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Introduction

“And for harvest festival, our event will be… small town sissies!”
This is an illustrated romance novella, complete with beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

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.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender romance, transgender transformation, rapid feminization, friends-to-lovers, coming-of-age, and first-time feminization tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖   My curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Small Town Sissies.


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

∞∞∞

WILLOW CREEK always smelled like harvest in October. Sweet corn, hay, cinnamon, and something warm and comforting I could never quite name. I was behind the produce stall, stacking apples into careful pyramids, when my phone buzzed in my pocket for the third time that afternoon.

I didn’t need to look.

Another reminder. Another overdue notice. Another quiet accusation.

I wiped my hands on my jeans and focused on lining the apples up perfectly. If I could keep things neat, maybe my life would follow.

It never did.

“Ben, those are crooked.”

Mrs. Peterson pointed at the apples like they’d personally disappointed her.

“Sorry,” I said quickly, fixing them. “There.”

She nodded and wandered off, satisfied.

Across the town square, a small stage had been set up with red-and-white bunting fluttering in the breeze. People were gathering. I barely paid attention—until Lena leaned against the stall beside me.

“That smile means trouble,” she muttered.

“What smile?” I asked.

Before she could answer, the microphone crackled to life.

“Good afternoon, Willow Creek!”

Mayor Harold Lauer’s voice boomed across the square. Applause rippled through the crowd. I sighed internally. Another speech. Another year of the same.

“As you all know,” he continued, “the Harvest Moon Festival is about tradition, community, and bringing people together.”

I tuned him out—until his tone changed.

“This year,” he said brightly, “we’re introducing something new.”

The murmurs started immediately.

I froze mid-stack.

“Presenting…” He paused for effect. “Small Town Sissies!”

For a second, the world stopped.

Then everything exploded.

Laughter. Gasps. Someone actually choked.

“You’ve gotta be kidding.”

“Is this a joke?”

My stomach dropped.

“A three-week competition,” the mayor went on cheerfully, “where men will dress, live, and perform as women—”

My chest tightened.

“—celebrating elegance, confidence, and self-expression.”

I felt heat crawl up my neck.

“And my son, Mathew, will serve as our honorary judge.”

That made me look up.

I saw him standing just offstage—tall, dark-haired, sleeves rolled up, looking deeply uncomfortable. He wasn’t smiling. If anything, he looked nervous.

I’d seen Mathew around town before, but I’d never really looked at him.

Until now.

“And the winner,” the mayor said, voice rising, “will receive one acre of premium farmland… and one hundred thousand dollars in cash.”

The square erupted.

I couldn’t breathe.

One hundred thousand dollars.

Land.

My mind raced—rent, bills, my mom’s meds, the truck repairs.

Gone. All gone.

My hands trembled.

I felt Lena turn toward me. “Ben…?”

I barely heard her.

That’s when Mathew glanced into the crowd.

Our eyes met.

The moment was brief—but it hit me like a jolt of electricity. His gaze lingered, curious and uncertain, before he looked away.

My heart slammed against my ribs.

What was that?

I shook my head, forcing myself to breathe.

This was insane.

I wasn’t even considering it.

…Was I?

I sat on the steps outside my rental later that night, staring at a crack in the concrete like it might give me answers.

The festival lights glowed faintly down the road. Music drifted through the air. I felt like I was watching my own life from a distance.

Lena dropped beside me and handed me a soda.

“You’ve been spiraling since the announcement,” she said.

“I have not.”

She snorted. “You absolutely have.”

I sighed. “I can’t do it.”

“Do what?”

“The contest.”

She waited.

I rubbed my face. “I’d be humiliated. People would laugh. My uncle would lose his mind.”

“Is that really why?”

I hesitated.

Then I admitted the truth. “I’m broke.”

Her expression softened instantly.

“I can barely keep up with rent,” I said quietly. “The truck’s dying. My mom needs help. That money would change everything.”

She nodded slowly. “Okay. And the other part?”

I swallowed. “I’d have to dress like a girl.”

“And?”
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“And pretend to be someone I’m not.”

She tilted her head. “Are you sure it’s pretending?”

I frowned. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She smirked. “You stole my lip gloss in high school.”

“I was curious!”

“You cried during The Notebook.”

“So?”

“You once said my pink hoodie felt ‘safe.’”

I groaned. “Lena.”

She laughed softly. “I’m just saying… you’re not exactly allergic to femininity.”

I stared at my hands.

“What if there’s something wrong with me?”

“There isn’t,” she said immediately. “And honestly? You’d be cute in heels.”

I choked. “Stop.”

“I’m serious,” she said. “Long legs. Soft face. You’d kill it.”

I laughed it off—but later, alone in my room, the words came back to me.

Cute in heels.

The thought made my stomach flutter.

And scared me more than anything.

Two nights later, I stood outside the community center at eleven p.m., staring at the sign on the door.

SMALL TOWN SISSIES — REGISTRATION OPEN

My heart pounded so loudly I was sure someone could hear it.

I’d already walked past twice.

The third time, I went in.

The room was quiet. Almost empty.

Mathew sat alone at a folding table, clipboard in hand, sleeves rolled up. He looked tired. Human. Real.

“Oh—hi,” he said, surprised. “Didn’t expect anyone this late.”

“I—uh—I’m here to sign up.”

His eyes widened slightly.

Then he smiled.

Not like his father.

Like someone genuinely relieved.

“I’m glad,” he said softly.

That shouldn’t have mattered.

It did.

He slid the clipboard toward me. “Name?”

“Ben Higgins.”

He wrote it down. “Age?”

“Twenty-eight.”

“Three years younger than me,” he said casually.

Our eyes met again.

This time, neither of us looked away.

Something passed between us—curiosity, recognition, maybe fear.

I signed the form.

When I handed it back, our fingers brushed.

Electric.

We both inhaled sharply.

“Sorry,” we said at the same time.

I laughed nervously and stepped back. “I should go.”

“Yeah,” he said. Then quietly, “I’m really glad you’re doing this.”

“So am I,” I blurted.

I froze.

He winked.

I practically ran out.

Outside, I leaned against the wall, heart racing.

I could still quit.

I could back out before anyone saw.

But then, my phone buzzed.

Registration Complete. Welcome to Small Town Sissies.

I closed my eyes.

Too late.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THE COMMUNITY center didn’t look like itself anymore. When I walked in that morning, it felt like I’d stepped into another world. Long tables were covered in makeup palettes, curling irons, wigs on foam heads, racks of dresses, shoes lined up like trophies.

Mirrors everywhere.

Bright lights.

Perfume and hairspray in the air.

My stomach twisted.

This was real now.

Lena squeezed my hand. “Breathe, Bea-in-training.”

“I’m going to throw up,” I whispered.

“You’re going to slay,” she corrected.

Other contestants stood around awkwardly, shifting in their boots and sneakers. Some joked too loudly. Some stared at their phones. Some looked terrified.

Tyson Reed leaned against a wall, smirking like he owned the place.

“Morning, butch ladies,” he said mockingly.

I looked away.

A woman in black approached us, clipboard in hand. “Okay, boys—well, not for long,” she teased. “Let’s get started.”

I was guided to a chair.

Before I could panic, hands were everywhere.

Someone brushed my hair.

Someone draped a cape over my shoulders.

Someone tilted my chin.

“Relax, honey,” a stylist murmured. “Trust us.”

Warm foundation touched my skin.

Soft brushes swept over my cheeks.

Powder, shimmer, liner.

I closed my eyes.

It felt… nice.

Too nice.

“Open,” someone said.

I did.

False lashes were glued on carefully.

Lip color followed—soft rose, glossy.

Then came the wig.

Long. Wavy.

When they placed it on my head, something inside me shifted.

I barely recognized myself.

Next came clothes.

A white blouse.

A fitted skirt.

A padded bra.

Stockings.

Low heels.

My hands shook as I stepped into them.

“Okay,” the stylist said finally. “Moment of truth.”

They turned the chair.

I faced the mirror.

And stopped breathing.

A girl stared back at me.

Not a joke. Not a costume.

A real girl.

Soft eyes. Blush on her cheeks. Lips slightly parted. Long hair framing her face.

Me.

I pressed my hand to my mouth.

“Oh my God,” I whispered.

Lena stood behind me, smiling through tears. “Hi, Bea.”

My chest tightened.

Bea.

For the first time, it didn’t feel fake.

It felt… right.

Walking out of the community center felt like stepping onto another planet.

The breeze lifted my skirt slightly. My heels clicked on pavement. Every sound felt louder.

Every step felt dangerous.

I clung to Lena’s arm.

“I can’t do this,” I whispered.

“Yes, you can,” she said firmly. “I felt exactly like this the first time I went out as myself.”

I glanced at her. “You did?”

“Terrified. Shaking. Convinced everyone was judging me.” She smiled softly. “But I survived. And so will you.”

People stared.

Some whispered.

Some smiled.

Some frowned.

My face burned.

A group of teenagers giggled.

An old man shook his head.

I wanted to disappear.

Then a familiar voice spoke beside us.

“Hey.”

I turned.

Mathew had joined us.

He looked surprised—and… stunned.

His eyes swept over me slowly, respectfully.

“Wow,” he said quietly. “You look… beautiful.”

My heart nearly stopped.
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“Th-thank you,” I murmured.

He noticed people staring and immediately shifted closer.

Subtle.

Protective.

He walked on my other side, forming a small shield between me and the crowd.

“If anyone bothers you,” he said, “tell me.”

“Okay,” I whispered.

We passed through the square like that.

Me between Lena and Mathew.

Safe.

For the first time all day, I relaxed.

Maybe I could do this.

That night, we gathered at the contestant housing—converted cabins near the fairgrounds.

Shared rooms.

Bunk beds.

Suitcases everywhere.

I sat on my bed, brushing my wig carefully, when Tyson’s voice cut through the room.

“Guess some people really like pretending, huh?”

I froze.

He leaned against a dresser, arms crossed. “Looks like you’re enjoying this a little too much, Higgins.”

My throat tightened.

“I—”

“Leave him alone,” Lena snapped.

Tyson rolled his eyes. “Whatever.”

He walked out.

I stared at the floor.

Maybe he was right.

Maybe I was enjoying it too much.

Lena sat beside me.

“You okay?”

I hesitated.

Then whispered, “I think… I’m happy.”

She smiled gently. “Good.”

“That scares me,” I admitted. “I like the clothes. The makeup. Being called Bea. Being seen like this.” My voice trembled. “What if I don’t want to go back?”

She took my hand.

“Then maybe you don’t have to,” she said softly.

I looked up at her.

“You don’t think I’m weird?”

“Ben,” she said. “You’re embracing a part of yourself. That’s never weird.”

I lay back on my bed, staring at the ceiling.

For the first time in years, I wasn’t just surviving.

I was awakening.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

I STOPPED feeling like I was pretending. At least… most of the time. That morning, the activity hall had been transformed into something between a cooking studio and a ballroom. Long tables were lined with ingredients. Speakers played soft music. White cloths covered small round tables like we were in some kind of fancy restaurant.

“Today,” the host announced, “you’ll be judged on three things: cooking, dancing, and etiquette.”

My stomach flipped.

Lena leaned toward me. “Okay, domestic goddess.”

“I burn toast,” I whispered.

“You’ll be fine.”

Mathew stood nearby with his clipboard, looking nervous but excited. He wore a button-down shirt and slacks, sleeves rolled up again. I noticed—because of course I did.

I hated that I noticed.

First: cooking.

We were given simple recipes. Pasta. Sauce. Salad.

My hands shook as I chopped garlic.

“Slow down,” Mathew said gently, stepping closer. “You’re doing great.”

I glanced up.

He was smiling at me.

Just me.

My heart fluttered.

“Th-thank you,” I murmured.

Somehow, my dish turned out… good. Not amazing. But edible. Maybe even tasty.

Mathew took a bite.

His eyes widened slightly. “Wow. This is really good.”

I beamed before I could stop myself.

Next: dancing.

Soft country music filled the hall.

We were paired with volunteers.

When Mathew offered his hand, I hesitated.

“May I?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

He placed one hand on my waist, the other holding mine. His touch was warm. Steady.

“Just follow me,” he said.

I did.

We swayed.

Turned.

Spun.

My skirt fluttered around my thighs.

I laughed softly without meaning to.

“This is fun,” I admitted.

He smiled. “It is.”

Last: etiquette.

Tea pouring. Sitting properly. Conversation.

I crossed my legs like I’d practiced.

Answered politely.

Smiled.

Listened.

When it was over, everyone waited anxiously.

Mathew cleared his throat.

“All of you did amazing,” he said. “But… today’s standout was Bea.”

My breath caught.

Applause broke out.

I froze.

Me?

Mathew looked right at me. “You were graceful. Confident. Genuine.”

My cheeks burned.

For the first time in my life, I felt… chosen.

That afternoon, we had “feminine training.”

I still couldn’t believe that was a real thing.

We gathered in front of full-length mirrors. Our instructor, a tall woman in heels sharper than knives, clapped her hands.

“Posture first,” she said. “Shoulders back. Chin up.”

I straightened.

“Walk.”

We practiced crossing one foot over the other.

Click. Click. Click.

I stumbled.

Caught myself.

Tried again.

Better.

“Good, Bea,” she said. “Natural hips.”

I flushed.

Then came voice practice.

“Higher, softer. Not fake. Gentle.”

“Hi, my name is Bea,” I practiced.

“Again.”

“Hi, my name is Bea.”

It sounded… real.

Scarily real.

Fashion fitting followed.

New dresses.

Different cuts.

Colors.

One hugged my waist perfectly.

I stared at myself.

Pretty.

I liked it.

That scared me.

During break, I sat alone, staring at my reflection.

Why did this feel so good?

Why did being Bea feel easier than being Ben?

Was something wrong with me?

Or had something always been missing?

“You’re glowing,” Lena said, sitting beside me.

“I think I’m losing my mind,” I whispered.

She smiled. “No. You’re finding it.”

I wasn’t sure which was worse.
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That evening, I waited backstage after rehearsals, sitting on a wooden crate and fanning myself.

My feet hurt.

My heart hurt.

My thoughts were loud.

“Hey.”

I looked up.

Mathew stood there, holding two bottles of water.

“Thought you might need this.”

“Thank you,” I said, taking one.

We sat in silence for a moment.

“I wanted to say,” he began, “you were incredible today.”

I laughed softly. “You say that a lot.”

“Because it’s true.”

I looked at him.

“Mathew… can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“Why… why is it called Small Town Sissies?”

He sighed.

“My uncle Elmo,” he said quietly. “Last year, he went on this rant online about trans girls and crossdressers. Called them… abominations.”

My chest tightened.

“I hated it,” he continued. “So did my dad. He told him off. Then he said, ‘Willow Creek will never be known as a hateful place.’”

“So this was his answer?”

“Yeah. A loud one.”

I swallowed. “Then… why did you agree to be judge? To date us? People might think you’re… you know.”

“Gay?” he said gently.

I nodded.

He smiled sadly. “Let them. If it makes even one person feel safe here, it’s worth it.”

I stared at him.

“That’s… heroic,” I whispered.

He blinked. “You think so?”

“I know so.”

Our eyes locked.

The air shifted.

He leaned closer.

I didn’t pull away.

My breath hitched.

His hand brushed mine.

Slow.

Careful.

I tilted my head slightly.

So did he.

We were inches apart—

“Oh my God, Mathew, darling!”

We jumped.

Tyson strutted in.

He wore a tiny glittery crop top, a miniskirt barely covering anything, fishnets, and heels so high they should’ve been illegal.

He spun dramatically. “How do I look?”

Mathew cleared his throat. “Uh… nice.”

Tyson leaned in, pouting. “Only nice?”

I felt something twist inside me.

Annoyance.

Embarrassment.

Something darker.

Jealousy.

Why did I care?

“I’m going to… go,” I muttered.

I stood and walked away quickly.

My chest felt tight.

My heart confused.

I wasn’t into guys.

So why did seeing Tyson flirt with him hurt?

Why did I wish he’d been looking at me instead?

I didn’t know.

All I knew was—

Playing the part was becoming dangerous.

Because it no longer felt like acting.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

THE DRESSING room smelled like leather, perfume, and nervous sweat. When I walked in that morning, I froze. Racks of clothes filled the space—tiny shorts, tied crop tops, corset vests, flowy sundresses, and rows of cowboy boots lined up neatly like they were waiting for us.

“Welcome to Farm Girl Day!” the coordinator announced cheerfully.

My heart skipped.

Lena grabbed my arm. “Oh my God. This is going to be iconic.”

One by one, we were handed our outfits.

Some got daisy dukes and plaid tops.

Some got sundresses and boots.

Some got corsets that looked like they belonged in a fantasy movie.

Then the stylist approached me.

“Bea,” she said, smiling. “Yours.”

She handed me:

A white blouse—thin and soft.

A fitted denim skirt.

A lace bra—pink, delicate.

A straw hat.

I stared.

“This is… tiny,” I whispered.

She laughed. “You’ll be fine.”

I wasn’t sure about that.

In the changing stall, my hands trembled as I undressed.

When I put on the lace bra, my breath caught. It felt intimate. Pretty. Too pretty.

The blouse was slightly sheer.

When I buttoned it up, I realized the lace peeked through.

My face burned.

The skirt hugged my hips perfectly.

Too perfectly.

I stepped into the boots.

Put on the hat.

Then I faced the mirror.

And forgot how to breathe.

I looked… hot.

Not cute.

Not “good for a boy.”

Hot.

My waist looked small.

My legs looked long.

My chest looked soft.

My lips were glossy.

My hair fell in loose waves.

I turned sideways.

Still hot.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. “Is that… me?”

Lena peeked in. “SHUT UP.”

She grabbed her phone. “You’re unreal.”

I laughed nervously. “Stop.”

“No, seriously. You look like a country pop star.”

My heart fluttered.

Then we walked out.

And Mathew was standing there.

He looked up.

And froze.

His eyes widened.

His mouth parted slightly.

He stared.

Then flushed.

“Oh,” he breathed. “Wow.”

My stomach flipped.

“Is… is it too much?” I asked.

“No,” he said quickly. “It’s… perfect.”

His gaze lingered.

I felt powerful.

For the first time, I didn’t want to hide.

The farm challenges took place just outside town, where fields stretched forever and barns stood like quiet giants.

We lined up under the sun, dressed like fantasy farm girls.

First: horseback riding.

I stared at the massive brown horse in front of me.
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“I’m going to die,” I whispered.

“You’re not,” Mathew said, stepping beside me. “I’ll help.”

“I’ve never ridden before.”

“Trust me.”

I placed my foot in the stirrup.

Tried to swing up.

Failed.

My skirt rode up slightly.

I squeaked.

Mathew quickly moved behind me.

“Okay,” he murmured. “Hold my arms.”

He placed his hands on my waist.

Warm.

Firm.

Supportive.

“Ready?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

He lifted.

I swung.

And landed in the saddle.

Barely.

My body pressed against his for a second.

My breath caught.

So did his.

“You did it,” he said softly.

“Because of you,” I replied.

Next: watering crops.

We were given hoses.

Tyson immediately sprayed someone.

Chaos erupted.

I laughed and sprayed back.

Then someone soaked me.

Completely.

My blouse clung to my skin.

The lace underneath was visible.

I gasped.

Mathew stared.

Then looked away quickly.

Blushing.

My heart raced.

Third: feeding livestock.

I knelt beside a baby calf, holding a bottle.

It nuzzled me.

Licked my hand.

I laughed softly.

“There, there,” I whispered.

Mathew watched from a distance, smiling.

“You’re really good with them,” he said.

“I like taking care of things,” I admitted.

“People too?”

I looked up.

“Yes,” I said quietly.

Last: harvest carry.

We carried heavy baskets of corn.

My arms shook.

My skirt rode up slightly.

Tyson snorted. “Careful, Higgins. You’re flashing.”

I straightened.

Lifted higher.

Kept going.

I didn’t look at him.

I looked forward.

And held my head high.

After everything ended, I collapsed onto a hay bale inside the barn.

I was sweaty.

Tired.

Covered in dust.

But… happy.

Mathew appeared with two bottles of water.

“Here.”

“Thank you,” I panted.

I drank greedily.

He sat beside me.

Up close, he smelled like soap and sunshine.

“You were amazing today,” he said.

“So were you,” I replied.

He reached out with a cloth.

“Hold still.”

He gently wiped dirt from my cheek.

His fingers brushed my skin.

Slow.

Careful.

I shivered.

“Sorry,” he murmured.

“Don’t be,” I whispered.

Our eyes met.

The barn was quiet.

Golden light filtered through wooden slats.

Dust floated around us.

He moved closer.

I didn’t move away.

My heart pounded.

“You’re… incredible, Bea,” he said softly.

“So are you,” I replied.

Our faces drew nearer.

I could feel his breath.

He could feel mine.

My lips parted slightly.

So did his.

We leaned in—

Footsteps echoed outside.

“HELLOOO?”

We jumped apart.

Tyson’s voice.

I laughed nervously.

Mathew ran a hand through his hair.

We sat in silence for a moment.

Smiling.

Blushing.

Breathing.

I realized something then.

I wasn’t pretending anymore.

I wasn’t just playing a role.

I was confident.

Desired.

Seen.

And I wanted him.

Badly.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

I STOPPED looking in mirrors. At first, I told myself it was because I was tired. Because the lights in the dormitory bathroom were too harsh. Because I didn’t want to smudge my makeup.

But the truth was simpler.

I was scared of what I saw.

Every morning, I turned my head away when I brushed my teeth. I changed clothes quickly, eyes fixed on the floor. When my wig sat on its stand, I covered it with a towel like it might watch me back.

Because when I did look—when I accidentally caught my reflection—I didn’t know who I was anymore.

Was I Ben pretending to be Bea?

Or was Bea pretending to be Ben whenever I took the dress off?

The thought made my chest tight.

Some days, being Bea felt effortless. Natural. Like slipping into warm water.

Other days, it felt like I was lying to everyone.

To Mathew.

To Lena.

To myself.

I sat on my bed one afternoon, still in yesterday’s blouse, staring at my hands.

They looked wrong.

Too big.

Too masculine.

I curled my fingers inward, hiding them.

Then my chest hurt—because underneath the lace bra, there was nothing really there. Just padding. Illusion.

Fake.

The word echoed in my head.

You’re fake.

I pressed my palms to my face and tried to breathe.

Why did I feel like this now?

Why couldn’t I just enjoy it?

I thought of the barn. The way Mathew had looked at me. The way I’d felt—confident, wanted, real.

And instead of comfort, it made my stomach twist.

Because what happened when this ended?

When the dresses and corsets were gone?

When I had to go back to being Ben full-time?

The idea made my throat close.

I wasn’t sure I could.

And that terrified me.

My phone rang that evening.

I almost didn’t answer.

The screen read: Mark.

My older brother.

I swallowed and picked up.

“What’s up?” I said, trying to sound normal.

“What the hell are you doing?” he snapped.

My heart dropped.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Don’t lie,” he said. “Someone sent me photos. You in a skirt. On a horse. Spraying water like some—” He stopped himself. “What is wrong with you?”

I felt cold.

“It’s just a contest,” I said quietly. “I need the money.”

“You look ridiculous,” he shot back. “Dad would lose his mind if he saw this.”

The word Dad hit like a punch.

“I didn’t ask for your opinion,” I said.

“You don’t get it,” Mark said. “People are talking. If you don’t quit, I’m telling him.”

My hands shook.

“You wouldn’t.”

“I would,” he said flatly. “And you know what he’d say.”

I did.

I’d heard it before.

Disgust. Shame. Silence.

“Stop this,” Mark continued. “Before you ruin everything. This isn’t you.”

My voice broke. “How do you know?”

There was a pause.

Then: “Because you’re my brother.”

The word felt wrong.

“I have to go,” I whispered.

I hung up before he could say more.

My chest felt hollow.

I stared at the phone like it had betrayed me.

Dad couldn’t know.

I couldn’t face that disappointment.

That rejection.

The fear settled deep inside me, heavy and suffocating.

What kind of future did I have if I kept going?

What would happen to my family?

To my job prospects?

To my safety?

The questions spiraled.

And for the first time since becoming Bea, the fear was louder than the joy.
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The announcement was scheduled for the next morning.

I barely slept.

By sunrise, my decision felt inevitable.

Still devastating.

I dressed in the simplest outfit I owned—a plain dress, minimal makeup. I didn’t want to be seen. I wanted to disappear.

The square was already full.

Contestants stood together, whispering.

Lena found me immediately.

“You look pale,” she said. “Are you okay?”

I couldn’t meet her eyes.

“Bea?”

“I’m quitting,” I whispered.

Her face fell.

“What?”

“I can’t do this anymore.”

She grabbed my arm. “Ben—”

“Please,” I said. “Don’t make this harder.”

Mathew stood near the stage.

When he saw me, he smiled.

The sight nearly broke me.

The mayor cleared his throat and stepped forward.

“Before today’s activities,” he said, “one of our contestants has something to share.”

My legs felt numb as I walked to the microphone.

Every step echoed.

I could feel Mathew watching me.

Confused.

Hopeful.

I swallowed hard.

“My name is… Bea,” I said, voice shaking. “And I’m withdrawing from the competition.”

Gasps rippled through the crowd.

“What?”

“Why?”

Mathew’s smile vanished.

He took a step forward.

“Bea?” he whispered.

I didn’t look at him.

“This experience has been… important to me,” I continued. “But I’m not ready to face what it’s shown me.”

Silence.

I bowed my head slightly.

Then I walked away.

I didn’t wait for applause.

Or questions.

Or understanding.

I packed my bags within the hour.

Lena hugged me tightly. “I’m here,” she whispered. “No matter what.” “I’m sorry,” I said. She shook her head. “You’re scared. That’s allowed.”

I didn’t say goodbye to Mathew. I couldn’t.

As I drove out of Willow Creek, my chest ached.

I’d left behind something precious.

Something true.

And I didn’t know if I’d ever be brave enough to come back.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

BY THE TIME I returned to Willow Creek after quitting, everyone already knew. Not the truth. Tyson’s version. I found out when I walked into a diner and the chatter suddenly dropped.

Conversations cut off.

Forks paused mid-air.

Someone whispered, “That’s her.”

My stomach sank.

I slid into a booth, pretending not to notice.

Lena followed me, furious.

“He’s telling everyone you quit because the contest is rigged,” she hissed.

“What?” I whispered.

“He’s saying Mathew was going to hand you the win because he’s in love with you.”

I froze.

“That’s not—”

“I know,” she snapped. “But people are eating it up.”

A loud laugh echoed.

Tyson.

He stood near the counter, surrounded by a few guys.

“Guess favoritism didn’t work out, huh?” he said loudly. “Poor Bea. Couldn’t handle being exposed.”

My face burned.

Someone snickered.

“Maybe she thought sleeping her way to the top would work,” Tyson added.

My chest tightened.

I stood up.

Before I could say anything, a voice cut through the room.

“Enough.”

Mathew.

He stood by the door, jaw clenched, eyes blazing.

“That’s a lie,” he said firmly. “Every word of it.”

Tyson smirked. “Oh? Defending her now?”

“Yes,” Mathew replied. “Because she’s a good person and you’re a big fat liar.”

He walked over and stood beside me.

Protective.

Unmovable.

“Bea quit because she was brave enough to face herself,” he continued. “Not because of me. Not because of you. Because of her.”

Silence fell.

Tyson scoffed and turned away.

My eyes stung.

I hadn’t expected anyone to fight for me.

Especially not him.

That night, there was a knock on my door.

I almost didn’t answer.

But I knew.

I opened it slowly.

Mathew stood there, hands in his pockets, eyes soft.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hi.”

“Can I come in?”

I nodded.

We sat on my bed, close but not touching.

The silence felt heavy.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “About today.”

“Don’t apologize,” he said. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

I stared at my hands.

“I’m so confused,” I admitted. “About who I am. About what I want. About… everything.”

He listened.

Didn’t interrupt.

“I love being Bea,” I continued. “But I’m scared of what that means. I’m scared of losing my family. My future. You.”

He reached out and took my hand.

“You won’t lose me,” he said softly.

I looked up.

“You won’t?”

“No,” he replied. “Because I… care about you. More than I should. More than I planned.”

My breath caught.

“I’ve been trying to be professional,” he went on. “Trying not to cross lines. But every time I see you… I feel it.”

“Feel what?” I whispered.

“Like I’ve found someone who understands me,” he said. “Who makes me want to be better.”

Tears filled my eyes.

“I feel it too,” I admitted.

We sat there, hands intertwined, hearts pounding.

No masks.

No roles.

Just us.

He leaned in first.

Slow.

Asking permission without words.

I didn’t pull away.

Our lips touched gently at first.

A question.

An answer.

Then deeper.

Softer.

More certain.

His hands slid to my waist, warm and steady. I felt his strength, his presence, his carefulness.

I rested my hands on his shoulders.

He was solid.

Real.

Safe.

We kissed again, longer this time.

He brushed my hair back.

Pressed his forehead to mine.
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“Are you sure?” he whispered before taking his hat off.

“Yes,” I replied without hesitation.

We moved together slowly, helping each other, laughing nervously, pausing when things felt overwhelming.

There was no rush.

No pressure.

Just trust.

His arms wrapped around me.

My skin tingled everywhere he touched.

I felt cherished.

Desired.

Seen.

I rested my head against his chest, listening to his heartbeat.

Strong.

Steady.

In sync with mine.

Not long after, he gently pulled my hair and led me to do something I’d never done before. For the first time in my life, being close to someone didn’t feel wrong.

He tasted just like how I imagined it to be. It felt right.

When we finally lay together, tangled and breathless, he kissed my temple.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured.

I smiled.

Maybe I wasn’t.

But with him…

I was enough.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

I NEVER thought I’d be back on that stage. Not like this. Not as myself. The final ceremony of Small Town Sissies took place on a warm Sunday afternoon. The square was packed—families, reporters, curious tourists, and people who had once whispered behind my back.

Now they stared openly.

I stood beside Mathew at the judges’ table, my hands folded neatly in my lap.

Not hiding.

Not shrinking.

Just… there.

As Bea.

My wig was styled softly around my face. I wore a simple floral dress and low heels. Nothing flashy. Nothing forced.

Just me.

“You okay?” Mathew whispered.

I nodded. “Yeah. I think so.”

He squeezed my hand under the table.

Lena stood onstage with the other finalists, glowing in a pale blue dress. She looked confident. Radiant. Unstoppable.

Proud didn’t even begin to describe how I felt.

The mayor stepped up to the microphone.

“After weeks of challenges, growth, and incredible courage,” he announced, “we are proud to name our winner…”

He paused.

“Lena Cruz!”

The crowd erupted.

Cheers.

Applause.

Whistles.

Lena covered her mouth, shocked, then laughed and cried at the same time.

I jumped to my feet, clapping harder than anyone.

“That’s my girl,” I whispered.

People around us smiled.

Some even nodded at me.

Acceptance.

Slow. Imperfect. But real.

For the first time, Willow Creek didn’t feel like it was judging me.

It felt like it was learning.

After Lena received her sash and bouquet, Mathew stood.

My heart immediately started racing.

He walked onto the stage, taking the microphone.

“Before we continue,” he said, “I want to say something.”

The crowd quieted.

“I’m incredibly proud of Lena,” he continued. “She deserves every part of this prize. The land. The money. All of it.”

Lena beamed.

“But,” he added softly, “there’s one part I can’t give.”

Murmurs rippled.

“The date,” he said.

Gasps.

My breath caught.

“I’m sorry,” Mathew went on. “But my heart already belongs to someone.”

He turned.

And looked straight at me.

“Bea.”

The world tilted.

“I fell in love with her courage. Her kindness. Her honesty,” he said. “She taught me what it means to be brave. And I won’t pretend otherwise.”

The crowd exploded.

Shocked whispers.

Hands over mouths.

Phones raised.

My knees felt weak.

I stood slowly.

My eyes searched the crowd.

And found them.

My father.

My brother.

Both staring at me.

Angry.

Disappointed.

Ashamed.

My chest tightened.

All the old fear rushed back.

I turned away.

I couldn’t do this.

I stepped back, ready to leave.

Then Mathew jumped off the stage.

He reached me in seconds.

“Bea,” he whispered. “Don’t run.”
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“I can’t,” I said shakily. “Look at them.”

“I’m looking at you,” he replied.

He lifted my chin gently.

“You’re everything,” he said. “To me.”

Then, without hesitation—

He kissed me.

Right there.

In front of everyone.

Soft.

Certain.

Proud.

The square went silent.

Then slowly…

Applause began.

Tentative.

Then louder.

Then overwhelming.

I cried into his shoulder.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel ashamed of who I was.

Two months later, I woke up to sunlight and birdsong.

And Mathew’s arm around my waist.

We lived on his land now. A small farmhouse. Modest. Cozy.

Home.

I pulled on jeans and a loose blouse and joined him outside.

We worked together—planting, fixing fences, laughing when I tripped over tools.

“You’re so good at this,” he teased.

“You know it,” I replied.

He grinned.

We sat on the porch later, sharing lemonade.

“I talked to a doctor today,” I admitted quietly.

He turned to me. “About…?”

“Hormones,” I whispered.

His eyes softened.

“How do you feel?”

“Scared,” I said. “Excited. Hopeful.”

He took my hand.

“Whatever you choose, I’m with you.”

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you more,” he replied instantly.

I laughed. “Impossible.”

We kissed softly.

“I never thought I’d get this,” I admitted.

“You always deserved it,” he said.

I rested my head on his shoulder, watching the fields sway in the breeze.

I wasn’t pretending anymore.

I wasn’t hiding.

I wasn’t running.

I was choosing myself.

Every day.

With him.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THE FIELDS were already humming when the truck turned onto the gravel road. Harvest season always came with a sound—engines, voices, crates thudding softly against wood—but that morning, there was something else beneath it. Anticipation. Warmth. The kind that settled deep in my chest.

Three years had passed since Small Town Sissies.

Two years since I’d started hormones.

And Willow Creek still smelled like harvest in October.

Sweet corn. Hay. Earth after sun.

I stood near the edge of the field, one hand resting on my hip, the other shading my eyes as I watched Mathew direct the workers. My body moved differently now. Softer. Curvier. When I shifted my weight, my hips followed naturally, no thought required.

My skin felt like silk under the sun—smoother, more sensitive, alive in a way it had never been before. Even the breeze felt different against me, brushing over my arms, my neck, the soft swell of my chest beneath my cotton top.

My breasts were small but unmistakably real now. They filled my bra naturally, warm against my skin, rising and falling with every breath. Sometimes I still caught myself pressing a palm there, just to remind myself they weren’t a dream.

They weren’t.

Neither was she.

Neither was I.

“Bea,” Mathew called, smiling at me the way he always did—like seeing me was the best part of his day.

I waved back.

That’s when I heard another engine.

Slower.

Unfamiliar.

I turned.

A car was pulling in behind the barn.

My heart stuttered.

I knew that car.

The door opened first on the passenger side.

My brother stepped out.

Mark.

Older. Thinner. Nervous.

Then my mother.

She moved slowly, hands clasped tight around her purse like she needed something to hold onto.

And finally—

My father.

He stood there for a moment, as if bracing himself.

Then he reached back into the car and lifted out a pie tin.

Covered in foil.

My legs went weak.

Mathew noticed immediately. He followed my gaze, then looked back at me, eyes questioning.

“Do you want me to—” he started.

“No,” I whispered. “Please don’t.”

I took a breath.

And walked toward them.

Every step felt like walking through water.

Heavy.

Impossible.

My mother saw me first.

Her hand flew to her mouth.

“Oh,” she breathed.

I stopped a few feet away.

“Hi, Ma,” I said softly.

She stared at me.

At my hair, falling over my shoulders.

At my body.

At my face.

Her eyes filled instantly.

“Bea,” she said.

My name.

Out loud.

Correct.
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I broke.

Tears spilled down my cheeks before I could stop them.

Mark shifted awkwardly. “Hey,” he said quietly. “You… you look good.”

I nodded, unable to speak.

Then my father stepped forward.

He held out the pie.

“Your mother baked,” he said, voice rough. “Pumpkin.”

My hands shook as I took it.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He swallowed hard.

“I didn’t understand,” he said. “For a long time.”

I waited.

“I thought I was losing my son,” he continued. “But I was wrong.”

My chest ached.

“I was losing you because I wouldn’t listen.”

Tears slid down his face—slow, stubborn tears he didn’t bother to wipe away.

“I see you now,” he said. “And I’m sorry it took me so long.”

I set the pie down on a crate and stepped forward.

Tentatively.

When I hugged him, he stiffened for a second.

Then his arms came around me.

Strong.

Familiar.

Safe.

“I love you,” he whispered into my hair.

I sobbed.

“I love you too,” I said.

My mother joined us, crying openly now, hands smoothing my back like she used to when I was little.

“You’re beautiful,” she said through tears. “You’ve always been. I just… didn’t know how to say it.”

Mark cleared his throat.

“I was scared,” he admitted. “And stupid. And I’m sorry.”

I pulled back and looked at him.

“Thank you for coming,” I said.

He nodded. “We didn’t want to miss harvest.”

I laughed wetly. “You picked the messiest time.”

“That tracks,” my mother said, smiling through tears.

Behind us, Mathew approached slowly, respectfully.

My father turned to him.

“You must be Mathew,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” Mathew replied. “Thank you for coming.”

My father studied him for a long moment.

Then nodded.

“Take care of her,” he said simply.

“I always will,” Mathew replied.

That was enough.

Later, we sat on the porch together, eating pumpkin pie with mismatched forks, the sun dipping low over the fields.

My mother kept touching my arm like she needed reassurance I was real.

My father watched the workers with quiet pride.

Mark asked Mathew a hundred questions about farming.

It wasn’t perfect.

But it was real.

As the harvest moon rose—full, bright, unapologetic—I rested my head on Mathew’s shoulder.

“I never thought I’d have this,” I whispered.

He kissed my temple. “You earned it.”

I looked out over the land.

Over my family.

Over my life.

~THE END~

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

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

Read The Love Hormone

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Story 7 – Old Maid
When I stumbled upon the chance of discovering my glamorous alter ego and the chance at love, I started questioning if I was still okay with being the male version of an old maid.


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


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


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


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

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

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

Read Femboy Diaries


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

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

We have over 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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“I’m supposed to have stronger bones, not grow breasts!”

I signed up for a routine airline wellness program and accidentally unlocked a version of myself I’d buried years ago—softer skin, dangerous curves, a body that no longer obeyed the rules I’d lived by.

Then there was Adrian. My senior purser. Calm. Disciplined. Untouchable. The man who corrected my posture, fixed my hair, and looked at me like he saw her long before I did.

When the feminization became impossible to hide, the airline gave me a choice: reverse it… or embrace it. When desire crossed a line it never should have, Adrian gave me something far more terrifying—love without conditions.

I wasn’t sure if I was a man.

I wasn’t sure if I was a woman.

But I was sure of how his hands felt on my hips, how my body responded when he kissed me, how right it felt to stop pretending.

Read He Became a Stewardess

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 Small Town Sissies.

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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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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