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Introduction

“Your art is soulless. Come to the Moonlight Party… in a tail.”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

I was twenty-one, invisible, and one bad project away from losing my job at Artspikes—until my boss sent me to a furry performance instead of firing me.

That night changed everything.

Under neon lights and pounding music, I discovered Tara—the soft, fearless version of myself I’d been hiding for years. With fox ears, a tail, and trembling confidence, I stepped into a world where creativity meant honesty… and desire meant being seen.

Benjamin Miller was supposed to be my mentor.
My boss.
A line I shouldn’t cross.

Instead, he became the man who watched me awaken, guided me with steady hands, and claimed me with patience, trust, and devotion. He was dominant, protective, and dangerously good at seeing through my fears.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, rapid feminization, enemies-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 Moonlight Party.


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

∞∞∞

I HAD been staring at my screen for so long that the colors had started to blur together. Three hours. Two iced coffees. One illustration that looked… acceptable. And that was the problem. Acceptable meant invisible at Artspikes.

“Thor.”

I jumped in my chair.

Benjamin Miller’s voice always did that to me. It wasn’t loud or sharp—it was calm, controlled, like he already knew what he was about to find when he looked at your work.

“Yes,” I said quickly, minimizing a Pinterest tab I absolutely did not want him to see.

He stepped up behind me, close enough that I caught his scent—coffee, clean soap, something expensive I couldn’t name. I hated how aware I was of him.

“Let’s take a look.”

I pulled my file back up.

The campaign art filled the screen. Clean vectors. Neutral palette. Corporate-safe typography. The kind of thing clients nodded at and forgot five minutes later.

Benjamin leaned in.

Too close.

I held my breath.

He didn’t speak for a long time.

The office buzzed around us—keyboards clacking, someone laughing near the espresso machine, spring sunlight flooding in through the downtown Chicago windows—but all I could hear was my heartbeat.

Finally, he said, “It’s competent.”

My stomach sank.

“Technically solid,” he continued. “Good structure. You’ve improved your anatomy.”

“Thanks,” I said, even though it didn’t feel like a compliment.

“But,” he added, turning my chair slightly so I had to face him, “it doesn’t feel like anything.”

I swallowed.

“I followed the brief,” I said.

“I know.”

“I hit all the specs.”

“I know.”

“Then what’s wrong with it?”

He met my eyes. “It’s empty.”

That word landed hard.

“I could get this from any decent freelancer online,” he went on. “But you’re not a freelancer. You’re here because I thought you had a voice.”

My throat tightened. “I’m trying.”

“I can see that,” he said. “But you’re designing like you’re afraid of being seen.”

That hurt more than I expected.

“I’m not afraid,” I said, even as my ears burned.

Benjamin raised an eyebrow.

“…Okay,” I muttered. “Maybe a little.”

He studied me for a moment, then sighed. “Come to my office after lunch.”

My chest clenched. “Am I in trouble?”

“I didn’t say that,” he replied. “But we need to talk.”

He walked away, leaving me staring after him.

And hating how much I wanted his approval.

Benjamin’s office was intimidating in a way the rest of Artspikes wasn’t.

Minimalist. Clean. Nothing out of place.

I sat across from him, laptop on my knees, fingers fidgeting with the hem of my hoodie.

“Let’s be honest,” he said. “You’re blocked.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it.

“I stay late,” I said instead. “I redo everything. I don’t slack.”

“I know,” he said. “You’re working hard. You’re just stuck.”

My shoulders slumped.

“I don’t want to fire you,” Benjamin continued.

My head snapped up. “What?”

“Relax,” he said. “I said I don’t want to.”

“Oh. Good. Love that.”

He almost smiled.

“But I’m not letting you rot here either.”

“So what happens?” I asked.

“I’m enrolling you in my Creativity Immersion Workshop.”

I blinked. “Your what?”

He stood, walked to a shelf, and handed me a thin folder.

“Once a week,” he said, “you’re going to the Moonlight Party… in a tail.”

I froze.

“…I’m sorry?”

“A furry club,” he explained calmly.

I laughed. Then stopped when he didn’t.

“You want me to go watch,” I said slowly, “people in animal costumes… dance.”

“Yes.”

“For my job.”

“Yes.”
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He handed me his iPad and showed me some photos from the parties. I pretended I didn’t have any predisposed biases as I examined them, but my face betrayed me.

I rubbed my face. “Sir. With respect. What the hell.”

“You need to feel art again,” he said. “Not analyze it. Not sanitize it.”

“There are museums,” I argued.

“You’ve been to all of them.”

“Concerts.”

“You hate crowds.”

“Workshops?”

“You fall asleep.”

Okay. Rude.

“These events,” he said, leaning against his desk, “are raw. Expressive. People performing identity through costume and movement.”

My cheeks burned.

“And,” he added, eyes flicking pointedly to my laptop, “you’re curious.”

“I am not.”

“You hid three furry boards before I walked up.”

I choked. “Those were references.”

“Mhm.”

Silence stretched.

“You’ll attend weekly,” Benjamin said. “You’ll submit visual journals inspired by what you see.”

“And if I don’t?”

His voice dropped, calm and dangerous. “Then we reevaluate your position here.”

There it was.

Power. Clear and unavoidable.

“…Do I have to participate?” I asked quietly.

He paused. “No. Not yet.”

Yet.

My pulse skipped.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

He looked at me like the answer was obvious. “Because you’re talented,” he said. “And terrified of yourself.”

I didn’t argue.

“I’ll try,” I said.

“Good,” he replied. “Friday. Eight PM.”

Three days.

I nodded, even though my stomach was already twisting.

My apartment felt smaller than usual that night.

I sat on my bed, sketchpad open, pencil unmoving. Every page stayed blank.

I tossed the pencil aside and grabbed my laptop.

“Chicago furry events spring.”

My finger hovered before I clicked.

Bright colors flooded the screen. Costumes. Tails. Crop tops. Thigh-high boots. Confident smiles.

People being unapologetically seen.

My chest tightened.

I clicked through photos of femboy performers—soft, feminine, fearless. Beautiful in ways I’d never let myself be.

“They’re so brave,” I whispered.

I hugged a pillow to my chest.

My phone buzzed.

Benjamin: Friday. 8 PM. Don’t bail.

I stared at the message.

Typed. Deleted. Typed again.

Me: I won’t.

I wasn’t sure I believed myself.

I opened my sketchpad again.

This time, my pencil moved.

Soft ears.
A slim waist.
A flowing tail.

A boy who looked like me—but unafraid.

My heart pounded.

I shut the sketchbook, then opened it again.

“I need this job,” I murmured.

I took a breath.

“Fine.”

Friday.

I would go.

Even if it scared me.

Even if it changed everything.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

BY THE TIME Friday night came, I had almost convinced myself to fake food poisoning. Twice. I stood outside the venue in a soft gray hoodie and black jeans, staring at the glowing neon sign like it might bite me.

“Paws & Pulse.”

Of course that was the name.

Music thumped through the walls—deep bass, electronic beats, laughter spilling out every time the door opened.

I checked my phone.

8:01 PM.

Right on time.

“Running away already?”

I jumped.

Benjamin stood beside me, completely unbothered, like he hadn’t just materialized out of nowhere.

He looked… unreal.

He was wearing a wolf costume.

Not a cheap mascot thing.

A custom one.

Gray-and-black faux fur framed his broad shoulders. A sleeveless cropped top showed off his arms—defined, strong, unmistakably buff. His waist tapered down into tight black briefs with a subtle sheen, hugged by a thick, fluffy tail.

Thigh-high boots.

Fingerless gloves.

Wolf ears perched perfectly on his dark hair.

I stopped breathing.

“Thor?” he said.

I swallowed hard. “You… you’re…”

“A wolf?” he finished.

“Illegal,” I whispered.

He laughed softly. “Relax.”

“I can’t,” I said honestly. “You look like a fantasy character who walked out of my screen.”

His eyes flickered with something dangerous. “More like the big bad wolf. Careful.”

He opened the door and gestured. “After you.”

Inside, everything exploded.

Lights pulsed in pinks and blues. Fog machines drifted across the floor. Performers in every kind of costume moved through the crowd—foxes, cats, wolves, bunnies, hybrids I couldn’t even name.

Some were cute.

Some were sexy.

Some were both.

I froze.

“Oh my God,” I whispered.

Benjamin’s hand landed lightly on my lower back. “Breathe.”

I inhaled.

Exhaled.

Failed.

“This is… a lot,” I said.

“You’ll get used to it,” he replied. “Stick close.”

I nodded.

Because suddenly, being close to him felt very important.

We hadn’t even made it ten steps before someone bounced up in front of us.

“HELLOOOOO!”

I yelped.

The guy was small, maybe my height, with pastel pink hair and oversized cat ears. He wore a cropped hoodie, glittery shorts, and fishnets that somehow looked both innocent and sinful.

“Newbie spotted,” he sang.

Benjamin chuckled. “Thor, this is Kitty Pingpong.”

“Hi!” Kitty said, grabbing my hands. “Oh my God, you’re adorable.”

“I—what—hi—” I stammered.

“You’re Korean, right?” I asked out of the blue.

“Thai, but that doesn’t matter,” he said.

“Now look at you. Almond eyes. Soft jaw. Delicate lashes. You’re wasting this face in boy mode,” he followed.

My face exploded.

Benjamin smirked.

“I’m not—wasting—” I tried.

“Yes, you are,” Kitty cut in. “But don’t worry. We’ll fix that.”

“Fix?” I squeaked.

He circled me like a stylist.

“You have narrow shoulders, nice waist, pretty hands,” he said thoughtfully. “You’d slay as a fox.”

“A… fox?”

“Foxy Tara,” he declared.

I blinked. “My name is Thor.”

“Not here,” he replied. “Here, you’re Foxy Tara.”
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Benjamin raised an eyebrow. “You’ve named him already?”

“Obviously.”

Kitty grabbed my chin gently. “Imagine this: soft orange fur, white chest fluff, long tail, thigh-high boots, crop top—”

I stopped listening.

My brain short-circuited.

“That… sounds… impossible,” I whispered.

“It’s not,” Kitty said softly. “It’s you. You’re just scared.”

That hit too close.

“You don’t have to perform,” he continued. “You don’t have to change overnight. Just… let yourself explore.”

I glanced at Benjamin.

He was watching me carefully.

“Listen to him,” Benjamin said. “He knows what he’s talking about.”

Kitty beamed. “See? Wolf Daddy approves.”

“Kitty,” Benjamin warned.

“What? It’s accurate.”

I covered my face.

But… for the first time that night…

I smiled.

Later, I sat at a small table near the stage, sketchbook open.

I hadn’t planned to draw.

It just… happened.

On stage, a fox performer danced under violet lights, tail swaying, body moving with confidence and softness at the same time.

I sketched fast.

Lines flowed.

Energy poured out of me.

I hadn’t felt this alive while drawing in months.

A bunny duo performed next.

Then a wolf.

Then a catboy.

Every movement told a story.

Every costume was art.

I kept drawing.

Didn’t notice Benjamin until he leaned over my shoulder.

“You’re in the zone,” he murmured.

I jumped slightly. “Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” he said. “You haven’t looked like this at work in ages.”

“Like what?”

“Focused. Inspired.”

I glanced up at him.

Under the lights, his wolf ears cast soft shadows across his face. His chest rose slowly as he breathed. His eyes were locked on me.

Something warm twisted in my stomach.

“I… get it now,” I admitted. “Why you brought me here.”

“Do you?”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s… honest. Nobody’s pretending.”

He nodded. “Exactly.”

Our eyes lingered.

Too long.

My heart started racing.

“Benjamin?” I said quietly.

“Yes?”

“Do you ever… feel weird bringing me here?”

He tilted his head. “Weird how?”

“Like… crossing a line.”

His lips curved. “Maybe.”

“Is that… bad?”

“Not always.”


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I HAD never been so nervous walking into a store in my life. And I had once cried in public over a broken stylus. But this? This was worse.

“Okay,” Kitty said brightly, pushing open the boutique door. “Welcome to your rebirth.”

“I’m just buying clothes,” I muttered.

“No,” he corrected. “You’re buying confidence. And maybe trauma. But mostly confidence.”

Benjamin walked in behind us, completely unfazed, wolf ears still clipped casually into his hair. He looked like he belonged everywhere.

I didn’t.

Racks of furry accessories, latex, mesh tops, thigh-highs, and glittery tails surrounded us.

I panicked immediately.

“I can’t wear any of this,” I whispered.

“Yes, you can,” Kitty replied. “You’re just scared.”

“That’s worse.”

He grabbed my wrist and dragged me toward a wall of tails.

“Fox,” he said, lifting a soft orange one. “Obviously.”

My fingers brushed the fur.

It was warm.

Soft.

“Okay… that’s… nice,” I admitted.

“Ears,” he added, tossing me a matching pair.

Then came the underwear section.

I stared.

Three tiny packages.

“Kitty,” I whispered. “Why are there three.”

He leaned in. “Layering.”

“LAYERING FOR WHAT.”

“To tuck, obvi,” he said seriously.

Benjamin cleared his throat.

“I’ll… wait over there.”

Too late. He’d seen everything.

My soul left my body.

We grabbed thigh-highs. A cropped hoodie. A sleek bodysuit. Accessories. A wig. Clips. Gloss.

By the time we sat down at the café next door, I was holding three shopping bags and questioning every life choice.

Kitty stirred his iced latte.

“You know,” he said casually, “sometimes I still don’t know what I am.”

I looked up. “What do you mean?”

“Like… am I just a femboy? Am I trans? Am I neither?” He shrugged. “Some days I want boobs. Some days I just want cuter skirts.”

I listened quietly.

“I used to think I had to choose,” he continued. “But now I think… maybe I’m just me.”

That stayed with me.

“I’m terrified,” I admitted.

He smiled softly. “Good. That means you’re growing.”

Later that day, Kitty’s apartment smelled like vanilla and hairspray. Clothes were everywhere. Wigs on stands. Makeup scattered across his vanity.

“This is sacred space,” he announced. “No judgment allowed.”

I stood in the middle of the room in my boxers and oversized tee, clutching my clothes like a shield.

“I feel stupid,” I said.

“You feel brave,” Kitty corrected.

He sat me down.

“Okay. First: face.”

He applied foundation gently. Blended. Contoured. Highlighted.

“You have good bone structure,” he murmured. “Lucky bastard.”

Then eyeshadow.

Liner.

Mascara.

My reflection started… changing.

Then the wig.

Long. Soft. Honey-blonde.

“Oh my God,” I whispered.

“That’s Tara,” Kitty said.

I changed behind a screen.

The bodysuit hugged me.

The panties held everything in place.

The thigh-highs made my legs look longer.

When I stepped out, I barely recognized myself.

Benjamin froze.

“Wow,” he breathed.

Heat rushed through me.

He stepped closer.

“May I?” he asked quietly.

I nodded.

He adjusted my hoodie. Straightened my collar. Fixed my tail clip.

His fingers brushed my waist.

Electric.

“You’re beautiful,” he said.

Not teasing.

Not joking.

Real.

My throat tightened.

“I’m scared,” I whispered.

He met my eyes. “You’re not alone.”

A day later, the banner outside read:

FURS & DIAMONDS

My heart tried to escape my body as I sauntered towards my debut. Foxy Tara, Chicago’s latest furry sensation—they dubbed. “I can’t do this,” I whispered backstage.

“Yes, you can,” Kitty said, fixing my ears. “Foxy Tara is ready.”

The host called my name.

“Next up—Foxy Tara!”

I walked out.

Lights hit me.

Music swelled.

People turned.

And stared.

Then—
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Applause.

Cheers.

Smiles.

Phones raised.

Someone shouted, “You’re so cute!”

Something snapped open inside me.

I smiled.

I posed.

I moved.

I existed.

Confidence rushed through me like fire.

For the first time, I wasn’t hiding.

From the side of the room, I saw Benjamin.

Watching.

Proud.

Protective.

His eyes never left me.

After, when I came offstage, shaking and glowing—

He caught my hand.

“You were incredible,” he said.

I laughed breathlessly. “I didn’t faint.”

“High praise.”

I looked down at myself.

At Tara.

At who I could be.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

MONDAY morning felt different. I noticed it the moment I sat at my desk. My hands weren’t shaking. My stomach wasn’t twisted into knots. And for once, I didn’t dread opening my design software.

Under my jeans, I was wearing the soft pastel panties Kitty had insisted I buy.

With a tiny fox stitched on the side.

And clipped discreetly under my hoodie, hidden against my lower back, was a small detachable tail.

No one could see it.

But I could feel it.

Every time I shifted in my chair, it brushed lightly against me.

A reminder.

You’re Tara too.

Not just Thor.

I pulled up my latest project.

And instead of staring blankly at the screen, ideas rushed in.

Curved lines.
Warm colors.
Movement.
Emotion.

I designed characters with soft fur textures, glowing eyes, playful expressions. I layered gradients like light filtering through costume fabric. I added subtle motion effects.

It felt… natural.

Like breathing.

By noon, I had finished more work than I usually did in two days.

“Thor.”

I looked up.

Benjamin stood by my desk, coffee in hand.

“Yeah?”

He leaned closer, scanning my screen.

His brows lifted.

“This is new,” he said.

“Is that bad?”

“No,” he replied. “It’s… alive.”

My chest fluttered.

A few coworkers gathered nearby.

“Wait, this is yours?” Mia asked.

“Damn, Thor,” another designer said. “When did you level up?”

I laughed awkwardly. “I… uh… practiced.”

Benjamin’s gaze lingered on me.

I felt exposed.

Like he knew.

Like he could see the panties, the tail, the part of me waking up.

Later that afternoon, management stopped by.

“These concepts are fantastic,” one of them said. “We’re considering leading with this style.”

I nodded politely.

Inside, I was screaming.

Tara did that.

After work, the rehearsal studio was tucked between a dance school and a vegan café. Mirrored walls. Wooden floors. Soft overhead lights.

I showed up in gym shorts, a loose tank top, and sneakers.

And fox ears.

And my tail.

Kitty had insisted.

“Commitment,” he’d said.

I felt ridiculous.

Benjamin looked amused.

“You look cute,” he said.

“Or stupid,” I muttered.

“Same thing sometimes.”

We were preparing for the Foxiest Furry Contest—my first real competition.

Just thinking about it made my stomach flip.

“Okay,” Benjamin said, clapping once. “Let’s start with posture.”

He stood behind me.

“Relax your shoulders.”

I tried.

“No, not like that,” he said, stepping closer. “Like this.”

He placed his hands on my shoulders.

Gently.

Firmly.

Heat shot through me.

“Straighten,” he murmured.

I obeyed.

“Good. Now hips.”

He moved his hands lower.

Not inappropriate.

Just… intimate.

“Shift your weight,” he instructed.

“Like this?”

“Yes. Perfect.”

His breath brushed my ear.

I almost forgot how to breathe.

We practiced poses.

Turns.

Tail control.

Eye contact.

“Don’t look at the floor,” he said. “Look like you own the room.”

“I don’t own anything,” I said.

“You own yourself,” he replied. “That’s enough.”

We worked on dance steps.

He demonstrated.

I copied.

Messed up.

Laughed.

He corrected me, hands guiding my waist, my arms, my back.

At one point, I stumbled.

He caught me.

Instantly.

My hands landed on his chest.

Solid.

Warm.

We froze.

Our faces inches apart.

For one dangerous second, I thought he might kiss me.

Instead, he cleared his throat.
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“Careful,” he said quietly.

My heart pounded.

“Sorry,” I whispered.

We kept practicing.

But everything felt charged after that.

We collapsed onto the studio floor afterward, sweaty and exhausted.

I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling.

“I’m scared,” I admitted suddenly.

Benjamin turned his head. “Of what?”

“Of… all of this,” I said. “Of liking it too much. Of needing it.”

He sat up slightly, propping himself on one arm.

“Talk to me.”

I swallowed.

“I used to know who I was,” I continued. “Quiet art kid. Safe. Invisible.”

I laughed weakly.

“Now I wear tails to dance studios.”

“And?”

“And I’m afraid that if this goes away… I’ll go back to being empty.”

Silence settled between us.

Then Benjamin spoke.

“I admire you.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You’re twenty-one,” he said. “You’re figuring yourself out in public. Most people never do that.”

He looked at me fully now.

“When I first saw your work, I knew there was something special there. I just… didn’t know how to reach you.”

“You’re… reaching me,” I said softly.

His eyes darkened.

“Tara,” he murmured.

The way he said my name felt different.

Personal.

He leaned closer.

So did I.

Our noses almost brushed.

My lips tingled.

“I—” he started.

“I—” I replied.

We stopped.

Breath tangled.

Time slowed.

And then—

“OH MY GOD.”

We jumped apart.

Kitty burst through the door.

“WHY do I feel like I walked in on something that required three knocks?”

I groaned. “Kitty.”

Benjamin stood quickly. “We were just—training.”

“Mhm,” Kitty said. “Sure.”

He plopped down between us.

“Anyway,” he continued, “Tara, you’re trending on Insta. Someone posted your last performance.”

“What?” I squeaked.

He shoved his phone in my face.

There I was.

Smiling.

Confident.

Alive.

My heart skipped.

Benjamin glanced at me.

Proud.

Protective.

Still unreadable.

And I realized—

I was falling.

Hard.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

MY HANDS were shaking when they called my name. “Next performer—Foxy Tara!” The lights dimmed. The music started. And somehow… I walked forward.

I stepped onto the stage in my custom fox outfit—soft orange fur, cropped jacket, fitted shorts, thigh-high boots hugging my legs. My tail swayed behind me, perfectly balanced.

The crowd cheered.

Loud.

Real.

I swallowed and lifted my chin.

This is me.

The beat dropped.

I moved.

I danced the way Benjamin had taught me. Sexy. Confident. Playful. I held eye contact. I teased with my tail. I spun, blew kisses, crawled, dipped, split, and posed.

Every fear melted away.

I wasn’t pretending.

I was Tara, the foxiest of all the furries in Chicago.

Halfway through, I spotted Benjamin in the crowd.

Watching me.

Eyes dark.

Jaw tight.

Focused.

Possessive.

My stomach fluttered.

I finished with a final pose—one knee bent, hand on my hip, tail curved just right.

Silence.

Then—

The room exploded.

Cheers. Whistles. Applause.

I laughed breathlessly.

One of the judges leaned forward.
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“You’re adorable,” he said into the mic. “And can we talk about those thighs? So chubby, and let’s just say something inside my pants kept doing what it shouldn’t be doing at a moment like this.”

The audience laughed and cheered.

I nearly cried.

I bowed.

As I walked offstage, I glanced at Benjamin.

He wasn’t clapping.

He was staring.

Like he wanted to pull me away from everyone.

Mine.

The thought sent a thrill through me.

I barely had time to breathe before Benjamin pushed into my dressing room.

He closed the door behind him.

Softly.

Deliberately.

“You were incredible,” he said.

His voice was low.

Rough.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He stepped closer.

“You owned that stage,” he continued. “Every person out there wanted you.”

Something sharp flickered in his eyes.

“And that bothered me.”

My heart skipped.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I wanted you to myself.”

Silence filled the room.

Thick.

Heavy.

“Benjamin…” I murmured.

He cupped my face gently. “Look at me.”

I did.

“I’m proud of you,” he said. “So proud. But I also—”

He exhaled.

“I want you. Not as your boss. Not as your coach. As… mine. If you want that too.”

My chest tightened.

“I do,” I said immediately. “I’ve never felt this way for a man before. But I’ve wanted you for a very long time.”

His thumb brushed my cheek.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “This changes things.”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I trust you.”

He searched my face.

Then nodded.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” he said.

“I won’t,” I replied.

And he kissed me.

Slow.

Deep.

Claiming.

My hands fisted in the fur he wore and every beefy part of his body.

I melted into him.

We didn’t rush.

That surprised me.

Benjamin led me gently to the couch, sitting with me, pulling me close.

We kissed again.

And again.

His hands traced my back, my waist, my thighs—firm but careful, like he was memorizing me.

“You’re safe,” he murmured against my skin.

“I know,” I whispered.

He made sure I was comfortable.

That I was ready.

That I was choosing this.

Every step.

Every touch.

Every breath.

When he finally pulled me into his lap, I gasped softly.

“You’re beautiful,” he said. “Every part of you.”

I hid my face in his shoulder.

“I’ve never felt this wanted,” I admitted.

He tilted my chin up.

“Get used to it,” he replied. “Because I’m not letting you forget.”

What followed was slow.

Tender.

He guided me, supported me, whispered to me.

There was heat.

There was closeness.

There was trust.

We moved together, learning each other, responding to every sigh and heartbeat. I never thought I’d be able to perform that way, but I was able to take all nine inches of him without a single tear.

And when it was over, he held me.

Tight.

Protective.

Like I belonged there.

We lay tangled together, breathing slowly.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

“More than okay,” I said. “I’m… happy.”

He kissed my forehead.

“So am I.”

For the first time in my life, I felt claimed.

Not owned.

Chosen.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

BY WEDNESDAY, everyone knew. Not about Benjamin and me. Not officially. But about Tara. It started with a presentation. I stood at the front of the conference room, heart pounding, laptop connected to the projector.

“This is… my new concept direction,” I said, voice steady even though I was dying inside.

The screen filled with color.

Soft fur textures.
Bold lines.
Playful mascots.
Expressive characters.

Furry-inspired. Unapologetic. Me.

Silence followed.

Too long.

Then—

“Wait,” Mia, the head of the marketing department, said. “This is… really good.”

“Like, really good,” someone else added.

“Is this from the same Thor who used beige gradients two months ago?” another joked.

I laughed nervously.

Management leaned forward.

“These designs feel alive,” one of them said. “They’re emotional. Relatable.”

Relatable.

I swallowed.

After the meeting, whispers started.

“Did you know he goes to furry events?”

“I saw him tagged on Insta.”

“He performs now, right?”

“Is he… like… into that stuff?”

I tried not to listen.

Tried.

Didn’t succeed.

At lunch, someone finally asked.

“So, Thor,” a guy from marketing said casually, “are you… Foxy Tara?”

The room went quiet.

I froze.

Before I could answer, Benjamin spoke.

“Yes,” he said calmly. “He is.”

All eyes snapped to him.

“And?” Benjamin continued. “He’s talented. He’s creative. He’s elevating our brand. That’s what matters.”

His gaze was firm.

Protective.

“If anyone has a problem with that,” he added, “they can bring it to me.”

No one did.

I stared at him.

My heart felt too big for my chest.
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That Friday, we walked along the lakefront.

The water shimmered under the spring sun. Boats drifted lazily. Couples lounged on blankets.

Chicago felt softer here.

I wore skinny jeans, a loose sweater, and—hidden under it—a small detachable tail.

Benjamin noticed immediately.

“You’re being naughty,” he murmured.

I smiled innocently. “What? It’s subtle.”

He tugged it lightly.

I gasped. “Benjamin!”

“Careful,” he said, smirking. “You’re in public.”

“That’s unfair,” I muttered.

We stopped at a café overlooking the water.

While we waited for our drinks, he leaned closer.

“Did you do that for me?” he asked quietly.

“The tail?”

“Yes.”

I nodded. “I like when you notice.”

His eyes darkened slightly.

“Good,” he said. “Because I always do.”

My stomach flipped.

We sat close, knees touching.

Sometimes his hand rested on my thigh.

Sometimes he brushed my tail.

Each touch was deliberate.

Claiming.

But gentle.

“You’ve changed,” I said softly.

“So have you,” he replied.

“Do you like the new me?” I asked.

He smiled. “I love him.”

Two weeks later, we pitched our biggest campaign yet.

Together.

Benjamin stood beside me in the boardroom.

Our presentation opened with my art.

Then his strategy.

Then our combined vision.

A playful, expressive brand identity built around authenticity and confidence.

“This direction connects emotionally,” Benjamin said. “It invites people to be themselves.”

I clicked to the next slide.

“And it’s scalable,” I added. “Mascots, merch, digital experiences. It grows with the audience.”

The room buzzed.

Questions flew.

Ideas bounced.

Energy filled the space.

When it ended, the director smiled.

“This is exactly what we’ve been looking for,” she said. “We’re moving forward with this.”

Relief crashed through me.

Afterward, Benjamin pulled me aside.

“You were amazing,” he said.

“So were you,” I replied.

He leaned in. “Power couple.”

I laughed. “At work?”

“At everything.”

Later, in his office, he kissed me softly.

“You make me proud,” he whispered.

I wrapped my arms around him.

“I wouldn’t be here without you.”

He shook his head. “You would. I just helped you see it.”

Maybe.

But I liked being seen by him.

By us.

By the world.

And for once…

I wasn’t afraid anymore.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I THOUGHT I was being called in to talk about timelines. That was what meetings usually were at Artspikes—deadlines, revisions, budgets. I brought my laptop, my notebook, my calm professional face.

I didn’t expect my life to split open.

“Thor,” the director said, smiling, “we’re offering you a promotion.”

My heart jumped.

“To Senior Visual Designer,” she continued. “Based out of our UK office.”

I blinked. “The… UK?”

“Yes,” she said, sliding a folder across the table. “London.”

My fingers trembled as I opened it.

The numbers made my breath catch. The benefits were unreal—relocation package, free housing for the first year, visa support, creative autonomy, global campaigns.

This was it.

The thing I’d always told myself I wanted someday.

The big art scene.
The proof.
The I made it.

“We need an answer by end of day,” she said gently. “But we hope you’ll say yes.”

I didn’t hesitate.

“Yes,” I said. “I accept.”

The word echoed inside me, thrilling and terrifying all at once.

I floated through the rest of the day. Packed my desk absently. Smiled too much. Nodded through congratulations.

It wasn’t until I stood in Benjamin’s doorway that reality settled.

“I’m moving to London,” I said.

He looked up slowly. “You’re what?”

“I got promoted,” I rushed. “UK office. It’s a huge opportunity—”

“When did you find out?” he asked quietly.

“Today,” I said. “Just now.”

“And you accepted?”

“Yes.”

He leaned back in his chair.

Didn’t smile.

Didn’t yell.

Just went still.

“I wish you’d told me before deciding,” he said.

The words weren’t sharp.

That somehow hurt more.

“I didn’t think,” I said. “I mean—I did—but I—this has always been my dream.”

“I know,” he replied. “I just thought… I’d be part of it.”

Silence stretched between us.

“I need time,” he said finally.

I nodded.

And walked away with my chest aching.

A week passed.

Seven days.

No texts.
No calls.
No good morning or are you okay.

I packed alone.

Folded clothes slowly. Wrapped my fox ears carefully. Slipped my tail into my carry-on like it was something precious and fragile.

At night, I slept curled around it.

Pathetic.

I typed messages I never sent.

I miss you.
I didn’t mean to shut you out.
I thought you’d understand.

I deleted them all.

Maybe I had been selfish.

Maybe ambition had blinded me.

But the truth was—I’d been afraid.

Afraid that if I asked him to come with me, he’d say no.

Afraid that choosing love would mean shrinking my dream.
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I stood in the airport a week later, boarding pass in hand, staring at the departure screen.

London.

I swallowed hard.

“This is right,” I whispered to myself.

It didn’t feel right.

It felt necessary.

The gate was loud.

Rolling suitcases. Overhead announcements. Conversations blurring into noise.

I sat alone, knees bouncing, trying not to cry in public.

Then—

“WOOF.”

I froze.

I turned slowly.

Benjamin stood a few feet away.

Breathless. Hair messy. Jacket half-zipped. No costume—just him.

My heart stopped.

“What—what are you doing here?” I whispered, standing up.

He crossed the space between us in three long steps.

“I’ve been an idiot,” he said.

I laughed weakly. “You disappeared for a week.”

“I know,” he said. “And I hated every second of it.”

People stared. I didn’t care.

“I was hurt,” he continued. “And instead of talking to you, I shut down. That was selfish.”

My throat tightened.

“I thought you didn’t want to try,” I said.

“I was scared,” he admitted. “Scared that you were outgrowing me. Scared that if I followed, I’d resent you.”

He took my hands.

“But then I realized something.”

I held my breath.

“I don’t want a life where you’re not in it,” he said. “Even if that life is scary. Even if it’s new.”

My eyes burned.

“I’ve already started the process,” he added. “Internal transfer. UK offices. Interviews lined up.”

“What?” I gasped.

He smiled nervously. “I’m good at my job. Turns out they want me.”

Tears spilled over.

“You idiot,” I laughed. “You absolute idiot.”

He pulled me into his arms.

“I love you,” he said into my hair. “I’m not letting you go build your dream alone.”

I clutched him tightly. “I love you too.”

The boarding announcement echoed overhead.

Passengers lining up.

Benjamin squeezed my hands.

“Ready?” he asked. I nodded.

Together, we walked forward. Not apart. Not afraid. Together.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS in London, and I still said “sorry” every time someone bumped into me. Even when they bumped into me.

“Babes,” Benjamin said one morning, laughing softly, “you don’t have to apologize for existing.”

“I’m adapting,” I replied seriously. “It’s cultural.”

We stood in our tiny kitchen in our provided flat, sunlight filtering through lace curtains. Outside, buses rumbled past and someone shouted in an accent I still couldn’t decode.

I wore one of his hoodies, my fox tail clipped lazily to my waistband. He leaned against the counter, scrolling through emails.

“Try again,” he said.

I cleared my throat.

“Good… mornin’, mate.”

He winced. “No.”

“Good morning, mate,” I tried again, deeper.

“Worse.”

“Oi,” I protested. “I’m practicing.”

“You sound like a cartoon pirate.”

I pouted. “Rude.”

He walked over, cupped my face, and kissed my nose.

“Adorable,” he corrected.

Work in London had been everything I’d dreamed of.

Bigger campaigns. International clients. Bold creative freedom.

They loved my style.

They loved Tara.

My desk was decorated with mini fox figures, pastel sticky notes, and sketches for my next performance.

Benjamin had transferred seamlessly. He led cross-continental projects now, respected and admired.

We were… stable.

Happy.

Sometimes I still couldn’t believe it.
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That afternoon, we walked along the Thames, hands intertwined.

I wore skinny jeans, a cropped sweater, and subtle fox ears—nothing flashy, just enough to feel like myself.

“So,” Benjamin said casually, “say it again.”

“Say what?”

“My name. British-style.”

I rolled my eyes. “Benjamin.”

“No. Like them.”

“Ben-ja-min,” I exaggerated.

He laughed. “You’re impossible.”

I tried again. “Ben-juh-min.”

“That’s closer.”

I smiled proudly. “I’m evolving.”

We stopped near the railing, watching boats drift by.

“You happy?” he asked quietly.

I leaned into him.

“Yeah,” I said. “I really am.”

He kissed my temple.

“I’m proud of you,” he murmured. “You chased your dream. And you didn’t leave me behind.”

“I’d never,” I replied. “You’re part of it.”

Later that night, curled together on the couch, I practiced again.

“Fancy a cuppa?” I said.

Benjamin froze.

Then burst out laughing.

“That,” he said, “was perfect.”

I beamed.

“Told you.”

He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close.

My tail brushed his leg.

My head fit under his chin.

London glowed outside our window.

~THE END~

Did you enjoy Moonlight Party? 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

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

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.

[image: A person in a white dress  Description automatically generated]

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 44,000 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…
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“And for harvest festival, our event will be… small town sissies!”

When my small farming town announced Small Town Sissies—a Harvest Moon contest where men dressed as women for a chance to win land and cash—I signed up for the money.

I told myself it was just a game. Just pretending. Just survival. I learned how to walk in heels, how to wear lace, how to be seen. I felt beautiful for the first time in my life—and terrified of what that meant.

Especially when Mathew Lauer, the mayor’s son, started looking at me like I was more than a contestant. Like I was someone worth protecting. Worth wanting.

But small towns don’t forgive easily. Families don’t always understand.

And the mirror doesn’t lie.

Read Small Town Sissies

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 Moonlight Party.

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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Amy Sue Prize, a 21-year-old shy and reserved
transgender lady from Pennsylvania, has saved
a lot of money just to travel to New York to see
her favorite rock singer Curtis Cox du Vour
perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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