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Introduction

"Careful, you’re getting too good at pretending to be a girl…"

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

∞∞∞

My heart raced as I adjusted the hem of the dress—too tight, too revealing, yet exactly what he wanted. I was supposed to be Erin, the mysterious woman slipping into Johnny Grimm’s inner circle, but under the makeup and borrowed confidence, I still felt like me, like Ernie, the guy living in his parents’ basement.

None of this felt real, except for Darren’s intense gaze as he handed me my cover story. His warning echoed in my mind: “One mistake, and he’ll see right through you.”

Johnny Grimm wasn’t a fool; he was Chicago’s most dangerous drug lord, and I was a pawn in Darren’s plan to take him down. But the longer I stayed in this disguise, the more I felt Erin becoming… real.

“Careful, Erin,” Darren said softly, his voice low. “You’re getting too good at this.”

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, kingpin pursuit, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman themes and 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 The Girly Undercover.


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

∞∞∞

LIVING IN MY PARENTS' BASEMENT at 28 wasn't the vision I'd had for my life, but here we were. It was my domain, though that made it sound better than it was. The space had an unrelenting chill, a flickering light bulb, and a mattress that sagged in the middle like a permanent dip. No amount of incense could mask the damp, musty scent hanging around from a water leak that had been "patched up" five years ago. This wasn’t exactly rock-bottom, but it sure felt close.

The basement wasn’t the problem, though. It was the Thanksgiving gathering Mom had strong-armed me into attending. She’d used the “family time” card, which might’ve worked a little better if she wasn’t so obsessed with comparing me to everyone else in the neighborhood—especially Darren Mellon.

Darren had graduated from the friendly neighborhood kid to local legend over the years, so you can imagine how excited my mom was to see him today, probably hoping a little bit of his charm would rub off on me.

I rolled my eyes just thinking about it as I pulled on my oldest pair of jeans and a wrinkled flannel I hadn’t ironed since… well, probably never. But apparently, “family time” meant family plus everyone else’s family and the whole neighborhood, all squeezed into the Mellons’ ridiculously perfect backyard.

The Mellons were known for their hosting, and their backyard was like something straight out of a magazine. They had these oak tables with golden table runners, miniature pumpkins, and candles in glass holders that smelled like cinnamon and vanilla. Lanterns dangled from tree branches, casting this warm, cozy glow, and even the folding chairs looked like they were custom-made just for the occasion.
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I had to admit, if I didn’t know these people, I’d think the setup was nice. But knowing the Mellons, it was more of a shrine to their curated lives than an actual backyard.

I tried to slip in through the side, where the guests were trickling in with covered dishes and bottles of wine, exchanging “Happy Thanksgivings” like they were lines from a play. Everyone looked like they’d stepped out of some holiday catalog.

Mrs. Cranston was there, in a red scarf and white sweater that was spotless despite the dusting of pinecones around her. Her husband, decked out in a plaid flannel and jeans that looked brand new, was carrying a pumpkin pie with his chest puffed out like it was some trophy. Even the kids looked like they’d been styled, in little collared shirts and shiny shoes that were, no doubt, killing their tiny feet.

Meanwhile, I was just hoping I didn’t smell too much like my basement.

Mom spotted me within seconds. She glided over, her arms out like she was about to announce my arrival to the whole crowd. “Ernie, there you are! I thought you’d slipped out on us,” she said, smiling like I was her long-lost prodigal son returning home.

“Nope, still here,” I muttered, forcing a smile and shoving my hands into my pockets.

“Oh, come on, don’t look so glum. It’s Thanksgiving!” She gave my arm a little squeeze, then leaned in to whisper, “Darren’s here, you know. Just got back into town.”

“Oh, really?” I replied flatly. “Hadn’t heard that one before.”

She ignored my sarcasm and nudged me toward the center of the gathering, where Mrs. Mellon and Mr. Mellon were standing with their usual grace, chatting with a small crowd of admirers. And there, right beside them, was Darren in a perfectly tailored blazer, hands in his pockets, and a relaxed, easygoing look that made it clear he was completely at home here.

Of course, he was. Darren always looked like he belonged, wherever he went.

“Darren! There he is,” Mom practically squealed, pulling me along until we were right in front of him. “It’s so wonderful to see you again, Darren! And I’m so glad Ernie could catch up with you.”

Darren’s gaze landed on me, polite and composed, with that calm, unreadable expression he probably used in courtrooms. “Ernie,” he said, nodding, his voice carrying that hint of familiarity but also something else—something pitying. “It’s been a while. Good to see you.”

“Yeah, you too,” I replied, doing my best to sound casual, though my teeth were clenched behind my smile.

Mrs. Mellon looked me up and down with the same look you’d give a stray cat that wandered into a luxury hotel lobby. She smiled politely. “Ernie, how nice of you to join us. Darren was just telling us about his recent work. You must be excited to meet your old friend, you two were inseparable—just like brothers!”

“Brothers” was a stretch. Darren and I had been friendly enough growing up, but once he left for college, our worlds had split in two. One of us had gone on to save the city, while the other… well, hadn’t.

“Yeah, I am,” I mumbled, hoping that would be the end of it. But, of course, I wasn’t that lucky.

Mom, unable to resist the urge, started in on Darren’s latest accomplishments. “Did you know Darren’s been working on this big case in Chicago? I was just telling Mr. Cranston how impressive it is—taking down all those criminals. It must be so rewarding!”

“Just doing my part,” Darren replied, but I could tell he was enjoying every word.

Mrs. Mellon beamed. “Oh, we’re all so proud of him. Chicago’s lucky to have someone like Darren. Imagine, keeping our streets safe. It’s the kind of work that really matters.”

There it was—that silent, crushing comparison. They didn’t have to say it out loud. The look on my mom’s face, the tone of Mrs. Mellon’s voice, and the way Darren just stood there, all confidence and success—it said it all. I was the neighborhood disappointment, the cautionary tale, the guy who’d gone nowhere.

After a few more polite exchanges, I finally managed to escape, making my way to the drink table for a much-needed refill. I’d barely poured myself a glass when I felt a familiar presence sidle up beside me.

“Long day, huh?” Darren’s voice was calm, casual, but it grated on me like nails on a chalkboard.

“Yeah,” I replied, not bothering to look up. “Gatherings aren’t really my thing.”
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He chuckled, and I could feel his eyes on me, sizing me up. “So, what have you been up to lately?”

The question was innocent enough, but coming from Darren, it felt loaded. “Oh, you know, just… keeping busy.” I kept my answer vague, not in the mood to spill the details of my less-than-glamorous life.

“Still working in retail?” Mrs. Mellon had sidled up next to him, her tone pleasant but probing. Her gaze was expectant, like she already knew the answer and was just waiting for me to say it.

I forced a smile. “Sort of.”

Darren’s eyebrow raised, and he gave me that lawyerly look that seemed to pierce right through me. “Have you thought about getting back into school? You were always good with science, weren’t you?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said, laughing a little. “Chemistry whiz right here. Just had more fun skipping school and playing arcade, I guess.”

“Well, maybe it’s not too late,” he said, his tone soft but unwavering. “You used to talk about big plans, Ernie. You wanted to make something of yourself.”

I tried to keep my cool, but his words struck a nerve. “Plans change,” I replied, feeling a flush of anger rise up in my chest. “Not everyone’s life goes perfectly according to plan.”

Darren just looked at me, his face impassive. “I know. But that doesn’t mean you have to give up.”

I clenched my fists, resisting the urge to snap back. “Not everyone has it all figured out like you do, Darren.”

He sighed, his expression one of faint disappointment, like he’d expected more from me. “Look, I’m not saying it’s easy. But you’re better than this. You don’t have to settle.”

I let out a bitter laugh. “Glad someone thinks so.”

He watched me for a long moment, his gaze unyielding. “If you ever decide you want to change things… well, maybe it’s not too late.”

With that, he turned and walked away, leaving me alone with my thoughts and a backyard full of reminders of everything I wasn’t. The lights, the laughter, the food—all of it felt like it was mocking me, taunting me with a life I’d never have.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

IT WAS LATE, AND THE LAST of the evening crowd had cleared out. I’d just wrapped up another quick deal in the alley behind the old bookstore. The kid I sold to couldn’t have been more than sixteen or seventeen, barely old enough to be on his own. He shoved his hands in his pockets and mumbled a quick “Thanks, man,” before slinking off into the shadows.

I was about to head home myself, hands shoved in my pockets against the night chill, when a voice cut through the dark like a knife.
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“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

My blood turned to ice. I recognized that voice instantly. Slowly, I turned, and there, looming out of the shadows, was Darren. His face was hidden in the dark, but his stance—arms crossed, shoulders tense—made it clear he wasn’t here for small talk.

“Darren,” I said, forcing a laugh that came out shaky.

“Didn’t see you there.”

He didn’t return the smile. Instead, he stepped closer, and as he moved into the glow of the streetlight, I could see the rage flickering in his eyes. He looked like he was holding back something—a storm ready to blow. “Really, Ernie?” he said, his voice low and cold.

“What the hell are you doing selling weed to kids?”

I shrugged, hoping to brush it off. “Relax, it’s just a little weed. No harm done.”

But before I could blink, he lunged forward, grabbing me by the collar and slamming me against the rough brick wall of the alley. I barely had time to gasp before his face was inches from mine, his grip iron-tight.

“No harm done?” he spat, his voice a deadly whisper. “You think this is some kind of game?”

My heart was hammering against my chest. I tried to laugh it off, but the sound died in my throat. I’d never seen Darren like this—his face a mask of fury, his jaw clenched so tight I thought his teeth might shatter.

“Darren, come on,” I stammered, trying to wriggle out of his grip.

“It’s not a big deal.”

“Not a big deal?” He pushed me harder against the wall, his voice low and dangerous. “You’re selling drugs to kids, Ernie. You’re putting yourself—and them—at risk. And for what? A few bucks?”

I swallowed, suddenly feeling like a bug pinned under glass. “Look, I’m just trying to get by, okay? It’s not like I have a lot of options.”

He scoffed, his grip tightening. “That’s your excuse? That you don’t have options?” He shook his head, his eyes burning with anger.

“You’re smarter than this, Ernie. You could be doing something worthwhile, something that actually matters. But instead, you’re out here throwing your life away like it’s garbage.”

“Get off me,” I growled, trying to shove him away, but he held firm. The pressure of his hand on my chest was unyielding, keeping me pinned. The anger in his eyes was relentless, a fire that I’d never seen in him before.

“I can’t believe you,” he muttered, his voice low and filled with something close to disgust. “You used to be someone. You used to have ambition, dreams. Now look at you!”

I wanted to snap back, to say something that would wipe that look off his face, but I couldn’t find the words. The weight of his disappointment, his anger—it hit me harder than I expected. All I could do was stare back at him, my heart pounding, feeling like I’d been stripped bare.

“What happened to you?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper, the anger replaced by something softer, almost pleading.

“How did you end up like this?”

“Let me go,” I said, my voice shaky. I hated how small I sounded, how weak. But the truth was, I felt weak. I felt exposed, and I wanted nothing more than to disappear.

He let out a long breath, his grip loosening but not releasing me completely. His face was a mix of anger and disappointment, and I couldn’t stand the way he was looking at me.

“I should arrest you right now,” he muttered, his voice barely audible. “I should drag you to the station and let them deal with you.”

Panic flared in my chest, and I jerked back against the wall, desperate to get out of his grasp. “Darren, come on. You don’t want to do that.”

“Oh, don’t I?” His gaze was hard, unyielding. “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t turn you in right now.”

I swallowed, my mouth dry as sandpaper. “You don’t want to do this. You know me. I’m not… I’m not a criminal.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” he muttered, his jaw clenched. “You’re out here, selling weed to kids, risking your life for what? Pocket change? You think that’s not criminal?”

The words stung, and I tried to force a smirk, hoping it would cover the fear creeping up my spine. “Come on, Darren. It’s not like I’m dealing hard stuff. I’m just trying to make ends meet.”

He scoffed, shaking his head. “You’re throwing your life away, Ernie. And for what?”

Before I could answer, he released me, stepping back just enough to let me catch my breath. But the look on his face didn’t soften. If anything, it grew harder, colder.

“Listen to me,” he said, his voice deadly serious. “You’re on a path that leads nowhere good. If you keep this up, you’re going to end up in a cell. Or worse.”

I wanted to laugh, to brush him off, but something in his gaze stopped me. He wasn’t kidding. I could see it in his eyes—the genuine fear, the worry that if I kept going down this road, I’d end up in a place I couldn’t get out of.
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“Look, Darren,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “I appreciate the concern, but I don’t need a lecture.”

He stepped forward again, his face inches from mine, and I felt my heart skip a beat. “This isn’t a lecture, Ernie. This is your last chance.”

I stared at him, my pulse pounding in my ears. “Last chance? What are you talking about?”

He took a deep breath, his gaze steady. “I’m giving you a way out. A way to turn this around.”

I laughed, though the sound came out hollow. “A way out? You mean, like some ‘save my soul’ speech?”

“No,” he said sharply. “I mean a real way out. An opportunity to get off this path and do something worthwhile.”

I frowned, suddenly on edge. “What are you talking about?”

His gaze didn’t waver. “I’m working on a case—a big one. We’re trying to take down a major drug network in Chicago. We need someone on the inside.”

My jaw dropped. “You’re kidding.”

He shook his head. “I’m not. We need someone who can get close to these people, someone who knows the streets, the scene. And I thought of you.”

I wanted to laugh, to brush him off, but the seriousness in his gaze held me back.

He wasn’t joking.

He was dead serious.

“And what, I just waltz in and act like I’m their best friend?” I asked, a hint of sarcasm in my voice. “You think they’re just going to let me in?”

“Not as Ernie,” he said quietly, his gaze unwavering. “As Erin.”

It took me a second to process what he was saying, and when it clicked, I felt a wave of shock. “Wait. You want me to… pretend to be a woman?”

He nodded, his expression unreadable. “These people are… selective. They’re more likely to trust someone who fits their… preferences. You’d be going in as someone who can fit that mold.”

I shook my head, trying to wrap my mind around the insanity of it.

“You’re out of your mind.”

“It’s your choice,” he replied, his voice steady. “Keep going the way you’re going, end up in jail—or worse. Or take this chance to do something meaningful. To make a difference.”

I stared at him, my mind reeling. Part of me wanted to laugh in his face, to tell him he was insane. But another part—the part that was tired of feeling trapped, of feeling like I was wasting my life—felt the weight of his words.

“You’d have backup,” he added, his tone softer. “You wouldn’t be going in alone. We’d make sure you were prepared, that you were safe.”

I swallowed, my mind racing. It sounded insane. Absolutely insane. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized he was right. If I kept going down this path, I’d end up nowhere good. This was a chance—a crazy, dangerous, terrifying chance—but a chance nonetheless.

“So what,” I said, forcing a smirk, “I just throw on a dress and some lipstick and call myself Erin?”

Darren’s gaze didn’t waver. “If that’s what it takes.”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with meaning, and I knew that once I stepped onto this path, there’d be no going back.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

DARREN HAD INSISTED on driving me to the FBI field office downtown, saying something about “keeping this operation discreet.” The whole drive, he was silent, his jaw set and eyes fixed on the road as though he was mentally preparing himself to toss me into the deep end.

I leaned back, arms crossed, trying to look like I didn’t care, but inside I was a mix of nerves and irritation. “So, what’s the deal with this agent you’re setting me up with? She gonna give me a makeover or something?”

He glanced at me, his expression unreadable. “She’s not just a random makeup artist, Ernie. Lira is one of the best agents in the country. She’s trained undercover operatives for years—people who’ve gone deep into dangerous places. She’s here to make sure you don’t mess this up.”

“Sounds like a real charmer,” I muttered, rolling my eyes. But deep down, I felt a flicker of something I hadn’t felt in a long time—something close to fear.

As we pulled into the garage beneath the glassy, anonymous building that was supposedly the FBI’s downtown office, I took a deep breath, trying to keep my nerves in check. Darren parked the car, and as we stepped out, he gave me a hard look.

“Look,” he said, his voice low, “this isn’t a joke, Ernie. If you screw this up, it won’t just be your life on the line.”

I snorted, putting on a smirk. “Relax, Darren. I’ll be the best undercover Erin you’ve ever seen.”

His face didn’t soften. “I’m serious. Lira’s tough, and she doesn’t take this lightly. She’ll expect the same from you.”

I tried to shrug it off, but the weight of his words settled on me like a stone. As we entered the building, every step felt heavier, each hallway more sterile and intimidating than the last. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was stepping into a whole different world, one where I didn’t belong.

He led me down a series of corridors until we reached a conference room. Inside, a woman sat at a table, her back straight, her eyes sharp and assessing. She looked to be in her early forties, with short, dark hair and an expression that could cut glass. This had to be Lira.
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As we walked in, she looked me up and down, her gaze cool and calculating. “You must be Ernie,” she said, her voice smooth but carrying a bite of authority that made me straighten up instinctively.

I gave a lopsided grin, hoping to disarm her a bit. “That’s me. The one and only.”

She didn’t smile. Instead, she turned to Darren with a slight nod, as if they’d already discussed me in detail and I was simply confirming her suspicions.

“Lira Davenport,” she said, turning back to me, her hand extended. Her grip was firm, and the shake was quick—no-nonsense, just like her.

“Nice to meet you, Lira,” I replied, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

She tilted her head, her expression unchanging. “I’ll be the one helping you prepare for this assignment. I expect your full commitment.”

Her tone was calm but laced with steel, and for a moment, I was at a loss for words. “Yeah, sure. I’m committed,” I said, hoping my voice didn’t betray the nerves creeping up my spine.

She studied me for another moment before nodding. “Good. Then let’s get started. We’re on a tight schedule, and I don’t have time to waste.”

With that, she led us down another hallway to a small, private room filled with racks of clothing, shelves lined with wigs, and a vanity covered in makeup. The sight of it all made my stomach flip. This was real. This wasn’t some joke or a bad dream. I was about to be turned into “Erin.”

Lira gestured to the chair in front of the vanity. “Sit down. We’ll start with the basics.”

Darren leaned against the wall, arms crossed, watching silently as I settled into the chair. Lira handed me a makeup remover wipe, looking at me like I was about to fail some unwritten test.

“Clean your face,” she said, her tone brisk. “Makeup doesn’t apply well over dirt and oil.”

I couldn’t resist a sarcastic smile. “Thanks for the tip, Coach.”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “If you want to get through this in one piece, I suggest you drop the attitude. The people you’ll be dealing with aren’t forgiving, and neither am I.”

Darren’s eyes narrowed, and I could feel his silent warning—Don’t push her.

Swallowing down the snark, I wiped my face clean. Lira watched, her gaze unflinching, and when I was finished, she handed me a foundation brush.

“Follow my lead,” she instructed, her voice steady. She demonstrated how to blend the foundation along her wrist, her movements precise, controlled. “Even strokes. Don’t rush it.”

I copied her, my hands clumsy and uncertain, feeling the weight of her gaze on me as I applied the makeup. Every mistake I made—too much pressure, uneven blending—she corrected with a quick, pointed instruction. She didn’t raise her voice, but every word carried an edge that told me I’d better get it right.

As we moved through foundation, concealer, and contour, I started to get the hang of it, though I’d never admit that out loud. Lira was patient but unrelenting, adjusting my hand, correcting my technique, all while Darren stood by, watching in silence.

Finally, after what felt like hours, she handed me a tube of lipstick. “The finishing touch,” she said, her tone softer, though her gaze was still sharp. “The color’s subtle, but it’ll complete the look. Don’t mess it up.”

I shot her a mock salute. “Yes, ma’am.”

To my surprise, the slightest hint of a smile flickered across her face before she went back to her serious expression. I applied the lipstick, careful to keep my hand steady, and when I was done, I looked in the mirror.

The face staring back at me wasn’t mine. The lines were softer, the features more delicate, and the lips painted with a subtle shade that made me look… different. Like someone I’d never seen before.

For a moment, I was speechless. I knew this was all makeup, a disguise, but seeing it… it felt like a part of me was slipping away, replaced by someone new.

I glanced at Darren, half-expecting him to laugh, but instead, he gave a slight nod, his eyes reflecting a mix of approval and something else—something I couldn’t quite place. The sight of it made my stomach twist in a way I wasn’t ready to examine.

Lira’s voice broke the silence. “You’ll need to work on your posture, too. Your walk, your gestures. If you’re going to pass as Erin, every detail counts.”

She moved to the center of the room and demonstrated a walk, her stride smooth and graceful, her shoulders relaxed. “Like this,” she instructed. “Not too rigid, but not sloppy. You need to find a balance.”

I got up from the chair, feeling clumsy and self-conscious as I tried to mimic her movements. Every step felt wrong, like I was a puppet being yanked along by invisible strings.

Lira corrected me, showing me how to move my hips subtly, how to keep my shoulders loose, how to let my hands move naturally. With each adjustment, I felt myself slipping further into this role, this persona that wasn’t mine but felt oddly familiar.

After a few laps around the room, I was starting to get the hang of it. I glanced at Darren, hoping for some reaction, but he simply watched, his expression unreadable. I couldn’t tell if he was impressed, amused, or just indifferent.

Lira, however, nodded in approval. “Good. You’re getting there.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, feeling a strange mix of relief and unease. I hadn’t expected this to be easy, but the way she was drilling me, making me focus on every little detail—it was like she was reshaping me, piece by piece.

And the worst part? I was starting to feel like I was fitting into it.

After what felt like an eternity, Lira finally stepped back, crossing her arms as she studied me with a critical eye. “Not bad for a first try. But you’ll need to practice. A lot. The more natural this feels, the better your chances.”

I nodded, too drained to muster a response. Darren uncrossed his arms, finally breaking his silence. “Thanks, Lira. We’ll take it from here.”

She nodded, giving me one last, piercing look. “Don’t waste this opportunity, Ernie. This isn’t a game.”

I swallowed, nodding. “Understood.”

As she left, the room felt smaller, the air heavier. I glanced at Darren, who was still watching me, his gaze as intense as ever.

“Come on,” he said, his voice softer now. “Let’s get out of here. You look like you could use a drink.”
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A drink was exactly what I needed. I nodded, following him out of the building and into the cool night air, feeling the makeup on my face, the new weight of this disguise pressing down on me. Darren led us to a nearby pub, one of those places that looked like it hadn’t changed in decades, with dark wood paneling and a jukebox that was probably older than I was.

We slid into a booth, and he ordered two beers, the silence between us stretching as we waited. When the drinks arrived, he took a long sip, his eyes thoughtful as he looked at me.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, his tone casual, but there was something deeper in his gaze—concern, maybe, or something close to it.

I shrugged, taking a swig of my beer. “Like a science experiment. I mean, this isn’t exactly what I thought I’d be doing with my life.”

He chuckled, but the sound was humorless. “Believe me, I know the feeling.”

We sat in silence for a moment, the weight of everything hanging over us. Finally, I couldn’t hold back the question that had been nagging at me since the start of this whole mess.

“So, tell me about Johnny Grimm,” I said, my voice low. “Why are you so obsessed with arresting him?”

Darren’s face darkened, his expression hardening. “Johnny’s… a problem. He’s got his fingers in everything—drugs, trafficking, extortion. He’s connected to networks in Europe, Asia, South America. He’s smart, careful, and he’s got enough money to buy his way out of almost anything.”

I raised an eyebrow, feeling a surge of anger I hadn’t expected. “And you think I’m the one who can bring him down?”

Darren nodded, his gaze steady. “I know it’s dangerous. But you’re someone he’d never see coming. If you get close enough, you could find the evidence we need.”

He looked at me, his eyes filled with something intense, almost protective. “But I need you to know—I’ll make sure nothing happens to you. Not as long as I’m around.”

I held his gaze, feeling a strange pull between us, a tension that made my heart race. “You better,” I muttered, trying to play it cool, though his words hit me harder than I wanted to admit.

He reached across the table, his hand hovering just inches from mine. “I’m serious, Ernie. I wouldn’t have dragged you into this if I wasn’t going to see it through.”

I swallowed, my throat tight as I looked down at his hand, then back up at him. For a moment, the noise of the pub faded, the world shrinking down to just the two of us. I wanted to believe him, to trust that he’d keep me safe. But part of me knew that once I stepped into Johnny’s world, there’d be no going back.

“Alright,” I said, still unsure. “Let’s do this.”


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS INTO this undercover “transformation,” and my bathroom was starting to look like a bomb went off in a beauty supply store. The counter was littered with tubes of foundation, loose powders, highlighters, lipsticks in colors I didn’t even know existed, and a forest of makeup brushes that I was finally learning to use without jabbing myself in the eye.

I had to hand it to Lira—when she said I’d be learning the essentials, she hadn’t been kidding. She was relentless, making sure I practiced every technique until I could practically do it in my sleep.

Tonight, though, was different. This wasn’t just another training session. Tonight, I was going out for a “test run”—a trial to see if I could pull off “Erin” in public, blend in, get noticed in the right way, and keep my cool. The plan was to meet with a low-level dealer connected to Johnny’s circle. If I could make it through the night without blowing my cover, it’d mean I was ready to go deeper. If I failed… well, I didn’t want to think about that.

I’d been at this for over a week, and in that time, my face had become a canvas. I was getting used to it—contouring my cheekbones, filling in my brows, lining my lips until I could almost convince myself I was someone else. But tonight, everything had to be perfect. Lira’s intel pegged Johnny and his men to be into “gorgeous trans girls,” which meant I had to look flawless.

No pressure, right?

I stepped into the bathroom, stripping off my clothes, and turned on the shower. The steam filled the room, swirling around me as I stepped in, letting the hot water pour over me. This wasn’t just a rinse-and-go type of shower; this was part of the transformation. Lira had drilled it into me that every detail counted—my skin had to be smooth, my hair invisible beneath the wig, my body shaped to perfection. It was like getting ready for a performance, and the stage was a world I’d never thought I’d be stepping into.

After a long scrub and shave, I climbed out, wrapping myself in a towel and staring at my reflection in the mirror. I didn’t look like Erin yet, but my face and body were stripped of hair and I could see traces of her—the barest hints of the person I was becoming. The more I leaned into this, the more I found myself enjoying it.

Not that I’d ever admit it to Darren or Lira.

I grabbed the lotion Lira had given me—some kind of perfumed stuff that made my skin feel silky, soft in a way I’d never bothered with before. I applied it all over, and though it felt a bit over the top, it was necessary. I was going for “bombshell” tonight, and no detail could be ignored.

Next came the lingerie. A few weeks ago, the idea of wearing this stuff would’ve made me cringe, but now it was just another part of the costume. I pulled on the black lace bra with the padding Lira had recommended—it helped give the illusion of cleavage along with the contour knowledge she bestowed upon me, enough to turn a few heads without giving too much away. Then came the hip pads, sliding into place under a pair of high-cut panties that felt more like a second skin than underwear.

When I looked in the mirror again, my figure was starting to take shape. I wasn’t Ernie in that reflection; I was Erin, someone who knew how to turn heads and keep them turned. I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement bubbling up inside me.

The wig was next—a blonde, shoulder-length number with just enough volume to give that sultry look. I’d spent hours learning how to position it perfectly, making sure it looked like my own hair. I adjusted it, tugging it here and there until it sat just right, framing my face in a way that made me look… well, pretty good.

And finally, the makeup. I sat down at the vanity, pulling out the foundation, blending it over my skin until every freckle, every hint of stubble was erased. Next was the contour, carving out my cheekbones, shaping my jaw until it was soft, delicate. I worked on my brows, filling them in just enough to create that arched, feminine look that I’d never thought I’d pull off.

Lira’s voice echoed in my mind as I worked: “Every detail counts, Ernie. You’re not just hiding who you are—you’re becoming someone new.” I’d rolled my eyes when she first said it, but now, looking at the face taking shape in the mirror, I understood. I wasn’t just hiding Ernie.

I was bringing Erin to life.

I took a deep breath, steadying my hand as I applied the eyeliner, creating a sleek, cat-eye shape that made my eyes look bigger, more striking. I finished with mascara, coating my lashes until they were thick, dark, impossible to ignore. A swipe of lipstick—a deep red that felt bold, dangerous. I stared at myself in the mirror, hardly recognizing the person looking back.

“Damn,” I muttered, tilting my head to get a better look. I looked… well, hot, if I was being honest. Lira had said Johnny liked bombshells, and I was definitely giving off that vibe. I could feel the nerves bubbling up, but beneath them was something else, something I hadn’t felt in a long time: confidence.

I slipped into the dress Lira had picked out—a tight black number that hugged my hips, dipping low enough in the front to show off the cleavage I’d managed to create with the bra and some expert contouring. It felt strange, walking around in something so tight, so revealing, but there was a thrill to it too. I looked the part. Now, I just had to play it.

A knock at the door made me jump. “You ready?” Darren’s voice called from the other side, muffled but unmistakable.

I took a deep breath, glancing one last time at my reflection. I looked ready. I looked dangerous. “Yeah,” I called back, my voice coming out softer, a little higher than usual. Another trick I’d been working on.

I opened the door, and Darren’s eyes widened as he took me in. He tried to hide it, but I could see the surprise flicker across his face, quickly followed by something else—something that looked an awful lot like approval.

“You… look good,” he said, clearing his throat. “You’ll definitely turn some heads.”
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I smirked, putting a hand on my hip. “That’s the idea, isn’t it?”

He shook his head, a faint smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Just remember why we’re doing this. It’s not a game, Ernie.”

“Erin,” I corrected him, lifting an eyebrow. “If I’m going to do this, I might as well get used to the name, right?”

He nodded, his gaze steady. “Right. Erin. Let’s go. Lira’s waiting for us.”

The drive to the bar was tense, the air thick with the weight of what was coming. I tried to focus, going over everything Lira had taught me—how to walk, how to talk, how to draw attention without giving too much away. But the nerves were still there, gnawing at the edges of my confidence.

“Just remember,” Darren said as he pulled into the parking lot, “you’re meeting with a low-level dealer. He doesn’t know who you are, but he’ll be watching for anything suspicious. Stay calm, keep your story straight, and if anything feels off, you get out of there. Got it?”

“Got it,” I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. But my heart was racing, my palms damp with sweat. This was it. My first real test. If I could pull this off, I’d be one step closer to getting inside Johnny’s circle. If I failed… well, I didn’t want to think about that.

Lira was waiting for us by the entrance, her expression as unreadable as ever. She looked me over, giving a slight nod. “You look the part. Just remember everything we went over. You’re not Ernie tonight—you’re Erin. Confident, alluring, and in control.”

I nodded, taking a deep breath. “Right. Erin.”

With that, Lira led me inside, the dim lighting and thumping music washing over me as I stepped into the bar. It was crowded, noisy, the air thick with the scent of cheap cologne and cigarette smoke. I felt a wave of nerves hit me, but I pushed it down, straightening my spine, letting Erin take over.

The dealer was at the back, a greasy-looking guy with a face that screamed “small-time.” He glanced up as I approached, his eyes flicking over me with a mixture of suspicion and interest. Good. That was exactly the reaction I was aiming for.

“Hey,” I said, my voice soft, a little flirty. “You the guy I’m supposed to meet?”

He smirked, giving me a once-over. “That depends. You got what I asked for?”

I reached into my purse, pulling out a small vial Lira had provided for the test—a harmless substance, but enough to make it look real. I handed it over, keeping my expression cool, confident.

He took it, examining it for a moment before slipping it into his pocket. “Not bad. You new around here?”

I shrugged, letting a coy smile play on my lips. “Maybe. Just trying to make a little money, you know?”

He chuckled, nodding. “I hear that. Maybe we’ll be seeing more of each other.”

“Maybe,” I replied, feeling a thrill of victory as he gave me a nod of approval. I’d passed the test.
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Afterward, Darren and Lira met me outside, both of them watching as I approached. I felt a surge of pride, mixed with a strange sense of accomplishment. I’d done it. I’d pulled it off.

Darren gave me a nod, his eyes filled with that same look of approval I’d seen earlier. “Good work, Erin. You looked… natural.”

Lira nodded, a rare smile breaking through her usual stoic expression. “You did well. But this is just the beginning. The real challenge starts now.”

I took a deep breath, feeling the weight of her words sink in. This was just the first step, but it felt like so much more. I was starting to feel like Erin wasn’t just a disguise. She was a part of me, someone I was beginning to understand in a way I hadn’t expected.

As we headed back to the car, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was leaving something behind. Maybe it was Ernie. Or maybe it was just the version of myself that had been too afraid to take a chance.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

AFTER A FEW WEEKS of small deals and blending in, word finally spread. I’d caught the attention of Johnny’s higher-ups. Tonight was my big shot: a private party where Johnny himself might make an appearance. This was the moment I’d been gearing up for, and it felt like the stakes were higher than ever.

“Look,” Lira said, surveying me with her usual steely gaze. “Tonight, you’re not just Erin. You’re the Erin Johnny wants to notice. I don’t care how you pull it off, but every detail counts.”

She had me in the dressing room for hours, overseeing every aspect of my transformation like it was a life-or-death operation. We chose a black sequin dress that hugged my body like a second skin, with a high slit on the side and a neckline that dipped low enough to catch attention. I’d be glittering under those party lights, which, according to Lira, was precisely the point. If I was going to catch Johnny’s eye, I’d have to be the most magnetic woman in the room.

By the time I looked at myself in the mirror, I knew I was getting so good at this. The smoky eyes, the sculpted cheekbones, the crimson lips—it was Erin in her most polished, perfected form.

“Damn,” I whispered, giving myself a quick once-over, turning to see the full effect. I didn’t just look good; I looked… dangerous. Like someone who belonged in a world that didn’t ask questions.

Lira gave me a rare smile. “Now that’s someone Johnny will notice. Don’t forget to hold your own. Men like Johnny don’t just want beauty—they want a spark. Show him you’re more than a pretty face.”

She led me out to the parking lot where Darren waited, leaning against his car with that steady, unreadable look of his. He barely glanced at me as I approached, though I saw the faint flicker of surprise when I stopped in front of him.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice cool but softer than usual.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied, a mix of nerves and excitement bubbling under my skin. But then he reached for the bag of equipment—a set of wires, transmitters, and a tiny earpiece. He’d be my only lifeline tonight, and the thought of him close, listening in, was both comforting and a little unnerving.

“Hold still,” he murmured, and before I knew it, his fingers were brushing against my skin, adjusting the wire beneath the neckline of my dress. Every touch sent a shock through me, my pulse hammering as he worked in silence, his face inches from mine.

“Don’t worry,” he said quietly, his voice so close it made my breath hitch. “If anything goes wrong, I’ll get you out.”

I swallowed, feeling my face heat. “Yeah, well, you’d better be fast. I don’t think Johnny’s known for his forgiveness.”

Darren smirked, his hand lingering against my collarbone for just a moment longer than necessary. His gaze flicked up to mine, and suddenly, the air between us was charged, like a live wire waiting to spark. For a second, I wondered what would happen if I just leaned in, closed that last inch between us.

But before I could even think about it, he pulled back, his face unreadable. “Stay safe,” he said, clearing his throat and stepping away. The moment was gone, just like that.

I tried to shake it off as I climbed into the car, taking a few steadying breaths. This wasn’t the time to get distracted. I had a mission, and I couldn’t afford to mess it up. Still, the feeling of his hands, his quiet promise of protection, lingered like a phantom touch as I rode toward Johnny’s party.
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The party was being held in an exclusive club called Deeluxe, with high ceilings, chandeliers, and walls lined with dark wood paneling that gave it an almost vintage feel. Music pulsed through the space, vibrating in my chest, and the room was filled with people, all dressed to impress. The crowd was a mix of men in sharp suits, women in dazzling gowns, and a surprising number of trans women.

Johnny clearly had a type, and I wasn’t the only one here to fit the bill.

My hand tightened around the small bag of cocaine tucked into my clutch. It was supposed to be my in, something to offer Johnny as a taste of what I could bring to the table. But as I scanned the room, I realized it wouldn’t be easy to catch his attention. He was surrounded by a sea of women—each one just as stunning as the next, every one of them vying for his attention.

“Focus, Erin,” Darren’s voice came through my earpiece, a grounding reminder. “You’re not here to gawk at hot girls. You’re here to make Johnny notice you.”

Easier said than done. I wanted to get to know some of the girls but random guys tried to approach me, flashing charming smiles and flirty remarks. I wasn’t interested in them. I was here for one reason, and it was Johnny.

But the room felt bigger than I’d anticipated, the crowd thicker, and Johnny was still on the other side, talking, laughing, drinking without a care in the world. I bit my lip, anxiety creeping up my spine as I tried to figure out how to make my move.

Then, as if by divine intervention, the opening beats of Dancing Queen by ABBA came through the speakers, and I knew exactly what I had to do.

I made my way to the dance floor, the heels of my shoes clicking against the polished wood as I found an open space and started to move. At first, it was just me, getting lost in the beat, letting the music take over. But soon enough, people were watching. I could feel their eyes on me, whispers, nods, a few approving looks.

I leaned into it, swaying my hips, my hands moving through the air as I danced. I wasn’t just dancing—I was performing, making sure every move was calculated, seductive, designed to draw attention. I let my gaze drift over to Johnny’s booth, and sure enough, he was watching.

Our eyes locked, and I felt a surge of confidence, a silent thrill that told me I was on the right track. I held his gaze, flashing a flirty smile, letting him see that I was here for him. Slowly, he started to make his way through the crowd, his eyes never leaving mine.

The people around me faded away as he approached, every step deliberate, confident. My heart was pounding, but I kept my cool, letting a coy smile play on my lips as he stopped in front of me.

“What’s your name?” His voice was low, smooth, the kind of voice that could melt butter.

“Erin,” I replied, meeting his gaze with a boldness that surprised even me. “I was hoping you’d notice me.”

He chuckled, his eyes glinting with amusement. “Hard not to. You have… quite the presence.”

“Glad to hear it,” I said, my tone light. I pulled the bag of cocaine from my clutch, holding it between us. “I thought maybe you’d be interested in a sample.”

Johnny’s gaze flickered to the bag, a hint of interest in his eyes, but he didn’t reach for it. Instead, he leaned in closer, his hand brushing my waist as he whispered in my ear. “Let’s talk about something a little more… interesting, shall we?”

I forced a smile, though my heart was racing. This wasn’t going according to plan. I’d been hoping he’d take the bait, that I’d have something concrete to report back to Darren. But Johnny was slippery, his attention shifting like quicksand.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked, keeping my voice steady, flirty, though I was desperate for him to say something—anything—that I could use.
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He leaned in, his breath warm against my neck. “I’ll see you around, Erin,” he murmured, his hand lingering on my waist for just a moment longer. “And next time, maybe we’ll talk about the business between your legs.”

The words sent a chill through me, but before I could respond, he was gone, disappearing into the crowd as if he’d never been there at all.

I stood there, frozen, the bag of cocaine still in my hand, my heart pounding as Darren’s voice crackled through the earpiece.

“Erin? Are you okay? What happened?”

I took a shaky breath, forcing myself to stay calm. “Nothing. He… he didn’t take the bait.”

There was a pause, a flicker of disappointment in Darren’s voice. “Alright. Get out of there. We’ll regroup and come up with another plan.”

I nodded, slipping the bag back into my clutch as I made my way out of the club, my mind racing with everything that had just happened. Johnny was smart, too smart, and he’d seen right through my attempt to hook him. I’d have to be more careful, more calculated. But one thing was clear—I’d caught his attention.

And that was the most dangerous thing of all.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THIS WAS IT. Tonight I was being summoned to the lion’s den—Johnny’s penthouse suite. Not exactly the kind of place where you could just walk in wired up like I was on some kind of B-movie stakeout. Lira and Darren had insisted on keeping this meeting as low-profile as possible. The plan was simple: go in, don’t push him too hard, and get out. Easy, right?

Except it didn’t feel easy. Not with the way my pulse raced as I looked up at the high-rise building towering above me. I knew Johnny wouldn’t lay out his secrets tonight—he wasn’t stupid—but being alone with him in his private space without Darren’s voice in my ear made me feel naked, exposed.

“Here,” Darren said, holding out my phone. He’d installed a special app, just a one-touch dial for emergencies. “If anything feels wrong, you get out. Hit the dial, and we’re there.”

I nodded, taking the phone from him. His hand lingered just a second longer than necessary, and for a moment, our eyes met, a silent tension sparking between us. But he didn’t say anything. Instead, he just nodded, his voice steady. “Stay safe, Erin.”

Erin. He didn’t say Ernie anymore. And as much as I wanted to shrug it off, the name felt right in his mouth. I gave him a slight smile, feeling a strange flicker of warmth in my chest. “I’ll be fine. Promise.”

With that, I slipped into the building, my heels clicking against the marble floor as I headed toward the elevator. The penthouse suite was at the very top, naturally, and as the elevator doors closed, I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. I glanced at my reflection in the mirrored walls, taking in the image of Erin—bold, confident, unshakeable.

Or so I hoped.

The doors opened to Johnny’s private entrance, and I stepped out, my heart pounding. The penthouse was a modern marvel—floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of the city, sleek furniture in shades of black and silver, and dim, warm lighting that created an atmosphere somewhere between luxury and danger. Johnny stood by the window, his silhouette a dark outline against the city lights.

“Erin,” he greeted me, his voice smooth, inviting. He turned, flashing me a smile that was both charming and predatory.

“Welcome.”

“Thanks for having me,” I replied, keeping my voice steady as I moved closer, my heels clicking on the polished floor. “Nice place you’ve got.”
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He chuckled, his gaze lingering on me for just a moment longer than necessary. “It’s home,” he said, gesturing for me to sit. I took a seat on one of the leather sofas, crossing my legs and giving him a coy smile. I wasn’t here to play timid—I was here to be memorable.

Johnny poured himself a drink, swirling the glass as he leaned back, watching me with that calculating gaze of his. He didn’t speak for a moment, letting the silence stretch between us, heavy and charged. It felt like he was sizing me up, peeling back the layers of my persona, trying to see if I’d crack.

“You look different,” he said finally, his voice soft, almost thoughtful.

“Like you’ve got something to show me.”

I shrugged, leaning back against the cool leather. “Maybe I do. Or maybe I’m just here to have a good time. Depends on what you’re offering.”

His lips curved into a smirk, but his eyes stayed sharp, calculating. “I can offer a lot, Erin. Anything you want, really… if you’re willing to give me what I want in return.”

The words hung in the air, laced with unspoken meaning. I felt a thrill of both excitement and discomfort ripple through me, but I kept my smile steady, refusing to show any hint of hesitation.

“And what exactly is it that you want, Johnny?”

He leaned forward, his gaze never leaving mine. “I like beautiful things,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. “And I like knowing that those beautiful things belong to me.”

There it was—the invitation, the subtle hint of control that he used like a weapon. It was both unsettling and strangely captivating, like I was being pulled into a game I didn’t fully understand but couldn’t resist.

“What if I told you I’m not that easy?” I replied, keeping my tone light, teasing.

He chuckled, his eyes glinting with amusement. “I didn’t expect you to be. But everyone has a price, Erin. The question is… what’s yours?”

I hesitated, the words catching in my throat. I was supposed to be here to gather intel, to dig into his operation, but his charisma was magnetic, drawing me in against my better judgment.

“I want to be part of your world,” I said finally, my voice low, steady. “I want to make my own money, stand on my own two feet.”

Johnny’s gaze lingered on me, his expression unreadable. “You think you’re ready for that?”

I met his gaze, unflinching. “I know I am.”

He studied me for a moment, and I could almost feel his mind working, calculating. Finally, he leaned back, a faint smile playing on his lips. “Alright, Erin. I’ll think about it. But remember—you don’t get something for nothing. You have to be willing to give, too.”

My stomach twisted at the implication, but I forced a smile, tilting my head coyly. “Then you’ll just have to wait and see what I’m willing to give.”

Johnny’s smile widened, a glint of satisfaction in his eyes. He liked the challenge, the push-and-pull, and I could feel him reeling me in, little by little. But before I could say anything else, he leaned closer, his voice dropping to a murmur.

“I have a particular taste,” he said, his gaze intense. “I like gorgeous girls… with a little something extra.”

The words hit me like a shock, and for a moment, I was frozen, caught between surprise and confusion. He knew. Lira was right, he was into trans girls. He’d known all along. And he liked it.

I forced a flirty smile, though my heart was racing. “Well, you’ll have to work harder than a fancy dinner if you want to find out just how much ‘extra’ I have.”

He laughed, a deep, throaty sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “I like you, Erin. I’ll be in touch.”

I walked out of the penthouse with my mind spinning, trying to make sense of everything that had just happened. Johnny’s words, his subtle promises, his veiled threats—they’d all woven a web around me, pulling me in deeper than I’d anticipated. And the strangest part?

A part of me wanted to be pulled in.

Ernie, the directionless dude wanted this world, the thrill, the danger. But as Erin, I feared for my life, and I didn’t want to let Darren down. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it all but I knew that he was waiting for me.

True to his words, he was still waiting in the car when I came out of the building, his face tense as he watched me approach. He didn’t say anything, just opened the passenger door and waited for me to slide in before pulling out into traffic.
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“How’d it go?” he asked, his voice carefully neutral.

I let out a long breath, leaning back in the seat as I tried to collect my thoughts. “Weird. He… hinted that he knew more about me than I thought he did. He likes ‘gorgeous girls with something extra,’ if you catch my drift.”

Darren’s jaw clenched, his grip tightening on the steering wheel. “So he knows.”

“Seems like it,” I replied, my voice soft. “But he’s not put off by it. If anything, I think he’s aroused.”

He let out a long breath, his eyes focused on the road. “Just… be careful. Johnny’s dangerous. He doesn’t play by any rules, and he’ll use whatever he can to get what he wants.”

I nodded, the weight of his words settling over me. But there was something else on my mind, something I couldn’t quite shake. “It’s strange,” I said after a moment, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’m starting to… I like it. I like being Erin.”

Darren glanced at me, surprise flickering in his eyes. “You do?”

I nodded, feeling a strange sense of vulnerability as I spoke. “It’s like… she’s a part of me that I didn’t know existed. And now that she’s here, I don’t want to let her go.”

He was silent, his gaze thoughtful. “The reason why I got you for this job is because when we were kids… you always used to want to play house. And you’d always insist on being the mom...”

I let out a shaky laugh, though the memory was hazy, buried under years of denial. “I… I don’t remember that.”

He smiled, a soft, knowing look in his eyes. “Yeah, you do. You used to make me be the dad, and you’d get all upset if I didn’t take it seriously.”

A flush crept up my cheeks, the memory tugging at something deep inside me, something I wasn’t ready to acknowledge. “That was just… kid stuff.”

“Maybe,” he murmured, his gaze steady. “But maybe there was more to it than that.”

I looked away, feeling a mixture of confusion and something else—something warm, something that made me want to lean closer, to feel his hand in mine. The air between us was thick with unspoken words, a tension that had been building for longer than I cared to admit.

Without thinking, I turned back to him, my eyes searching his. “Darren… I…”

But before I could finish, he leaned in, his hand reaching out to cup my cheek, his thumb brushing softly against my skin. His face was so close, his breath warm against my lips, and I felt my heart race, my pulse pounding as I leaned into his touch.

“Let me remind you,” he murmured, his voice barely a whisper.

And then his lips were on mine, soft and warm, his hand sliding to the back of my neck as he pulled me closer. The world faded away, and for a moment, there was nothing but the warmth of his kiss, the softness of his touch, the way he held me like I was something precious, something he didn’t want to let go.

“Mmm,” I hissed.

When we finally pulled apart, I was breathless, my heart racing as I looked up at him, a mixture of surprise and wonder in my eyes.

“Darren,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

He smiled, his hand still resting on my cheek. “We’ll figure this out,” he said softly. “Whatever it is… we’ll figure it out.”

I nodded, feeling a strange sense of peace settle over me, even as my mind spun with questions, with possibilities. I didn’t know what this was, what it meant, but in that moment, I knew one thing for certain.

The kiss was the last straw and I no longer felt the need to cling to Ernie.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

A DAY LATER, I found myself sitting in Darren’s office, a coffee in one hand and my patience barely intact in the other. Lira sat beside me, her legs crossed, flipping through her notes with an expression that could’ve frozen fire. I was here to debrief what had gone down at Johnny’s penthouse the night before, but all I could think about was Darren, our kiss, and the fact that we’d crossed a line that had been growing fainter and fainter over these past few weeks.

Part of me was dying to see him, to catch his eye, to see if that look from last night still lingered.

But my thoughts were cut short when the office door swung open, and a woman strode in. She was tall, blonde, and dressed to the nines in a white tailored coat with a cream silk scarf, a designer bag dangling effortlessly from her arm. Her hair was styled in that artful, windswept way that looked like it belonged in a magazine spread, and her heels clicked with every step she took, as if announcing her presence with each one.

Lira leaned over, barely whispering, “That’s Carrie. Darren’s girlfriend.”

I blinked, feeling a jolt of shock settle in my stomach.

Girlfriend? Darren had a girlfriend?

My heart twisted, confusion and irritation bubbling up in equal measure. We’d kissed last night, for crying out loud. Now here was this runway model, standing in the middle of his office like she owned the place.

Carrie’s gaze fell on me, her eyes narrowing just a fraction as she took in my appearance. I was still dressed as Erin, in a fitted top, tight skirt, and heels, with my wig styled and makeup applied in a way that was less “meeting in Darren’s office” and more “night out at the club.” Her gaze traveled from my shoes to my face, her expression unreadable as she appraised me with what felt like thinly veiled judgment.
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She smiled, but there was a coolness to it. “Hello. Are you one of Darren’s clients?” Her eyes flicked to Lira and back to me, as if assessing how I fit into the picture.

“Something like that,” I replied, flashing a smile that was all teeth.

“Just here for a case.”

Carrie’s brow arched, and she gave a light laugh, though it sounded more like a rehearsed social nicety than genuine amusement. “Oh, well, he’s certainly kept himself busy,” she said, her eyes lingering on my wig, her lips twisting in a barely concealed smirk. “I didn’t realize the case involved… costumes.”

Before I could respond, the door opened again, and Darren walked in. His eyes flicked over to me and Lira, but then they landed on Carrie, widening in surprise. She crossed the room in two quick strides, giving him a quick kiss on the cheek as if she did it all the time, which I guess she did. He gave me a brief, almost embarrassed look, and my stomach twisted even more.

“Hey,” Carrie said brightly, looping her arm around his. “I wanted to catch you before you got too busy. Just wanted to let you know that my friend’s opening a new art gallery, and I need you there with me. I can’t be the only person without a date.”

Darren hesitated, glancing over at me with a guilty expression, and I quickly looked away, pretending to study the files on his desk.

“Carrie, I’m a little tied up with work right now,” he said, his voice careful.

“I’ll give you a call later, alright?”

She pouted slightly, but relented, stepping back with a sigh. “Alright, I guess I’ll let you get back to it.” She shot me one last glance, her eyes narrowing slightly, then turned and left the office, her heels clicking down the hall.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding, my chest tight with a mix of frustration and jealousy. I’d known Darren was a complicated man, but this? Seeing him with Carrie after everything that had happened between us felt like a slap in the face.

Darren cleared his throat, glancing at me with an uncomfortable expression. “Sorry about that. I… I wasn’t expecting her to drop by.”

“It’s fine,” I replied, my tone cooler than I’d intended.

Lira gave us both a pointed look, then checked her watch. “Well, since we’re all here, maybe we can start talking about Johnny?” She was looking at me like I was the last person who should be letting personal feelings get in the way of a mission, and she was right. I was here to take down Johnny Grimm, not to worry about Darren’s love life.

“Right,” I said, forcing myself to focus. “So, about last night…”

Darren and Lira listened intently as I recounted the events, from Johnny’s not-so-subtle hints about his “taste” to the strange push-and-pull dynamic he’d been playing with. Lira took notes, her expression tight with concentration, while Darren listened, his eyes never leaving me, his gaze sharp and attentive.

“I need him to admit something concrete,” Darren said, leaning forward. “He’s slippery, never outright saying what he means. It’s all hints and innuendos. You can’t just keep dancing around with him forever. He needs to slip up.”

Lira nodded, tapping her pen against her notebook and turning towards me. “Agreed. But we have to be careful. If he senses you’re fishing for information, he’ll shut down, or worse, he’ll suspect you. We need to make sure that when he does talk, it’s because he wants to—not because he thinks he’s being cornered.”

Darren glanced between us, his expression thoughtful. “Maybe we need to play up the idea that Erin is someone looking to make a real move. Someone with ambition, but who’s loyal to him. That might get him to open up.”

“I can do that,” I said, though my thoughts kept drifting back to Carrie, to the way she’d looked at me, and the way Darren had looked at her. I hated that it was distracting me, that I couldn’t shake this gnawing feeling of jealousy. But I forced myself to focus, nodding at Darren’s suggestion. “I’ll make it clear that I want to be in his circle, that I’ll do whatever it takes.”

Lira glanced at her phone, standing up and collecting her notes. “I have to go take care of something, but keep me updated. And Erin,” she added, giving me a meaningful look, “stay focused.”

With that, she left, leaving Darren and me alone in his office. The silence stretched between us, heavy and uncomfortable. I could feel his eyes on me, but I kept my gaze fixed on the files in front of me, pretending to be completely absorbed in my notes.

“Erin,” he said softly, breaking the silence. “Look, about Carrie—”

I shook my head, cutting him off before he could finish. “Let’s not talk about it. I don’t care who she is in your life. I’m just here to catch Johnny, remember?”

His face fell slightly, and I could see the guilt etched in his expression. He reached out, his hand brushing against mine, but I pulled back, refusing to meet his gaze.

“Erin, please,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper.
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“It’s complicated.”

I scoffed, my anger flaring up. “Yeah, I figured. Look, I don’t need explanations. I’m here for one reason, and it has nothing to do with… whatever this is.”

I could see the hurt in his eyes, but I pushed it aside, forcing myself to stay focused. This wasn’t the time to get wrapped up in emotions.

I had a job to do, and nothing—not even Carrie—was going to get in the way of that.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

DARREN WAS WITH Carrie tonight. As I sat alone in my apartment, that thought dug into me like a splinter I couldn’t pull out. He’d left earlier, dressed in a suit, his hair slicked back, his usual scruff trimmed and tidy, looking like every bit the respectable guy Carrie wanted on her arm. He didn’t say where he was going, but I knew.

She’d invited him to that gallery opening, practically wrapping her arm around his in front of me, making it clear that he was hers. I hated how much it got to me, how it twisted my insides until all I wanted was to get out, to escape the image of them together.

I’d spent the better part of an hour pacing, trying to get him out of my head. But finally, I’d had enough. I needed a distraction. And I knew exactly where to find one.

I grabbed my phone, hesitating for a second before I dialed the number Johnny had given me. I wasn’t bugged, and I hadn’t told Darren or Lira where I was going. This was off the record, just me getting away from everything that was making me feel trapped.

Johnny answered on the second ring, his voice low and smooth.

“Erin,” he said, sounding genuinely pleased. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“Is that invitation to your place still open?” I asked, keeping my tone casual, though my pulse was already picking up.

“Always,” he replied, a hint of amusement in his voice. “Come by. I’ll have a drink waiting for you.”

The cab ride to Johnny’s was quiet, just the hum of the engine and the city lights flashing by. My reflection in the window stared back at me, Erin in all her carefully crafted perfection. Tonight, I’d gone all out—slick black eyeliner, dark red lips, and a dress that hugged every curve, with a high slit that promised more than it revealed. I looked like the kind of woman who didn’t play by anyone’s rules, and tonight, that was exactly what I wanted to be.
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When I arrived at his building, a doorman escorted me up to Johnny’s penthouse, and I felt a thrill of anticipation, a pull toward this world he offered. His promises of luxury and power tugged at something in me—a longing I hadn’t fully acknowledged before. Darren’s world was safe, predictable, always holding back, but Johnny’s world was a thrill, a place where Erin could be more than just a role.

She could be someone powerful, someone with choices.

Johnny met me at the door, his gaze lingering appreciatively as he looked me up and down. “You look… incredible,” he murmured, stepping aside to let me in. “I was beginning to think you’d forgotten about me.”

“Not a chance,” I replied, flashing him a smile as I moved past him, my heels clicking against the polished floor. His penthouse was just as I remembered it—sleek, modern, with a panoramic view of the city stretching out below us. Johnny poured us each a drink, his movements smooth and practiced, and I felt a strange thrill as he handed me the glass, his fingers brushing mine.

“To ambition,” he said, raising his glass.

“To ambition,” I replied, clinking my glass against his. The whiskey was smooth, burning just enough as it slid down my throat, and I felt a warmth settle in my chest, a warmth that had nothing to do with the drink.

We talked, our conversation flowing easily as he told me about his latest ventures, his plans to expand his influence. He spoke of luxury, of power, of the kind of life that felt almost untouchable. It was intoxicating, the way he spoke, each word promising a future where Erin was more than just a mask. I could see myself in that world, stepping into a life I’d never dared to imagine.

But then, Johnny’s hand slid to my thigh, his fingers tracing slow, deliberate circles against my skin. I froze, my pulse racing as he leaned in, his gaze intense, searching.

“You’re different from the others, Erin,” he murmured, his voice soft but laced with intent. “I can tell you want this—want to be part of something bigger.”

I swallowed, forcing myself to stay calm. I’d come here to distract myself, to push Darren and Carrie out of my mind. But Johnny’s touch was grounding me here in his world, reminding me of everything he offered.

“I do want it,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “But I’m not someone you can just… buy.”

He smiled, his fingers moving higher. “Good. Because I’m not offering anything that simple.”

The words were barely out of his mouth before he leaned in, his lips brushing against mine in a kiss that was both rough and controlled. I felt a shiver run through me as his hand trailed lower, his touch growing bolder, more insistent. Part of me wanted to pull away, to keep this professional, but another part—a part I didn’t want to admit was there—wanted to let go, to let myself feel like if Darren didn’t want me, another man would.

But when his hand reached between my legs, I froze, the reality of what I was doing hitting me hard. I wasn’t ready to go further, wasn’t ready to let him have that part of me. But I let him linger there, his touch both exhilarating and terrifying. He was focused there, on the part of me that seemed to fascinate him the most, and I could see in his eyes that he was pleased, maybe even enchanted.

After a moment, he pulled back, his eyes meeting mine with a glint of satisfaction. “I knew you were special,” he murmured, his hand still resting on my thigh. “You’re willing to do whatever it takes, aren’t you?”

The words hit me, a reminder of why I was really here. I needed to gain his trust so we could pin him down. I forced a smile, pushing down the guilt that was beginning to creep in. “I told you—I want in. I’m not here to play around.”

Johnny’s smile widened, his gaze filled with approval. “Then consider yourself part of the circle,” he said, his tone low, almost conspiratorial as he pulled my panties down—revealing my hard and wet yearning. “And don’t worry—I’ll take care of you.”

His words hung in the air, a promise wrapped in silk but edged with steel. He squeezed my thigh, his touch lingering, and I forced myself to smile back, even though my mind was racing. The weight of his words felt like they were pulling me into a deeper, darker current, and for a split second, I questioned everything I’d done to get here.

“Good to know,” I replied, managing to keep my voice steady as I closed my eyes and relish the warmth of his mouth. “I think we’re going to get along just fine.”

Johnny’s gaze softened, and he looked at me like I was something rare, something he’d just acquired and couldn’t wait to explore. “Oh, I know we will, you’re so big, baby,” he said.

As much as I wanted to think that it was just a role I was playing, I couldn’t help but curl my toes from the pleasure he was providing. For a brief moment, I stopped caring about Carrie’s role in Darren’s life or the potential fun they were having in some random art gallery, all I could do was moan and hiss.
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Once he was done eating me, he stood up and finally giving me some breathing room, and made his way to the bar to refill his drink. I let out a silent breath, my hands still trembling slightly, and took another sip of my whiskey to steady myself. I knew I’d made a choice tonight, a choice that couldn’t be undone. But the question gnawing at the back of my mind was: Had it been the right one?

As Johnny turned back, I straightened up, slipping back into Erin’s practiced confidence, reminding myself why I was here. Stay focused, I told myself. This was for the mission, for the case… but it didn’t stop the guilt from crawling up my spine.

“Would you like a tour?” he asked, his tone smooth, inviting.

I nodded, grateful for the chance to shift gears. “I’d love that.”

Johnny led me through the penthouse, showing off the lavish rooms, the priceless art on the walls, the stunning view from his private terrace. Everything about his world screamed wealth, power, control. And yet, walking through it all, I felt more like a pawn than a queen.

As we made our way back to the main room, he paused by a large painting—a dark, abstract piece that seemed to pulse with a quiet intensity. He turned to me, his gaze thoughtful, and for a moment, he looked almost… vulnerable.

“Do you know what it’s like to want something so badly that you’d do anything to have it?” he asked, his voice soft.

I hesitated, taken aback by the question. “Didn’t you already get what you want?”

He looked at me, a slight smile playing on his lips. “I’m not into short-term fun. I want everything Erin, your body, your mind, your soul. And what is it you want, Erin?”

I could feel his gaze searching me, probing, and for a moment, I wasn’t sure how to answer. Did I still even know after what just happened? Or was I just here, tangled up in someone else’s game, losing pieces of myself with every step deeper into Johnny’s world?

“I want a chance to make something of myself,” I said finally, my voice barely above a whisper. “To be someone… important.”

His smile widened, and he reached out, his fingers brushing my cheek. “Then you’ve come to the right place. I’ll hook you up with my people so you could start dealing.”

I forced myself to hold his gaze, even as I felt the pull of his words, the subtle promise they held. But beneath it all, I could feel the truth—this was a dangerous game, and I was in deeper than I’d ever intended.

After a while, I excused myself, needing fresh air, needing distance. I left Johnny’s penthouse and rode the elevator down in silence, the city lights blurring through the glass as the floors ticked by. When the elevator doors finally opened, I stepped outside, breathing in the cool night air as if it could somehow cleanse the weight of what had just happened.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

I WOKE UP THE NEXT day with a sense of heaviness, like I was carrying a stone that no amount of sleep could wash away. Last night with Johnny had crossed a line. I’d let him into my world, let him touch and know me in ways I hadn’t anticipated, hadn’t planned. It wasn’t just about the mission anymore, though I’d tell myself it was. It was about keeping Erin believable and gaining Johnny’s trust, but deep down, it felt like something more, something murky that I wasn’t ready to acknowledge.

I didn’t even have time to finish my coffee before Darren’s text came through, asking me to meet him. Not at the office or in some low-key spot, but at a restaurant—fancy enough that he’d gone out of his way to call it out. My heart did a strange little jump, and I had to read it twice just to be sure. The thought of seeing him was enough to tangle my emotions in knots. Just last night, I’d been consumed by jealousy seeing him with Carrie, but today, the mention of “restaurant” and “meeting” sounded almost… apologetic.

If I was going to face Darren, I wasn’t about to walk into that restaurant half-done. I was going to go in looking the best I could, the Erin who could capture attention, the Erin who could turn heads, who wasn’t weighed down by last night’s guilt. It wasn’t just about the mission anymore; it was about me. About proving to myself that I was still in control.

Sneaking out of my parents’ house had become second nature by now, but today felt different. I wasn’t just stepping out as a character—I was stepping out as someone I wanted Darren to see.

After slipping back down to the basement, I rummaged through my drawers, picking out the best of what I’d collected over the past few weeks. Black lace panties and a matching bra, both delicate and hinting at something forbidden. I held them up, feeling a strange surge of pride. I’d bought them as part of the Erin persona, but right now, they felt like armor.

I headed into the bathroom, turning on the shower as I undressed. The mirror caught my reflection, the remnants of makeup from last night still smudged around my eyes, giving me a haunted look. With a steadying breath, I stepped into the hot water, letting it wash over me, easing the tension in my shoulders. I shaved carefully, each stroke slow and precise, letting the steam and the scent of the floral soap envelop me. This wasn’t just grooming; it was preparation, a ritual that made me feel like I was shedding last night’s mistakes and stepping into another new skin.

After drying off, I wrapped myself in a towel and looked at the products lined up on the bathroom counter, all chosen with care over the past few weeks. The lotions, the perfumes—they’d started out as part of my undercover routine, but today they were for me.

I smoothed lotion over my arms, my legs, the delicate skin of my collarbone. It left a subtle, floral scent, a stark contrast to the musky cologne I used as Ernie. Each step brought me closer to the image I wanted to create—an image I knew would leave Darren looking twice.

The lingerie came next. I tucked my penis and slipped into the black lace, feeling it hug my curves, soft against my freshly shaved skin. I reached for a pair of sheer black stockings, fastening them to the garter belt with careful fingers. The silk slid up my legs, whisper-soft, making me feel powerful and feminine in a way I hadn’t expected. I tugged on shapewear, the fabric snug against my waist, sculpting me into a shape that felt almost foreign yet familiar.

With the foundations set, I moved on to makeup. I wanted something bold, something that would catch Darren’s eye and make him see me, not just his asset. I started with foundation, blending it carefully until my skin looked flawless, like porcelain. I added a hint of blush to give my cheeks a warm glow, then contour to sharpen my cheekbones, making them more pronounced.

My eyes were next, and I spent extra time on them, building a smoky effect with dark eyeshadow, a flick of eyeliner, and mascara that made my lashes look thick, almost feathery. Finally, I chose a deep, daring red lipstick—a shade that said I was here for a reason.

I stepped back and took a long look in the mirror. It was someone powerful, someone in control. Someone who could walk into a restaurant and command attention. With one last glance, I slipped into my dress—a sleek red number with a sweetheart neckline and a high slit that skimmed my thigh. I couldn’t help but admire the way it hugged every curve, the way it transformed me from the inside out. I slipped on a pair of stilettos, feeling the familiar lift, the subtle confidence that came with every step.

With one last look at my reflection, I grabbed my clutch and tiptoed my way up the stairs and out the door, hoping my parents wouldn’t hear me leaving.
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The restaurant was as upscale as Darren had hinted. The low lights and rich decor gave it an air of exclusivity, and as I walked in, I felt the weight of a few glances, appreciative but fleeting. I scanned the room, feeling a thrill of excitement mixed with nerves, until my eyes landed on Darren, sitting at a small table near the back, a bouquet of roses resting in his hand.

He looked up as I approached, and I saw his eyes widen, just a fraction, as he took in my appearance. His gaze lingered, and for a moment, I felt the tension between us crackle, a silent acknowledgment that we both felt it.

“Erin,” he said softly, standing up and offering the bouquet. “You look… incredible.”

I couldn’t help but smile, taking the flowers from him and breathing in their soft scent. “Thanks. Thought I’d make an effort.”

We sat down, the roses placed carefully to the side as he watched me, his expression both nervous and apologetic. There was something in his eyes that made me feel seen, like he was looking past the makeup, the dress, to something deeper.

“I wanted to talk,” he began, his voice a little hesitant.

“About everything. About Carrie.”

I raised an eyebrow, crossing my arms as I leaned back in my chair.

“Oh, I’m sure you two had a wonderful time last night.”

Darren let out a sigh, his smile tinged with amusement and regret. “It’s not like that, Erin. Carrie and I… it’s complicated. She likes me, sure, but I’ve made it clear to her that I’m not looking for a relationship right now.”

I narrowed my eyes, fighting the urge to roll them. “Then why go with her?”

He looked down for a moment, his fingers tracing patterns on the tablecloth. “I went because she asked, and because I didn’t want to let her down. She’s a long-time friend. Nothing happened between the two of us. She knows where I stand. I just became a prosecutor. I’ve finally found something that feels like my calling, and that’s where my focus is.”

For a moment, I felt a wave of relief, even understanding, as I took in his words. It wasn’t that he didn’t care about me; he was just being a gentleman. I knew he was caught up in his own mission, in his own sense of duty, and I guess I just needed a reminder. He made me feel something unexpected—pride. Pride that he cared enough to want to protect everyone, even if it meant making hard choices.

He reached across the table, taking my hand in his, his fingers warm against mine. The touch was soft, grounding, and I felt my pulse quicken as he held my gaze.

“Erin,” he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper. “Just… be careful.”

I smirked, trying to play it off, though his concern sent a shiver through me. “Yeah, yeah, I know—Johnny’s dangerous. I’m not planning on getting too close.”

“No,” he replied, his gaze piercing, his hand tightening around mine. “Be careful… you’re getting too good at pretending to be a girl. I’m starting to fall for you.”

His words hit me like a punch, and I felt a rush of emotions—shock, longing, guilt—all tangled up in a way that left me breathless. He was falling for me, for Erin, for the person I’d become. And here I was, caught in the middle, with Johnny’s touch still lingering in my mind, the weight of last night pressing down on me.

I took a shaky breath, trying to steady myself. “Darren, there’s something you need to know.”

He looked at me, his expression softening as he waited. “What is it?”

“I met with Johnny last night.”

I could see his face painted with disappointment. “Don’t ever do that again,” his voice low with finality.

“Last night… things with Johnny got complicated,” I began, my voice barely above a whisper. “I let him in, let him get close, closer than I’d planned. He… gave me oral. It’s part of the mission, I know, but it still feels… wrong.”

I could see the flicker of anger in his eyes, the way his jaw tightened as he processed my words. But he took a deep breath, nodding slowly. “I get it,” he said, his voice steady but filled with barely concealed tension. “I know you’re doing what you have to. But damn it, Erin… it’s hard watching you get so close to him.”

I reached out, placing my hand over his, feeling the heat, the intensity that simmered just beneath the surface. “Darren, I’m doing this for the mission, to help you take him down. But it’s not easy. Sometimes, I don’t even know where Erin ends and I begin.”

His gaze softened, and he squeezed my hand, his fingers lacing with mine. “I know. And that scares me. Johnny’s not just some petty criminal. He’s dangerous, Erin. His cartel’s been linked to some of the worst crimes out there.”

I swallowed, the weight of his words settling over me, the reality of it all hitting harder than ever. “Like what?”

“Like murders. Tortures. Just last month, we found bodies in Oklahoma—chopped up, mutilated. His cartel isn’t just dealing drugs; they’re building an empire, and they’ll do whatever it takes to keep it.”

A chill ran down my spine as he spoke, the gravity of it all seeping into my bones. This wasn’t just a game, wasn’t just an undercover mission. This was life or death, and I was standing on the edge of something dark, something I might not come back from.
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“Erin,” he murmured, his voice filled with a quiet intensity, his thumb brushing over my hand. “We have to take him down. But I don’t want to risk losing you to this… to him.”

I looked at him, his face close, his eyes filled with something raw, something real. And in that moment, the noise, the fear, the guilt—it all faded away, leaving just the two of us, here, fighting for something bigger than ourselves.

I took a deep breath, feeling a strange sense of peace settle over me. “Then let’s get him,” I whispered, my voice steady. “Together.”

Darren’s lips curved into a soft smile, his hand squeezing mine as he nodded. And at that moment, sitting across from him in the soft glow of the restaurant, I knew that the biggest mistake in my life was doubting him.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THREE DAYS PASSED in a blur. I hadn’t heard much from Johnny since our last encounter, but I knew he was waiting, watching, testing to see how far I’d go for his world. Then, the invitation came—a private, exclusive party at one of his mansions, something that Johnny only extended to those he considered his own. It was the ultimate test of my loyalty, the final line between Erin and Ernie, and if I passed, I knew I’d be deeper in his world than I’d ever planned.

The night of the party, Darren picked me up, his car idling at the curb as I slipped into the passenger seat, a tight knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. He didn’t say anything at first, just glanced over at me, his gaze lingering on my outfit—a fitted black dress, short and revealing, with stilettos that made my legs look impossibly long. I was dressed for Johnny’s world, but tonight, it felt like I was dressing for Darren too.

“You sure you’re up for this?” he asked quietly, his fingers tapping against the steering wheel.

I nodded, trying to keep my voice steady. “I’ve made it this far, haven’t I?”

His jaw tightened, a flicker of worry crossing his face. “Yeah, but this is different, Erin. This isn’t some dinner or a meeting. Johnny’s parties… they’re not like anything you’ve ever seen.”

The concern in his voice warmed something inside me, and before I could think twice, I leaned over, pressing my lips to his. He tensed for a moment, then melted into the kiss, his hand reaching up to cup my cheek. The world outside the car faded away, and for a few precious seconds, it was just us—no mission, no Johnny, no danger.

Just the two of us, tangled up in something real.

When we pulled apart, I could see the conflict in his eyes, the way he wanted to pull me back but knew he couldn’t. He swallowed, reaching down to tap the side of my stiletto.

“Press this button if anything feels off,” he murmured, his voice soft. “It’s the only way I’ll know if you’re in trouble.”

I looked down at the discreet button on the sole of my shoe, nodding as I committed it to memory. “Got it. I’ll be careful.”

He gave me a strained smile, but I could see the worry lingering in his gaze as I climbed out of the car, the weight of his words pressing down on me. I took a deep breath, steadying myself as I made my way to the door, reminding myself that this was for the mission, that Darren would be there if anything went wrong.
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Moments later, Johnny’s mansion loomed before me, grand and imposing, lit up like some twisted palace. I could hear the faint thump of music from inside, the bass vibrating through the ground beneath my feet. As I stepped through the doors, I was greeted by a lavish scene—opulence dripped from every corner, the walls lined with dark velvet, gold fixtures gleaming in the low, seductive lighting. It was like stepping into another world, a place where rules and boundaries were blurred, where anything went as long as you were willing to play the game.

Johnny spotted me from across the room, his face breaking into a wide grin as he made his way over, his presence filling the space around him. He looked every bit the king of his domain, his confidence both magnetic and chilling.

“My gorgeous Erin,” he drawled, his voice smooth as he took my hand, pressing a kiss to my knuckles. “I’m glad you could make it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I replied, forcing a smile as he led me further into the crowd. I could feel eyes on me, glances lingering on my dress, my legs, the way Johnny held my hand like he was showing me off.

The deeper we moved into the mansion, the more surreal the scene became. There were men and women lounging on velvet couches, drinks in hand, laughter and music mingling in the air. But what caught my attention were the people scattered throughout the room—beautiful trans women, each one more striking than the last, draped in silk and lace, their bodies on display as they moved through the crowd. They were mesmerizing, their beauty both intimidating and captivating, and I felt a strange sense of belonging, as if Erin was truly part of this world, a part of this twisted kingdom.

Johnny pulled me close, his hand sliding to my waist as he leaned in, his voice a low murmur. “Let me introduce you to my guests.”

He guided me through the crowd, introducing me as his “new woman,” his tone possessive, like he was staking his claim. I played along, smiling and laughing, even as my nerves buzzed beneath the surface. But when we reached the main room, he stopped, his gaze intense as he looked at me.

“Erin, there’s one rule here,” he said, his tone soft but unyielding. “Everyone gets comfortable. Clothes off. Just your sexy shoes allowed.”
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I swallowed, feeling a surge of panic as I glanced around. The other guests were already undressed, lounging in various states of undress, their bodies bare but adorned with jewelry and heels. My heart pounded, but I forced myself to breathe, reminding myself of the button on my shoe, the small lifeline that connected me to Darren.

With a shaky smile, I slipped out of my dress, folding it neatly and placing it on a nearby chair—then my breastplate, hip pads, and everything else keeping the shoes on. The air was cool against my skin, the feeling of vulnerability almost overwhelming as I stood exposed. Johnny’s gaze lingered on me, a hint of approval in his eyes as he took in my appearance.

“Perfect,” he murmured, guiding me to a plush couch where a few of his guests were already lounging, sipping on champagne and passing around a tray of tiny, colorful pills. I watched as they swallowed them with ease, their laughter growing louder, their movements more languid as the drugs took effect.

As we settled onto another area, Johnny draped an arm around me, his hand resting on my thigh, possessive yet casual. “You look beautiful,” he said, his voice smooth, almost affectionate. “A real gem.”

“Thank you,” I replied, feeling a strange mix of pride and unease as I leaned into him, letting the warmth of his body lull me into a false sense of comfort.

The night blurred into a haze of champagne and laughter, the room spinning as Johnny’s guests lost themselves to the drugs and alcohol. People were touching, groping, kissing, their bodies entwined in a display of hedonistic pleasure that was both mesmerizing and disturbing. I felt like I was watching a scene from a dream, detached and surreal, and yet, a part of me couldn’t look away.

At one point, Johnny leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear as he murmured, “You’d look incredible with bigger boobs, Erin. I could arrange that for you—make you as stunning as the other girls here.”

I froze, the weight of his words sinking in as I processed what he was offering. He wanted to change me, to mold me into his vision of beauty, and yet, a part of me felt tempted by the idea, intrigued by the thought of becoming more than I was. But the thought of undergoing surgeries, of fully giving myself over to this transformation—it felt like a step I wasn’t ready to take, a line I couldn’t cross.

Johnny’s hand tightened on my thigh, his tone soft but firm. “But no hormones,” he added, his voice leaving no room for argument. “I want you fully functional, Erin. I like you just the way you are.”

I forced a smile, nodding as I took another sip of champagne, letting the warmth of the alcohol dull the edges of my thoughts. The party raged on around me, the music pulsing through the walls, the laughter and moans blending into a cacophony of sound. I felt dizzy, a strange mix of arousal and unease settling over me as I watched the other guests, their bodies entwined, lost in the haze of pleasure and excess.

The trans women were stunning, their beauty almost otherworldly, and I felt a pang of desire as I watched them, a reminder of the part of me that was still drawn to women, still captivated by their grace and allure. But as the night wore on, my thoughts drifted to Darren, to the way his hand had felt on mine, the way he’d looked at me with a mix of fear and affection that had left me breathless.

I was here, surrounded by luxury and beauty, and yet, my heart ached for something more, something real.

As the night continued, Johnny’s guests grew bolder, their inhibitions melting away as they indulged in each other, their laughter and moans filling the room. I felt hands on me, soft and exploring, and I let them linger, let myself be pulled into the rhythm of the party, even as my mind drifted elsewhere.

I felt someone’s lips on my neck, a gentle, teasing kiss that sent a shiver down my spine. I turned, finding myself face-to-face with one of Johnny’s trans women, her eyes glazed with a mixture of arousal and intoxication. She smiled, her hand tracing a line down my arm, her touch light and inviting.

"You’re beautiful," she murmured, her voice soft, her fingers trailing along my arm in a way that was both inviting and tender. The warmth of her touch sent a ripple through me, a reminder of how deep I’d sunk into Johnny’s world, where boundaries felt as blurred as the lights dancing off the chandelier.

"Thank you," I replied, my voice slurring. I felt the heat of her gaze, her closeness stirring something within me that I didn’t expect. Her lips brushed my cheek, lingering near the corner of my mouth, and for a moment, I let myself relax, let myself feel something other than fear, other than the tight knot of anxiety in my chest.

I was pretending to be Erin, but maybe, in some way, I was starting to understand her more than I wanted to admit.

Johnny watched us from across the room, his gaze intense, almost possessive, as if he was admiring his own handiwork. I could feel his eyes on me, assessing, evaluating, the weight of his attention both thrilling and unsettling.

“You’re settling in well,” he said, his voice loud enough to cut through the haze around us. He raised his glass in a silent toast, his expression one of approval mixed with something darker, something that hinted at how deep his control over this world ran.

I forced a smile, letting the woman’s hand linger on my thigh, a part of me wanting to pull back but knowing I couldn’t. I was here to play a part, to be everything Johnny wanted, and if that meant indulging in the fantasy he was creating, then so be it.

Johnny sauntered over, his steps slow and deliberate, his gaze locked on me. He settled beside me, his arm snaking around my waist as he leaned in, his breath warm against my skin.

“I told you I’d take care of you, didn’t I?” he murmured, his tone soft, almost affectionate.

I swallowed, nodding as I met his gaze, the weight of his promise heavy in the air between us. “You did.”

He smiled, a slow, satisfied grin that made my skin prickle. “Good. Because I always keep my promises.”

The night continued, a blur of faces, touches, and whispered words that left me feeling dizzy, untethered, like I was floating through a dream I couldn’t wake up from. I felt hands on me, lips brushing my skin, and I let myself drift, let myself fall into the role I’d created, even as a part of me wanted to run, to escape the intensity of it all.

But through it all, I kept my focus, kept reminding myself why I was here. Every touch, every kiss, every whispered promise was a step closer to Johnny’s trust, a step closer to uncovering the secrets he guarded so carefully.

At one point, Johnny leaned in, his eyes dark, his gaze unwavering. “You’re something special, Erin. I can see it.”

I forced a smile, letting his words wash over me, even as a part of me recoiled at the thought. I didn’t want to be special to Johnny. I didn’t want to be anything to him. But if that’s what it took to gain his trust, to bring him down, then I’d do it.

As the night wore on, the guests began to drift away, one by one, until it was just Johnny and me, the mansion quiet, the air heavy with the remnants of laughter and desire.

He looked at me, his gaze intense, his hand lingering on my thigh. “Stay,” he murmured, his voice low, his eyes searching mine.

I hesitated, my mind racing, my heart pounding. This was the moment I’d been waiting for, the moment when Johnny’s walls would come down, when he’d let me in. But as I looked into his eyes, I felt a flicker of doubt, a pang of guilt that cut through the haze.

“I… I should go,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

Johnny’s expression hardened, a flash of disappointment flickering in his eyes. But he nodded, letting his hand fall away, his gaze lingering on me for a moment longer.

“Alright,” he said softly. “But remember, Erin—my door is always open.”

I forced a smile, nodding as I stood, the weight of his gaze heavy on my back as I made my way to the door. The air outside was cool, a stark contrast to the heat of the mansion, and I took a deep breath, letting the chill settle over me, grounding me, reminding me of who I was, of why I was here.

I slipped off my heels, pressing another button Darren had hidden there, signaling him that I was safe. A few minutes later, his car pulled up, and I climbed in, the silence between us heavy, filled with everything I couldn’t say.

He didn’t ask me what happened, didn’t press for details, and for that, I was grateful. Instead, he reached over, his hand resting on mine, his touch warm, reassuring, a silent promise that he was there, that he understood.

We drove in silence, the city lights blurring past us, and for the first time since this whole thing started, I felt a strange sense of peace, a quiet certainty that, no matter what happened, I wasn’t alone.

And that was enough.


Chapter 11

∞∞∞

A WEEK PASSED SINCE JOHNNY had invited me to that last, twisted party, and every day since then, I’d felt his grip tightening around me, a vice I was starting to fear I couldn’t escape. He called me his “woman,” made promises about the power and luxury I’d find if I stayed by his side. But then came the final test, the one I knew would push me to my breaking point.

He wanted me to spend the night with him. Not just to share a bed, but for me to submit entirely. The way he put it made it sound like some grand reward for my loyalty, but I knew what it really meant. Johnny wanted to take me, penetrate me, and prove I was his. He wanted to break the final barrier between us, crossing the line that made Erin more than just a role I was playing.

The thought made my stomach twist, and for the first time since I’d begun this mission, I wanted to run. I knew I couldn’t go through with it, couldn’t let him have that part of me. It was a line I hadn’t planned to cross, one that felt like it would cost me a piece of myself I couldn’t get back. The fear was suffocating, pressing down on me until I could hardly breathe.

In a panic, I called Darren, barely able to keep my voice steady as I told him what Johnny had planned.

“He wants it to happen at his penthouse,” I said, my voice shaking. “And I can’t… I’m not ready, Darren. This is crossing the line.”

There was silence on the other end, and for a moment, I thought maybe he hadn’t heard me. But then his voice came through, calm, steady, with that underlying strength that had always drawn me in.

“Text him back,” Darren said. “Tell him yes.”

I froze, my heart pounding. “You’re joking, right?” I could feel the anger rising, the disbelief that he’d even suggest such a thing. “You know what he’s asking, don’t you? You really want me to go through with that?”

“Do you trust me?” His voice was firm, unwavering.

I clenched my jaw, the words catching in my throat. The answer was yes. I trusted Darren more than anyone else in my life. But this… this was different.

“Yes,” I whispered finally, hating how vulnerable the word made me feel.

“Then follow through,” he said, his tone softening. “Just this once, Erin. Do what he asks.”

I took a deep breath, nodding even though he couldn’t see me. “Alright. But you’d better come through, Darren.”

“I’ll be there,” he promised. And despite everything, the warmth in his voice sent a flicker of reassurance through me. “Just keep him talking. We’ll get him.”

The night of the meeting arrived, and as I prepared myself, the nerves hit harder than ever. My heart was a wild, relentless beat in my chest, and my hands shook as I carefully applied my makeup, trying to steady myself, trying to remind myself of who I was. I was Erin, the woman who could play any role, who could charm Johnny long enough to get what we needed. But tonight, that confidence felt like it was slipping through my fingers, and for the first time, I was scared that I’d fail.

I took extra time with my makeup, layering foundation to hide the paleness that had crept into my skin, adding a flush of blush to bring color back to my cheeks. My eyes were dark, smoky, lined with kohl, the shadow blending into the perfect gradient that made my gaze look fierce, unbreakable. I painted my lips in a deep crimson, the kind of color that felt like armor, a shield against the fear that gnawed at me.

The dress I’d chosen was sparkly, tight, hugging every curve, with a slit that climbed dangerously high. It was the kind of dress that demanded attention, the kind that would make Johnny’s gaze linger, his interest deepen. I paired it with my tallest heels, the ones with the hidden button Darren had insisted on, a lifeline I clung to more than I cared to admit.

But the final piece was the tiny microphone, hidden in a replacement for one of my molars. The FBI had implanted it, and though it felt strange, foreign, it was my only link to Darren and his team. Knowing they could hear me was both a comfort and a burden, a reminder that this was more than just a game.

When I arrived at the Rushmore Towers, the building loomed over me, its glass reflecting the city lights in a dizzying display. My pulse raced as I stepped into the elevator, the floors ticking by as I ascended, my heart pounding harder with every second. I was here to finish what we’d started, to get Johnny to expose himself, but the stakes had never felt higher.
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Johnny opened the door himself, his eyes lighting up as he took me in, his gaze lingering on the curves of my dress, the length of my legs. He looked… eager, a gleam in his eyes that sent a chill down my spine.

“Erin, as promised, no bodyguards,” he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “You look… stunning.”

“Thanks, Johnny. I’m glad you understand. I’m not comfortable with other people around us. I want this night to be special.”

I forced a smile, stepping into the penthouse, the opulence of the room wrapping around me like a suffocating blanket. The decor was all dark wood and leather, the lights dimmed to a soft glow, casting shadows that made everything feel more intimate, more dangerous.

He reached for me, pulling me close, his hand settling on my waist as he guided me further inside. “I’ve been waiting for this,” he murmured, his lips brushing my ear. “I hope you’re as excited as I am.”

I swallowed, my mouth dry, but I managed a playful smile, letting my fingers trail down his chest. “You have no idea,” I replied, the lie slipping easily off my tongue.

Johnny’s grin widened, his hand drifting lower, possessive, confident. “Good. Because I have something special planned for us tonight.” He glanced down at me, his gaze darkening. “I even prepared some toys. Thought we could have some fun.”

I felt my stomach twist, but I kept my smile steady, my voice light. “Sounds perfect. But… what about our deal? You promised me something, remember?”

He laughed, a low, throaty sound, and he nodded, his eyes gleaming with approval. “I knew you’d bring that up. Come on.” He led me through the penthouse, past plush furniture and expensive art, until we reached a private room, the door slightly ajar.

Inside, my eyes widened at the sight. Bags and bags of white powder were stacked along the walls, carefully sealed, pristine. The air was thick with the scent of it, the unmistakable, sharp aroma that clung to everything. Johnny reached for one of the bags, slicing it open with a practiced hand, and dipped his finger into the powder, bringing it to his nose for a quick, practiced sniff.

“Ahhh, Colombia,” he murmured, his eyes half-lidded in pleasure. “Nothing but the finest for you, my darling.”

I felt a surge of triumph, a wild, dizzying relief that he’d finally given me what I needed. I just had to keep him talking, keep him close, and the rest would fall into place. I knew Darren and his team were listening, waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

Johnny turned to me, his gaze predatory, hungry. He reached for me, pulling me close, his hands rough as he began to peel the dress from my shoulders.

He whispered tales of how he could own the world and how excited he was for me to be a part of it as he slid my dress down more until it pooled around my ankles, leaving me standing in my corset and panties, exposed and vulnerable.

“You don’t need this,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the lace of my corset. “Just you and me tonight, Erin. No distractions.”

I tried to smile, tried to keep up the facade, but as he pressed me back against the wall, his hands moving lower, panic flared in my chest. This was it—the moment he’d been waiting for, the final test of my loyalty.

And I wasn’t ready.

I didn’t want this.

I couldn’t let it happen.

He was kissing me, his hands exploring, and I felt the bile rise in my throat, the desperation clawing at me as I tried to keep my composure. His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, ready to strip away the last of my defenses, and I felt the cold shock of reality slam into me.

But then, before I could even react, the door burst open, and Darren stormed in, his expression hard, unyielding, the relief and fury blending in his eyes. Behind him, a team of agents flooded the room, weapons drawn, their voices sharp and commanding as they shouted for Johnny to get down, to put his hands where they could see them.

Johnny’s face twisted in fury, his hands clenching as he glared at Darren. “You set me up,” he spat, his voice venomous. “You… I trusted you!”

He crouched and took a gun from his pocket, but Darren didn’t flinch, he rushed towards us and took the gun from him—his gaze steady, unyielding. “You’re done, Johnny. It’s over.”

“You think she cares about you?” Johnny snarled, his voice filled with venom as he struggled on the ground and glared at me, his face twisted in fury. His gaze flicked back to Darren, his eyes dark with betrayal. “She’s just like me, she wants this life. You think you won her over? She’s been playing you just like she’s been playing me.”
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I sat there, heart pounding, barely able to catch my breath—my breastplate making it even harder. I could see the raw rage in Johnny’s eyes, a look that sent a shiver down my spine, but I forced myself to hold his gaze, standing tall even as my legs threatened to buckle beneath me.

Darren held me close as his men pinned him down, his expression hard, protective. “This is over, Johnny,” he said, his voice calm, unyielding. “You’re going away for a long time.”

Johnny laughed, the sound harsh, bitter. “You don’t know what you’re getting yourself into, Mellon,” he spat, his eyes gleaming with a twisted satisfaction. “People like me—we don’t just disappear. You think you’ve won, but this is just the beginning.”

Darren’s jaw tightened but I could feel his warmth, his strength, and for the first time since I’d stepped into Johnny’s world, I felt safe.

“Take him,” Darren ordered, and two agents stepped forward, cuffing Johnny’s wrists as they led him out of the room. He didn’t resist, but his gaze lingered on me, a cold, calculating look that promised this wasn’t the end.

As the agents escorted him away, the room fell silent, the tension finally easing. I let out a shaky breath, my entire body trembling as the reality of what had just happened sank in. It was over. Johnny was gone, his empire shattered, his grip on me finally broken.

Darren turned to me, his face softening, a look of relief and pride in his eyes. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice gentle, his hand brushing a stray hair from my face.

I nodded, my throat tight. “I… I didn’t think it would actually work,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “I thought… I thought he’d see through it.”

Darren’s expression softened, his hand cupping my cheek as he looked at me, his gaze filled with a warmth that sent a wave of emotion crashing over me. “You were incredible, Erin,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over my cheek. “You did it. You brought him down.”

The words hit me like a punch, the weight of the mission, the danger, the fear—it all came rushing back, a tidal wave of emotions that I could barely contain. I looked up at him, my vision blurring with tears, and before I knew it, I was in his arms, clinging to him as the relief washed over me.

He held me, his arms strong, steady, the warmth of his embrace grounding me as I let the tension drain from my body. For a few precious moments, it was just the two of us, the world outside fading away as I buried my face in his shoulder, the steady beat of his heart calming the chaos in my own.

Moments later, the elevator doors closed around us, sealing us in, and in that quiet space, we finally let ourselves feel, let ourselves be real.

“I love you so much, Erin, more than you could ever imagine.”

“Darren, I’m already in too deep… I love you too.”

With that, he leaned closer and officially ended our mission with a long, hard, and love-filled kiss.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

I SAT BESIDE DARREN in his car, my hands resting nervously in my lap as I smoothed down my dress, a soft pastel pink with a floral pattern that brushed just above my knees. Today was my first time stepping out as Erin with him, in public, and there was no hiding behind closed doors or disguises this time.

This was me.

All of me.

And in just a few minutes, everyone else would see it too—including my parents.

I still couldn’t believe she’d been the one to insist on me coming. She’d tell me over dinner, full of excitement about the “heroes homage” being hosted in the Mellons' backyard. The whole town was talking about it—about how Darren had brought down the infamous kingpin, the one who’d been pulling the strings behind the town’s troubles for years. She was so proud of him, so grateful for everything he’d done. Of course, she didn’t know that I’d had any part in it.

To her, I was still Ernie, her son, not Erin, the woman I was finally letting myself be.

When I’d first told her I wasn’t going, she’d sounded so disappointed, practically begging me to reconsider. I hadn’t given her an explanation, hadn’t told her the truth, and it gnawed at me. But today… well, today was going to change everything.

“You alright?” Darren’s voice was soft, pulling me out of my thoughts. He reached over, his hand resting warmly over mine.

“Yeah,” I whispered, my voice shaky. “I just… I don’t know if I’m ready for all of this.” I laughed, a little bitterly. “Feels like I’m about to jump off a cliff.”

He squeezed my hand, his gaze warm and steady. “You’re not alone, Erin. I’m right here. We’re doing this together.”

I looked up at him, my heart swelling. He had a way of grounding me, of making me feel like no matter what happened, I’d be okay. With a deep breath, I nodded, giving him a small smile.

“Alright. Let’s do this.”

We stepped out of the car, and the afternoon sun warmed my skin as I took in the scene before me. The Mellons' backyard was transformed, a glamorous spread of tables draped in white cloth, silverware sparkling, flowers in every color lining the perimeter. Guests were already gathered, mingling and chatting, laughter floating through the air.

Darren took my hand, his fingers entwining with mine, and suddenly, everything felt a little more bearable. I wasn’t alone. And somehow, that made all the difference.

As we approached the crowd, I spotted familiar faces, neighbors and friends I’d known my whole life. My heart pounded in my chest, nerves prickling under my skin. But Darren kept his hand in mine, his presence steady and reassuring, a silent reminder that I didn’t have to hide anymore.

We made our way through the crowd, and then I saw her—Lira. She was talking with a few colleagues, looking as polished and professional as ever. When her gaze fell on us, her expression shifted from surprise to something I could only describe as pride. I could almost hear her thoughts: About time.

Carrie, on the other hand, stood nearby, her face unreadable, her posture stiff as she took us in. I gave her a small, polite nod, and though her expression didn’t change, I could see the flicker of resignation in her eyes. It was over. Whatever fantasy she’d had about Darren had been replaced by the reality standing before her.

Darren’s parents spotted us next, and they made their way over, warm smiles on their faces. His mother, elegant as always in a light pink dress, beamed as she looked at us, her eyes filled with curiosity.

“Hello,” she greeted, her voice warm. “And who might this lovely lady be?”

I felt my cheeks heat, and before I could respond, Darren spoke up, his tone proud. “Mom, Dad—this is Erin.”
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His father extended a hand, his smile kind and welcoming. “It’s wonderful to meet you, Erin.”

I shook his hand, my nerves fading just a bit under their warmth. Darren gave my hand a reassuring squeeze before stepping forward, his voice loud and steady as he called the crowd’s attention.

“Everyone,” he began, his gaze sweeping over the crowd. “I want to thank you all for being here today, for coming together to celebrate the end of a dark chapter in our town’s history. We couldn’t have done this without each of you, without the support and strength you’ve shown.”

The guests clapped, a few cheers breaking out, but he held up his hand, silencing them. “But I want to make something clear: this victory wasn’t mine alone. I wouldn’t be standing here if it weren’t for the courage and dedication of one very special person.”

He paused, looking at me, his eyes shining with pride. “Everyone, I’d like you to meet Erin Harper, the woman who helped make all of this possible. My partner and… my girlfriend.”

The crowd erupted into applause, and I felt my cheeks flush, my heart pounding as I took in the faces before me. There, in the middle of the crowd, stood my parents, their expressions frozen in shock, a mixture of confusion and disbelief clouding their features.

I felt my throat tighten, the applause fading as I looked at them, as they looked at me. This was the moment I’d dreaded, the moment I’d hoped I could avoid. But there was no hiding anymore. They knew. They saw me.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped forward, my voice barely above a whisper. “Mom, Dad… it’s me.”

My mother’s hand flew to her mouth, her eyes widening as she took in my appearance, the makeup, the dress, the woman standing before her who she’d once known as her son. My father’s gaze was fixed on me, his expression unreadable, a storm of emotions flickering across his face.

I felt Darren’s hand on my shoulder, steadying me, grounding me. “I know this is a lot,” I said, my voice trembling. “But… this is who I am. Erin. I’m done hiding, done pretending to be someone I’m not.”

There was a long, agonizing silence, the world around us fading as I waited, heart pounding, for their reaction.

Finally, my mother stepped forward, her eyes glistening with tears. She reached out, her hand trembling as she touched my cheek, her voice barely a whisper. “Ernie?”

I swallowed, nodding as I covered her hand with mine. “Yes, Mom. But it’s Erin now.”

Her lips quivered, her gaze searching mine, and for a moment, I thought she might turn away. But then, her face softened, her hand tightening on mine as she gave a small, shaky smile.

“My beautiful Erin,” she whispered, pulling me into a hug, her arms wrapping around me with a fierceness that took me by surprise. I clung to her, the tears slipping down my cheeks as I felt the weight of years lift from my shoulders, the relief washing over me like a tidal wave.

When we pulled apart, my father stepped forward, his gaze somber, his hands trembling slightly. He didn’t say anything at first, just looked at me, his eyes filled with something I couldn’t quite read. But then, he nodded, his voice gruff as he spoke.

“If this is who you are,” he said, his voice breaking. “Then… then that’s enough for me. I just hoped we knew sooner.”

The words were simple, but they meant everything. I reached for him, pulling him into a hug, and for the first time in years, I felt whole, complete, like the missing pieces of my life were finally falling into place.

Darren’s parents joined us, their arms wrapping around us in a warm, protective embrace, forming a circle of acceptance, of love, a family bound not by blood but by understanding. Lira looked on, her expression soft, a knowing smile playing on her lips, and even Carrie seemed to soften, a flicker of acceptance in her gaze.

As the cheers died down, as the world settled around us, I looked up at Darren, his hand still in mine, his gaze filled with pride, with love, with a warmth that felt like home.

“I told you,” he murmured, his voice low, meant only for me.

“You’re not alone.”

~THE END~

Did you enjoy The Girly Undercover? In that case, I hope you can check out my first full-length Transgender Transformation novel The Love Hormone.

[image: A person sitting on a chair  Description automatically generated]

“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.
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Story 1 – Maid For Love
Hearing her say yes to my proposal was the happiest moment of my life. I didn’t want to ruin her excitement by burdening her with the news of our flailing company. Being a chambermaid in a rubber dress was my only option to afford the wedding of her dreams.

But will she still be willing to marry me once she sees my feminine alter ego?

Story 2 – Sissies And The City
I walked over to the full-length mirror in my living room, studying my reflection. The woman staring back at me was beautiful, confident, and strong.

But right now, she felt lost, unsure of her place in this world.
But why does Mr. Huge have a way of making me feel like I was still not one?

"What am I to him?"

Story 3 – All Made Up
Being called a disappointment and loser by my own family at 35 was too close to becoming of normalcy. I was slowly believing that they were right, that I was bound nowhere in life.
Not until I met Jessica, the most inspiring boss babe I’d met who would change my life using one dress, one lingerie set, and one shade of lipstick at a time.
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Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.
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So, okay, I know that you can’t wait to read the book but I can’t help but share with you my excitement (I know, I don’t look too thrilled in that photo but it’s the only one I could find where I’m holding the telephone, lol) but trust me, I am!

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

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

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

CLICK HERE TO LISTEN

(Not working? Simply search on Fansly(lillylustwood)


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Latest & Other Titles

Here’s the latest book from Lilly Lustwood…
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"My hair is longer, my skin is smoother, and my chest… I don’t know why all of this is happening but one thing’s for sure, it all started from the moment I touched that key."

I swallowed hard, glancing down at the faint curve beneath my shirt. I hadn’t dared to examine it too closely, chalking it up to my mind playing tricks. But now, with Liam standing in front of me, the changes felt as real as the cold metal of the keys lined up on the counter.
His gaze lingered, unflinching and steady, as if he could see right through me.
"I almost didn’t recognize you," he said, a slight smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. There was no judgment in his voice—just curiosity, maybe something warmer.
A rush of heat crept up my neck, and I fought to keep my voice steady. "Been a rough couple of weeks," I muttered, hoping it was enough of an explanation. My fingertips brushed the edge of the counter, and for the first time, I noticed how delicate they looked, the callouses softer, fading.
"Rough or not," he said, his voice soft, almost conspiratorial, "it suits you."
The words struck like a key sliding into a lock.

Read Girly Key

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 The Girly Undercover – Feminization and Transgender Transformation Romance.

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

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

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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