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Introduction

“I didn’t realize a thrift-store jacket could turn me into a woman!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I never meant to change. I just wanted a break after another long shift at the diner. But then I found the jacket—dark, soft, and impossibly comforting. The moment I slipped it on, something inside me began to hum, and I swear I could feel it rewriting me from the skin out.

What started as curiosity turned into obsession. My voice softened. My face, my body—everything followed. Somewhere between the late-night songs I wrote and the dreams I couldn’t explain, I stopped being Marion Martin, the cranky waiter with too many unfinished lyrics… and started becoming Meg.

Now I’m singing on stages I once cleaned tables under, and the man who first believed in me—Theo Albright, the music producer who sees right through my fear—keeps looking at me like I’m the melody he’s been searching for.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, gradual feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization 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 Girly Thrift.


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 DINER smelled like burnt coffee and cheap grease, the kind of scent that crawled into my pores and stayed there long after I clocked out. I hated it, but I needed the job. Tips weren’t bad on weekends, especially when the brunch crowd rolled in with their sunglasses and hangovers. I was a waiter, not a dreamer—at least that’s what I told myself every time I balanced a tray of pancakes for people who never remembered my name.

But under the irritation, something else lived—a quiet ache. Between orders, I jotted lyrics on paper napkins. Words came to me when the coffee machine hissed or when the neon sign outside flickered against the window. I wrote about wanting out, about chasing the sound of something that didn’t exist yet. I guess that was my real job: writing songs no one would ever hear.

When my shift finally ended, I tossed my apron into my locker and walked out into the cool Valley night. The sky was a dull blue, the kind that looked smudged by exhaustion. I passed the thrift shop on Magnolia Boulevard and stopped.

The sign said Velvet Revival, letters half-burned out. I’d never gone inside, but something pulled me toward it. Maybe curiosity. Maybe I just didn’t want to go home to my empty apartment.

Inside, the place smelled faintly of lavender and old books. Racks of mismatched clothes lined the walls. Sequins, leather, denim—all mixed together like forgotten stories. I didn’t know what I was looking for until I saw it: a black jacket hanging alone near the back. It was subtle at first glance—no wild design, no glitter—but the cut was soft, almost curved at the waist, and the fabric looked impossibly smooth.

I touched it. It was like brushing my fingers across warm water. The material seemed to hum under my skin, as if it knew me. I laughed quietly to myself. Ridiculous. I didn’t even like clothes shopping. But I couldn’t stop running my thumb along the edge of the sleeve.

“Nice choice,” the shopkeeper said, appearing out of nowhere. She was old, maybe late sixties, her silver hair pinned up neatly. “That jacket looks right on you.”

I frowned. “You sure? It’s… a little feminine.”

Her smile didn’t waver. “What’s so wrong with a little femininity?”

I don’t know why, but I bought it. Fifteen bucks. I shoved it into a paper bag and walked home, feeling strangely jittery.

At my apartment, I tossed my keys on the counter and pulled the jacket out again. The lamplight caught its sheen, black with a hint of midnight blue. I slipped it on and looked at myself in the mirror. It fit perfectly—like it had been tailored for me.

The lining brushed against my bare forearms, sending a small shiver up my neck. I looked ridiculous, I thought. But I didn’t take it off. I sat on the couch, still wearing it, scrolling through old song drafts on my phone. My reflection in the dark screen looked calmer, softer.

By midnight, I was lying on my bed, the jacket still on. The fabric was cool against my chest, comforting in a way I couldn’t explain.

When I closed my eyes, I swore I heard faint whispers—like lyrics forming in a dream.

And for the first time in months, I slept soundly.

The next morning, I woke up sweating. My sheets clung to me like plastic wrap, and the jacket was still wrapped around my torso. I must’ve fallen asleep hard because my arm had gone numb under it. I peeled it off and sat up, blinking at the light leaking through the blinds. My skin felt… weird. Smooth. My chest tingled like static.
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I rubbed my face and shuffled to the bathroom. The mirror wasn’t kind at the best of times, but that morning it startled me. My cheeks looked slightly flushed, my jaw softer somehow. I splashed water on my face and told myself it was exhaustion. Nothing a double espresso couldn’t fix.

Still, something felt off when I got dressed for work. My favorite flannel suddenly felt coarse, like it was scratching me. I changed into a plain black tee, which looked tighter than usual. My reflection didn’t lie—it hugged my shoulders differently, narrower maybe. I shrugged it off. Maybe I’d shrunk the shirt in the dryer.

At the diner, Lucy noticed before I did.

“Damn, Marion,” she said as I grabbed an order pad.

“You look… rested. Did you finally get laid or something?”

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, right. Dream on.”

She laughed and went back to refilling the sugar jars, but I caught her sneaking another glance. I didn’t know if it was the lighting or the jacket—because yes, I wore it again—but something about me drew eyes. Customers smiled more. Someone even told me my voice was “pleasant.” Pleasant? Nobody ever said that to me.

By lunchtime, I couldn’t ignore it anymore. My skin tingled under the fabric, like goosebumps that wouldn’t fade. Every brush against the jacket felt electric. I kept touching the sleeves when nobody was looking, dragging my fingers down the silky lining.

It was getting under my skin—literally, maybe.

During my fifteen-minute break, I sat outside by the dumpster with a cold soda and lit a cigarette I didn’t even want. The jacket caught the sunlight, a faint blue sheen glimmering where it shouldn’t.

“Okay,” I muttered. “You’re losing it, dude.”

But I couldn’t take it off. I tried once and immediately felt cold, anxious. My stomach turned like I’d dropped on a roller coaster. The second I put it back on, it stopped. Just like that.

I spent the rest of the shift distracted, wiping tables while humming tunes I didn’t remember writing. They sounded delicate—pretty, even. Words like touch, velvet, soft kept showing up in my head. I’d never written anything that gentle before.

When my shift ended, Lucy asked if I wanted to grab beers, but I declined. I just wanted to go home.

Back in my apartment, I stood in front of the mirror again. The same mirror that used to mock me now reflected something I couldn’t define. My face glowed under the lamplight. My lips looked pinker. My eyelashes longer.

I blinked, hard.

It had to be my imagination.

Still, before crawling into bed, I reached for the jacket again. I told myself it was comfort. Familiarity. Warmth.

But deep down, I knew it was more than that.

That night, I told myself I wasn’t going to wear the damn thing. I hung the jacket neatly over the chair by my desk like it was a truce. But the air in my room felt strange without it—too still, too bare. I tried to distract myself by tinkering with a half-written song on my guitar, yet every strum sounded hollow. My fingertips felt tender, almost sensitive, like the strings were made of wire instead of nylon.

By midnight, I gave in. I reached for the jacket and slid my arms through the sleeves. The moment the fabric touched my skin, warmth bloomed through my body like liquid light. I sighed, sinking back into bed.

The dreams came almost instantly.

I was standing in front of a mirror again, but the reflection wasn’t me—not exactly. Same eyes, same tired expression, but softer. My hair brushed my neck; my lips were painted in a faint gloss. My reflection smiled without me telling it to. The air around me shimmered faintly, carrying a floral scent I couldn’t name.

When I woke, the sunlight was spilling across my sheets, and my chest ached. My nipples—God, I had to think that word—were sore. My shirt clung to me in ways it never had before. I threw the covers aside and stared. My torso looked subtly curved, my waist tapering in just slightly. The change was tiny, but enough to make my heart pound.

I stumbled into the bathroom and stared at myself again. My cheeks looked smooth, like I’d just shaved, though I hadn’t. My hair lay flat and glossy instead of its usual frizzy mess. My voice, when I whispered “what the hell,” came out a pitch higher.

I touched my throat. “What the hell.” Higher again. Panic bloomed. I tore the jacket off and tossed it in the corner. For a second, I felt dizzy—like the floor tilted under me. The room blurred. My breath came in shallow bursts.

I sat on the cold tile floor, clutching my knees, trying to reason through it. Was I sick? Allergic reaction? Hormonal imbalance?
Hormones. That word felt heavy, foreign.

The dizziness didn’t stop until I crawled across the floor and touched the jacket. The moment my fingers brushed it, the nausea eased. My pulse steadied.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Okay, fine. You win.”

I stood up and put it back on, half out of desperation, half because it felt like oxygen. My reflection steadied in the mirror. I looked alive again. My face… glowed, almost.

The soft hum in my head returned. I could hear a melody forming—slow, wistful, feminine. It was like the jacket was tuning me, rewriting me.

I walked to my desk, grabbed my pen, and started writing. The lyrics poured out faster than I could think:

Soft like velvet, my skin remembers the touch / something inside me changing too much.

By the time I finished scribbling, my hands were trembling. I should’ve been terrified. But all I felt was a strange calmness, like the fear had been washed over by something gentler.

I leaned back in the chair, still wearing the jacket, heart thudding softly under my ribs.

Somewhere deep down, I knew I should take it off, burn it maybe, or at least hide it.

But instead, I whispered, “Just for tonight.”

And I slept again, dreaming of the girl in the mirror who looked like me—only freer.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE DINER lights felt like interrogation bulbs that morning. Too sharp, too white. Everything seemed to buzz around me—the clatter of plates, the chatter of customers, the hum of the refrigerator at the back. I’d worked here for almost a year, but today the sound got under my skin.

My shirt stuck to my back in places it never used to, and the apron felt too tight across my chest. I tried to ignore it, focusing on the breakfast rush, but my body wasn’t cooperating. My skin itched. My arms ached. And there was a weird, deep soreness behind my nipples that made me wince every time I reached for the coffee pot.

“Hey, Marion!” Lucy called out from behind the counter. “You okay? You look—uh, different.”

“Define different,” I muttered, forcing a smile.

She squinted. “I don’t know… softer. You’re glowing or something. It’s freaky.”

“Thanks, I think,” I said, trying to laugh it off.

I caught my reflection in the polished metal of the coffee pot while pouring a refill. She wasn’t wrong. My face looked smooth and almost delicate, like I’d just come from a facial. The shadows under my eyes had faded, and my lips looked fuller. I blinked at my reflection, unsettled.

When I turned away, my heart raced.

I tried to keep busy, but I could feel people looking at me. Maybe it was in my head, but every customer seemed to hold eye contact a second too long. My boss, Greg, even said, “You seem more... pleasant lately, kid. Whatever you’re doing, keep it up.”

If only he knew what I was doing—wearing a jacket that practically glued itself to my soul.

After my shift, I went out back for some air. The alley smelled like old fries and rain. I tugged the jacket tighter around me, even though it was eighty degrees out. The second I did, the tension in my chest eased.

The jacket had become my comfort, my shield, my addiction.

I brushed my fingers along the sleeve and whispered, “What are you doing to me?”

The air didn’t answer, but my pulse did—a slow, warm throb under my skin.

That night, when I finally took it off to shower, I stood naked in front of the mirror. My chest had changed shape slightly, the skin tighter, nipples darker. I ran a trembling hand down my side. My waist felt narrower, my hips rounder, like the subtle start of something new.

The fear that should’ve come didn’t. Instead, there was this strange fascination. A curiosity blooming inside me that whispered, keep going.

I turned away before I could think too hard and got ready for bed, promising myself it was just exhaustion, just hormones, just something I’d laugh about in the morning.

But deep down, I knew the morning was going to make it worse.

By the next day, the jacket was no longer a choice—it was a necessity. I wore it under my work apron, sleeves rolled halfway up. The fabric pressed against my skin like reassurance.

Every time I took it off, my body temperature dropped, my heart raced, and an emptiness crept in. When I wore it, everything balanced out. I felt light, calm, steady.

Lucy teased me. “You really love that thing, huh?”

“It’s comfortable,” I said quickly.

She laughed. “Yeah, but it’s ninety degrees, dude.”

I didn’t answer. I just shrugged and busied myself with wiping down tables.

Around noon, the ache in my chest returned, sharper this time. I brushed against the counter and gasped softly. My nipples had become absurdly sensitive, every touch like static. I gritted my teeth and pretended nothing was wrong.

When I got home, I dropped onto my couch and turned on the fan. The cool air hit me like ice. My skin prickled, and suddenly I felt too warm, then too cold, then flushed again. I kicked off my shoes and sat cross-legged, tugging the jacket around me.

My emotions were all over the place. I felt teary for no reason. A song on the radio made me want to cry. A cute perfume ad made me blush. I tried to write, but the words kept turning into something different—sweeter, more vulnerable.

I opened my journal and started scribbling.

Don’t call it wrong if it feels like breathing.
Don’t call it strange if the mirror is smiling back.

I stared at the words, unsure where they came from. My handwriting even looked rounder.

That night, I stood in the shower and felt the water run over my body. My skin was hypersensitive, every droplet a spark. I closed my eyes and bit my lip. It felt… beautiful. Terrifying, but beautiful.

Afterward, I stood in the fogged mirror and whispered, “What’s happening to me?”

The reflection didn’t answer.

Only the jacket, hanging on the door hook, seemed to hum faintly.
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Later that night, the dreams were getting vivid.

I was sitting in front of a vanity mirror, brushing long hair that smelled like jasmine. Lipstick gleamed in the dim light. A soft, feminine voice hummed behind me—my own voice, but lighter, smoother. A hand touched my shoulder and whispered, “Don’t fight it, Meg.”

Meg.

The name followed me out of sleep like perfume.

I woke with my heart pounding. Sunlight streamed across the room, and my pillowcase had faint gray smudges. I sat up and rubbed my eyes. My fingers came away with faint streaks of color—eyeliner.

I froze.

I hadn’t worn any makeup. I didn’t even own any.

The jacket lay draped over the foot of the bed, innocent and silent. My breath came fast, the world spinning slightly. I grabbed my phone and Googled everything I could think of: skin reactions from fabric dyes, hormone imbalance, hallucinations, identity disorder. Nothing made sense.

Then I stumbled upon something strange. A banner ad on the sidebar blinked softly in pink:

Velveta Labs: Hormonal Therapy for the Sensitive Self.
Evolve softly. Become who you were meant to be.

My throat went dry. I clicked the ad, but the page didn’t load—it just flashed and disappeared. My phone screen went black for a second, reflecting my face back at me—half-shadowed, half-angelic.

I whispered the word that had followed me from my dream.
“Meg.”

It sounded right. It sounded dangerous.

I got up, pacing the small apartment, jacket still clutched in my hands. My mind was a whirlwind of questions. Was I losing it? Was the jacket some kind of drug, or placebo, or… something else entirely?

I caught my reflection in the TV screen. My posture had changed—hips tilted slightly, shoulders less squared. My reflection smiled faintly before I did.

I dropped the jacket and stepped back.

“No,” I whispered. “You’re just tired. You’re stressed. You’re—”

The hum returned. Soft. Comforting. Like a heartbeat under the noise.

I stared at the jacket for a long time before picking it up again. The fabric felt alive in my palms, smooth and tender, whispering promises I didn’t want to understand.

My chest tightened—not from fear, but from longing.

I pressed it against me, inhaling its scent. Lavender, maybe. Or memory.

And when I finally put it on, I felt myself exhale for the first time all day.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

SUNDAY MORNINGS were usually dead at the diner—just me, Lucy, and the sound of the ceiling fan rattling like it wanted to quit. I liked the quiet hours. They gave me space to think, to hum melodies under my breath while wiping down tables.

That’s what I was doing when he walked in.

Theo Albright didn’t look like he belonged in a place that smelled like bacon fat and burnt toast. His shirt was pressed, his watch gleamed, and his shoes probably cost more than my monthly rent. He slid into a booth by the window, sunglasses hanging from his collar, scrolling on his phone.

I grabbed a menu and approached, heart doing this weird flutter I hadn’t felt in months.

“Coffee?” I asked.

“Please,” he said, smiling up at me. His voice was smooth—confident but not arrogant. “And maybe whatever’s good today.”

“Nothing’s good today,” I said without thinking.

He laughed, low and warm. “Then surprise me.”

I nodded, pretending not to blush, and headed back to the counter. Lucy raised an eyebrow. “Well, look who’s suddenly in a good mood.”

“Shut up,” I muttered, pouring his coffee.

When I brought it to him, he was tapping a pen against a small notebook. The pages were full of what looked like stage sketches or set plans.

“You a musician?” I asked before I could stop myself.

He looked up. “Sort of. I manage musicians. I’m scouting a location for a shoot. You sing?”

The question caught me off guard. “Uh, no. I write songs, though. Just... for myself.”

He smiled like that meant something. “Songwriting’s the best part. That’s where the soul hides.”

I felt my throat tighten. I wanted to tell him everything—about the late nights, the jacket, the melodies that had started writing me instead. But I just nodded. “Yeah. Guess it’s the only thing that feels real sometimes.”

He studied me for a moment, then said, “I’d like to hear something someday.”

I laughed nervously. “You don’t want to hear my stuff. Trust me.”

“Let me be the judge of that.” He grinned, that kind of grin that made people believe him.

Lucy brought his plate—a half-decent omelet and toast—and whispered to me, “He’s hot. Rich hot. Don’t screw this up.”

I ignored her, but my stomach twisted in a way that wasn’t hunger.

When Theo finished eating, he left cash on the table and a small rectangle of white paper on top of it.

His business card.

Theo Albright, Venture Partner – Albright Entertainment
A Creative Future in Every Voice

I stared at it for a long time after he left.

I spent the rest of my shift pretending I wasn’t obsessing over that business card. Every fifteen minutes, I’d check to make sure it was still in my apron pocket, like it might vanish if I blinked too long.

When I finally got home, I laid it on my desk and Googled him.

Theo Albright was exactly who I thought he was—a venture capitalist turned music investor, managing multiple acts, including The Velvet Dolls, one of my favorite indie girl bands. Their songs were everything I wanted mine to be: dreamy, unapologetic, raw.

I scrolled through an article about how he’d built a label from scratch, how he looked for “authenticity over image.” That word stuck with me. Authenticity. What did that even mean anymore, when I barely recognized the person in my mirror?

I sat at my desk, jacket draped over my chair, staring at the blank screen of my laptop. I wanted to email him, introduce myself, maybe attach one of my old demos. But every draft I started sounded desperate.

Hi, you met me at the diner today. I’m that weird waiter who writes songs.

Delete.

Hello, Mr. Albright, I’ve been a fan of your artists and would love feedback on my music.

Delete.

I ended up closing the laptop. What would someone like him care about a nobody like me?

Still, I couldn’t stop thinking about how he’d looked at me—curious, kind, like he’d seen something beyond my uniform and tired eyes.

I changed into a clean shirt and caught sight of myself in the mirror. My collarbone stood out more. My skin was luminous, like I’d spent a week on skincare. I ran my fingers down my neck, tracing how smooth it felt. The sensation made me shiver.

I lay on my bed, scrolling through Theo’s social media. There he was in photos with singers, stylists, producers. Always smiling. Always confident.

I whispered his name once, just to hear how it sounded in my mouth. “Theo.”

It sent a pulse down my spine.

By midnight, the world outside was silent. The Valley was asleep except for me, the jacket, and the melody looping in my head.

I set up my mic, plugged in my old keyboard, and hit record. My voice came out higher than I expected—clearer, smoother, melodic in a way that felt new. I stopped, startled. Tried again.

No mistake. My voice had changed.

It wasn’t just pitch—it was texture. Softer, like honey melting in tea.
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I didn’t fight it. I just sang. The lyrics poured out of me:

You found me behind a counter, counting time instead of dreams.
You said my voice was real, and I wanted to believe.

When I finished, I sat in silence, trembling. The track was raw but haunting. Beautiful, even. I saved it under the name “Velvet Demo” and attached it to an email addressed to Albright Entertainment’s public submissions inbox. No name, no contact—just the song. Then I hit send.

Afterward, I leaned back in my chair, exhausted. My reflection in the dark window caught my eye.

My chest looked different again—fuller, like soft flesh had bloomed beneath the skin. I touched it hesitantly. Tender. Real.

I stood up and turned on the bathroom light. My face had lost every trace of stubble. My lips looked plumper, almost glossy under the light. My eyelashes were darker. My leg hair—gone.

I lifted a strand of my hair between my fingers. It was silkier than it had ever been, brushing against my jaw like a whisper.

I stared into the mirror for a long time, chest rising and falling, heart hammering.

Panic buzzed in my veins. But beneath it, something warmer pulsed—an excitement, a thrill.

The jacket lay draped over the chair behind me, shimmering faintly in the reflection.

“Who are you turning me into?” I whispered.

My reflection didn’t answer. She just tilted her head and smiled faintly, lips curved in a knowing way I hadn’t learned yet.

I should’ve been horrified. I should’ve run.

But instead, I smiled back.

And for the first time, the face in the mirror smiled with me.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

A WEEK later, I could map the thrift stores of the Valley like bus routes. I told myself it was for inspiration—research for lyrics, texture for character work, anything but what it was. I hit Velvet Revival first, then two smaller shops that smelled like cedar and dust. The hangers clacked like metronomes while I sifted through racks: cropped ribbed tops that flirted with the hem of my ribs, soft cardigans with pearl buttons, skinny jeans that stretched and hugged instead of fought me.

I didn’t try the cropped top on in the store. I pretended it was for a friend, some imaginary girl who had my taste but not my face. I bought it with exact change and stuffed it into my tote like a secret. Back home, I shut my blinds and pulled it over my head. The fabric kissed my skin. The mirror didn’t laugh. The mirror looked… relieved.

The jacket lay across my bed like a promise. I slipped into the skinny jeans, then the jacket, and tugged the zipper halfway. The silhouette surprised me. My waist nipped in; the denim gave me hips I couldn’t deny. When I walked from the mirror to the door and back, the sway wasn’t practiced—it arrived on its own, like muscle memory from a life I hadn’t lived yet.

I kept telling myself I was collecting images for songs—how a pearl button could feel like a heartbeat, how black denim carried heat, how a hem could erase an apology. But the notebook on my desk knew better.

In it, I started writing a new name. At first, just in the margins: M looping into e, then g. The letters sat there like a gentle dare. Later, in the center of the page, I wrote it again—no hesitation this time.

Meg.

I didn’t say it aloud for hours. I just wore the cardigan, then the jacket, and let the day slide over me. Twilight came in a lavender hush, and I finally stood at the window, palms resting on the sill, and whispered, “Meg.”

Something inside my chest unlatched. Not a door—more like a window cracked open to fresh air.

I cooked pasta and forgot to salt the water. I didn’t care. I ate standing up in the kitchen, still dressed, music on low, humming harmonies I hadn’t practiced. When the phone buzzed with a new email—Albright Entertainment: Open Mic Invite—I almost dropped the bowl.

Theo’s message was short, careful. He’d heard an anonymous demo—mine—and wanted the singer to perform at a small open mic he curated in Studio City. He’d love to see “her” there.

Her.

I stared at the pronoun until the pasta went cold. Then I snapped the laptop shut and pressed my palms into the jacket’s pockets, feeling the lining like a pulse. The fear that should have risen stayed quiet. A steadier voice, new and certain, whispered: Go.

Back at the notebook, I wrote the set list. One song, maybe two. I signed the bottom of the page as if I were autographing a promise.

Meg.

The bar was a shoebox lit with fairy lights and patience. A chalkboard announced Open Mic — One song, one truth. My truth fit in a jacket and a name I’d only just learned to carry. I wore black skinnies, a white tee that skimmed my chest, and the jacket unzipped. I brushed my hair forward so it framed my face. I didn’t look like a guy trying to play dress-up. I didn’t look like the girl in the dream either. I looked like the bridge between them.

Theo was by the soundboard, chatting with the host. He didn’t recognize me—why would he? He scanned the signup sheet and greeted people with easy warmth. When his gaze slid over me, something flickered—a pause, a curiosity—but he moved on.

I wrote Meg on the line and handed the clipboard back. My hands shook. I tucked them into the jacket’s pockets and felt the calm arrive, slow and sure.

A woman with a velvet voice sang first, then a nervous kid with a guitar too big for his frame. Applause popped like soft rain. I sipped water and tried not to rehearse, but the melody kept rising in my throat on its own.

The host called my name. “Meg?”

I stood. My knees didn’t buckle. I walked to the mic like I’d practiced for years I hadn’t lived. The room narrowed to the circle of light around me—the kind that forgives and demands at the same time.
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“Hi,” I said, and my voice carried. Higher, clearer, mine. “This is called ‘Soft Like Velvet.’”

I started slow, fingers on the guitar finding the progression like home. The first lines slipped out without scraping.

I used to count tips and hours / behind a counter of secondhand dreams / but someone said my voice was real / and I wanted to believe.

A hush fell—a true hush, the rare kind where everyone leans forward without meaning to. I didn’t push. I let the melody float. The jacket’s lining warmed my arms like approval. The room seemed to breathe with me.

On the chorus, I stopped hiding.

Soft like velvet / the part of me I thought I had to hide / soft like velvet / the voice that bloomed when I finally tried.

My throat didn’t catch, my pitch didn’t slip. The trembling in my hands became vibrato. In the second verse, I closed my eyes and saw the diner lights, the coffee pot reflection, the lavender thrift store. And then I saw the name on the page.

Meg.

When I finished, the silence lasted one heartbeat too long, and fear scraped up my spine—then the room erupted. Not polite applause—full palms, whistles, a shout from the back. I blinked and laughed, stunned, and the laugh sounded soft and bright and true.

I stepped away from the mic as the host grinned and motioned me toward the bar. Someone touched my arm and said thank you. Another asked where they could hear more. I kept saying, “Soon,” and meant it.

When I finally looked up, Theo was standing a few feet away, eyes unreadable and intent, like he was watching a star appear in a sky he thought he knew.

He didn’t call me by my old name. He didn’t call me anything at all. Not yet.

But he moved closer.

He waited until the crowd thinned and the fairy lights dimmed themselves from bold to shy. I was packing my guitar when he spoke.

“You’re the demo,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

I swallowed. “Maybe.”

He smiled at that—small, knowing. Up close, I could see he had the kind of face that got more handsome when he focused. He was very focused now. “You were beautiful up there.” His gaze flicked to my mouth, then steadied on my eyes. “Refreshing.”

The word warmed me and scared me in the same breath. “Thanks.”

“I’m Theo,” he added, like the room didn’t already know. “You’re Meg?”

The name clicked into place like a final button. “Yeah,” I said, and heard the certainty in it. “I’m Meg.”

“You’ve got something real, Meg.” He said it gently, like placing a hand over a tremor. “Are you working with anyone?”

“Just—” I glanced at the jacket sleeve, at the faint sheen where the light caught it. “Just me.”

“Then let’s talk,” he said. “No pressure. I just want to hear more.”

We talked by the door while the host stacked stools. He asked about songs and influences; I gave careful answers that weren’t lies, just not the whole map. I didn’t tell him about waking to softer cheeks or the eyeliner that followed me out of sleep. I didn’t say the word jacket.

But I did tell him I’d been writing for years and only recently found the voice to match the words. He nodded like that made perfect sense. Maybe it did.

When we said goodnight, he touched my elbow lightly, a question shaped like a gesture. I felt the touch for minutes after he left.

Back home, the apartment held its breath with me. I shut the door and let the night fall off my shoulders, then pulled the jacket closer. The fabric seemed warmer than usual, as if the applause had soaked into it and come back glowing.

I set the guitar down and faced the mirror. Under the thin white tee, my chest had gained a suggestion of curve that hadn’t been there this morning. Not imagination—light and real and tender. My hips whispered their own plan, a dull ache along the outer edges as if bone were negotiating with destiny.

When I spoke, testing the name again, my voice feathered at the top and then settled. “I’m Meg.” It didn’t crack; it stretched and found a new balance.

The rush came on like weather. Heat behind my sternum, a flutter in my belly, a quicksilver blush that made my skin look lit from underneath. My nipples tightened, then throbbed with an ache that was both ache and answer. I pressed my palms flat over my tee and exhaled slowly.

The jacket’s lining kissed my wrists. The hum rose—not loud, not scary, just steady. I climbed into bed without taking it off.

Sleep took me fast and strange. I floated through a dream in a room scented with jasmine and fresh laundry. A vanity glowed with small bulbs. A woman—me and not-me—traced a fingertip along a soft jaw and smiled. Lip gloss tasted like pears. A voice—mine, higher—sang one line over and over: soft like velvet, soft like me.

I woke before dawn, heart tapping the rhythm against my ribs. The ache in my hips had grown into a soreness that felt meaningful, like I was stepping into a new gait. I stood, stretched, and the tug at my waist felt… right.

Outside, the Valley was still. Inside, I wasn’t.

I didn’t need to write the name again. It was written everywhere now—on the mirror, in the chords, in the soft space between fear and wanting.

I was Meg. And the day was already listening.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE CRASH DIDN’T happen all at once. It came in waves—one moment calm, the next like I’d swallowed the ocean. By the end of that week, my moods swung so violently I could barely keep up. One second I was humming along to a love song while cleaning tables, the next I was crying because someone ordered their eggs wrong.

Lucy noticed first. “Girl, are you okay?” she asked as she handed me a fresh pot of coffee.

I froze. Girl. The word stung and soothed all at once.

“Yeah,” I said too quickly, blinking fast. “Just tired.”

But I wasn’t tired—I was unraveling. My chest was tender, my skin hypersensitive, my stomach knotted every morning like I’d swallowed static. Smells hit me too hard: coffee grounds, syrup, perfume, the sour tang of bacon grease. The diner felt like a nightmare carnival of sensations.

At one point, I locked myself in the bathroom, gripping the sink while nausea rolled through me. My reflection blurred behind tears I didn’t remember starting. My cheeks were flushed, lips pink and trembling. I looked like someone mid-breakdown—or mid-blossom.

Lucy knocked softly. “Hey, Marion? You in there?”

I swallowed hard, staring at the reflection that didn’t quite fit the name anymore. “Yeah.”

“You sure you’re good, hon? You look pale.”

“Just dizzy.”

When I finally opened the door, Lucy took one look at me and wrapped her arm around my shoulders. “You need to eat something, girl,” she said, voice full of kindness. “You’re shaking.”

I wanted to correct her. I didn’t. I liked the sound of it—girl—how it slid across her tongue like it belonged.

I almost quit that day. I drafted a text to Greg saying I couldn’t handle the stress, but I didn’t send it. Something told me to wait. Maybe because I knew this wasn’t stress—it was something deeper, stranger, necessary.

By the time my shift ended, the world outside looked brighter, almost too bright. I slipped on the jacket again, desperate for balance, and the dizziness faded.

Maybe I was falling apart. Or maybe I was finally assembling.

Theo’s text came that evening:

Studio session tonight. Bring your voice. –T

I stared at it for ten minutes before replying, On my way.

The studio was a converted warehouse in Burbank, all glass and warm light. Inside, Theo was leaning over a console, headphones around his neck. “There’s my songwriter,” he said when he saw me.

My heart stumbled. “Just me,” I said. “Marion.”

He gave a small smile, eyes flicking down and back up again. “If you say so.”

He introduced me to his assistant, Rae, a stylist with sharp eyeliner and a softer gaze. “Rae, can you help Meg—uh, Marion—get camera ready? We’re testing a few visuals.”

“Camera ready?” I echoed, panicked.

“Don’t worry,” Rae said, leading me toward a side room filled with racks of clothes and soft lights. “It’s just for inspiration.”

I sat as she opened garment bags—silk blouses, delicate jewelry, soft wigs in shades of chestnut and blonde. My pulse raced. “This is... too much,” I whispered.

Rae tilted her head. “Is it?”

The mirror in front of me waited, empty and patient. I closed my eyes and let her work. Foundation brushed against my skin like silk. Mascara tickled my lashes. Lip gloss tasted faintly of vanilla. When she placed the wig over my head, the strands brushed my shoulders and the world tilted.

“Open your eyes,” she murmured.

I did.

The girl in the mirror wasn’t a stranger. She was the echo of every dream I’d had for weeks—the one brushing her hair at a vanity, the one humming in a voice that wasn’t borrowed but earned.

Rae smiled softly. “You don’t have to pretend anymore, you know.”

I swallowed hard. “Pretend what?”

“That this doesn’t fit.”

When we stepped back into the studio, Theo turned. His breath caught for half a beat—small, but I saw it. “Wow,” he said simply.

“Is it too much?” I asked, fingers twisting the edge of the blouse.

“No,” he said quietly. “It’s perfect.”

We recorded for hours. My voice blended with the track like water meeting light. Between takes, Theo gave notes—gentle, precise, encouraging. Every time he smiled, the room seemed to glow.

I was supposed to be Marion offstage. But I couldn’t find him anymore.

By the end of the night, the studio smelled of coffee, cables, and a faint sweetness from Rae’s perfume. My throat was raw, but in a good way. I’d recorded three songs—one of them brand new, born right there under the dim lights.

Theo sat beside me on the couch, listening to the playback. The way he looked at me wasn’t producer to talent—it was something more curious, searching.

“You’ve got something special,” he said finally. “Not just talent. Presence.”
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“Presence?” I asked, half laughing.

He nodded. “The kind people remember even when they close their eyes.”

His words sat between us like warmth. I turned toward him, and the world shrank to that space—his hand resting on the back of the couch, his eyes steady, the quiet hum of the speakers.

A strand of hair slipped across my cheek. He reached up and brushed it away. The touch was barely there, a whisper of skin against skin, but it sent a tremor through me.

“Meg,” he said softly.

I froze. He’d said it like he’d known it all along.

“Theo—”

“Shh.” His hand lingered near my jaw, his breath close enough that I could taste the coffee on it. The silence stretched, charged, dangerous. A kiss hovered there—one inhale away.

I panicked.

“I should go,” I blurted, standing too fast. The chair screeched against the floor.

“Meg—”

“Thanks for tonight. Really. It was—” I couldn’t finish. I grabbed my bag, avoiding his eyes.

Outside, the night air slapped me back into myself. My pulse was wild, confused, craving.

Back home, I slammed the door behind me and threw the jacket into the closet. It landed in a heap, looking too innocent to have caused all this chaos.

I paced the apartment, heart hammering. Every nerve felt alive. I pressed my fingers to my lips like I could erase the almost that had happened.

When I tried to sleep without the jacket, my body rebelled. My skin felt cold, empty, like the warmth had been siphoned out. I tossed, turned, kicked the sheets off, pulled them back on. Nothing helped.

Finally, just before dawn, I gave in. I stumbled to the closet, grabbed the jacket, and held it against me. The moment it touched my skin, the tremors eased.

I sank to the floor, hugging it tight, whispering, “What are you doing to me?”

The jacket didn’t answer, but its hum filled the silence like forgiveness.

And when sleep finally came, it carried the same dream as before—the girl with soft hair and shining eyes. Only this time, she wasn’t behind the mirror.

She was reaching out her hand, asking me to join her.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

VELVETA LABS wasn’t a fantasy—it was a real building with glass walls and a nameplate etched in pale gold. It sat quietly at the edge of Studio City, looking more like a spa than a clinic. The lobby smelled like eucalyptus and rain. For a moment I just stood there, clutching my purse, terrified they’d laugh if I told them why I’d come.

But the woman at the desk smiled like she’d been expecting me. “You must be Meg Martin,” she said, as if the name had always belonged to me.

I froze. “How—”

“Doctor Lang will see you now.”

The consultation room was bright, clean, silent. A soft hum pulsed under the walls—the same note that lived inside the jacket. Doctor Lang looked like she’d stepped out of a dream herself: calm face, silver hair in a bun, hands folded like prayer.

She studied me for a long moment. “You found one of our prototypes.”

I swallowed. “The jacket?”

She nodded. “Transdermal hormonal adaptation. Designed to stabilize dysphoria by responding to the wearer’s self-perception. But you weren’t supposed to activate it alone.”

My voice cracked. “Activate?”

“The moment you put it on, your biology began aligning with your identity. It’s rewriting you.”

I blinked, heartbeat pounding in my ears. “So this isn’t… dangerous?”

“Not if you listen to yourself.” She smiled gently. “If you stop now, your system will lose its balance. You’ll regress, physically and emotionally. But if you accept what’s already begun…” She let the sentence drift. “You’ll finish becoming who you were always meant to be.”

The words shattered something in me—not from fear, but from the weight of relief. All the confusion, all the longing, all the late-night whispering of who am I finally found its echo.

Tears spilled down my cheeks before I could stop them.

Doctor Lang handed me a tissue. “Crying is normal,” she said softly. “It’s not loss. It’s release.”

When I left, the sky looked different—cleaner somehow, as if the world had finally adjusted its focus. The jacket was folded neatly in my bag, quiet and still.

For the first time, I wasn’t afraid of who I’d be without it.

The next week, I didn’t reach for the jacket. I reached for me.

I spent the day in a rush of errands that felt like confession and rebirth. I walked through boutiques instead of thrift shops. Silk blouses, fitted skirts, soft sweaters—the kind of clothes that felt like apologies undone. I tried on a pale lavender dress that hugged my curves, and when I turned in the mirror, I didn’t flinch.

At the salon, I let a stylist cut my wig into soft waves and tint it chestnut brown. When she held the mirror up behind me, I barely recognized the girl staring back—and for once, that was the point.

Back home, I opened my laptop and scrolled through my music files. I renamed the folder MEG MARTIN — DEMOS. Every track title changed with it.

Then I wrote something new. The melody came fast, wings beating against the inside of my ribs. The song was called Butterfly Dreams. It wasn’t about fear or confusion—it was about emergence. About shedding the name that no longer fit and stepping into the light that always waited.

I slept inside a borrowed shell / afraid of what would show / until the day I whispered out / and found I’d learned to glow.

When the last chord faded, I hit send. The file zipped off to Theo’s inbox with no note attached. He’d know.

I stood at my window, watching the late sunlight wash the buildings gold. The world outside hadn’t changed, but I had.

I slipped on my new dress, brushed gloss over my lips, and whispered to my reflection, “No more secondhand anything.”

The jacket stayed folded in the closet. A relic. A reminder.

Not a requirement.

The diner hadn’t changed. Same neon hum, same chipped counter, same scent of burnt coffee—but it felt smaller now, like a chapter I’d outgrown. Lucy was gossiping at the register when the door opened and a voice I knew too well said, “Can I get a table for one?”

Theo Albright.

My heart stuttered. He wore the same confident ease, but when his eyes found me, his face shifted. Recognition spread slow and sure.

“So, this is the real you,” he said quietly.

For a second I couldn’t breathe. Then I smiled, nervous but steady. “Guess so.”

He slid into a booth, and I walked over, tray trembling just slightly in my hand. “Coffee?”

“Always.” His gaze didn’t waver. “I got your song.”

I tried to act casual. “Yeah?”

“It’s beautiful. You sound… free.”

I laughed softly. “That’s the idea.”

We talked between refills, the conversation gentle and warm. He told me the label wanted to meet “Meg Martin” officially. I told him I wasn’t hiding anymore. Every word felt like shedding old skin.

When I brought his check, he didn’t take it. He just looked at me—really looked—and said, “You know, that jacket didn’t make you.”

My breath caught. “What?”
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He smiled faintly. “It just revealed you. You were always in there, waiting.”

Something in my chest loosened. I sat across from him, ignoring the curious looks from Lucy behind the counter. “Maybe,” I said. “But it helped me hear the voice I’d been ignoring.”

Theo leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Then keep listening. The world’s about to, too.”

Outside, the afternoon light poured through the window, cutting a halo around him. For the first time, I didn’t shrink under anyone’s gaze.

When he left, he didn’t take the receipt or the change. Just my hand for a moment—warm, sure, promising.

After my shift, I locked up, stood in the quiet glow of the diner’s sign, and took a deep breath. The air smelled like sugar and rain.

Back home, I opened my closet. The jacket waited inside, soft and silent. I touched it once, smiling.

“Thank you,” I whispered.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

A YEAR later, the world was louder, brighter, and softer in all the right places. I’d spent the last twelve months learning how to live in my own skin—not just exist in it. Weekly check-ins with Dr. Lang’s referral, a gender specialist named Dr. Patel, had turned into something like therapy for my soul. We talked about hormones, dysphoria, body image, voice training, but mostly about forgiveness—learning to stop apologizing for the girl I had become.

Now I was two months post-op from my breast augmentation, and the healing had gone beautifully—except for today, when the corset they’d strapped me into for the show felt like it was plotting my murder.

“Macy’s Street Parade, baby,” Rae said, tightening the final strap backstage. “Mariah Carey’s opening act. You nervous, Meg?”

I gave her a look somewhere between panic and prayer. “Nervous? Rae, I’m one sneeze away from launching these implants into the crowd.”

She burst out laughing, nearly smudging my lipstick. “Don’t you dare. The insurance paperwork alone would kill me.”

I tried to breathe, failed, then laughed too. My nerves fluttered in time with the muffled roar of the crowd outside. I could hear the faint strains of holiday music floating down the corridor—the city already electric with lights and frost.

Theo had been everywhere these last few weeks, handling PR, label calls, interviews, making sure everything about “Meg Martin” screamed ready. But he’d kept his distance just enough to keep me steady. He knew I needed to walk on that stage by myself first.

When the stagehand finally called, “Meg Martin, you’re up,” my heart stopped pretending it was normal.

I stepped into the light.

New York stretched before me like a dream stitched in sequins. Floats glittered, confetti spun through the air like snow, and the first notes of my song Butterfly Dreams spilled through the speakers. I lifted the mic, smiled, and the fear melted into rhythm.
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I slept inside a borrowed shell,
Afraid of what would show,
Until the day I whispered out,
And found I’d learned to glow.

The crowd shimmered back at me, thousands of faces reflecting stage lights and wonder. My voice soared above the brass band, the dancers, the cold November wind. Somewhere in the distance, I thought I saw Theo at the barricade, hands in his coat pockets, eyes fixed on me.

The final chorus hit, my chest expanding against the corset. I prayed silently: Please, God, let the girls stay intact until the key change.

They did.

When the last note faded, the applause roared like a tide. For a moment, I just stood there, breathless, tears streaking down my glittered cheeks. The girl who once wiped tables and hid inside a jacket had filled a street with her voice.

Backstage was chaos—camera flashes, congratulatory hugs, Mariah’s entourage sweeping past in a cloud of perfume and sparkle. Amid it all, Theo waited by the dressing room door, calm, smiling, eyes warm enough to melt snow.

“You did it,” he said.

“I didn’t pass out,” I breathed, still half laughing.

“Or explode. That’s a win.”

He chuckled. “You were brilliant, Meg. Absolutely radiant.”

I stepped closer, the adrenaline catching up, my body trembling. “You think so?”

“I know so.”

There was so much we didn’t have to say—the year of rehearsals, the therapy, the healing, the fear, the late-night phone calls when I thought I’d ruined everything. Theo had been there for all of it, never once trying to save me, just reminding me I already knew how.

His hand brushed mine, hesitant at first, then sure. “You’re really here,” he whispered.

“I am,” I said softly. “Finally.”

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

Can’t get enough? Let’s multiply that urge three times more with this bundle that contains some of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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“Eleven fine femboys, feminized by chance, self-discovery, and love.”
This is an illustrated novella collection, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy! No cross-additions guaranteed. You won’t find these best-selling stories in any of my other collections.


Story 1 – Secret Girlfriend
I didn’t expect that the price to pay to be walking the hallways with them would entail me, serving the jocks food and drinks every weekend… in his sister’s clothes.


Story 2 – Becoming My Mother
Little did I know, it was the beginning of a new role that I’d never imagined I’d assume to heal my stepfather’s wounded heart.


Story 3 – Female ID
It was only the beginning of something more challenging. Something that would compromise the life I’d gotten so used to living.


Story 4 – In The Navy
I didn’t expect that I’d be asked to slip into something more appropriate for the bedroom and not the ocean. Something that was so out of character and out of my job description. But then again, he was the Captain, it was his ship, and I had to follow his orders...


Story 5 – Cheerleader By Chance
When I met the cheer captain… everything changed. Even my wardrobe!


Story 6 – The Secretary
Being his secretary not only opened me to a world of lingerie, dresses, and scintillating shoes. He also bossed me around to unleash the yearning and absolutely gorgeous woman within me.


Story 7 – Old Maid
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 8 – Angel Baby
She was beautiful, kind, and had all the answers to my questions. But then, she started telling me to try the shoes of another person, and that pair… had six-inch heels.


Story 9 – My Crazy Girl
One night, I met that drunk girl in the subway station, my crazy girl who showed me how femininely beautiful this world could be and left me questioning if I was ready for it.


Story 10 – Miss Meow
During one of my overtimes, I decided to wear one of my creations—the ones that he deemed were trash. Soon after, night after night, I would prowl the dark streets and discover facets of myself in my tight and glossy leotard—letting everyone know how extraordinarily fun it was to be Miss Meow.


Story 11 – After Midnight
My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things. Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for… men. 

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 Femboy Diaries


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 emails, 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.

We have over 30,000 ACTIVE MEMBERS from around the world!

✓    44 Free Messages Daily

✓    View 44 Profiles/day

✓    Faster PHP system

✓    Support replies in 24–48h

App version in the works!

You don’t even need to upgrade to VIP to enjoy most of it.

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…

[image: A person with pink hair wearing a headset  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

“Your empathy metrics are down. You could lose your job if you don’t take the coaching on how to be soft-spoken.”

I used to hate my job. The endless ringing, the fake smiles, the customers who thought I personally broke their Wi-Fi. I was Fred Smith—irritable, sarcastic, and one bad shift away from quitting.
Then my team leader, Chris Winchell, gave me these “calming pills” to help with my attitude. Neither of us knew they weren’t vitamins. They were hormones. Real ones. And once my body started changing, there was no going back.

Read Soft Spoken

Lilly Lustwood is a bestselling author of Transgender Romance. She has written hundreds of books but there are titles that truly helped introduce her to a wider range of readers. Here are just some of her bestselling books of all time.
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Want her classic works or check out some obscure ones? Feel free to check out these titles below.
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Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Girly Thrift.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter |(@LillyLustwood)

TikTok @LillyLustwoodTok

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)

Fansly(www.fansly.com/lillylustwood)
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