Girly Town welcome!”

Suddenly, the unmistakable intro of “Dancing Queen” by ABBA started playing, filling the room with its upbeat rhythm. We stood there, awkwardly shifting from foot to foot as the music began, unsure of what to do.

“Come on, don’t be shy!” Constanzia encouraged, clapping her hands and swaying to the music.

“Dance, darlings!”

As the chorus approached, I could feel the energy in the room lifting me up. The crowd was cheering, everyone was smiling, and it was impossible not to get caught up in the excitement. When the chorus hit, I found myself moving to the beat, loosening up despite my nerves.

“You are the Dancing Queen, young and sweet, only seventeen…”

Byron and Sherwin started dancing too, their initial shyness melting away. The crowd’s enthusiasm was infectious, and soon we were all dancing together, laughing and having the time of our lives. I glanced out into the crowd and saw Jolene watching us, a huge smile on her face as she cheered us on.
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“I’m the dancing queen! Biiiiitttttchhh!” Sherwin yelled—his happiness hardly contained.

For a moment, it felt like everything was perfect. The worries and fears of the night vanished, replaced by pure joy and fun. We danced through the entire song, feeling more confident and free with each passing second.

As the song ended, the crowd erupted in applause. Constanzia took the mic again, beaming at us.

“Give it up for our new friends, everyone! Weren’t they fabulous?”

We took a bow, our faces flushed with excitement and pride. As we left the stage, the crowd continued to cheer, and I couldn’t wipe the grin off my face.

Jolene met us as we came down, still smiling. “You guys were amazing!” she said, giving each of us a hug.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a bit breathless. “That was… incredible.”

Byron nodded, his eyes shining with excitement.

“Yeah, I’ve never done anything like that before.”

Sherwin laughed, still looking a bit stunned. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

Constanzia joined us, her presence larger than life.

“You boys were fantastic! You’ve got the spirit of Girly Town in you.”

“Thanks, Constanzia,” I said, genuinely grateful. “That was a lot of fun.”

“Anytime, darling,” she said with a wink.

“Now go enjoy the rest of the night. You’ve earned it.”

We spent the rest of the night mingling with the guests, dancing, and soaking up the amazing atmosphere. Everyone was so friendly and welcoming, and it felt like we had been accepted into this incredible community.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE NIGHT WAS FINALLY WINDING DOWN, and guests were starting to leave. Byron, Sherwin, and I were busy clearing tables, our energy spent but spirits high. We joked and laughed about our dance performance, feeling proud of how far we had come.

As I wiped down a table, the door swung open, and a man with big muscles and a smug look on his face walked in. He scanned the room, his eyes landing on Jolene. He held a bouquet of roses, and something about his demeanor immediately put me on edge.

Jolene saw him and sighed, her expression one of frustration. She walked over to him, her face set in a firm but polite smile.

"What are you doing here, Mark?" she asked, crossing her arms.
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Mark grinned, holding out the roses. "I brought these for you, Jolene. I wanted to apologize for last time."

Jolene shook her head. "No, Mark. I told you, I’m not interested."

Byron, Sherwin, and I exchanged glances, our cleaning forgotten as we watched the interaction unfold. Mark’s smile faltered, but he stepped closer, pushing the roses toward Jolene.

"Come on, just take them. You don’t have to be so cold."

Jolene took a step back, her body language screaming discomfort.

"I said no, Mark. Please leave."

Mark’s expression turned domineering, and he thrust the roses into her hands.

"Just take them."

Something snapped inside me. I couldn’t just stand by and watch this. I stepped forward, my heart pounding.

"Hey, she said no."

Mark turned to me, his eyes narrowing. "Who are you? You think I’m scared of you, sissy?"

Before I could respond, Byron and Sherwin stepped up beside me, their faces set in determination. Mark glared at us, clearly annoyed by our interference. After a tense moment, he scoffed and threw the bouquet on the floor.

"You’re not worth my time."

He turned on his heel and stormed out, leaving the roses scattered on the floor. We stood there, the adrenaline still pumping through our veins. Jolene let out a shaky breath and bent down to pick up the roses.

"Who was that?" I asked, feeling a mix of anger and concern.

Jolene sighed, straightening up with the roses in her hands.
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"His name is Mark. He keeps coming back here after hours, trying to court me. I’ve told him repeatedly that I’m not interested, but he won’t take no for an answer."

"That guy is a jerk," Byron muttered, still glaring at the door.

"Yeah, you shouldn’t have to deal with that," Sherwin added.

Jolene gave us a grateful smile.

"Thank you for standing up for me. It means a lot."

"Of course," I said. "We couldn’t just let him treat you like that."

Jolene’s smile widened, and she looked at each of us with genuine appreciation.

"You three are something else. Really, thank you."

We continued cleaning up, the tension from the encounter slowly dissipating. As we worked, Jolene chatted with us, her mood lifting despite the earlier confrontation.

"I’m lucky to have met you guys tonight," she said as we finished the last of the cleaning.

"You’ve been a huge help."

"We’re lucky to have met you too," I replied, smiling at her.

"Tonight’s been… interesting, to say the least."

Byron laughed. "Yeah, definitely a night to remember."

Sherwin nodded in agreement. "For sure."

After wiping down the last table, Byron, Sherwin, and I headed back to the dressing room. The night had been long, and we were all exhausted, but there was a sense of satisfaction in the air. We had survived, and we had even made some good memories.

We grabbed makeup wipes and started removing the layers of makeup from our faces. I wiped off the foundation and eyeshadow, feeling a bit of relief as my skin started to breathe again.

Byron and Sherwin were doing the same, and we laughed at how ridiculous we looked mid-process.

"Man, I never thought I’d wear this much makeup," Sherwin said, scrubbing his face.

"But it was kind of fun."

"Yeah, and we definitely need to come back for Girly Town," Byron added, grinning.

"So many hot girls here."

I just smiled, thinking about Jolene. "Yeah, it was a blast."

We took off our wigs and carefully placed them back on the stands. The transformation back to our regular selves felt strange but comforting. Finally, we changed back into our normal clothes, folding the dresses and putting them away.
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As we headed out to the parking lot, I couldn't help but reflect on the night. It had been wild, but we had made it through together.

"Hey, this was crazy," Sherwin said, stretching his arms.

"Crazy, but fun."

Byron nodded. "Totally. We’ve got to do this again sometime."

I was about to agree when I heard Jolene’s voice behind me.

"Thomas! Wait up!"

I turned around, my heart skipping a beat. Jolene walked towards me, a mysterious smile on her face.

"I forgot to give you something," she said.

"Oh, what is it, Jolene?" I asked, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness.

She stepped closer, her eyes twinkling. "Close your eyes."

I did as she asked, and suddenly, I felt her lips on mine. The kiss was soft and warm, and it felt like time had stopped. Her hand gently touched my cheek, and I could feel my heart racing. It was a moment I wanted to last forever and I was so happy that she was my first kiss.

When she pulled away, I opened my eyes, still feeling the warmth of her lips.

"Thank you for tonight," she said, her voice soft.

"I hope you come back for Girly Night."

I was too stunned to speak for a moment, but then I found my voice.

"I will. Definitely."

Jolene smiled and gave me a quick hug before heading back inside. I walked to the car, feeling like I was floating on air.

As we drove home, Sherwin and Byron kept talking about the night, but I was lost in my own thoughts. The kiss had been perfect, and I couldn’t stop thinking about Jolene. Her smile, her laugh, and the way she had made me feel special.

"You okay, Thomas?" Byron asked, glancing at me.
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I nodded, a big smile on my face. "Yeah, I’m great."

As we pulled up to Sherwin’s house, I knew that tonight was just the beginning. The adventure we had started at Girly Town had changed us, and I couldn’t wait to see where it would lead. But for now, all I could think about was Jolene and the kiss that made this the best night of my life.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

FOUR MONTHS HAD PASSED since that unforgettable night at Girly Town. A lot had changed since then, and I couldn't be happier. Jolene and I had kept in touch, and she eventually became my girlfriend. It was a relationship I treasured deeply, one that brought me immense joy and made me look forward to every new day.

Every month, Byron, Sherwin, and I would return to Girly Town to help out during the event. It had become a tradition we all looked forward to, and we had even mastered our makeup skills. Sherwin joked that he could open his own beauty salon with the techniques he’d picked up.

On one particular Saturday, I was in Jolene’s apartment, getting ready for another Girly Town. Jolene was sitting beside me, carefully applying eyeliner to my eyes.

[image: A hand reaching out to a makeup palette  Description automatically generated]

"Hold still," she said, her voice soft and focused.

I smiled, trying not to move. "You’re really good at this, you know."

"Well, you’ve been a pretty good student," she replied, finishing up and leaning back to admire her work.

"There. All done."

I looked at myself in the mirror and grinned. "Thanks, Jolene. I never thought I’d be this comfortable with makeup."

She laughed, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek.

"You look great, Thomas. Now, let’s go see how the others are doing."

We walked into the living room where Byron and Sherwin were busy with their own makeup. Byron was carefully applying mascara, his concentration evident, while Sherwin was putting the finishing touches on his blush.

"You guys ready?" I asked, grabbing my wig from the table.

Byron nodded, looking up with a smile.

"Almost there. Just need to put on my lipstick."

Sherwin laughed. "I can’t believe we’re actually good at this now. Remember the first time we did this? We were a mess."

I chuckled, adjusting my wig. "Yeah, we’ve come a long way."

As we finished getting ready, we shared stories and laughs, the bond between us stronger than ever. It was our secret, one we promised to keep with each other. And for me, the love I shared with Jolene was a promise I intended to keep forever.
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We arrived at Girly Town, and the place was already buzzing with activity. The neon pink and gold lights were as vibrant as ever, and the familiar atmosphere filled me with excitement. Jolene took my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.

"Ready for another night of fun?"

"Always," I replied, feeling a surge of happiness.

We slipped into our roles with ease, serving drinks, chatting with guests, and dancing whenever we had a free moment. The crowd was lively and friendly, and it felt like we were part of one big, happy family.

At one point, Jolene pulled me aside, her eyes sparkling.

"You know, I’m really glad you and your friends came into my life."

I smiled, feeling my heart swell with love.

"Me too, babe. You’ve changed my life in ways I never imagined."

She leaned in and kissed me, a soft and tender kiss that made everything else fade away. When we pulled apart, I saw Byron and Sherwin watching us with smiles on their faces.

"Get a room, you two," Byron teased, winking at us.

Sherwin laughed. "Yeah, you’re making the rest of us look bad."
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I rolled my eyes playfully. "Oh, come on. You guys love it."

The night continued with more laughter, more dancing, and more memories being made.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy A Night In Girly Town? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Very Girly Boys.

It contains three of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Detentions Delights

Bullied constantly by a jock and now, the principal?

Was I really doomed to suffer this fate forever?

But then, my mother said otherwise after drawing out The Emperor and Wheel of Fortune cards. She told me that my life was about to change.

Story 2 – Old Maid

When my father died, I took over his role as the man of the house. Working odd jobs, doing gigs, and spending all of my earnings to support my family wasn’t a problem.

But when I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.

Story 3 – The Farmer’s Daughter

She hated me… I reminded her of the man who left her for a younger woman… but she was my mother.

All I could do was run to him. The man who loved me unconditionally and raised me as his own. The man who showed me what it was to truly be alive.

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 Very Girly Boys

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Yeah right, like I’ll learn anything from this camp run by trans girls.”

The Girly Camp


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


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

Read The Girly Guide 2

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

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

Read The Office Gurl

[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]

“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

[image: A person in a swimsuit on a beach  Description automatically generated]

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

Read Feminizing You

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

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

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

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading A Night In Girly Town – Overnight 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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