

Nikki’s Halloween Party: I Want Candy

A Spooky Feminization Romance

“Happy Halloween!

This story is for you and Nikki Crescent.

May it transform you into

the person you are meant to be and

transport you into a world

where your fantasies come to life.”
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Introduction

“Sure, I wanted to win the iPhone 15. But Nikki’s Halloween Party was even spookier than I expected. It would make any guy hide under the covers or in this case, hide under a pair of nylon stockings.”

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

∞∞∞

Candy and I were practically siblings. She lived right across the street. We shared her love for manga but she never shared my love for shooting hoops.

Our friendship was tested during senior high. After all, I was the jock, and she was dealing with the changes in her body.

I thought that our connection was over but on the day before All Hallow’s Eve, she told me about Nikki’s Halloween Party. She said that there were prizes to be won and I immediately said yes at the mention of the latest iPhone… 15.

She continued by sharing that we had to dress up. However, she failed to mention that it would entail me, wearing stockings, a maid’s outfit, and one of her many colorful wigs.

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 NIKKI’S HALLOWEEN PARTY: I Want Candy.


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 SLIGHT HUM OF MY PHONE vibrated against the cool marble of my bedroom countertop, sending a tiny, almost unnoticeable, ripple across the water in the glass next to it. I captured the last ray of dawn's glow against my skin with a pout, the light painting me golden.
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Click. The image frozen in time was undeniably Lawrence Smith, despite the hints of the boy everyone insisted on calling 'Loli'.

"Another one for the 'gram," I murmured, smiling at my reflection on the phone screen.

Captions mattered, especially when you had a following like mine. Typing swiftly, I settled on: "MVP vibes even on a Monday #MorningVibes #FreshStart."

Within seconds, notifications buzzed. Emma, a girl from some far corner of the city, commented with a heart-eyed emoji.

"Always stunning," she gushed. I smirked, replying, "Thanks, babe. You always know how to make a guy smile."

Another chime, this one louder and more persistent. It wasn't from my phone, but from downstairs.
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"LOLI!" My mom's voice echoed up the staircase, piercing through the still morning air. I could almost taste the sugary waft of her pancakes, a scent that held remnants of childhood, accompanied by the familiar bitterness of her morning coffee.

Cringing, I muttered to myself, "Why can't she just... forget that damn nickname?" Then louder, “It's Lawrence, Mom!”

Shaking my head, I left my digital realm and stepped onto the plush carpet of my room, feeling its softness between my toes, like sand on a far-off beach.

I took a deep breath, smelling the sweet-savory mix of maple syrup and bacon from downstairs. Before heading down, I glanced at the house across the street, Candy's house. Candy, once Ken Brandt, used to be my best buddy.

A pang of guilt hit me. Once inseparable, we had become strangers, all because of who she chose to be. She started transitioning in the latter stages of junior high and I was a jock. We couldn’t be seen together and we didn’t have anything in common anymore. I had to let her go.

Descending the staircase, I was met with a familiar scene. My mom, bustling around the kitchen, wearing her worn-out apron with the fraying edges.

"I've been calling you for breakfast," she chided, placing a plate stacked with pancakes in front of me.

"You know, just because I was too young to say no to that stupid nickname you gave me doesn't mean that I’ll carry it with me forever." I retorted, trying to keep the irritation out of my voice.

She smiled, setting a mug of steaming coffee before me then she squeezed my face playfully.
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“You’ll always be my Loli. Lollipop lollipop, oh lolli lolli,” she sang.

“I’m nineteen,” I said, taking a sip, feeling the warmth travel down my throat, "and heading off to college. I want a fresh start."

For a moment, she looked hurt, then her features softened. "Alright, Lawrence," she emphasized my name, a gentle smile playing on her lips.

“Have it your way.”

“By the way, where’s dad?” I asked.

“Early meeting, you know how it is in the hospital. He’s working very hard for your future. Soon, you’ll take over his department.”

Feeling the pressure, I scoffed, “Yeah right, like it’s easy to be a neurosurgeon.”

She raised an eyebrow and smiled. “You have my brains, you have nothing to worry about.”

Playfully shivering, I retorted, “Then we’re doomed.”

She squeezed my face again and started calling me Loli for the nth time.

The syrup was just hitting my taste buds, and the gentle heat of the pancakes began to warm me from inside out, when the chime of the doorbell cut through the morning stillness. I nearly jumped from the unexpected interruption.

A flurry of excited voices echoed from the entrance.

"Candy! My love, my darling! Why haven't you been stopping by? I've missed you so much! Come join us for breakfast."

My heart felt like a trapped bird in my chest, thrashing wildly against its cage.

Why was she here?

And why was I so... thrilled, but nervous at the same time?

I tried to calm the racing tempo of my pulse.

I took a deep breath, attempting to detect any change in the air. The usual morning smells of the kitchen remained, but as the front door opened and closed, a subtle floral scent drifted in—light and familiar.

Mom's footsteps approached with another set of lighter, hesitant ones. When they entered the kitchen, I found myself staring at Candy, trying not to look too obvious.

Her shoulder-length hair framed her face, capturing the light in a shimmer of dark brown hues. She wore a pastel pink cardigan over a white dress that stopped just above her knees, paired with matching pastel sneakers. It suited her—soft and feminine. She looked both vulnerable and strong at the same time.

Candy met my gaze briefly, then looked away, her cheeks tinted a soft rose.
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"I'm sorry for coming unannounced," she murmured, her voice quiet but tinged with a certain maturity that wasn't there the last time we spoke.

My mom, ever the doting figure, ushered Candy to sit at the table. "Nonsense! You're always welcome here." Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she gave me a pointed look, one that spoke volumes—'Be nice and talk to her.'

As I processed the sudden turn of events, Candy's soft voice broke through my internal monologue.

"I actually came over to ask if... if Loli would come with me to a Halloween party tomorrow." She hesitated, biting her lip. "As a plus one. I know it's sudden, but... I don't really have anyone to go with since... you know, since I transitioned."

Silence thickened in the room, only punctuated by the distant hum of the fridge. Memories of our past bubbled up—days of innocent play, shared secrets, and mutual trust. But those days felt like they belonged to a different lifetime.

My mom shot me a look, one I recognized instantly. It was the 'Don't even think about saying no' look.

I cleared my throat, choosing my words carefully.

"Yeah, of course, Candy. I'd love to." Inside, a whirlwind of emotions battled.

Was this a bridge back to our past?

Or a path to something new?

She smiled, relief evident in her eyes. “Thank you, Loli. It means a lot.”

The nickname from her lips felt different—warm, intimate, nostalgic. For the first time in a long while, being called 'Loli' didn’t seem so bad.

The remnants of breakfast lay scattered across the table—stray syrup drips, crumpled napkins, and the aromatic remnants of freshly brewed coffee that still lingered in the air. As the last bite of pancake dissolved on my tongue, a curious idea took form.

“Hey, Candy,” I began, pushing away from the table and nodding towards the front door, “wanna chat on the porch for a bit?”

She looked taken aback, but after a moment's hesitation, she nodded. “Sure, Loli.”

We stepped out, and the cool morning air greeted us. It smelled of dew and the earthy promise of autumn. The porch wood felt grainy under my feet, and the early sun made the railing warm to the touch. The slight creak of the swing as we settled down was a familiar comfort.

“So,” I began, leaning back and stretching my legs out in front of me, “this party you mentioned. Where’s it happening? And who’s hosting?”

She pulled her cardigan tighter around her, her fingers playing nervously with the hem.

“It's being hosted by Nikki Crescent. You might not know her, but she's my second favorite author of transgender romance.” Her eyes sparkled with excitement.
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“And my top favorite, Lilly Lustwood, is going to be there!”

A chirping bird provided a brief musical interlude. I could taste the anticipation in the air—it was a cocktail of nervous energy and hopeful expectations.

“And there will be games, with some seriously cool prizes.” She paused, looking straight at me.

“I'm hoping to win the breast augmentation surgery. There’s also an iPhone 15 Pro Max up for grabs and other cash prizes.”

I snapped to attention. “Wait, iPhone 15? Seriously?”

She laughed, a light, melodic sound. “Yes. It's super exclusive.”

“Hell, we should definitely go then!”

But her enthusiasm dimmed a little, her fingers intertwining as she fumbled for words.

“There’s a catch…”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “What is it?”

She took a deep breath, the air slightly tremulous as she exhaled.

“Well, Nikki is... a hardcore lesbian. She only invites cis and trans girls to her parties. So, for you to come... you'd have to dress up like a girl and pretend to be trans for the night.”

I blinked, stunned, processing the proposal. “Wait, what!?”

Candy chuckled, but there was an undertone of nervousness. “I know, it sounds wild. But it's just one night, and I could help you with the look.”

I ran a hand through my hair, feeling its texture as a million thoughts buzzed through my mind.

Dressing up?

Pretending?

It was insane. Yet, the allure of the iPhone, and more importantly, being there for Candy and having her back in my life, weighed on my decision.

“Alright,” I sighed, “let’s do it.”

Her face lit up with a mix of relief and excitement.

“Awesome! But we have to start preparing now. The party’s tomorrow!”

I groaned, “Why so soon?”

She gave me a once-over, her gaze appraising.

“Given the work we need to do, we're already late.”

I sat there, puzzled, suddenly wondering what I had gotten myself into.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

AS WE STEPPED OFF my family’s manicured lawn and made our way across the street, I couldn't help but contrast our two worlds. Our house, grand and ostentatious, a symbol of my father’s success. Candy’s, modest but cozy—a reflection of her family’s simpler life.
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The old wooden steps of the Brandt’s porch groaned a little under our weight, and I caught the scent of a blooming spinach plant nestled beside the entrance. The doorbell echoed with a familiar chime I remembered from childhood. Within moments, the door swung open.

“Loli!” Mrs. Brandt's voice was rich with warmth, the years falling away as she pulled me into a tight embrace. The familiar scent of her lavender perfume enveloped me.

“Oh, it’s been so long. Look at you, all grown up and very handsome!”

I laughed, feeling a hint of my younger self bubble up to the surface.

“Hey, Mrs. Brandt. It’s good to see you. It ain’t that long, maybe just over a year?” I tried to recall.

Candy watched us with a smile, her eyes sparkling with unspoken words. The gentle rustling of her dress was the only sound as her mother and I continued our reunion.

“You hungry, Loli? I just baked a fresh batch of oatmeal cookies,” Mrs. Brandt asked, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes.

“Actually, I just had breakfast, Mrs. Brandt. But I’ll take some home.”

Candy cleared her throat, her voice carrying a note of urgency. “Mom, Loli and I have to discuss something upstairs. It's... important.”

Mrs. Brandt's brows knitted in mild confusion, but she waved us on.

“Alright then. It's really good to see you again. Don't be a stranger now, okay?”

The slight creaking of the staircase underfoot and the hushed murmurs of family photos on the walls accompanied us as Candy led the way to her room. I couldn't shake off the feeling of nostalgia that gripped me. It felt both new and familiar, like stepping back into a room you'd forgotten but once cherished.

The shift from Candy’s old artsy room to the new one was like stepping into an entirely different world. The pale pastel shades on the walls, the plush soft toys lining the bed, the intricate lace curtains filtering the sunlight—everything screamed 'girly.'
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I took a moment, absorbing the transformation, contrasting it with the shared memories of video game marathons and sleepovers.

Among the trinkets and makeup on her dresser, I spotted a frame. Our younger selves, grinning wide, probably after one of our legendary backyard adventures. I felt a tug at my heartstrings, realizing that through all the changes, our bond was something she still cherished.

I smirked, a little flattered, "Still keeping that embarrassing photo, huh?"

She shot me a playful glare, “I’m not embarrassed by it.”

We both shared a brief laugh, but then her demeanor changed. She seemed more hesitant, more... vulnerable.

"Loli," she began, biting her lower lip, "There's something else we need to do for the party."

I raised an eyebrow, anticipating. "What's that?"

She took a deep breath. "We need to... remove your body hair."

I blinked, letting the words sink in. "Woah, wait, what!?"

Candy sighed, her fingers playing with the hem of her dress.

“Look, Nikki is sharp. She'll know in a heartbeat if you're faking. If you have whiskers and all...” She trailed off, letting the implication hang in the air.

As the weight of her words settled in, the room's ambient scents—a mix of her perfume and scented candles—felt overwhelming. The soft texture of her carpet against my sneakers was the only grounding sensation.

I wrestled with the thought. Part of me wanted to bolt, but another part, the part that cherished our history and longed for our rekindled friendship, made me stay.

"Okay," I sighed, trying to sound more confident than I felt. "Let's do it."

Her eyes lit up with surprise and relief. "Really?"

"Yeah, but if this hurts, you owe me big time."
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She chuckled, "Deal. Now, you'll need to undress."

I froze, the reality hitting me again. "Wait, like, everything?"

She smirked, trying to keep the atmosphere light, "Don’t be shy. Nothing I haven’t seen before. I'll just heat up the wax."

Closing my eyes, I braced myself for the next phase of our impromptu makeover session.

The sensation of warm wax spreading on my skin was strange. The sensation of it being ripped away? Excruciating. Every strip from my face sent jolts of electricity down my spine, and I couldn't stifle my reactions.

“Yeeeowch! Candy, are you trying to kill me here?” I exclaimed, my voice echoing off her pastel-colored walls.

She tried to stifle her laughter, but her eyes were dancing with mischief.

“Stop being such a baby. We've only just begun.”

The scent of the wax, slightly sweet, mixed with the underlying fragrance of Candy's room. It wasn’t particularly unpleasant, but each time I caught a whiff, it was a reminder of the torture awaiting me.

“Armpits next!” Candy announced with way too much enthusiasm.

"Oh, joy," I muttered, feeling the warm gooey wax spread across one of my most sensitive areas. And then, as she pulled, I swear my soul momentarily left my body.

“Holy—Candy, are you sure there's not another way!?” I half-joked, half-pleaded.

She rolled her eyes, focusing intently on my chest.

“For the look we’re going for? Nope.”

Time seemed to slow as she worked her way down: chest, back, and legs. Each pull of the strip brought a new wave of discomfort, but our shared laughter and bickering dulled the pain. Between the sharp stings and silly debates about who had the higher pain tolerance, it began to feel like old times.

Candy's giggles, the playful prods, the shared moments–it was all so reminiscent of our younger years.

Finally, as she pulled the last strip from my leg, I let out a sigh of relief.
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"We done?"

She nodded, her face softening. “Thank you, Loli.”

It caught me off guard. The seriousness, the vulnerability. Tears pooled in her eyes as she stepped closer and wrapped her arms around me.

The soft texture of her dress against my newly-waxed skin, her light floral scent, the muted sounds of the world outside–it all faded as I found myself lost in the embrace.

As she pulled away, there was a warm fluttering sensation in my stomach, and I couldn’t help but blush. We'd been through so much, and this moment felt like a bridge, mending the rift that had once threatened to tear us apart forever.

Later that night, the dim glow of my room’s ambient lights created a soft aura, but it did little to settle the turmoil inside. I tossed and turned in my sheets, their cool fabric gliding smoothly against my newly waxed skin. Candy's face kept flashing before my eyes. Her smile, her tears, the way she looked when she was focused—every detail was etched vividly in my mind.

Am I gay for feeling this way about her? I thought, the question echoing in the silence of my room. The soft hum of the air conditioner was the only audible sound, and yet, internally, a storm was brewing.

But Candy’s not just anyone, I argued with myself. She’s like a sister. We practically grew up together. The memories we shared, the history between us, it made everything so complex.

Still, as I recalled the touch of her hands, the softness in her voice, and the spark in her eyes, I couldn't deny the attraction. She was undeniably beautiful. The kind of beauty that wasn't just skin deep but radiated from her soul.

Desperate for a distraction, I reached for my phone on the bedside table. I quickly opened YouTube, typing in 'iPhone 15 specs.' As video reviews started to populate my feed, my confidence grew. I’m definitely winning that phone, I thought.

As I dived into the world of tech reviews and phone comparisons, I absentmindedly ran my hands over my legs, appreciating the unusual smoothness.

Not bad, actually, I mused, momentarily distracted from the swirling vortex of emotions.

But no matter how much I tried to immerse myself in the world of pixels, processors, and camera specs, Candy’s face kept slipping into my thoughts.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

CANDY'S FACE LINGERED in the corners of my dreams, more real than the fiction my mind had concocted. We were in an endless field of sunflowers, her laughter the sweetest melody. Just as our fingers brushed against each other, a familiar voice jarred me back to reality.
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"Loli! Loli!" My mother's persistent calls cut through the haze of sleep.

With a frustrated groan, I sat up, rubbing my face.

"Mom, for the last time, stop calling me that!"

Dragging myself out of bed, I shuffled to the mirror. Despite the sleep still clinging to my eyes, I couldn't help but notice how my face seemed... different. More defined, perhaps?

The absence of stubble and smoothness of my skin gave me an odd sense of confidence.

"Today's the day," I whispered to my reflection. I had promised Candy I'd see her after breakfast.

I took my time in the shower, letting the hot water cascade over me. Every drop seemed to erase the doubts, the memories of bullies, the weight of high school politics. I scrubbed away remnants of yesterday and lathered in hopes for today.

As the steamy water enveloped me, the scent of my regular shower gel seemed insufficient. I needed something more, something memorable.

On a whim, I darted into my dad's bathroom post-shower. A dash of his aftershave–crisp and clean, and a spritz of his most sophisticated cologne. The deep, musky scent was a far cry from my usual light, sporty fragrances, but it felt right. Mature, even.

After a brief wardrobe battle, I settled on a sleek button-down shirt that hugged my torso just right and the darkest pair of jeans I owned.

"Dress to impress, right?" I mused, giving myself one final once-over in the mirror.

Doubts tried to creep in, but I silenced them with a newfound determination. Candy had seen me in basketball shorts and sweaty jerseys. Today, she'd see a different side of Lawrence Smith. Or, as my mom would annoyingly put it, Loli.

Moments later, I hesitated on Candy's doorstep, took a deep breath, and then knocked. Seconds felt like minutes until the door opened to reveal Candy, her eyes widening in evident surprise.

"Wow, Loli," she said, her voice dripping with genuine admiration.

"You look... very handsome today."
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I could feel the warmth flooding my cheeks. "Thanks," I managed, trying to sound nonchalant, though my heart raced.

She smirked, a playful glint in her eyes. "Too bad our goal today is to turn you pretty."

I chuckled, "Well, you have your work cut out for you then."

Following her inside, I was immediately struck by the explosion of colors and textures in her bedroom. Arrays of makeup products spread out like a professional studio, shapewear of various kinds, piles of lingerie, racks of dresses, and costumes hung meticulously. The scent of vanilla and lavender, possibly from a nearby candle, filled the air, and the room buzzed with a palpable excitement.

"So," I began, trying to distract myself from the overwhelming sensation, "what's the plan for you? What are you dressing up as?"

She held up a black leather leotard, her eyes shimmering with excitement.

"This! Paired with some killer boots. Lilly Lustwood is obsessed with leather in her books. Maybe, just maybe, this will get me noticed."

I whistled, trying to hide my growing nervousness.

"Sounds exciting. You're gonna turn heads for sure."

She smiled, her confidence a stark contrast to my internal anxiety.

"And as for you," she began, eyeing me thoughtfully, "Nikki has this thing for Cat Girls and Goth Maids."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "And that means...?"

She grinned devilishly. "A bit of both."

Images of lace, cat ears, and dark eyeliner filled my head.

Was I really about to do this?

I wasn't sure if I'd fit into the world of Nikki's likes or fantasies. But looking at Candy, her enthusiasm infectious, I knew I'd trust her with anything.

"Alright," I sighed, attempting to muster some bravado. "Let's do this."

Positioned in front of her vanity, I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. Not long after, the soft touch of her brush against my eyelids sent shivers down my spine.

"So," she began, her voice tinged with playfulness, "ever had your makeup done before?"

"Just that one time when we were kids using your mom’s makeup, and you tried to turn me into a clown," I shot back, the memory making me grin.

"Hey, I thought you looked adorable!"

We both chuckled, and the tension that had been building ever so slightly began to ease. With each stroke of her brush, each application of color, I felt the familiar dynamics of our friendship return, playful banter and all. The scent of her vanilla perfume mingled with the aroma of the makeup products, enveloping me in a gentle haze.

As she worked on my eyeliner, our faces drew closer. The proximity, the intimacy of the moment, our breaths mixing – it all felt so charged.

For a split second, I felt an overwhelming urge to close the remaining distance between us, to press my lips to hers. It was clear she felt it too; our eyes locked, and we froze. But just as quickly, she turned away, a small giggle escaping her lips. The moment passed, but the electricity remained.

"Alright," she said, regaining her composure.
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"Let's tackle the, uh, tucking part now."

I groaned. "Do we have to?"

"Yes!" She laughed, handing me some tape and a garment. The process was funny, a mix of awkwardness and humor. We couldn't stop laughing, even when I yelped in surprise or discomfort.

“Why the fuck are you hard?!” she jested.

“I don’t know, maybe because you’re touching it,” I returned.

“Eww,” she said under her breath.

Once the literal hard part was done, it was on to the shapewear.

“Okay, before you get the wrong idea, let’s move on,” she announced. She laid out a cream panty with a built-in corset that she called a godsend.

“Don’t breathe,” she whispered.

The tight fabric hugged me, molding me into a shape I hadn't thought possible. For some, the textile magic worked and I was able to achieve an hourglass shape.

Next, the dress–a cute gothic maid dress with frills and laces. It was way easier to wear that I didn’t need her assistance anymore. It was my very first time to wear a dress and it was quicker feat than I expected.

Finally, Candy placed a long, blonde wig on my head, brushing it out and styling it to perfection. "You know," she said, "Nikki really has a thing for blondes with blue eyes. You're one lucky guy. Or should I say, girl?"

I smirked, adjusting the wig. "Well, when in Rome..."

She added the finishing touch, placing cat ears on my head. They felt soft against my newly smooth skin.

"Done!" she exclaimed, stepping back to admire her handiwork.

"You look... amazing."

I turned to face the mirror, and for a moment, I didn't recognize the reflection staring back. The transformation was astounding.
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"Thanks," I whispered, still taking it all in. "And Candy?"

She tilted her head, a curious look in her eyes. "Yeah?"

"I missed this, I missed us." I said, offering a sincere smile.

She beamed back, the joy evident on her face. "No, Loli, thank you."

While waiting for Candy to finish her final touches, my curiosity drew me to a book on her nightstand. The shiny, glossy cover read The Girly Guide 2 by Lilly Lustwood and Nikki Crescent. Flipping it open, I skimmed through pages detailing the nuances of feminization–makeup tips, dressing guidelines, even emotional advice.

Lost in the guidebook's depths, I nearly missed the soft click of her bathroom door. Looking up, my eyes went wide. There stood Candy, donning a red leather leotard that clung to her every curve.

Thigh-high boots added inches to her stature, and devil horns perched atop her head. Somehow, the ensemble didn't strike fear in me. Instead, it rendered a different reaction entirely.

Damn. She was breathtakingly sexy.
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Candy raised an eyebrow, catching my lingering gaze. "What?"

I blinked, trying to find words. "Nothing, ah... nothing."

She smirked, likely seeing right through me.

"So, are we taking your car or mine?" I asked.

With a fleeting glance outside, where my modest sedan sat, I ventured, "Or… how about my dad's?"

Her eyes sparkled, a shy excitement evident. "You mean the Jaguar?"

"Sounds fun, right?" The naughty idea thrilled me.

Nodding, she said, "Definitely."

We tiptoed through my house, sneaking around like mischievous kids trying to escape notice. I grabbed the Jaguar's keys, but as we reached the front door, a familiar voice halted us.

"What in the world are you wearing, Loli?"

It was my mom, her tone a blend of astonishment and exasperation. Without skipping a beat, I tossed back, "Bye, Mom! We'll be back by 1."

"LOLI!" she shouted, but by then, Candy and I were already laughing, dashing out the door and into the sleek black car. The evening was just beginning, and the promise of adventure lay ahead.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

MANEUVERING MY DAD’S JAGUAR along the highway, I couldn’t help but marvel at the sensation. The purr of the engine was visceral, the leather seat molding to my form. “Sweet,” I mused aloud, reveling in the ride.

Candy looked around, taking in the plush interiors with wide eyes.
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“This is so cool! Your dad’s really big-time, huh?”

I smirked, “Seems like it.”

The road unfurled before us, the sleek streets of Salem giving way to unfamiliar terrain.

“Ever been to Providence before?” I asked her.

She shook her head, her devil horns wobbling slightly.

“Nope. First time for everything, I guess.”

As we continued driving, the vibe of the season grew more prominent. The roadsides were lined with houses boasting jack-o-lanterns and scarecrows, the flickering candlelight casting eerie shadows.

Every porch seemed to compete in a silent battle of Halloween decor, the sight of which got us even more into the festive mood.

Feeling around in her purse, Candy pulled out something familiar.

“Want some?” she dangled a Snickers bar before me.

I cast a playful glance, my hands firmly on the steering wheel.

“Yeah, can you open it for me?”

She unwrapped it, and holding it up to my face, I noticed her smirk. Getting the hint, I opened my mouth, allowing her to feed me. The combination of the nutty chocolate hitting my taste buds and the warmth of her touch created a surprisingly sweet moment.

“Driving in heels is wild,” I commented, trying to adjust my feet, the heels creating an unfamiliar arch. “Should I take them off?”

“It’s up to you,” Candy replied, glancing down at my footgear.
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“Nah, I don’t want to ruin the stockings.” I confessed, somewhat surprised by my own words. Truth be told, there was an unexpected comfort in the snugness of the stockings against my skin, a sensation I was beginning to appreciate.

An hour and a half later, the gigantic gate loomed in front of us. I slowed down the car, looking at Candy with raised eyebrows.

“Is this the right address?”

She glanced at her phone, “Google Maps says so.”

Rolling down the window, I hailed the security guard.

“Hey man, we’re here Nikki’s Halloween Party?”

The guard eyed us both, his gaze lingering a tad longer on me, much to my discomfort.

“You’re early. Party doesn't start until 7. There’s a cafe nearby, or you can wait here.”

Taking his advice, we made our way to the nearest coffee shop. Standing in line, Candy turned to me, “What do you want?”

“Whatever you’re ordering. Just… not a Pumpkin Spice Latte,” I grimaced playfully.

She pouted, “But that’s what I want!”

“Ughh, women.” I mockingly rolled my eyes, and we both chuckled.

While sipping our drinks, I couldn't help but notice a couple of guys from a nearby table eyeing us. Their gaze kept switching between Candy and me. In my mind, I kept thinking, "Are they...? No way."

Then, one of them, apparently the braver of the two, approached.

“Hey ladies, mind if we join you?”

I stiffened. This was uncharted territory for me. As they tried to flirt with both of us, I felt a pang of jealousy, coupled with a dash of confusion. Trying to think of a way out, I cleared my throat, and in my deepest, manliest voice, replied, “We’re kind of in the middle of something, bro.”
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The guys looked taken aback, and after a moment of awkward silence, they scurried off. Candy burst into laughter, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

“Nice save!”

I shrugged, trying to hide my grin.

“Nobody gets between me and my Pumpkin Spice Latte.”

We settled back into our conversation. "You know Bree, right?" I started, feeling a tinge of sadness.

"She's in London now, studying. We... broke up."

Candy's expression softened, "I'm sorry, Loli."

Shaking off the melancholy, I asked, “How about you? What’s been happening?”

“Not much. School, you know?” She hesitated for a moment.

"And, well, I’ve been visiting my endocrinologist, getting my meds."

I raised an eyebrow, "Meds?"

"Yeah, hormones," she said, her voice a mix of pride and vulnerability.

"They've been amazing. Everything feels more... me, you know?"

Honestly, I didn't know. But looking at her, seeing the fire and determination in her eyes, I felt admiration. For her strength, her journey, her authenticity. We might have been on different paths, but tonight, we were on the same road.

Hours later, the gravel crunched beneath my shoes as I awkwardly tried to navigate the path in heels. Why did they have to be so painful?

One step, another step. I tried to look graceful, but it felt like I was learning to walk all over again. I began to wobble, my ankle threatening to betray me at any moment.

"Here," Candy whispered, extending her hand. "Hold onto me."

I took her hand gratefully. Her grip was reassuring, grounding me. The night around us was nothing short of enchanting. Overhead, a canopy of stars shimmered against the inky black sky, casting their gentle glow on the garden below.

The gentle hum of voices mixed with the soft splashing of water from an opulent fountain, illuminated by underwater lights, its waters dancing and sparkling. The grandeur of the place was almost overwhelming.
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The venue was filled with women, a mesmerizing blend of fantasy and reality. It was as if every Halloween character had sprung to life: there were witches in long, sweeping gowns with pointed hats, mermaids with shimmering tails, fairies in iridescent outfits, and more.

The air was heady with a mix of perfumes, the sweet scent of blooming flowers, and the distant aroma of gourmet food.

"Look," Candy whispered, pointing to a woman dressed in a long white dress, her face obscured by a crimson veil, "She looks like the femme fatale from that vintage film!"

"And there," I pointed, "a zombie bride!"

Before we could take in more, a waitress, dressed in a bunny girl costume, approached us, a tray in her hand.

"Bags for candy," she said with a smile, handing us two small, ornate bags.

"Thank you," I replied, feeling a knot of anxiety in my stomach. The real reason we were here suddenly felt so much more significant amidst the glamour and spectacle.

Candy leaned in, her voice barely audible over the din, "Nervous?"

"Terrified," I admitted, trying to keep the tremble out of my voice.

She gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. "Together, okay?"

I nodded. I wanted to say together, always, and cross pinky fingers with her, but I didn’t want to overwhelm her.

Moments later, the rhythmic hum of chattering voices was suddenly drowned out by the thumping bass of "Baby" by Justin Bieber. The song echoed through the opulent grounds, bouncing off marble statues and the glassy surfaces of water features.

I glanced at Candy, her eyes widened in surprise.

"I really thought Nikki was into rock," she murmured, her voice barely audible over the music.

"Oh?" I replied, my eyebrows raised in amusement. As we exchanged glances, a collective gasp from the crowd pulled our attention back to the main entrance.
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A majestic, gilded elephant made its way toward the center of the garden, its tusks ornately decorated, its every step causing the ground to resonate softly beneath my feet. I could smell the faint muskiness of the beast, mixing intriguingly with the floral scents of the evening.

On its back, glowing like a goddess in the night, was Nikki Crescent, the bestselling author of transgender romance. Her skin shimmered under the ambient lights, her dress flowing ethereally behind her, catching the faint night breeze.

As the elephant drew closer, the beats of the song melded perfectly with the pounding of my heart, the vibration of excitement palpable in the air.

The magnificent creature came to a halt, and four muscular men dressed in traditional Indian garb swiftly stepped forward, their biceps flexing as they effortlessly helped Nikki descend. Their synchronized movements, combined with Nikki's regal aura, left me awestruck.

Soon, she gracefully stepped onto a nearby podium, her presence commanding the attention of every single person in the vicinity. The music faded, and her voice, clear and confident, filled the space.
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"Good evening, everyone!" Nikki exclaimed, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!” Candy screamed as she fangirled over her second favorite author.

"Are we all ready to play, win, and have the most fabulous spooky fun tonight?!"

The crowd erupted in cheers, the sheer energy of the moment sending shivers down my spine. I felt Candy squeeze my hand, her grip tight with anticipation, and together, we eagerly waited for the night's festivities to unfold.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

NIKKI'S VOICE RANG OUT, dripping with a playful arrogance that was hard to hate. "Thank you all for keeping my books on top of the charts! You truly have impeccable taste," she teased with a wink, laughter rippling through the audience.

"Now," she continued, her tone growing more serious, "it's time to announce the prizes!" The crowd leaned in, hanging onto every word.

"But before we get to that," Nikki smirked, "there's a little twist—an elimination round."

Candy and I exchanged uneasy glances. An elimination round?

"After my grand exit atop this beauty," she patted the elephant affectionately, "the doors to the Lipstick Labyrinth will open." Her eyes gleamed mischievously. "Navigate it, and make sure you wear the right Halloween shade of lipstick by the end or face elimination."

I whispered to Candy, "What the actual fuck?!"
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As Nikki rode away, the tent doors opened, revealing the entrance to the daunting labyrinth. Darkness engulfed the corridors, and the scarce light revealed Halloween horrors at every turn.

“Halloween shade? Probably orange,” I suggested. Candy nodded, her hands gripping my arm.

The scent of burning candles mixed with the faintest hint of old perfume and something metallic-blood? The ground felt uneven beneath my heels, making me stumble more than once.

Inside, the maze pulsated with an intense energy. Ghostly apparitions jumped out, handing out lipsticks, their whispery voices chilling my spine. The flashing lights and dense crowd made it nearly impossible to discern the different shades.

"We need to stick together," Candy shouted over the din. "Find the orange lipstick!"

A burly ghoul pushed me roughly, nearly separating me from Candy.

"Get off!" I yelled, fighting my way back to her side.

I managed to snag an orange lipstick from a spectral figure. Quickly uncapping it, I swiped the vibrant hue across my lips, the cool wax contrasting against my warm skin. I hoped it was the right shade.
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As we neared the end, the tension palpable, I noticed Candy's lips-they were unmistakably pink. Panic surged within me. Looking down, I realized the other lipsticks had been snatched from my bag.

Making a split-second decision, I grabbed Candy's face.

"Trust me," I whispered, before wiping off her lipstick with my hand. Without hesitations, I pressed my lips against hers. It was desperate, quick, ensuring my orange pigment smeared onto her lips.

We pulled away, both flushed. The guard at the exit glanced at our lips, nodding in approval. We'd made it.

Catching my breath, I stammered, "I'm sorry, Candy... you had the wrong shade and I-"

"No, it's okay," she whispered back, her cheeks a deep shade of rose.

"Thank you."

The dizzying events of the maze were suddenly overshadowed by that stolen moment, leaving us both in a world of our own.

Moments later, the next figures who ascended another podium could've stepped straight out of an OnlyFans account. One looked straight out of a Victoria’s Secret catalog, her black lacy lingerie covering her dangerous curves paired with ink-black wings.

Next to her stood a woman who looked every bit of a sexy witch, draped in a dark barely-there robe and a pointed hat that tilted just so, her eyes dancing with mischief.

The dark angel cleared her throat. "Good evening, ladies and those of you who are daring enough to join us in this femme world tonight." Her voice was like velvet, smooth with a hint of teasing menace.
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"I am Jane Futa, a fellow transgender romance author," she continued, giving a dramatic flourish that sent her wings into a flutter.
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The witch giggled next to her, her eyes twinkling in the moonlight. "And I'm Kenzie McKay, the people’s favorite author," she chimed in with a playful grin—causing Jane to roll her eyes.

Candy leaned into me, her excitement palpable.

"I've read their books too!" she whispered.

"Look at Jane in her signature black lace lingerie from her book covers! And Kenzie... of course she'd be a witch! Her tales of magical feminization are legendary."

I smiled, intrigued by these new characters in the evening's unfolding drama.

Kenzie cleared her throat dramatically.

"Apologies, darlings. Nikki was meant to introduce the next round but had a tiny... wardrobe malfunction." The crowd chuckled, the atmosphere light.

"But never fear, the game continues!"

Jane stepped forward, a mischievous gleam in her eye.

"Now, for the next task—the Candy Stick hunt. And no," she winked, glancing at Kenzie, "we're not referring to any magical sticks tonight." Laughter filled the air.

The crowd shifted anxiously. Candy gripped my arm, anticipation written across her face. Jane continued, "Only ten Candy Sticks are hidden outside the mansion. Find one, and you're guaranteed to proceed. And if you happen to find more than one? Well, you can decide to be generous... or eliminate the competition."

A collective gasp ran through the crowd. The stakes had been raised.

This was turning out to be way more than just a Halloween party. It was a game, a challenge, and amidst the laughter, excitement, and aromatic scents of autumn, I could feel the thrill of competition setting in.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

CANDY AND I QUICKLY huddled up, our heads close, mapping out our plan.

"We split up. Cover more ground that way," she whispered urgently, looking determined.

I eyed her, concern creeping in.

"You sure you'll be alright alone?"

She smirked, giving me a once-over.

"Question is, will you be okay in those heels?"
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I flexed my foot, testing the heel's strength on the gravel.

"Don't want Nikki eliminating me because of runs in my stockings," I retorted with a cheeky grin. I could see in her eyes that winning the breast augmentation surgery meant everything to her.

And honestly? I wanted that for her as much as she did.

With a plan in place, we began our separate hunts for the elusive candy stick. As I darted through the gardens, the fragrance of blooming flowers and damp earth filling my nostrils, I caught a soft glow in the corner of my eye.

A woman, her skin radiant even in the shadows, stood by an outdoor sink. Her long, raven-black hair cascaded down her back, catching the faintest moonlight. Dressed similarly to Candy, she looked every inch the seductive succubus in her leather ensemble.

The orange tip of her cigarette glowed, the smoky tang of tobacco wafting my way.

"Hey," I called out cautiously, my heart thudding against my ribs.

"Everything okay?"
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She looked up, her almond-shaped eyes studying me for a moment. "Oh, hey! Yeah, I'm good," she replied with a light laugh, brushing a stray hair behind her ear.

I approached, noticing the wet dress she was diligently hand-washing.

"What happened?"

She sighed, rolling her eyes playfully.

"Nikki got a bit carried away with the chicken curry earlier. Spilled it all over her dress. I'm just trying to help her out."

I chuckled. "Nikki must have an insatiable appetite for Indian food, huh?"

The woman laughed, the sound soft and musical.

"You have no idea. Anyway, best of luck finding that Candy Stick." With a wink, she turned her attention back to the dress.

I was a few yards away when I heard an all too familiar excited squeal. Whirling around, I saw Candy approaching the woman by the sink. The color drained from my face as I realized who the woman was—Lilly Lustwood, the very name that adorned the spines of most of the books on Candy's shelf.

"Oh my God! You're Lilly Lustwood!" Candy gushed, her voice pitched high with excitement, her blue eyes wide and shimmering. "I'm such a HUGE fan! 'The First Lady', 'All Made Up', 'The Office Gurl'—all of them! They're just... AH!"

Lilly looked taken aback for a second, then chuckled, her laughter light and tinkling like the chime of bells. "Thank you, dear," she said, smiling warmly at Candy, clearly pleased. "I never thought I'd be recognized here, especially in this get-up!"

Candy looked her up and down, her eyes filled with admiration. "We're twinning!" she exclaimed, pointing to their matching outfits, her face glowing brighter than any Halloween jack-o'-lantern.

The sight, the smell of the damp earth, the distant music, and the shared joy in their voices painted a magical scene. I felt a tickle in my nose, the scent of Lilly's perfume reminding me of lavender and warm summer nights.
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Lilly leaned in conspiratorially, glancing around before whispering, "Listen, don't tell anyone, especially Nikki. But... there's a candy stick just behind that bush." She discreetly pointed towards a bush nearby.

Candy's mouth fell open in a delighted O, and she quickly made her way to the bush, returning with a triumphant grin and the coveted Candy Stick clutched in her hand.

"We should head in before we're caught," Lilly advised, still grinning.

Candy, still looking starstruck, nodded.

"It was so amazing meeting you, Lilly. Seriously, a dream come true!"

Lilly's eyes sparkled, "Likewise, darling. See you inside!"

As they parted ways, I rushed over to Candy, both of us bubbling over with excitement. Sometimes, the most unexpected meetings turn out to be the most memorable ones. And tonight was turning out to be one hell of a night.

The heat of the evening was intensifying, making the insides of my wig feel like the Sahara at noon. I could feel the sweat beading on my forehead as I adjusted the wig, trying to grant my scalp some respite. Candy had dashed off in another direction, both of us with a mission in mind—get the candy sticks.

I raced down garden paths, past opulent fountains that whispered promises of cool relief, past towering topiaries and moonlit statues that looked hauntingly alive. The sound of rustling leaves and the distant chatter made me feel like I was in a nocturnal maze.

Suddenly, a scarecrow came into view, and like a moth to a flame, I made a beeline for it. At the same time, another figure, a woman with shimmering silver hair, rushed towards the same scarecrow.

As I neared it, without hesitating, I began tearing at its clothes, frantically searching the pockets. My fingers finally closed around the candy stick!

I was ecstatic, jumping up and down in my heels and not caring if they broke, the sheer joy momentarily distracting me from the heat and discomfort.

The silver-haired woman, defeated, muttered, "Ugh, I hate this!" before storming off, the disappointment evident in her voice

Clutching the stick, I went in search of Candy. Spotting her, we exchanged triumphant grins, both of us having secured a candy stick.

"Dude, I can't believe we both found one!" she exclaimed.
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"I know right? My heart's racing. That was wild!" I replied, laughing.

The taste of victory was sweet. Deciding we didn’t want to tempt fate further, we chose to wait for the announcement, rather than going on another wild goose chase. The soft murmur of conversations and distant giggles provided the perfect background noise as we talked.

Suddenly, the spotlight was back on the podium. Lilly, glowing as ever, was joined by a delicate-looking figure dressed as a geisha. The meticulous detail of her attire and the intricate makeup made her look ethereal.
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"Good evening again! I’m here with a dear friend and another wonderful author, Yumi Cox," Lilly beamed, introducing her friend.

Yumi, clearly a bit overwhelmed by the attention, gave a slight bow, her voice soft as she introduced herself, "Konnichiwa. It's an honor to be here."

"Alright, darlings, time to show off your candy sticks!" Lilly's voice brought everyone back to the task at hand.

As people began displaying their hard-earned sticks, I couldn't help but notice a fiery redhead dressed as a fairy, brandishing three candy sticks with pride.

An octopus lady, tentacles and all, wiggled four sticks. And a serene-looking woman dressed as Cinderella held one aloft.

But Candy and I, we were just grateful to be in the game. Sometimes, it isn’t about having the most; it’s about the joy of the chase and the memories you make along the way.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE EVENING'S ATMOSPHERE felt like a mix between a regal ball and a carnival, with twinkling fairy lights and the sound of playful laughter echoing in the distance. Just as the previous excitement started to settle, two striking women ascended the podium.

The redhead, with hair cascading like a fiery waterfall, was garbed as a radiant unicorn. Beside her stood the brunette, exuding a confident, rustic charm in her cowgirl attire.

"Evening, y'all!" the brunette greeted with a twang, tipping her hat.
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"I'm Ava Hayes."

"And I'm Keary Hayes," chimed in the redhead, her voice melodic.

I couldn't help but assume a connection, given the surname. But, as if reading my mind, Ava clarified, "Oh, and before y'all start speculating, we ain't sisters. Just a coincidence!" They both laughed, the sound infectious.

Keary, her unicorn horn gleaming under the spotlight, continued, "And she didn’t ride me all the way to Nikki’s mansion!” Everyone’s laughter was cut abruptly when she went on.

“Now, we hate to be the bearers of bad news, but for those of you who didn't make the cut, better luck next time!"

Ava then interjected, her grin a little wicked, "But for those of you still in the game, get ready to ditch those Party City wigs 'cause we're gifting y'all some top-of-the-line, real blonde hair wigs!"

My heart raced. A mix of dread and thrill rushed through me as I tried to process the twist. Candy and I exchanged surprised looks. The smell of the evening flowers felt more potent, the chirp of the crickets louder, and the distant murmur of the crowd felt like it was closing in on me.
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"And that's not all," Keary continued, excitement evident in her voice.

"Once you're all dolled up, we want to see who can be the prettiest blonde... by doing a dance number!"

Crap. My heart sank.

I leaned towards Candy, whispering, "I can't dance to save my life."

She grimaced, replying, "Neither can I. We're in the same sinking boat." We shared a brief laugh, but the weight of the challenge bore down on us.

The crowd buzzed with chatter and excitement but my apprehension was more palpable.

Ava and Keary exchanged mischievous smiles.

"Good luck, girls!" Keary exclaimed, the mischief evident in her eyes.

As Candy and I were ushered in separate directions, I felt a pang of anxiety. "Good luck," she whispered, her voice shaking slightly.

"You too," I replied, trying to keep my composure.

I was guided into a plush dressing room with soft cream walls, dimmed lights, and the faint scent of vanilla wafting through the air. The room was flooded with the golden glow of makeup lights.

I could hear the muted hum of partygoers outside, a reminder of the ongoing extravaganza.

"Hey there!" A voice chirped, pulling me out of my daze. Standing in front of me was a vivacious woman with curly hair pulled up into a messy bun and a streak of blue eyeliner.

"I'm Maria," she said, extending a perfectly manicured hand.

"Your fairy godmother for the night."

I shook her hand, her grip firm.

"Loli, I mean, Lawrence, I mean, Loli," unsure of who I was anymore.

“I prefer Loli,” she said.
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Maria moved around the room, gathering a variety of makeup products and brushes.

"So, darling," she began, her voice dripping with curiosity, "What's the look you're going for tonight? Sultry? Innocent? Somewhere in between?"

"I guess I'm just aiming to be the best blonde bombshell," I replied with a nervous chuckle.

Maria shot me a knowing smile.

"Don't you worry. I'll have you looking drop-dead gorgeous." As she worked, I could feel the soft bristles of brushes, the coolness of makeup products, and her fingers deftly crafting my new look.

Midway through the transformation, she leaned back, examining her work, and sighed, "You know, I don't really get this whole book thing. I mean, I'm here for the paycheck. Nikki is generous, to say the least."

I tilted my head, intrigued.

"Oh? Not a fan of her work?"

Maria shrugged, "I'm not much for reading, to be honest. But this gig? It's fabulous. Except…" she hesitated, leaning in closer as if sharing a state secret, "...the food. I mean, it's all Indian. Where's the good ol' pumpkin pie, right?"

I chuckled, my nerves eased by her candidness.

"I guess we all have our preferences."

Maria smirked, "You bet. Now, let's finish up this look and get you back out there."

As she finalized my makeup, I felt a mix of anticipation and dread for the upcoming contest. But with Maria's artistry and my newfound confidence, I was ready to take on whatever the night had in store.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

EMERGING FROM THE DIMLY LIT dressing room, I blinked at the sudden brightness. But what really caught my attention was Candy. Adorned with a blonde wig, she looked otherworldly. I couldn't help but be drawn to her.

"Wow, Candy," I stammered, trying to find the right words, "You look... unbelievable."

She turned towards me, her eyes widening.

"Likewise, Loli! I hardly recognized you."

We both shared a nervous laugh. The weight of the impending dance contest pressed on us. Despite the nerves, a moment of clarity washed over me, "Look, whatever happens out there, we're taking home that prize."

Candy smiled, her teeth shining brilliantly against the backdrop of the garden lights.

"Absolutely! We'll give it our all."

The familiar, unmistakable tune of "Baby One More Time" suddenly echoed through the air, causing the crowd to erupt in delight. Curiosity got the better of us, and Candy and I sneaked a peek from behind the curtain.

And there, center stage, was Nikki herself. The image of her dancing in the iconic schoolgirl uniform sent waves of nostalgia through the crowd. Fans were in a frenzy, tossing candy onto the stage as if trying to sweeten the already electric atmosphere.

The intoxicating mix of perfumes, sweat, and excitement filled the air. Just behind us, two women were deep in conversation. One, with vibrant pink hair and a dominatrix outfit, took a drag from her cigarette, exhaling in clear impatience.
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"Good lord," she said, rolling her eyes, "When will this end? I've got a pumpkin pie waiting for me."

Beside her, a blonde lady in a belly dancing outfit let out a light chuckle.

"Don't be such a spoilsport, D.L."

Candy's face lit up, and she nudged me, "Loli! That's D.L. Savage and Ursula Lovelace!" She seemed to buzz with excitement as she approached them.

With Candy leading the charge, we introduced ourselves. D.L., eyes twinkling with mischief, greeted us, "Hey there, hi there. Good luck, girls."
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Ursula, giving us a once-over, added, "Honestly, I'm kinda jelly. That iPhone 15 is a beauty."

For a moment, amidst the whirlwind of anticipation and nerves, we all shared a genuine connection. A brief moment of camaraderie in the heart of chaos.

As Nikki's "Baby One More Time" came to a dramatic finish, fans were left frenzied, shouting for more. But the next personalities to take the stage were an unexpected pair. Stepping into the spotlight, one brunette and one blonde, both dressed casually in t-shirts, seized the crowd's attention.

The brunette, pointing to her shirt which bore the words "That Girl," smiled brightly.
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"Thank you for that… uhm… yeah, that, Nikki. Hey there, I'm Sophie Pert. Fellow author and, well, the only girl in the world."

Her blonde companion, C.C. Winters, chuckled and corrected, "No, Sophie, you'll never truly be that girl." Gesturing at her own t-shirt which boldly declared "Dickgirl," she smirked, "As you can see, I'm a one-of-a-kind girl. But let’s not get lost."

The breeze carried a blend of excitement, hints of fresh-cut grass, and anticipation. The garden lights shimmered, creating a dreamy haze around the stage.

C.C., with an air of cheeky confidence, continued, "Being the hottest and newest author in transgender romance, I have to thank Nikki for inviting us to her... farewell—oh, I mean Halloween party." Laughter erupted from the crowd.

Sophie added, "On a serious note, a big shout-out to all the incredible authors here tonight and of course, the fans. Your unwavering support for our books means the world. We hope you'll keep turning those pages."
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“And now, without further ado, let’s give it up for our Blonde Bombshells!” C.C. announced.

The crowd's applause was deafening, the emotion palpable.

The iconic notes of "I Put A Spell on You" began, echoing through the garden. The seductive and playful voices of Bette Midler, Sarah Jessica Parker, and Kathy Najimy filled the air, setting the stage ablaze with energy. My pulse raced, resonating with the rhythm of the beat.

Candy and I exchanged a brief, nervous glance before grabbing each other's hands and marching onto the stage. The sensation of her hand in mine was grounding, soft yet determined. The light from the mansion and garden fixtures illuminated the area, casting an ethereal glow on everyone, making the atmosphere surreal.

The crowd was a cacophony of cheers and excitement. I could feel the vibrations of their energy through the wooden stage under my heels, the sharp scent of excitement mixing with the sweet fragrances of the night.

Suddenly, Cinderella was beside us, her movements fluid as she executed a flawless split, her long dress billowing around her. The octopus lady wasn't far behind, her multiple arms gracefully guiding her through cartwheel after cartwheel. The fairy, with her wings catching the ambient light, twirled and spun, her movements a mesmerizing dance of light and shadow.

Feeling out of place and unsure, I locked eyes with Candy, searching for some form of reassurance or direction. The heady mix of music and adrenaline prompted an unexpected idea.

[image: disco balls disco lights no people]

“Let’s just enjoy the moment!” I said.

Taking the lead, I swept Candy into a fast-paced waltz. The world blurred as we spun, and the music seemed to wrap around us, isolating us in our shared moment.

The sensation of her fingers pressing into mine, our synchronized movements, the slight scent of her perfume—it all became a swirling blend of sensation and emotion.

The song's tempo pushed us, but our whirlwind waltz was more than just dance steps; it became a declaration. A proclamation of our determination, camaraderie, and the sheer joy of being alive in that moment.

The song ended all too soon, and as the final notes faded, the cheers of the audience felt like a warm embrace, validating our impromptu performance. Panting and flushed, we faced the crowd, their applause echoing in my ears and heart. I turned to Candy, grinning, "We really put a spell on them, didn't we?"
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“I think you’re the one who put a spell on me,” she said. Hearts beating in sync, she closed her eyes and puckered up. But before we could relish the moment, as if summoned by magic, Nikki herself in a pink dress glided onto the stage, her presence demanding immediate attention. I could taste the tang of anticipation in the air.

It was the moment we'd all been waiting for.

"Thank you, everyone, for being here," Nikki began, her voice carrying perky annoyance.

"Congrats to those who've made it this far. As for the others, better luck next time. Oh, and if anyone spots a curry stain on my dress," she glanced mischievously at Lilly, "Blame her! She's still working on her laundry skills."

Laughter rippled through the crowd once more. We were all on the edge of our seats.

[image: (sexy female American)) (25-years-old) ((long blon]

"And now," Nikki continued, her voice dropping a note, deepening the suspense, "The moment you've all been waiting for. The winner of my Halloween party is…"

Every beat of my heart felt like an eternity. The weight of the pause was suffocating. The culmination of the night's excitement hung in the balance, ready to tip...

"And the winner is... Cinderella!" she declared, "I've always had a soft spot for a girl who can split."

A roar of approval erupted from the crowd. Confetti fell from the sky, glinting in the stage lights, each piece reflecting the different hues from the surrounding gardens and mansion. The scent of champagne, soon to be uncorked in celebration, wafted in the breeze.

Beside me, Candy gave a slight, gracious nod towards Cinderella, her lips curving in a gentle smile. But our slight disappointment was overshadowed by a magnetic pull between us. Without thinking, I drew her close, and our lips met for the first time.

The world seemed to fade around us, the cheers and shouts becoming a distant hum. The taste of her lip gloss, sweet and slightly tangy, lingered on my lips, and the gentle scent of her hair filled my senses.

"I love you," I whispered against her lips.

"I love you too," she murmured back, her voice tinged with surprise and wonder.

Suddenly, cutting through our intimate moment was Nikki's voice.

"Now, for a special treat!" she announced, her tone dripping with faux modesty.

"I'm thinking of dropping an album soon. So, here's a little something I've been working on."
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And then she began to sing a cappella. The notes were... well, let's just say they weren't exactly on pitch. But there was a certain charm to her raw, unfiltered performance, which I could only describe as uniquely Nikki.

Amidst her warbling, chuckles bubbled up from various corners of the crowd. But no one seemed to mind too much—it was all in good fun. And as Nikki belted out her song, she shouted with unabashed enthusiasm, "Happy Halloween everyone! Enjoy the after-party!"

Candy and I, still lost in our own world, intertwined fingers and stepped off the stage, ready to dive into the night's festivities as a newly minted couple.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE EXPANSIVE DINING TABLE was an artwork of its own during the after-party—gleaming mahogany inlaid with intricate designs and set with fine china and crystal goblets that shimmered in the gentle candlelight. The aroma of spices swirled in the air—cumin, turmeric, cardamom. It was a feast that looked straight out of a regal Mughal court.
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“The party has arrived!” Clover Cox, another transgender romance author arrived—looking every inch of a disco diva with two bottles of Dom Perignon in her hands.

“I’m so sorry, Nikki, I got stuck in traffic.”

Nikki, ever the hospitable hostess stood up and offered an obligatory cheek-to-cheek kiss—annoyance evident on her visage.

As we all settled into our seats, the authors, dressed more casually now but still with the flair and eccentricity they'd displayed earlier, began sharing their stories. Laughter punctuated the tales, and there was a genuine warmth among everyone present.
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"So, Loli, Candy," another author who looked like Sarah Paulson named Lyka Bloom began, taking a sip of her wine.

"How did you two find yourselves here tonight?"

I cleared my throat, glancing at Candy with a shy smile.

"Well, Candy originally wanted to join for the breast augmentation surgery. But now, I think I might study to be a plastic surgeon and make her dreams come true."

Gasps of surprise and appreciation filled the room.

"Oh, Loli!" Candy whispered, her eyes glistening.

Lilly, visibly moved, got up and wrapped us both in a tender embrace.

"You two are truly special," she murmured.

As the main course was served, Nikki leaned forward.
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"I hope you're all enjoying the food. We've got spicy tikka masala, savory samosas, and, of course, my secret recipe for butter chicken."

D.L., with her unmistakable cheeky glint, raised an eyebrow.

"I thought there would be pumpkin pie?"

Nikki chuckled, her laughter melodious.

"Oh, that's so retro. But wait, I've got something even better!" She motioned to a server who presented a pie with a golden crust.

"Try this—my special Canadian-Indian curry fusion pie."

D.L. exchanged a bemused look with Ursula. "Canadian-Indian curry fusion?"

We all burst into laughter. Albeit unusual, the pie's unusual blend of maple syrup and curry powder was oddly satisfying—just like the unexpected twists and turns of the evening.

“I’ve tried the wasabi candy, they’re to die for!” Yumi joined in—referring to the contents of Nikki’s Halloween loot bags.
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As we delved into our food, enjoying each bite and each other's company, I felt a profound sense of gratitude. This was more than just Nikki’s Halloween Party—it was the beginning of my lifelong devotion to my best friend turned lover.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy NIKKI’S HALLOWEEN PARTY – I Want Candy? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Girthy Girl

I’ve never lost a case and I topped the bar exams. Discipline came naturally but why was it so hard to resist the tactile feeling of silk and stockings brushing against my hairless legs?

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

He was the best cosmetic surgeon in the city and my career as a new nurse highly depended on his recommendation. In too deep, I allowed him to fill me in the most intimate places and completely change my wardrobe.

Story 3 – Island Princess

It wasn’t exactly a lovely day to go scuba diving, but it was the perfect day to be washed away and be rescued and feminized by a hunky prince.

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

I had to know her. I had to get her story. But I didn’t have the money to do so. The free way to do it was to dress up like her, I thought.

Little did I know, it entailed more than standing on the street corner in a long brown wig, a tight red dress, chewing gum, and marching in fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots.

Story 5 – Royally Switched

When my sister badgered me into going to Paris, I was fine with carrying her bags and pretending to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.

Little did I know, the trip that she had planned all her life would drastically change mine, with a bonus of chefs, chauffeurs, chambermaids, royal treatment, gowns, jewelry, the highest of high-heels, and a tall glass of aristocratic hunk that would show me how it was to be a woman… even just for one night.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Feminization Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“Mrs. Tucker is a total babe. I couldn’t resist her requests—even if they involved wearing her swimsuit while cleaning her pool.”

Read Girly Weekends


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

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

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

Read Feminizing You

[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 NIKKI’S HALLOWEEN PARTY – I Want Candy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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