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Introduction

“He said that I wasn’t cut out for the job… and boy was he right. Dressing up as the girl of his dreams and manipulating him was way easier.”

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

∞∞∞

I was fresh out of college when I got the position as an executive assistant for a startup company. My parents told me that it was a good way to secure quick promotion and high salary.

While they were right, I didn’t expect the possibility that I could be the shock absorber of a nepo baby who knew nothing about the business.

Tired of his insulting tirades, I decided to get into the nitty gritty of his desires and ultimately became the woman of his fantasies.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Trapping My Boss.


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

[image: A screenshot of a book  Description automatically generated]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THE SENSATION OF WARM WATER ran through my fingers, leaving them red and slightly pruned. The scent of the lavender soap enveloped the room as I repeatedly scrubbed my hands, watching the bubbles form and vanish.

"...and remember, Adam," my mom's voice echoed through the speaker of my phone, "check the kitchen to see if you have everything. I left a list there for you. And make sure you—"
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"Mom," I interrupted, trying to mask my irritation. "I've got it. Trust me. It’s just another apartment."

She sighed, her voice softening. "I know, honey. It's just... you're all the way in Chicago now. It feels like a lifetime away from Rockford."

Drying my hands on a clean, white towel, I smirked. "Technically, it's only about three hours away by bus. But I appreciate the dramatics."

She chuckled. "Always the smart mouth. Just like your father."

I walked over to the wide living room window and peered out. The bustling city life was laid out before me. Cars honking, people walking, and skyscrapers piercing the blue of the sky, everything seemed to be in motion, like the vibrant heartbeat of an enormous beast.

[image: street view from window at night ((top view))]

"It's different here, Mom. Louder. Faster. But I like it."

"I'm sure you do. And remember, keep everything organized. Don't let that place turn into a pigsty."

I glanced at the freshly assembled IKEA bookshelf, organized by book color and size. "I think we're safe from that. At least for now."

As the conversation continued, I roamed my apartment, getting acquainted with its every nook and cranny. My senses heightened, from the feel of the sleek wooden floors beneath my feet to the faint hum of traffic that never seemed to fade.

My mom rambled on, but my mind began to wander. I thought of my ambition to conquer this city, to make a name for myself. The vast ocean of opportunities and dreams that lay ahead was both exhilarating and terrifying.

"By the way," she suddenly said, "have you met anyone interesting yet?"

I laughed, "Mom, I've been here for barely a week. Besides, between settling in and preparing for my new job, who has the time for 'interesting'?"

"Adam Frost," she began in her classic motherly tone, "there's more to life than work. Even if you do dream of becoming the city’s next big advertising mogul."

I smirked, my thoughts briefly wandering to the mysterious neighbor I’d glimpsed across the hall. "Maybe, Mom. Maybe. But for now, let me focus on trapping my boss and conquering the corporate ladder. Romance can wait."

The next day, the elevator dinged, revealing the sleek, minimalist design of Luxor Marketing. It wasn't a sprawling empire of a workspace, but there was an undeniable charm to its intimacy. The murmur of conversations combined with the faint scent of freshly brewed coffee tickled my senses as I stepped out.

"Adam?" A voice called. It belonged to Sasha, the secretary, with her platinum-blonde hair neatly tied in a high ponytail and a perpetual air of urgency about her. She looked like the kind of person who thrived on five cups of coffee a day and still managed to sleep like a baby.

"Hey! That's me," I responded with what I hoped was my most approachable smile.

"First day nerves, you know?"

She laughed, her eyes crinkling in genuine amusement.

"We've all been there. C'mon, let me show you around."
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We started our tour with what she jokingly referred to as 'The Cage.' It was a quaint open space filled with three large white desks, paired opposite each other, each bearing dual computer monitors and a motley collection of personal effects.

"These are your coworkers," she introduced, gesturing at the desks. "Well, their desks at least. They're out at a client meet."

She led me next to a clear glass room-The Fishbowl, as she named it. Inside was a plush seating area with a massive table, evidently for meetings, and a top-notch projector system.

"This is where the magic happens. Brainstorming, client pitches, occasional meltdown–the whole deal."

I chuckled, tasting the bitter-sweet tang of anticipation in my mouth. This was it. Ground zero. The place where I'd either make my mark or crash and burn.

"And here," Sasha motioned toward a polished oak door with the name 'Gregory Luxor' embossed in gold, "is the lion's den."

Before I could ask, the door swung open, revealing a man who must've been in his early thirties. Charcoal suit, perfectly styled raven-black hair, and a chiseled face that screamed 'born leader.' Gregory Luxor in the flesh.

"Ah, the new blood," he greeted with a smirk, sizing me up. "Adam, right?"

"That's right," I replied, extending my hand.

Gregory's grip was firm, almost assertive. "Looking forward to working with you. My dad's built quite the empire as you already know, but this, this is my legacy. Hope you're up for the challenge."

"Absolutely," I shot back, letting my ambition reflect in my eyes. "Ready to dive right in."

Sasha interrupted our staredown, "Alright, boys. Save the power play for later. Adam, let's get you settled."

As we walked away, I couldn't help but think how exhilarating the next few months would be. Gregory Luxor might've been a nepo-baby, but something told me he wasn't just riding on his father's coattails.

And as for me, I was ready to show him and everyone else that I was more than just a fresh face.

Chicago, with all its surprises, was unfolding its narrative in front of me, and I was more than ready to be an active character in its tale.

Sasha was juggling two phones, her fingers tapping furiously on one while she held the other against her ear. "No, Greg can't make the 3 pm slot, he's already booked," she spoke, her tone sharp but courteous. The fragrance of her citrus perfume was evident every time she whizzed by, a scent that seemed to suit her brisk efficiency.

Once she wrapped up her call, she walked over to my freshly assigned desk. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor, a rhythmic reminder of the ever-present pace of the office.
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"Okay, rookie," she began, leaning against the edge of my desk, "Here's the breakdown on Mr. Luxor."

I sat up straighter, trying to convey confidence. "Hit me."

Sasha smirked, "You’re in for a ride." She paused for dramatic effect.

"First off, welcome to the big leagues. Greg's a genius, sure, but he's got his... let's call them, eccentricities."

"Such as?" I raised an eyebrow.

Sasha leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

"He tends to get, shall we say, distracted. By the fairer sex. Specifically, leggy blondes."

I blinked, processing this. "Seriously?"

She rolled her eyes, "God, yes. It's like his kryptonite. He's bailed on meetings, brainstorming sessions, you name it, all for a date."

"That's... interesting," I remarked, rubbing the back of my neck.

She sighed, "It's more than just 'interesting.' It’s downright inconvenient. The last executive assistant quit because Greg stood him up for a business lunch. Said he'd rather grab sushi with Miss July or whatever her name was."

I let out a low whistle. "Wow. So, how do we... you know, manage?"

Sasha's lips twisted into a half-smile. "Ah, the million-dollar question. Look, Adam, part of your job will be to help him prioritize. And sometimes, that might mean reminding him that a meeting with a multi-million-dollar client is more important than a date with the latest cover girl."

[image: telephone on top of a desk]

A nervous laugh escaped my lips. "No pressure, huh?"

She patted my shoulder, "You’ll do fine. Just remember, the goal is to keep the business running smoothly. We all have our quirks. Greg's just happens to be more... entertaining than most."

With one last encouraging smile, she sauntered away, leaving me to ponder my new reality. It was one thing to adjust to a new job in a bustling city.

But wrangling a womanizing boss?

Chicago really was full of surprises.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

THREE WEEKS IN, and I was already waist-deep in damage control. The sleek chrome of my laptop felt cold under my fingertips, a stark contrast to the heated conversations I was having over the phone. Every ping from my email sent a shot of adrenaline through me, as another disgruntled client demanded to know why their campaigns were stalling.

"Honestly, Adam," one of the clients, Mrs. Carter from a high-end fashion label, practically spat over the phone, "We were promised that Greg would personally oversee our launch. Where the hell is he?"

My heart raced, and I could taste the bitterness of a lie forming.
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"He's... ah, tied up in an important strategic alliance overseas. Very last minute. It’s all about expanding the firm's reach. You know how it is."

There was a pause, and then a sharp sigh on the other end.

"Fine. But he better touch base the moment he's back."

"I promise," I replied, feeling a weight lift temporarily.

But the stress wasn't just from the calls. The office seemed to thrum with tension, an electric undercurrent of unease. The smell of freshly brewed coffee did little to mask the stench of growing concern.

Whispers between coworkers echoed in my ears, every hushed conversation about Greg's unplanned European escapade.

A photo on a tabloid site had made rounds in the office, showing Greg with a leggy blonde, both wrapped in beach towels on some yacht. The headline screamed: "Chicago's Ad Prince takes a break with Russian Beauty!"

Dammit, Greg.

As the day dragged on, I felt the strain pulling at the corners of my eyes. The bright office lights seemed to glare harshly, making the white walls appear starker. Sasha walked over, her face painted with sympathy.
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"Rough day?"

I groaned, "You have no idea. I didn't sign up to be a glorified babysitter."

She handed me a mug of coffee, the warmth spreading through my hands.

"Look, Adam, Greg is... well, Greg. But we have to pull together. We can't let the firm go under."

Taking a sip, I nodded. "I know. It's just... I thought I'd be learning the ropes of the business, not spinning tales to cover for a playboy boss."

Sasha smirked, "Welcome to adulthood. It's not all rainbows and sunshine. But look on the bright side. When Greg returns, you'll have enough leverage to ensure he gets his act together."

I chuckled, "If he returns. Who knows? Maybe he'll elope with the Russian model and leave me the company."

She laughed, patting my back.

"Stranger things have happened. But for now, keep your head up. We've got this."

But as the day came to a close and I left the office, the weight of responsibility pressing down on my shoulders, I couldn't help but wonder: Was this what adulting in the corporate world was truly about?

Taking the heat for someone else’s mistakes?

I guess I was about to find out.

After lunch, Sandra Stall walked in with an air of sophistication that was hard to ignore. She was the kind of woman whose presence was felt even before she entered a room, with a timeless elegance and an unmistakable confidence that came from being at the top of her game.

The faint, floral whiff of one of Omniscents' bestselling fragrances trailed behind her, a subtle reminder of her empire.
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"I was promised a meeting with Greg," she declared, her voice carrying a note of authority, as her sharp heels clicked against the hardwood floor of the conference room.

Sasha and I exchanged a panicked glance. I could feel the knot of anxiety in my stomach growing tighter.

"Ah, Ms. Stall, so great to see you. Greg did mention the meeting, and he's...uh..." I fumbled for my phone, pretending to see a message.

"Oh! Just got a text. A last-minute emergency. Family stuff, you know?"

Sandra raised a perfectly arched brow, clearly unimpressed.

"Mr. Frost, time is money, and both are precious. If Greg can't be here, then who can assist me?"

There was a weighty silence, punctuated only by the distant hum of the air conditioner. In that moment, it felt like a now-or-never situation. I took a deep breath, letting the crisp air fill my lungs, and mustered all the confidence I could.

"Actually, Ms. Stall, while I'm not Greg, he already shared his ideas with me. If you'd allow me, I'd love to share these ideas with you."

She looked taken aback, then slowly nodded, her intrigue evident. "Alright, Mr. Frost. Impress me."

The next hour was a whirlwind of ideas, sketches, and concepts. I presented an idea of harnessing real stories of people and the memories tied to specific scents.

"Everyone has that one scent that takes them back to a moment, a person, or a place. Omniscents isn't just selling perfumes; you're selling memories, experiences, and emotions."

The room was charged with an electric energy. I could hear the faint scribbles of Sandra's pen on paper, the occasional sip of water, and the ticking of the clock. But what dominated my senses was the building anticipation, the thick tension of waiting for her response.

Finally, she leaned back, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. "I must say, I didn't expect this. It's brilliant. Greg is truly a genius."

A mixed emotion of pride and frustration washed over me, but I masked it with a gracious smile.

"Thank you, Ms. Stall. I'll relay your appreciation to him."
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As she exited the room, Sasha gave me an appreciative nod.

"That was... something. Nice save."

I couldn't help but grin, the earlier anxiety replaced with a heady thrill. Sure, the credit wasn't mine to claim, but the validation? That was all real. Maybe, just maybe, this job was about more than just managing a wayward boss. Maybe it was my ticket to proving myself in the unforgiving world of advertising.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

MONDAY MORNING brought with it a flurry of unexpected chaos. As soon as I stepped through the door, the harsh, fluorescent lights seemed more glaring than usual, casting the entire office in stark relief. The low murmur of conversation halted suddenly, and all eyes were on me. But the most intense gaze came from Greg, his blue eyes burning with fury.

Before I could even settle down, he was in my face.
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"Is it true, Adam?" he barked, his voice dripping with venom. The sharp scent of his cologne, usually so refined, now seemed overpowering, suffocating even.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry, trying to find my voice.

"Y-yes, what?"

"That ridiculous memories campaign you pitched to Sandra? Without consulting me? Without even a heads-up?"

His words hit like a barrage of arrows, each more painful than the last.

"I- I thought..."

"You thought?" He interrupted, his tone mocking.

"Who do you think you are, making decisions without my say-so? This is my firm, my name on the door!"

His voice echoed in the suddenly silent office, the tension palpable. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, my heart pounding loudly in my ears.
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"Greg, I was only trying to—"

"Save the day? Play hero?" He sneered, pacing the floor like a caged animal.

"I already had campaigns, plans, strategies in place. I'd paid good money to an outsourced team for them. And you? You decide to strut in and change the narrative?"

I stood my ground, the metallic taste of anger and humiliation mingling in my mouth.

"The clients were unhappy, Greg. You were MIA. What was I supposed to do?"

Greg's face was inches from mine now, his breath hot against my skin.

"Not your call to make, Frost. I don’t need some fresh-out-of-college kid thinking he knows better."

I took a deep breath, trying to quell the emotions threatening to spill over.

"I was trying to do what's best for the firm. Your absence was hurting business. Someone had to step up."

His eyes narrowed.

"You're not right for this job, Adam. I don't need people overstepping, thinking they can run the show better than me."

The room felt smaller, the weight of his words pressing down on me. But amidst the hurt, a spark of defiance ignited.

"Maybe if you were here, doing your job, none of this would've happened. Maybe, just maybe, the problem isn't me overstepping, but you not stepping up at all."

For a moment, we locked eyes, two forces at an impasse. The office atmosphere was thick with tension, waiting for the storm to either intensify or pass. And I, standing at the center of it all, was about to discover my worth in this battleground called corporate life.

Greg turned abruptly, his designer shoes squeaking against the polished floor. The sharpness of his departure cut through the stifling atmosphere, and I could almost feel the coldness he left in his wake.

"Check with Sasha for your tasks," he spat out over his shoulder, not even bothering to meet my eyes. There was no mistaking the icy fury in his voice.

The hum of the AC and the gentle tapping of keyboards returned, but they felt distant, almost like white noise. The lingering taste of our confrontation, bitter and metallic, persisted on my tongue.

I approached Sasha's desk, the familiar scent of her floral perfume bringing a momentary respite. Her eyes were empathetic yet cautious, clearly aware of the storm I’d just weathered.

She shook her head slowly, her voice soft.
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"That was...bold. I admire your guts, I really do. But tangling with Greg like that? Maybe not the best move."

A pang of guilt tightened in my chest. "I know," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I shouldn't have lashed out that way. It's just...he wasn't here, and things were falling apart, and..."

She cut me off with a kind smile.

"I get it. You wanted to do what was right. But Greg? He's got this haughty streak. He's always seen this firm as his kingdom. You challenging him, in front of everyone? That was a direct hit to his ego."

I sighed, rubbing the back of my neck. The weight of what had just transpired was sinking in, the adrenaline receding to make way for doubt.

"Do you think I just jeopardized my job?"

She paused for a moment, considering her words carefully.

"It's hard to say. Greg's unpredictable. But here's the thing: This firm needs change, and maybe a bit of pushback is what he needs. Just... be careful. Picking your battles is just as important as standing your ground."

I nodded, taking in her advice. The events of the day had been a whirlwind, an unexpected crash course in office politics and self-assertion.

The next day, the elevator's muffled hum was the only sound accompanying my hushed rehearsal. I could feel the cool, metal walls of the confined space pressing in on me. My reflection in the polished steel door, distorted and uncertain, mirrored the anxiety churning within.

"Look, Greg, I understand I overstepped, and I’m sorry…" I practiced, trying to keep my voice steady. I had just breezed through some chapters of "48 Laws of Power" the night before, and the very first chapter echoed in my mind: never outshine the master. Ugh. As much as it stung my pride, I knew I had to tread carefully.
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When the elevator doors slid open, a blast of air-conditioned chill and the familiar murmur of the office greeted me. I took a deep breath, absorbing the scents of fresh coffee and printer ink as I mentally prepared myself for the inevitable confrontation.

But before I could even make my way to Sasha or my desk, Greg's voice, firm and unmistakable, cut through the morning haze.

"Adam, my office. Now."

My heart thudded in my chest, each beat echoing louder in my ears. The plush carpet under my feet felt unusually soft, contrasting the hard decision I was about to make. I entered his office, the room feeling cavernous and imposing, its vastness accentuated by Greg's desk sitting dominantly at the center.

"Close the door," he ordered without looking up.

I did as instructed, the click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud.

Taking a deep breath, I began, "Greg, about yesterday. I realize I stepped out of line, and I apologize for—"

He held up a hand, silencing me. When he finally looked up, his eyes were cold, devoid of any warmth or understanding.

"I appreciate the apology, Adam. Truly." He paused, letting the silence stretch out between us.

"But I'm sorry to say, you're fired."

My heart stopped, shock slamming into me like a physical blow.

"W-what?"

He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers.

"I don’t believe you're right for this business. You're a bit of a know-it-all, aren't you?"

His words stung, an acrid mix of humiliation and disbelief coursing through my veins. I could feel the heat rising to my face, my vision blurring slightly.

"Greg, I—"

"Save it," he interjected, dismissive and final.

"Pack your things and leave."

As I stumbled out of his office, dazed and reeling, the enormity of the situation hit me. My short-lived tenure at Luxor Marketing had come to an abrupt and unceremonious end. The prickly weight of failure bore down on me, every step heavy with defeat.

Later that night, tangled in sheets that felt both too cold and suffocatingly warm, I tossed and turned, my mind racing in turbulent waves of anger and indignation. The soft hum of the fan overhead did little to soothe my seething thoughts, its monotonous drone only heightening my sense of frustration.
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"He's so damn unfair!" I muttered into the dark, my voice barely audible, the raw taste of injustice still fresh on my lips. The thought of admitting to my mother that I’d been fired? Unthinkable. She’d been so proud when I'd landed the job, and now, the shame was unbearable.

"Greg, you pompous, silver-spoon-fed idiot!" I sneered, the darkness of my room a fitting backdrop for the dark storm of emotions within. But as I lay there, drowning in bitterness, a spark of clarity broke through.

Vengeance.

I sat up, the room drenched in the dim glow of the streetlights filtering through my blinds. The soft fabric of the sheets rustled beneath me, their once comforting embrace now feeling restrictive. The cold weight of determination settled in my chest.

If Greg thought he could just discard me like yesterday's news, he had another thing coming. I was going to hit him where it hurt, take him down a notch, and prove to him that he wasn't the genius he thought he was.

And I? I was the one who truly knew it all.

Grabbing my iPad and a stylus, I started jotting down all of Greg's weaknesses, the touch screen cool and responsive beneath my fingers.

Outsourcing. The man had no clue how to do his own work. He outsourced everything, leaving himself vulnerable to anyone who knew the ins and outs of the business better than him.

Execution. For all his grandiose ideas, he couldn't execute a plan if his life depended on it. It was always someone else pulling the strings, making his dreams a reality.

Nepotism. Greg's privilege was his Achilles heel. Having everything handed to him on a silver platter meant he didn’t truly understand the grind, the struggle, the hustle.

Disconnected. He was out of touch with his team, never understanding the real work that went on behind the scenes, and taking credit for others' efforts.

Leggy Blondes. This one, Sasha had unwittingly provided. Greg's notorious weakness.

As I reviewed the list, my pulse quickened, and a wicked smile spread across my face. The last point was especially enticing, presenting an opportunity I hadn't previously considered.

The plan began to take shape, and by the time the first rays of dawn began to pierce the horizon, I knew exactly what I was going to do. Greg Luxor was about to meet his match.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

TWO WEEKS HAD ELAPSED since the disastrous showdown with Greg. Stepping into the Luxor Marketing office, the familiar scent of fresh coffee and the soft drone of phones greeting me felt oddly nostalgic. The place had been my dream job, my proving ground, and now it was just a fleeting memory.

Sasha was at her desk, typing away furiously. When she looked up and saw me, a soft sigh escaped her lips. She pushed her dark-rimmed glasses up the bridge of her nose and managed a small smile.
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"Got your check," she said, extending an envelope towards me. Her eyes were tinged with sadness, and I could sense the underlying regret.

"Thanks, Sasha." I tried to sound cheerful, but my voice betrayed a hint of the bitterness I still felt.

"I'll miss working with you."

Her lips quirked into a half-smile. "I’ll miss you too. You brought a fresh energy to this place. It's a shame how things turned out."

From the corner of my eye, I spotted Greg in his office, talking animatedly on the phone. He didn't glance my way, his focus entirely on his conversation. That stung, but it also fanned the flames of my resolve.

“Well,” I began, my voice deliberate, “Life goes on, right?”

“Right,” Sasha echoed, though I could tell her heart wasn’t fully in the sentiment.

With a final nod, I made my way out. The sliding doors whispered shut behind me, marking a definitive end to my chapter at Luxor Marketing.

Walking to the bank, the hum of the city around me was both invigorating and grounding. Horns honked, people chatted, and the world moved in its usual, frenetic rhythm. The bank's air was crisp, carrying the sterile smell of money and polished floors. The weight of the check in my pocket felt substantial, the monetary reminder of my short-lived stint at the firm.

With every step, my determination grew. I envisioned my plan, and the anticipation built, a heady cocktail of excitement and vengeance.
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“And that’s the last of it,” the bank clerk said—referring to the last hundred dollar bill.

After cashing the check, the bills cool and crisp in my grasp, I felt empowered.

Next stop: the department store. Time to set things in motion.

As the revolving doors of the department store beckoned, I couldn't help the sly smirk that played on my lips. The bright lights, the soft rustle of clothes on hangers, the faint perfume of cosmetics—it was all a stage, and I was about to play the leading role.

I stepped in, and a world of possibilities opened before me. Whatever was going to happen next, Greg Luxor wouldn't know what hit him.

The department store was a maze of glitz and glamour, each section more opulent than the last. I found myself standing under the bright lights of the lingerie section, feeling distinctly out of place. My pulse quickened, and a rush of heat coursed through me—a combination of excitement and nerves.

Slipping out my phone, I quickly opened TikTok. I was grateful for the refuge it provided, the screen acting as a temporary shield from the world. Lilly Lustwood's latest video played, her upbeat tone and vibrant personality giving a walkthrough on the essentials of feminization shopping.

Her pointers were specific and concise—from shapewear to cosmetics, she covered it all. As her list flashed on the screen, I mentally checked each item.

I've got this, I thought, swallowing hard. It was time to dive in.

I began browsing the aisles, picking out items that matched Lilly's recommendations. My fingertips brushed against soft laces and smooth silks, the luxurious materials sending a shiver down my spine. Picking out the shapewear, I was a bit lost. There were so many varieties—from bodysuits to control top tights.
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“Can I help you with something?” A voice, as smooth as honey and laden with a hint of curiosity, interrupted my thoughts. I looked up to find a sales attendant, her eyebrow raised inquisitively.

“Um, yeah,” I stammered, my cheeks burning, “I'm looking for some, uh, shapewear. And lingerie.” My voice trailed off, the weight of what I was doing suddenly crashing down on me.

She looked me up and down, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

“For whom, may I ask?”

Thinking fast, I replied, “For my girlfriend. She's... um... we're about the same size.” I forced a sheepish grin, trying to play it off.

The attendant giggled, covering her mouth with her hand in a delicate manner.

“That's a new one,” she said, her voice lilting with humor. “Well, lucky for her, I guess!”

Gritting my teeth, I pushed through the embarrassment.

"Yeah, I just wanted to surprise her with something special." A white lie, but it seemed to do the trick.

She showed me a few options, her fingers deftly picking out pieces that might suit "my girlfriend." I thanked her, my insides squirming with discomfort but also determination.

The mission was clear. There was no turning back now.

The curtain of the dressing room rustled as I tried to wriggle into the shapewear. It felt like it was two sizes too small, constricting my movements and making it hard to breathe. It was much harder to put on than I'd anticipated, and I found myself grappling with it, feeling a bit like I was wrestling an octopus.

Suddenly, the curtain shifted slightly, revealing the concerned face of the sales attendant.

"Do you need some help?" she asked, her tone professional but with an undertone of amusement.

My face turned a bright shade of crimson.

"Um, yeah," I admitted, feeling utterly vulnerable.

"It's just... tighter than I thought."

She pulled the curtain open wider and stepped in.

"First time wearing shapewear?" she inquired, her fingers working deftly to adjust the material around my torso.

I nodded, trying to suppress my embarrassment.

"Kinda obvious, huh?"

She chuckled. "Just a bit. But don't worry, I've helped plenty of first-timers. And not just women." Her gaze flitted to the mirror, meeting my wide-eyed reflection.

"Let's get your wee wee tucked in properly," she jested.

It felt strangely intimate. There I was, standing nearly naked, relying on a total stranger to help me achieve a look I had only dreamed of. Every touch, every adjustment sent shivers down my spine—a mix of nervousness and anticipation. The cool air of the room prickled against my bare skin, making me even more aware of the situation.
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“There, flat as a pancake!” she said with a proud voice after adjusting my manhood to the back of my thighs. I thought that the suffering ended there but she continued.

"Alright, breathe in," she instructed as she pulled the shapewear tight, and I obliged. She then began helping with tucking and adjusting, her hands gentle yet firm.

"Sorry," I mumbled, feeling the heat rise to my face once more.

She looked up, her eyes crinkling into a warm smile.

"Don't be. I'm a professional. We see all kinds here. Your girlfriend just wants to look her best, right?"

"Yeah," I replied, stealing a glance at the mirror. The transformation was astonishing. My waist cinched in, creating a more hourglass appearance.

She seemed to read my mind.

"Impressive, right? But we can enhance it further."

Without waiting for my response, she reached over and grabbed a pair of panties with hip pads from a nearby hanger. "Try these on."

Slipping them on top of the shapewear, the effect was immediate and remarkable. My hips now had a more rounded, feminine appearance. Looking in the mirror, the person staring back at me seemed unfamiliar yet exhilarating.

"Wow," was all I could muster.

She smiled, clearly satisfied with her work. "You're a natural. Now, let's find you some lingerie to complete the look."

The soft silk of the nightie slid effortlessly over my newly sculpted frame, cascading down in a gentle caress. The delicate fabric was a strong shade of raven, contrasting beautifully with my skin. As I twisted and turned in front of the mirror, the garment flowed with me, catching the overhead lights, shimmering ever so slightly.

"What do you think?" the sales assistant inquired, her eyebrows raised in anticipation.

"It's… it's perfect," I whispered, momentarily caught off guard by the transformation. But then I caught myself, trying to maintain the ruse.

"I mean, my girlfriend will absolutely love it."

She shot me a knowing smile, one corner of her mouth tilting upwards. "Of course, she will."

Feeling a twinge of embarrassment, I decided to move things along. "Thank you for all your help," I began, but she interrupted me.

"No problem. But you need to take it off so I can ring them."

I hesitated for a moment, admiring the silhouette.

"Actually, can I keep it on? I kinda like how it feels." The words came out before I could think, but they were true. The nightie and shapewear combined made me feel empowered, seductive even.

She grinned. "Of course. Let me just get those tags for you."

After settling the bill, I ventured out into the main mall area, my heart racing. The next phase of my plan awaited: makeup. I headed straight for the cosmetics store, my anxiety evident in every hesitant step.

The dazzling array of products, from vibrant eyeshadows to rows upon rows of lipsticks, was overwhelming. I paced back and forth, my hands clammy, trying to muster the courage to ask for help.

Suddenly, a refined voice cut through my thoughts.

"Can I help you, dear?"

Turning around, I was met with the striking features of a middle-aged woman, her skin flawless, her makeup impeccable. Her nametag read 'Nilda.'

Swallowing hard, I nodded.

"Yes, uhm... I'm looking to achieve a naturally feminine look."

Her eyes sparkled with intrigue. "That's quite the challenge. But I can see you already have a head start," she said, referencing my already soft features.

"Yeah, I get that a lot," I admitted.
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Nilda inspected my face closely. "First things first, we need to take care of the facial hair. And," she added hesitantly, "the eyebrows. They make a huge difference, you know."

I grimaced. The facial hair, I could manage. But the eyebrows? That felt daunting. I paused, reflecting on how far I had come and how crucial every step was to my plan.

"Okay," I said, determination filling my voice, "Let's go all in."

Her grin widened. "That's the spirit. Trust me; you won't regret it."

Deep down, as the anxiety mingled with excitement, I hoped she was right. I was committed now, ready to bring my plan to life, no matter what it took.

The cold touch of the razor slid smoothly down my cheek, taking with it the last remnants of my masculine identity. Nilda's hands were steady, exuding a calmness that I wished I could absorb. Each swipe felt like a step closer to my plan, a step closer to the face-off with Greg.

"I'd suggest keeping your eyes away from the mirror for now. The transformation will be more impactful that way," she proposed, her voice soft and reassuring.

I nodded, my heart pounding like a trapped bird. She gently kicked the base of the chair, swiveling me to face the other side, away from my reflection. The murmur of shoppers and the distant hum of music filtered through as Nilda set about my brows, meticulously plucking and shaping. Every so often, a slight sting would make me wince.

"You're doing great," she murmured, sensing my anxiety.

As she began applying makeup, Nilda explained each step. "We'll start with a primer to even out your skin and make the makeup last. Then, a light foundation to create a flawless base. We don’t want to cake it on, just enough to give you a fresh, youthful glow."

My senses were assaulted by the rich scents of the products, the faint tickle of brushes, and the occasional cold dab of a cream or gel.

"Now, a bit of blush on your cheeks, and a natural, pinky nude for your lips. Eyebrows are the frame of the face, so we'll fill yours in to make them more defined. A touch of mascara to open up those eyes, and voilà!" Nilda whispered the last word like a magician finishing a trick.

As she rotated the chair back to the mirror, my heart raced. The face staring back was undeniably feminine. Soft, glowing, and with eyes that seemed bigger, brighter. For a moment, I lost my words, completely taken by the reflection.

The plan. It was genius. This could actually work.

"If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you were born this way," she remarked with a proud smile.

I grinned, almost giddy with excitement.

"Thank you, Nilda. It's... it's perfect."

"We're not done yet," she hinted.

"You thought about a wig?"

"Already on it," I replied, trying to muster all the coolness I could.

"I found this place nearby."

"Is it Margaux's by any chance?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.

"How did you—" I started, but she simply pointed at her luxuriant locks.

"This beauty? All Margaux's handiwork."

I stared at her hair, astonished. It looked so natural, so real. The last piece of the puzzle was within reach. Excitement bubbled within, and the final act of my plan felt tantalizingly close.

Walking towards Margaux’s, I felt a swirl of emotions: nervousness, anticipation, and something I hadn’t really felt before: sensuality. Every step had this new, unfamiliar sway, probably due to the shapewear's tight grip on my body. And as for the makeup? It wasn’t just about the aesthetics—it felt like a protective mask, and a damn good-looking one at that.

A couple of men on the street smiled at me, and I felt their eyes following me longer than necessary. But it wasn't until I passed the construction site that I really felt it. Whistles, catcalls, comments I'd heard thrown at women but never thought I'd be on the receiving end of.

“Hey there, hot stuff!” one shouted.

“Wanna grab a coffee sometime?” another asked, winking.

Instead of feeling offended, I found myself giggling, a mix of nervous energy and genuine amusement. They think I’m hot. The thought was wildly hilarious to me. If only they knew.

Finally, I reached the entrance of Margaux’s. Stepping inside was like walking into a dreamland of wigs. They cascaded down stands, a rainbow of textures, lengths, and colors, each one lusher than the last.

The price tags, however, had my eyes widening. I knew Greg's weakness for leggy blondes was going to cost me, but damn...

"Leggy blonde, leggy blonde," I muttered to myself, scanning the array of choices.

A vivacious voice broke through my thoughts, thick with a Jersey accent.

"Honey, you look a tad lost in this wig wilderness. How can I assist ya?"

I turned to face Mirabel. She was a bit shorter than me, probably in her late 40s, with flamboyant red hair and the most striking blue eyeshadow.
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"Umm, I'm looking for something... blonde?" I started hesitantly.

She grinned, clapping her hands in excitement. "Oh, darling, you're in for a treat." She pranced over to a particular section, pulling out wigs one by one, introducing each as if they were contestants on a game show.

“This is Candy,” she swung a shimmering platinum blonde wig, “She’ll make you feel like the life of a party, perhaps even the pole of the party if you catch my drift.”

I chuckled. “Next!”

Mirabel continued her wig showcase, “This is Victoria, our Swedish bombshell. If you’re aiming for the ‘I come from the land of ABBA’ vibe, she’s your gal.”

Then she paused dramatically before revealing a long, golden blonde wig with waves cascading down.

"Meet Olga, our resident Russian hooker. One look, and you’ll be raking in rubles!”

Despite the laughter her descriptions evoked, my eyes were fixated on Olga. After trying on Candy and Victoria, slipping Olga over my head felt... right.

Mirabel looked me up and down, “Oh honey, you and Olga? A match made in wig heaven!”

Chuckling, I responded, “I think I’ll go with Olga. And, thanks, Mirabel. This has been... quite the experience.”

She winked, “Anytime, sweetheart. Now go out there and show the world what Olga and you are made of!”


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

IT WAS THE FIRST DAY OF EXECUTING THE PLAN and the hum of the razor seemed unusually loud in the bathroom, though perhaps that was just my heart pounding in my ears. My legs, long and untouched until today, felt oddly bare without their usual layer of fuzz.

As I ran my hand over the smooth expanse of my shin, a little shiver went through me. It felt... different. Vulnerable. But I had a feeling Greg would appreciate the view.
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Staring into the mirror, I swallowed hard. It was time to put all those YouTube tutorials to use. First, the foundation, applying it meticulously to even out any flaws, then contouring to sharpen my features and give that sultry illusion.

Eye shadow followed, a shimmering blend of smoky greys and deep blacks, creating a sultry, irresistible look. My lips, I painted a bold, ravishing red.

The dress was next—a short, fiery red number that clung to every curve the shapewear created. It was more revealing than anything I’d ever worn, and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t do a double-take, surprised by my reflection.

I had legs for days, and they seemed to go on forever in the dress, just as I had hoped.

Last but not least, Olga. Slipping the wig on felt like embracing an old friend. The golden locks cascaded down, framing my face, and adding the final touch to the transformation.

I cleared my throat, practicing the voice I'd worked on for weeks. "Zdravstvuyte," I greeted my reflection, leaning into the Russian accent, "My name is Alyana."

Alyana wasn't just a disguise; she was a statement. A challenge.

Taking a deep breath, I did a final once-over. My plan was audacious, perhaps even mad, but in that moment, I felt invincible. Alyana was no longer a mere mirage; she was very much real, and she had a mission.

After a short bus ride, the neon sign of the club cast a haunting glow across the streets, pulsating in tandem with the deep beats emanating from within. The chilly evening breeze played with my newly acquired golden locks, teasing them across my face. The nervous energy I felt was palpable.

I had heard whispers about this club, about their not-so-open-minded policy on trans girls.

As I approached the entrance, my heartbeat raced.

Would they turn me away?

The towering bouncer, all muscles and tattoos, looked me up and down. I braced myself for rejection.

But instead, he smiled warmly, bending down to kiss my hand.

"Ladies night, ma'am. Welcome."
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Inside, I was flooded with both relief and exhilaration. I felt victorious, like I'd crossed the first hurdle in my grand plan. The club was alive, bathed in the intoxicating mix of colorful lights, deep bass, and the sweet aroma of cologne and perfume.

I felt a memory tugging at the edges of my mind: the girls I was dancing with during my college days. I wasn’t a professional dancer, but I knew how to move.

Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted him—Greg. Leaning casually against the bar, drink in hand, eyes scanning the crowd. And then, those eyes settled on me.

Before I could approach, another man stepped up. Dark hair, striking features, and a confident swagger.

"Hey," he said, leaning in close enough that I could feel his warm breath on my neck, "First time I've seen you here."

With a mischievous glint in my eye, I let the rhythm guide me, dancing close to this stranger in ways designed to make Greg burn with jealousy. Every sway of my hips, every sultry look was for Greg's benefit. I'd become Alyana, the seductress.

Interrupting my dance, he sidled up to me. "Mind if I cut in?"

The stranger smirked, holding me close. "She's with me."

I played coy, giving Greg a teasing smile, "I don’t talk unless there’s a drink in my hand."

Greg's eyes narrowed slightly, but he took the bait. "What would you like?"

With a sly smile, I replied, "Only the most expensive champagne, of course."

As Greg left to fetch the drink, I smirked, thinking of the The Art of Seduction and Why Men Marry Bitches, the books I'd devoured in preparation. The plan was in motion, and I was leading the dance.

The clatter of glasses and the soft hum of conversations faded as the waiter, a slender man with a bow tie and black vest, approached our table, flanked by an entourage of other staff members.

Every eye in the club seemed drawn to the electric trail of sparklers, creating a dazzling effect in the dim room. I could feel their warmth as they came closer, and I could even smell the slightly sulfurous scent they emitted.

Greg, clearly trying to make an impression, had gone all out with the VIP treatment. He was trying so hard, and even though my goal was to get one over him, a part of me almost felt bad. Almost.
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As the waitress set the bottle of champagne down, I allowed my fingers to brush the cool glass, feeling the delicate effervescence inside. I kept my face a mask of indifference, letting only the slightest hint of a smile play on my lips. “Thanks,” I murmured, feigning nonchalance.

Greg, clearly expecting more of a reaction, tried to engage me.

"It's a special vintage. I hope you like it."

I responded only with a slight nod, taking a sip from my glass. The taste was exquisite, like liquid gold. The bubbly sensation danced on my tongue, but I couldn’t risk speaking too much. The plan hinged on my ability to maintain Alyana’s allure.

As the silence between us grew, I decided to take control. “Give me your phone,” I ordered.

Greg raised an eyebrow, but intrigue glinted in his eyes. Handing over his shiny, state-of-the-art smartphone, he watched closely. Swiftly, I typed in the fake Instagram handle I had created, "Alyana_MoscowModel", and showed him the profile. Just three selfies, taken over the last week, each more glamorous than the last.

[image: A person posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]

"I have an early photoshoot tomorrow," I lied, further leaning into the model persona, standing up and preparing to make my exit.

Greg looked up at me, clearly intrigued and desperate for more. But all he got was a playful wink as I strutted away, feeling triumphant and powerful.


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

THE FIRST SENSATION THE NEXT MORNING was a throbbing in my head, like a baseline from the club last night still stuck on loop. The room was dim, bathed in the soft, early morning light that filtered through the cracks in the curtains. I groaned, feeling the slight stickiness of my eyelashes, weighed down by remnants of last night's mascara.

Sitting up, the satin of the sheets felt cool against my skin, as I slowly registered that I was still in 'Alyana' mode. Sliding off the bed, the floor felt oddly cold against my feet, an almost shocking reminder of reality after the night's charade.

I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror by the dresser. A raccoon-eyed version of Alyana stared back at me, smeared eyeliner painting a warpath down my cheeks.
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"God, I look like a rejected rockstar," I mused, finding it strangely novel to see myself this way.

The phone on the nightstand buzzed with a notification. The screen lit up with a flood of messages, each one from Greg. Obsessed much? I thought, scrolling through the avalanche of emojis, compliments, and desperate attempts at conversation.

With a smirk, I whispered aloud, “What an idiot.”

For six hours, I let Greg's messages go unanswered, enjoying the power play. When I finally responded, I typed with calculated care, "Sorry, fashion week got really busy."

Barely a moment passed before Greg shot back, "No problem! Can I invite you on a date?"

I took a deep breath, feeling the thrill of the game. "Sure," I replied, "But only at night, in the club. I don’t do quiet, boring places." The reality was, the shadows and noise of the club were my safety net, keeping my true identity hidden. But Greg didn’t need to know that. For now, he was just a pawn in my game.

Later that day, I went to the optometrist to level up my  disguise. The room had a sterile scent to it, a kind of cleanliness you can almost taste, that hung around like the aftermath of a disinfectant spray. The faint hum of fluorescent lights provided a soft background noise, and I waited in my designated chair, legs crossed elegantly, the soft fabric of my dress brushing against my freshly shaved skin. The atmosphere in Dr. Steinberg's clinic always felt so cold, but today, I was bringing some heat.

A shimmer of red on my lips caught the light as I pulled out my compact mirror to check my makeup, making sure everything was in place.

"Alyana mode" was more than just a persona; it was an art form, with me as both artist and canvas.

The door finally swung open, revealing Dr. Steinberg, whose eyes widened in surprise. He scanned his clipboard, then looked back at me, his gaze lingering a little longer than professional.

"Is it right that your name's Adam?"

"Yes," I replied, voice steady, “But it's Alyana now. Haven’t had the chance to change my papers yet." I was lying through my teeth, but it felt thrilling.

Dr. Steinberg, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism, cleared his throat, "You look... remarkable. Very passable."

I smirked, flipping my hair over one shoulder, "Thanks, doc. It's all about the details."

His fingers fiddled with the instruments as he inquired, "So, what brings you in today?"

"I want blue contacts," I declared confidently, "The icier, the better."

He raised an eyebrow, "Trying to change it up?"

"Just trying to be sexier," I winked.

As he began fitting various shades of blue, the air between us was thick with tension. "You know," he began, voice dripping with a mixture of curiosity and admiration, "It’s not every day I get such a gorgeous patient. Fancy grabbing a drink after this?”

I let out a soft chuckle, enjoying the power I wielded in this form. "Maybe, doc. Let's get my eyes sorted first."

I could feel the cold plastic of the trial lenses against my eyelids and the cool draft of the air conditioner against my exposed neck. But underneath it all was a warmth, a glow of newfound confidence and control.
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“Wow! It looks amazing! Thank you, doc.”

“You’re welcome, beautiful. Don’t be a stranger now, okay?” he said with hopeful eyes.

The male attention was so novel to me that all I could do was nod.

Later that night, the neon lights of Beatz blinked seductively, beckoning patrons into the pulsing heart of the city's nightlife. The line outside the club stretched for what felt like miles, with girls dressed to the nines, shooting glares sharper than their stilettos.

As I stood there, dressed as Alyana in a leather jacket and skirt combo, I felt the weight of their eyes. The soft murmur of conversations around me were punctuated with occasional laughter and the distant thud of bass from inside. The chilly evening air was thick with a blend of perfumes and the tangy scent of anticipation.

"Who does she think she is?" one of the girls murmured, not even attempting to lower her voice.

Men in the line, however, had a different reaction. Smiles, winks, and a few appreciative nods came my way. Just as the nervousness started to coil in my gut, the bouncer, a behemoth of a man with tattoos snaking up his arms, approached me. My heart raced, pounding in my ears.

Was this it?

Was he onto me?

Was he going to kick me out of the club for dressing up as a girl?

But then he grinned, revealing a gold tooth. "Hey, ma'am," he boomed, voice dripping with charm, "Supermodels always get the VIP treatment." He gestured for me to follow, leading the way past the velvet ropes.

A surge of triumph rushed through me. Behind, the murmur grew louder, peppered with gasps of disbelief. The girls looked annoyed, but I couldn’t care less. Alyana was here to steal the show.

Inside, the music hit me like a tidal wave. Vibrations coursed through the floor, up my heels, and into the very core of me. The club was awash in a sea of colors–red, blue, green, purple. The sharp tang of alcohol, mixed with the sweet scent of various cocktails, filled the air.

I spotted Greg, looking sharp in a navy blazer. Our eyes locked, but I chose to stroll past him, allowing the rhythm to guide my hips and move me towards the dance floor.
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The DJ, a lively character in a snapback and oversized headphones, caught sight of me and gave a shout out: "Look at that leggy blonde turning up the heat, whoo!"

I was lost in the music, the adulation, the pure electric charge of the moment. That's when a swarm of men started gravitating towards me, eager for a dance. I reveled in the attention, loving every second.

Suddenly, a familiar pair of hands pulled me away.

"Get off her!" Greg barked at the men around me.

I yanked my arm free, feigning indignation.

"Hey! Get off me! You're not my boyfriend!"

His eyes were a mix of anger and desperation.

"I'm sorry," he pleaded. "Just... please talk to me."

With a dramatic sigh, I allowed him to lead me to the bar. The coolness of the marble counter was a pleasant contrast to the heated atmosphere of the dance floor. I smirked, "Alright, Greg. You've got my attention."

The plush leather of the VIP section cradled me, a world apart from the chaos of the club. Soft, muted lights hung above, casting a warm glow over the table. The VIP area was cloaked in a kind of opulence that felt both intimidating and exhilarating. A private world inside a public spectacle.

Sitting across from me, Greg looked like he'd been caught in a storm of his own emotions. His usually confident demeanor replaced with an almost boyish shyness.

The subtle clinks of glasses and muted chatter surrounded us. The crisp scent of our freshly poured champagne blended with the underlying musk of leather. I took a sip, letting the bubbles dance on my tongue, enjoying the tangy rush.

"You have such beautiful eyes, Alyana," he began, voice low, "They're... mesmerizing. Like a frozen lake in the dead of winter."

A smirk curled at the corner of my lips. "Haha, I didn’t know that you’re quite the poet."

He nodded, taking a deep breath, trying to muster the courage to speak more.
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"I'm sorry about earlier. I just... Seeing you, surrounded by all those men, I couldn't control myself."

I leaned in, savoring the power the Alyana persona had over him.

"You really like me, huh?"

He didn’t hesitate, "I'd be a fool not to. You light up the room, Alyana. There's something about you."

Deep inside, a triumphant feeling surged. Everything was going according to plan. But I needed to keep up the facade, keep him hooked.

Tilting my head slightly, I replied, "And what do you want from me, Greg?"

His eyes locked onto mine, searching for an answer.

"I want to get to know you, spend time with you."
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I smirked, raising my glass for a toast. "To new beginnings."

He raised his in response, "To new beginnings."

In the world of seduction and power plays, Alyana had just made her first winning move.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

THE LAST THREE WEEKS had been a whirlwind of emotions and newfound power. The lines between Adam and Alyana had started to blur, even in the quiet sanctuary of my apartment. The rustling of silk dresses, the scent of perfumes, and the soft click of heels became familiar sounds and scents, enveloping me in a cloak of femininity.

My hair, once a neat crop, was now a cascade of soft waves that brushed just before my shoulders.

Every night, under the dim lights of Beatz, I would meet Greg. We'd dance, we'd laugh, and we'd talk. The club's ambiance, pulsing beats, and subtle fragrances became our backdrop. Our relationship had grown, but always on my terms.

Greg's impatience, though masked, was palpable. Every night he'd ask, "Why not come home with me? Let's go somewhere quiet."

I'd always evade, replying with a cool, "I don't trust easily, Greg. Especially not men."
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One evening, as the conversation turned more intimate, he asked the question again. His eyes, earnest and pleading, looked into mine, "Why can't you trust men?"

With a soft sigh, playing the part to perfection, I answered, "A man broke my heart once. Promised me the world, then took everything."

As if on cue, Greg's iPad beeped, drawing our attention.

"Work?" I asked, feigning ignorance, even though I knew the very nature of his job.

He hesitated momentarily, "Yeah, just some last-minute tweaks for a campaign. It's for Berry Wear, a lingerie brand."

My heart raced, this was the perfect moment.

"Berry Wear?" I feigned shock. "They're the worst. They hired me as a model once. Treated me like dirt, and didn't pay me on time."

His face turned ashen. "What? I had no idea."

I leaned in, allowing the soft notes of my perfume to engulf him.

"They mistreated me. I’m never working with them again, ever. You should really think twice about working with them."

"I can't believe it," he muttered, anger flashing in his eyes.

"I'm canceling the contract."
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"You don't have to do that for me," I replied, feigning concern. But deep inside, a sinister satisfaction bubbled up. My plan was slowly coming to fruition.

Greg, without a moment's hesitation, quickly typed out a message. He showed me the screen-a message to his team saying he decided not to pursue the campaign for personal reasons.

I couldn't help but smile, the weight of my manipulative power pressing down on me. He was playing right into my hands, and the game had only just begun.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS OF BECOMING ALYANA, of weaving webs of influence and control around Greg, had started to wear me down. Added to the fact that I haven’t been working and asking my mother for money just to keep my twisted revenge going was the icing on top of my retributory cake.

The walls of the club reverberated with music, but all I could feel was the weight of guilt pressing on my chest, making every breath a little harder to take.

I began to question if what I was doing was right. There was a warmth in Greg's eyes every time they met mine. This wasn't the carefree playboy I once knew. This Greg was attentive, sincere, his universe seemingly revolving around Alyana.
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“Here’s your drink,” the waitress said.

As we sat in the VIP room one evening, a cloud of desolation seemed to hang heavy over him. The neon lights reflected off his face, illuminating his troubled features. A tug at my heartstrings compelled me to lean in, placing a playful hand on his forehead and rubbing his temples.

"What's wrong?" I cooed, looking into his eyes.

He managed a weak smile. "Just work. The usual."

But I pressed further, "Tell me more."

He sighed deeply, his eyes drifting off.

"You know my father?" he began, "All my life, he belittled me, told me I'd never amount to anything, especially not what he achieved." The pain in Greg's voice was palpable.

"Every time we hire someone good, someone who shows promise, I... I let them go," he confessed, his voice trembling.

"I'm so scared that they'll outshine me, that my father will see them as better than his own son. It sounds so... so stupid," he added with a self-deprecating laugh.
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"And now, I'm down to my last client. I might have to file for bankruptcy," he said, his voice breaking.

As I continued rubbing his temples, trying to provide some comfort, a bitter taste filled my mouth. All the times I'd manipulated him, pushed him to make business decisions based on Alyana's fabricated stories, they played back in my mind. I was the reason of this downfall.

I should've felt victorious, but instead, an overwhelming guilt consumed me. This wasn't revenge; it was cruelty. And the worst part?

I was beginning to fall for Greg.

How did I end up here, caught between a web of lies and genuine affection?
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Later that night, the soft glow from the kitchen lights during the wee hours cast a dim ambiance as I poured milk into a mug. The hum of the microwave was almost therapeutic as the milk warmed.

I wrapped the delicate fabric of my negligee around me, taking in the silky sensation against my skin. Soon, the aroma of the milk wafted up, a comforting scent, as I sipped.

However, I couldn’t shake the gnawing feeling inside. I swirled the milk, lost in its creamy whirlpool.

Should I ghost Greg?

Leave him with unanswered questions?

Or would the weight of truth, the raw revelation of my deception, be better?

My mind raced, heart pounding, emotions tangled.

"Could he ever forgive me?" I thought.

"Not just for the lies, but for not being the 'Alyana' he fell for?"

The taste of milk on my lips turned bitter. Every memory, every smile, every touch—they all felt like a trail of treachery. I sighed deeply, "Damn it, Adam. What the hell did you get yourself into?"

In a fit of frustration, the warm milk splashed against the cold steel of the sink. The stark contrast of temperatures reflected the battle within me—hot emotions against cold reality.

I hurriedly made my way to my bedroom, pulling the sheets over me, seeking refuge. I yearned for an escape, but the questions, the guilt, and the feelings, they all seeped through, wrapping around me like the very sheets I hid under.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

A WEEK AFTER GHOSTING GREG, sitting in the dimmed ambiance of my room, my fingers hovered above the laptop keyboard, the familiar glow illuminating my face. Every new message notification from Greg was a stab at my heart, pulling me deeper into the remorseful abyss.

I opened my old email from the company, the logo reminding me of the times when Greg and I were just acquaintances, when the deceit hadn't tainted us. With a shaky breath, I started typing.
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Subject: The Truth I Owe You

“Greg,

It's taken me every ounce of courage I have to write this email, and I know no matter what I say, it will never make up for the hurt I may have caused.

There’s no easy way to put this. Alyana is not real; she's a façade, a mask I wore. She's me, Adam. Before you jump to conclusions or think this was all a sick joke, please know that it wasn't. It started as a scheme, but along the way, feelings got tangled, the lines between reality and fiction blurred.

I wore the wig, the dresses, the makeup, not just to deceive you, but somewhere down the line, to find a part of myself that I didn't know existed.

In Alyana's heels, I felt empowered, seen, and ironically, more genuine than I ever felt as Adam. But I realize now that it was all built on a web of lies, and for that, I'm truly sorry.

I never intended to hurt you or influence your decisions. It began as a ploy for some bizarre sense of revenge, but seeing you open up, seeing the vulnerable side of you, made me regret every step I took.

I understand if you never want to see or speak to me again. But I owed you the truth. You deserve someone genuine, who doesn't come with hidden agendas or masks.

Wishing you nothing but the best,

Adam.”

The weight of the confession pressed on my heart as I clicked "Send." My senses were heightened: the rhythmic ticking of the clock, the cold surface of the table under my palms, the stale taste in my mouth, all emphasized the gravity of what I just did.

Closing the laptop felt like closing a chapter, one filled with mixed emotions and lessons. I whispered to myself, "It's done, Adam. It's done."

Later that night, the soft blue light of my phone was the only thing illuminating the room, casting faint shadows on the walls. With a quick swipe, I found myself scrolling through Alyana’s Instagram, the pictures and stories of people I didn’t know, momentarily distracting me.

But there was one name, one face, I was searching for. Greg.

When I tried accessing his profile, the dreaded message popped up: "User not found." My stomach dropped, a hollow feeling gnawing at its pit. He'd blocked me.

I locked my phone, trying to shake off the sinking feeling, but its vibration jolted me back. A new email notification. From Greg.

With a deep breath, I opened it. The words stung worse than a slap, each letter etched with anger and pain.

"You are the most evil person I've met. I don't ever want to see your face again."
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The bitterness of the message made my throat dry, a metallic taste invading my mouth. The bright screen seemed to dim, or maybe it was just my vision blurring. The sharp scent of the cold night air drifting through the slightly ajar window did nothing to clear my head.

My ears echoed with the haunting silence of the room, the absence of Greg's voice deafening.

A warm tear slid down my face, my skin prickling with the contrast. "I did this," I whispered into the void, the regret tangible in my voice.

"I did this to myself. To us."


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

A MONTH LATER, the old gravel pathway crunched under my heels as I approached our family home. The familiar scent of mom's lilacs, blooming in the front yard, enveloped me. This was my haven, a place where I'd always found solace.
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When I pushed open the door, I was hit with the comforting aroma of mom's baking. She was in the kitchen, her fingers dusted with flour, her hair pulled back in her signature bun. A smile lit up her face when she saw me, but it didn’t reach her eyes. She could always sense when something was wrong.

"Adam," she said, her voice coated with a gentle worry.

“I’m sorry, mom…”

She immediately rushed to me and held me as I cried on her shoulders.

“Adam…”

"No, Mom," I interrupted, my voice shaking. "It's Alyana now."

She paused for a moment, searching my eyes.

"I've always known, sweetheart. When I was pregnant with you, I would dream of a beautiful girl with long legs and golden hair. Every night, she'd dance in my dreams."

Relief washed over me as I thought that she was going to disown me and that was a harder pill to swallow.

A chuckle escaped me, remembering the ballet classes she enrolled me in as a child.

"It's funny you say that. I became that girl, Mom. But there's something else. Something I did."

The wooden chair creaked as I settled into it, and the walls of the old house seemed to lean in closer, as if they were straining to hear my confession. I laid out the story, each word heavier than the last, from my revenge against Greg to the masquerade as Alyana.

Mom's face was unreadable. For a moment, the only sound was the ticking of the old clock on the wall. Then, she took a deep breath. "You know, Alyana, life is about choices. You made a choice, but now you have a chance to make it right."

I could taste the salt of my own tears as they slid down my face.

"But how, Mom? How can I fix this?"

"You must come clean," she said, her voice firm yet kind.
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"Contact every company. Tell them the truth. It won’t be easy, but you cannot carry this weight, this deception, forever."

She was right. The road ahead was going to be hard. But with every step, I'd feel a little lighter, unburdened by the weight of my past.

Just as the weight of my confession threatened to pull me under, Mom, in her usual whimsical fashion, waved a hand dismissively and said, "But first, before you drown yourself in guilt and remorse, you have got to try my lemon meringue cake."

She winked and turned to the counter, revealing a gorgeous cake with fluffy peaks of meringue that gleamed under the kitchen light. The sight made my mouth water, and the tangy scent of fresh lemon wafted through the air, mixing with the sweet aroma of caramelized sugar.

"Seriously, Mom?" I chuckled, wiping my tear-streaked face.

"While we’re having a soap opera moment?"

She sliced a generous piece, placed it on a plate, and pushed it towards me.

"Precisely! What better time than now? Especially when it's lemon meringue. Taste it and tell me if it isn't the best thing you've ever had."

Without hesitations, I dug into the soft meringue, down to the tart lemon layer, and took a bite. A symphony of flavors played on my tongue, the sourness of the lemon harmonizing perfectly with the sweet meringue.
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"Oh my god, this is heavenly." I moaned, momentarily forgetting my woes.

She laughed, a light and melodic sound that instantly made me feel at ease.

"See? A little sugar always makes things better. Now, after you finish that slice, or maybe two, we'll strategize about those emails. But first, cake."

The blend of the cake's flavors, Mom's unwavering love, and the warm comfort of our home made the world feel right again, if only for a moment. I knew the storm was still coming, but with Mom by my side, we could weather anything.

Later that night, the soft glow of my laptop painted a serene luminescence against the pastel hues of my room. As I typed, the gentle rustle of the negligee whispered against my skin, and the weight of my blonde wig felt grounding, affirming.

Every keypress was a step closer to my resolution, but with each word, the gravity of the situation pressed heavier on my chest.

Without warning, the door creaked, and in stepped Mom. Her eyes, wide with a mix of surprise and adoration, traced my form. "Oh wow," she remarked, her voice a gentle tease, "you really look stunning in that."

A shy smile crept onto my face.

"Thanks, Mom. I've really gotten used to it... I hope you don't mind."

She chuckled, her laughter like a comforting melody.

"Mind? I'm just envious. You're rocking that color better than I ever could." The room felt lighter, the weight of my impending task momentarily lifted.

"So, these emails," she said, drawing closer, her perfume—a mix of lilacs and vanilla—drifting into my senses.

"Let’s get them right."

I nodded, opening up the first draft. "Dear Mr. Harrison," I began, the words flowing with newfound confidence.

"Start with your feelings," Mom advised, her voice soft yet firm. "Be genuine. Show them the sincerity in your heart."

Her words, guiding and nurturing, shaped my letters. Each email was crafted with careful attention, a genuine reflection of my regret and desire to set things right.
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Hours seemed to drift by, and finally, with a click, the last email was sent. A weight lifted off my shoulders, replaced by a profound sense of accomplishment.

"Well done," Mom murmured, wrapping an arm around me.

I leaned into her embrace, the warmth of our bond evident. The journey had been long and tumultuous, but I knew that I did the right thing.

Even if I knew that Greg would probably never forgive me, at the very least, he wouldn’t have to file for bankruptcy. I knew that his clients would take him back and that their working relationship would eventually heal.

However, I was left questioning.

Would my heart ever heal and learn to love again?


Epilogue

∞∞∞

THREE MONTHS FELT JUST LIKE YESTERDAY and the subtle hum of my laptop served as a comforting backdrop. As I sat there, the rich aroma of coffee wafted up from my desk, mingling with the subtle scent of the cherry blossom perfume I'd taken a liking to.

My pencil skirt hugged my form snugly and my white blouse, crisply ironed, radiated a professional aura. I truly enjoyed being a leggy blonde but I had to ditch the wig. My brown locks started growing and they felt more comfortable.
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Besides, I didn’t have to adhere to Greg’s taste anymore.

My heels made soft clicks on the wooden floor as I shifted in my seat. Dressing the part, even from home, brought a certain edge, a fierceness, to my every action.

It was funny, really. Once upon a time, I'd walked the corporate world as Adam, filled with an arrogance I thought was confidence. But as Alyana, I'd come to understand myself better. Recognizing my limitations and shortcomings had, ironically, given me the boost I needed to strike out on my own.

"Alright," I murmured, sipping the steaming coffee and enjoying its bitter tang.

"Let's see who wants to join Team Alyana." My inbox was flooded with applications for the virtual assistant position.

Opening the first email, I was met with the typical "Dear Hiring Manager" opening. "Come on, it's 2023," I chuckled to myself.

"Did you even check out my website?" But as I skimmed through their qualifications, I had to admit they had potential.

However, the next one caught my attention instantly.

"Hello Alyana," it started. A grin crept onto my face.

"Well, hello to you too." The applicant's message was clear and to the point, yet warm and personal.

"This might be the one," I thought.

The tactile sensation of my fingers dancing over the keys was oddly satisfying as I crafted a response. Each email brought me closer to building my dream team, a collection of like-minded individuals who shared my vision for the future of online advertising.
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In that cozy room, with the soft rustle of trees outside my window, I felt alive and empowered. I was Alyana—businesswoman, entrepreneur, dreamer. And nothing was going to hold me back.

Soon after, the soft rustle of the curtains whispered secrets as I browsed through my wardrobe, contemplating my necklace for the upcoming video conference. Before I could settle on a choice, my mother's voice echoed from the hallway.

"Honey, there's a man outside saying he's here for the virtual assistant position."

I blinked, bewildered.

"Virtual means not in person, right?" My heart raced, puzzling over the unexpected visitor.

"Did they not get the 'virtual' memo?"

As I walked toward the door, my mind raced.

"How did they find the address? Oh, the website's contact page."

There was a distinct irony in a 'virtual' assistant showing up in person, but maybe they were trying to impress me.

I ran my fingers through my hair, smoothing down any flyaways, and took a deep breath. Turning the door handle, my heart skipped a beat when I saw Greg's all too familiar face.

Time seemed to slow. My eyes drank in the sight of him, noting the nervous clench in his jaw, the softness in his eyes, and the way his hands were concealed behind his back like he had an open body language.

"Greg?" My voice was a mixture of shock and a hint of something that felt like hope.

"I sent you emails, you know?" his voice trembled ever so slightly.

"But you never replied."

"I haven't been checking Adam's emails. I made new ones for Alyana," I replied, the guilt clear in my voice.

I took a shaky breath, ready to unload months of pent-up apologies, but he raised a hand to stop me. Slowly, he brought his hand from behind his back, revealing a single, delicate rose.

"I was a fool," he began, his voice raw and earnest.

"I don't know why, but... every day, every moment, you've been on my mind. I've realized I still love you, Adam, Alyana, whoever you choose to be."

My eyes welled up, a swirl of emotions–shock, joy, relief–battling inside me.

"I never thought..." I started, my voice faltering.
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"That we'd see each other again?" he completed my sentence, a soft chuckle escaping him.

"Yeah," I whispered. We stared at each other for what felt like hours, the world around us fading away.

"I love you, Alyana," he murmured, taking a step closer.

My heart soared. "I love you too," I replied, the weight of past deceptions and misunderstandings melting away with those words.

The bright glow of the afternoon sun enveloped us, painting a golden halo around this unexpected reunion. The past was behind us, and the future, uncertain yet filled with hope, awaited.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy Trapping My Boss? In that case, I hope you can check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

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

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

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

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

Story 3 – Island Princess

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

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

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

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

Story 5 – Royally Switched

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

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

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

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

Read Feminization Fantasies

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

Read Girly Weekends


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

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

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

∞∞∞

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

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

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

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

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

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

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


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

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

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

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles
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“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2
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“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

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

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

Read Feminizing You
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“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Trapping My Boss – A Deceitful Feminization 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 it on Kindle.

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

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

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

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

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

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

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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