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Synopsis
Paul and Mike are two carefree young men working at an electronics store, far removed from any real excitement in their lives. Everything changes when, in an attempt to impress Jess and Em, two girls they meet at a party, they decide to steal a sports car. However, their plan takes an unexpected turn when they discover Vincenzo "Vinnie" Lombardi, a mob boss, tied up in the trunk. Mistaking them for dangerous mercenaries, Lombardi offers them money in exchange for their help, setting off a series of misunderstandings that lead them to hide out at DIAMOND CLUB — a transvestite club, unbeknownst to them.

Disguised as Paula and Mika, Paul and Mike discover a world full of glamour, friendship, and acceptance, all while trying to keep their identities secret from the mob, the police, and even from themselves. As they adjust to their new lives, they find family in Carmen, the club's owner, and the other girls. Though hesitant at first, they eventually embrace their new identities and come to realize that this bizarre experience has given them a new perspective on life.

The story culminates in a heartfelt reflection on acceptance, reinvention, and the importance of staying true to oneself — even in the most absurd circumstances. With humor, heart, and a touch of madness, Paul and Mike dance on the DIAMOND CLUB stage, happy and accepted, as they close one chapter of their lives and begin a new one.


CHAPTER 1: TECHWORLD AND THE BEGINNING OF CHAOS

The morning sun was streaming through the dingy windows of TechWorld, Bella Vista’s most chaotic electronics store. Paul and Mike were behind the counter, hanging out as usual: Paul fiddling with a remote control that didn’t work, and Mike trying to fix a phone that he said just needed “a magic touch.”

“Paul! Mike!” roared the voice of Mr. Jenkins, his boss, from the back room. The man appeared with a box of tangled wires in his hands and an expression that could only mean one thing: another lecture.

“What the hell are you doing? This place looks like a dump!” he shouted, pointing to the mess around him.

Paul tried to defend himself:

“Eh, we were… reorganizing, boss. You know, to improve the customer experience.”

“The only experience they are improving is losing customers!” replied Mr. Jenkins, tossing the box of cables on the counter.

Mike, ever the pragmatist, tried to calm the situation:

“Easy, boss. We just need a little more time. And maybe an instruction manual.”

“You have until the end of the day to clean up this mess!” said Mr. Jenkins before disappearing back into the back room.

Paul sighed and leaned back in his chair.

“I hate this job.”

“I hate Mr. Jenkins more,” Mike replied, examining the phone, which now looked worse than before.

“You know what we need?” Paul asked, with a mischievous grin. “An epic night. Something to take our minds off this hellhole.”

Mike raised an eyebrow.

“Again with that? Last time we had an ‘epic night,’ we ended up cleaning a bar bathroom with a broken broom.”

“This time will be different,” Paul assured. “I hear there’s a party tonight, and I also know Jess and Em are coming.”

“Jess and Em? The girls from the cafeteria?” asked Mike, suddenly interested.

“Exactly. And if we go, we could impress them. What if we tell them we’re… successful entrepreneurs?”

Mike looked at him skeptically.

“Successful entrepreneurs? Paul, we don’t have a penny in our accounts.”

“Details!” Paul exclaimed, getting up from his chair. “It’s all about attitude. And a good car.”

“A car?” asked Mike, even more confused.

“Yes, a car. Something that says, ‘We’re cool and we’ve got style.’”

Mike frowned.

“Paul, we don’t have a car.”

“We’ll figure something out.”

The house where the party was being held was one of those typical college dorms: twinkling lights in the garden, loud music blasting out of the open windows, and a group of young people laughing and chatting in the entryway. Paul and Mike paused for a moment in front of the door, exchanging a knowing glance.

“Ready?” asked Paul, adjusting his shirt and smiling with that confidence that only he could fake so well.

“Ready for what?” Mike replied, looking toward the house with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. “To try to impress two girls we don’t even know will be here?”

“Exactly,” said Paul, patting him on the back. “Come on, Mike. This is what makes life exciting.”

In a corner of the room, near a table full of bottles and plastic cups, stood Jess and Em. The two girls were like a ray of light amidst the chaos of the party, attracting stares without even trying.

Jessica “Jess” Taylor was the kind of girl who didn’t go unnoticed. She wore a short, tight-fitting dress in a shade of electric blue that highlighted her slender figure. Her blonde hair, straight and shiny, fell in perfect waves over her shoulders, and her smile was so radiant that it seemed to light up the room. Jess spoke with animation, gesturing with her hands as she laughed, and her laughter was infectious, like an echo that spread through the room.

Next to her was Emily “Em” Carter, her best friend. Em was the complete opposite of Jess in appearance, but just as charming. She wore a denim skirt and a plain white blouse, with a denim jacket hanging off one shoulder. Her brown hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail, and her thin-rimmed glasses gave her an air of intelligence and coyness. Although she was not as outgoing as Jess, her smile was warm and her gaze, curious and kind.

Paul and Mike stopped a few feet away, watching them from afar.

“Hey… that’s Jess, right?” asked Mike, trying not to sound too obvious as he pointed his head toward the girls.

“Yes,” said Paul, smiling. “And that’s Em, her best friend.”

“What do we do now?” asked Mike, feeling his confidence fading fast.

“Easy,” said Paul, straightening up and adjusting his shirt collar. “We walk up, greet them, and impress them.”

“And how are we going to do that?” asked Mike, looking at Paul as if he were crazy.

“I don’t know,” said Paul, smiling with that confidence that only he could fake so well. “But trust me.”

Paul and Mike approached the girls with a mixture of nervousness and determination. Jess was the first to notice them.

"Hey... hi," said Paul, smiling and trying to look relaxed. "Would you like something to drink?"

Jess looked at them curiously, smiling.
"Hey... hi. And you are?"

"Paul," said Paul, pointing to himself, "and this is Mike."

"Hey...hi," said Mike, raising his hand in an awkward gesture.

Em looked at them with a shy smile, adjusting her glasses.
"Hey... hi."

"Hey... What would you like to drink?" asked Paul, trying to keep his composure.

"A cocktail," said Jess, smiling. "What do you recommend?"

"Maybe... a mojito," said Mike, improvising. "It's... refreshing."

"Perfect," said Jess, smiling. "I love mojitos."

Paul and Mike exchanged a knowing glance, sensing that, perhaps, tonight would not be as disastrous as they had thought.

"And tell me," said Paul, with a smile that he hoped was charming, "do you like sports cars?"

Jess looked at him curiously.
"Sports cars? Do you have one?"

"Sure," Paul lied. "It's red, bright and... very fast."

Em smiled, amused.
"And would you take us for a ride?"

"Of course!" said Paul, without thinking. "Just give us a minute."

Paul dragged Mike out of the party.

"What the hell are you doing?" asked Mike, alarmed.

"Relax," said Paul. "We just need a car."

"We don't have a car!"

"That's why we're going to take that one," said Paul, pointing to a sports car parked across the street.

Mike looked at him like he was crazy.
"Are you kidding? That's stealing!"

"It's not theft if we give it back," Paul argued. "Besides, what could go wrong?"

They left the party and crossed the street in the direction of the sports car. It was an impressive car, with a gleam that seemed to light up under the moonlight. However, something didn't fit.

"Hey... Don't you think it's weird that a car like this is parked here?" Mike asked, looking around nervously. "You don't usually see such fancy cars in this neighborhood."

"Relax," said Paul, approaching the car. "It probably belongs to someone who came to the party."

"Why isn't he at the entrance?" asked Mike, sensing that something was wrong.

"I don't know," said Paul, shrugging his shoulders. "But it doesn't matter. Let's just borrow it and be done with it."

Mike looked at him, feeling his stomach shrink even more.
"Hey... Paul, this doesn't sound like a good idea."

"Trust me," said Paul, smiling, "Everything will be fine."

They approached the car and Paul tried to open the door. To his surprise, it was open.
"Hey... See," said Paul, smiling. "It's as if fate wanted us to take it."

"Or as if it were a trap," Mike muttered, looking around nervously.

Paul got into the car and started checking the dashboard, looking for the keys.
"Hey... they're not here."

"What now?" asked Mike, feeling his nervousness increase.

"I don't know," said Paul, looking toward the back seat. "But there's something in the trunk."

"In the trunk?" asked Mike, feeling his stomach shrink even more. "Paul, I don't like this."

"Relax," said Paul, getting out of the car and walking toward the trunk. "It's probably just a suitcase."

"What was that?" asked Mike, looking back.

"Probably nothing," said Paul, trying to ignore him.

The noise was repeated, this time louder.
"Stop the car!" Mike shouted.

Paul stopped the car and they both got out to check the trunk. With trembling hands, Paul opened it and they found a man bound and gagged.

"What the hell?" Mike shouted, backing away.

Inside the trunk, bound and gagged, was a middle-aged man in an expensive suit with a terrified expression in his eyes.

"Thank God they changed my mind!" exclaimed Lombardi. "I thought I'd never get out of there."

Paul and Mike looked at each other, completely lost.
"Hey... Who are you?" asked Paul.

"I'm Vincenzo Lombardi, but you can call me Vinnie," said the man, trying to keep his composure. "We're friends now, aren't we? It's always good to make friends with a couple of mercenaries."

"Mercenaries?" asked Mike, confused.

"Yes, the best. I must admit that I underestimated the situation, but it's all in the past now," said Lombardi, smiling with relief. "Now, please take me to La Trattoria di Lombardi. My men will reward you handsomely."

Paul and Mike exchanged glances.

"Uh... sure," said Paul, trying to sound convincing. "Let's get you there."

As they drove toward the restaurant, Mike whispered to Paul:

"What are we doing?"

"I don't know," Paul replied. "But if he owns the car, he'd better think we're here to help him and not steal it."


CHAPTER 2: CONFUSION AT LA TRATTORIA

The sports car was moving through the streets of Bella Vista with Paul at the wheel, Mike in the passenger seat, and Vincenzo "Vinnie" Lombardi in the back seat, still a bit dazed but grateful.

“Hey, Vinnie,” said Paul, looking in the rearview mirror, “everything all right? Everything’s okay, right?”

Lombardi sighed, adjusting the knot of his tie.

“Of course everything is fine now. It couldn’t be better. There is no problem at all—on the contrary, I thank you.”

Mike, who was starting to get nervous, whispered to Paul:

“But why were you in the trunk of your own car? What are we doing, Paul?”

“Relax,” Paul whispered back, “We just take the man to his restaurant and leave. Easy.”

“None of this is easy,” Mike muttered, looking out the window as if he expected the police to show up at any moment.

La Trattoria di Lombardi was an imposing place, with dim lights, marble tables, and an air of elegance that contrasted with the chaos Paul and Mike brought with them. Lombardi directed them to park in the back of the building.

“Wait here,” said Lombardi, getting out of the car with surprising dignity for someone who had spent the last few hours tied up in a trunk.

Paul and Mike sat in the car, looking at each other with a mixture of disbelief and panic.

“What do we do if this goes wrong?” asked Mike.

“I don’t know,” Paul replied, “Run?”

“I’m not good at running,” said Mike, worried.

“Well, he’s a quick learner,” Paul replied, trying to sound optimistic.

Minutes later, Lombardi returned with three men who looked like they were straight out of a mobster movie: Tony “El Toro” Russo, Salvatore “Sal” Marino, and Luca “Luquitas” Ferrari.

“These are my men,” said Lombardi, introducing them with a wave of his hand. “They are like my sons, but with more muscle and less brains. First is Tony ‘El Toro’ Russo. That boy is as strong as a bull. He’s loyal, yes, but sometimes too impulsive. Then there’s Salvatore ‘Sal’ Marino. That’s the brains of the outfit. Cold, calculating, always has a Plan B. But he has a problem: his sense of humor. He’s so dry that sometimes you don’t know if he’s joking or planning your funeral. And finally, we can’t forget Luca ‘Luquitas’ Ferrari. That guy is a mess. He’s always getting into trouble because of his clumsiness. He once tried to fix a leaky faucet and ended up flooding half the restaurant. But he’s loyal, and that counts.”

Tony, the largest of the three, crossed his arms and looked at Paul and Mike suspiciously.

“These are the guys who got cold feet in the end, boss?”

“Yes,” Lombardi replied. “They are professionals. Highly trained.”

Sal, the most calculating, examined them with a cold look.

“They don’t look like much.”

“Appearances can be deceiving, Sal,” said Lombardi, smiling. “The important thing is that we are all friends now.”

Luca, the youngest and most nervous, approached the car and looked inside.

“Hey, boss, why does it smell like pizza in here?”

“Because we ate pizza before we rescued him,” said Paul quickly, trying to sound convincing.

Lombardi nodded, as if that made sense.

“Look, boys, here’s your reward,” he said, handing them a briefcase full of money.

Paul and Mike opened it, and their eyes widened like saucers.

“Is… is this all for us?” asked Mike, incredulously.

“Of course,” said Lombardi. “A gesture from a friend to a friend. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have some business to take care of.”

The thugs followed Lombardi toward the restaurant, but before entering, Lombardi signaled them.

“Follow those guys,” he whispered. “They’re dangerous—too dangerous. Don’t let them out of your sight.”

Tony nodded, though he looked confused.

“Dangerous? They look like two kids who got lost on the way to a party.”

“Trust me, Tony,” said Lombardi. “They are more than they seem. They were able to bypass our security and kidnap me right from under our noses.”

As Paul and Mike walked away from the restaurant, Mike couldn’t take his eyes off the briefcase full of money.

“Paul, this is crazy,” he said, opening the briefcase again. “What are we going to do with all this money?”

“I don’t know,” Paul replied, smiling. “But it’s the biggest tip I’ve ever gotten in my life.”

“Are you serious?” asked Mike, incredulously.

“I don’t know what to think anymore,” said Paul. “I’m afraid too.”

“Paul, this is a horrible situation,” said Mike, frustrated.

“Details,” Paul replied, accelerating the car. “The important thing is that we have money. What can go wrong? We just have to keep a low profile.”

At that moment, a black car appeared behind them, following at a safe distance.

"Hey, Paul," said Mike, looking around. "I think we're being followed."

Paul looked back and saw the car.

"Do you think they're Lombardi's goons?"

"Who else could it be?" asked Mike, starting to panic.

"Relax," said Paul. "We just have to lose them."

Paul turned sharply down a side street, through the alleys of Bella Vista. The black car followed closely behind them, with Tony at the wheel, Sal looking at the GPS, and Luca holding on so as not to fall out.

"Don't lose them, Tony!" shouted Sal.

"I'm not stupid!" replied Tony, dodging a trash can that Paul had knocked over in passing.

After continuing to make their way through narrow streets, Paul and Mike managed to lose the thugs in a subway parking garage.

"We did it!" Paul shouted, celebrating.

"We didn't do it!" Mike shouted, still agitated. "Now the mob is following us!"

"Well, technically, they think we're mercenaries or something," said Paul, smiling. "So as long as we keep acting like it, we'll be fine."

Mike looked at him like he was crazy.

"Paul, we're not mercenaries. We're two guys who work in an electronics store."

"That was before," said Paul, opening the briefcase again. "Now we are... high-risk entrepreneurs."

Mike sighed, resigned.

"This is going to end very badly."


CHAPTER 3: INTERVIEW WITH THE POLICE

The next day, TechWorld was messier than ever. Paul and Mike were trying to look busy, but in reality, they were quietly discussing what to do with the briefcase full of money they had hidden under the counter.

“We can’t keep this,” Mike whispered, looking around nervously. “It’s mob money, Paul.”

“Relax,” Paul said, smiling. “It’s our bonus for services rendered. Besides, who’s going to know?”

At that moment, the door to the store opened with a clang, and a tall, serious-looking man in a trench coat —a detective’s badge hanging from his neck— walked in. He didn’t seem to be in a good mood.

“Paul and Mike?” he asked, staring at them with an expression that promised trouble.

Paul and Mike exchanged glances, trying to remain calm.

“Uh… yes,” Paul said, raising his hand as if he were in school. “How can we help you, officer?”

“Detective,” he corrected, stepping closer to the counter. “Frank Malone, Bella Vista Police Department. I need to ask you a few questions.”

Mike swallowed. “Questions? About what?”

Malone pulled out a notebook and flipped through it, as if rehearsed. “About a sports car stolen last night. And about Vincenzo Lombardi.”

Paul and Mike exchanged panicked glances.

“We don’t know anything about that,” Paul said, straining for conviction.

“Really?” Malone raised an eyebrow. “Because we have witnesses who saw you near the car in question.”

“Witnesses?” Mike asked, voice taut. “Must be a mistake.”

Malone studied them, as if peeling back layers. “Look, guys, I know you’re mixed up in something big. Cooperate, and we might work something out.”

“A deal?” Paul blinked.

“Yeah,” Malone said, smiling for the first time. “Tell me everything about Lombardi’s operation, and we might lighten your charges.”

“We have nothing to do with Lombardi!” Mike shouted—louder than he’d meant to.

CHAPTER 3: INTERVIEW WITH THE POLICE (CONT’D)

Malone leaned forward, bracing against the counter.

“Then why were you seen at Lombardi’s restaurant with his men?”

Paul and Mike were speechless.

“Hey… that’s…” Paul stammered, scrambling for an excuse.

“It’s not what it looks like!” Mike cut in, desperate to salvage the situation.

Malone smiled, satisfied. “Ah, so you do know something. Well, this is getting interesting.”

At that moment, Mr. Jenkins emerged from the back room, hauling a box of tangled wires. He froze when he spotted Malone.

“What’s going on here?” he asked, eyeing Paul and Mike with suspicion.

“I’m Detective Malone,” Malone said, flashing his badge. “I’m investigating a case involving your employees.”

“Paul and Mike?” Mr. Jenkins frowned. “What’ve they done now?”

“Nothing,” Paul said quickly. “Absolutely nothing.”

Malone ignored him and turned to Jenkins. “Can you tell me anything about these two’s activities outside work?”

Jenkins sighed, as if long accustomed to their antics. “Well, they’re… peculiar. Always late, can’t fix a phone to save their lives, and spend more time arguing than working.”

Malone nodded, jotting notes. “So they’ve been acting strange, huh.” He scribbled. “Notice anything suspicious lately?”

“Not suspicious,” Jenkins said. “But they closed early last night. Claimed they had an ‘important meeting.’”

“An important meeting?” Malone repeated, smirking at Paul and Mike. “How funny.”

“Yeah,” Jenkins added. “And today they rolled in late and jump like cats if anyone goes near their stuff.”

Paul and Mike exchanged horrified looks.

“That’s private!” Paul shouted, deflecting.

Malone smiled. “Thanks, Mr. Jenkins. This’s been very helpful.”

Once Jenkins retreated, Malone turned to the duo, triumphant.

“Look, guys,” he murmured, leaning in, “I get it. You’re pros. And I know you’re working for Lombardi. But help me, and we can cut a deal.”

“We’re not mercenaries!” Mike yelled, voice cracking.

"Of course not," Malone said, smiling. "That's why no one seems to know much about you guys, isn't it? It's not like you're mercenaries looking to keep a low profile - you're just a couple of losers who act weird from time to time."

Paul tried to explain:
"Eh... that's just a misunderstanding."

"A misunderstanding," Malone repeated, writing in his notebook. "Well, this 'misunderstanding' has you in serious trouble."

At that moment, Malone's phone rang. He looked at it and then said to Paul and Mike:
"This isn't over. Don't leave town."

Malone exited the store, leaving Paul and Mike in awkward silence.

"This is a disaster," Mike said, leaning against the counter.

"Not so fast," Paul replied, smiling. "Malone has no proof. He's just speculating."

"What about the briefcase?" Mike asked, pointing to the counter.

"That's a detail," Paul admitted.


CHAPTER 4: ARRIVAL AT THE DIAMOND CLUB

After Detective Frank Malone's visit, Paul and Mike knew they had to disappear. With the briefcase full of money hidden in Mike’s backpack, they walked through the streets of Bella Vista, trying not to attract attention.

“This is a disaster,” said Mike, looking over his shoulder to make sure no one was following them. “The mob is looking for us, the police are looking for us, and we have a briefcase full of money we can’t use.”

“Relax,” said Paul, trying to sound optimistic. “We just need a place to hide for a while.”

“And where are we going to find such a place?” asked Mike, frustrated.

At that moment, Paul saw an abandoned newspaper on a bench. He picked it up and began to leaf through it, looking for something they could use.

“Look at this!” said Paul, pointing to an ad in the classified section. “DIAMOND CLUB is looking for new artists. New talent wanted.”

Mike looked at him skeptically.

“Artists? Paul, we can’t sing or dance.”

“Of course we can’t,” said Paul, smiling. “It’s a great plan. We can hide out there until things calm down.”

“What if they recognize us?” asked Mike, worried.

“They won’t recognize us,” Paul assured. “We’re going to use fake names.”

Mike looked at him like he was crazy.

“Did you really think this through?”

“It’s perfect,” said Paul. “No one will be suspicious of two new kids in the club.”

DIAMOND CLUB was a place where glamour and extravagance could be found in every corner. From the moment you walked through its doors, you were enveloped by the bright neon lights, the mirrors that multiplied the space, and the sound of music vibrating in the air. The stage, illuminated with colored spotlights, was the heart of the club, where the artists dazzled with their performances full of energy and style. The walls were decorated with red velvet curtains and vintage posters advertising past shows, while the smell of perfume, glitter, and exotic cocktails hung in the air. Paul and Mike entered cautiously, trying not to draw attention to themselves.

“Hey… hi,” said Paul, approaching the bar. “We’re here for the auditions.”

A woman looked at them curiously, wearing a long, shiny dress that seemed to be made of stars, with a neckline that highlighted her natural elegance. Her dark hair, styled in perfect waves, fell over her shoulders like an ebony waterfall, and her precisely lined eyes sparkled with a mixture of shrewdness and warmth.

“Auditions, honey?” she asked, looking them up and down. “Well, you’re not exactly what I expected, but there’s always room for new talent.”

“Uh… yes,” said Mike, trying to sound convincing. “We’re… artists. Paul and Mike.”

Carmen smiled, as if she understood something they did not.

“Of course you are, honey. I’m Carmen Lareu, I’m in charge. Why don’t you tell me a little about yourselves?”

Paul and Mike exchanged nervous glances.

“We’re new in town,” said Paul, improvising, “and we’re looking for a place where we can… express ourselves.”

Carmen nodded, as if that made sense.

“I understand. Sometimes it’s hard to find a place to be yourself. But here at the Diamond Club, everyone is welcome.”

“That’s great,” said Mike, trying to sound enthusiastic.

Carmen looked at them with a mixture of curiosity and compassion.

“Look, sweethearts, I know this can be overwhelming at first. But if you’re ready to take the plunge, I’m here to help you.”

“Take the plunge?” asked Paul, confused.

“Yes,” said Carmen, smiling. “I can see you’re running away, looking for a new beginning, a new life.”

Paul and Mike looked at each other.

“Hey… it’s not exactly that,” said Mike, trying to explain. “We’re just… looking for work.”

Carmen looked at them with understanding.

“Of course, honey. We all started out that way. But don’t worry—you’ll find a safe place here to be who you really are.”

Paul and Mike exchanged glances, realizing they were in a much more complicated situation than they thought.

“I’ll help you,” said Carmen, smiling. “If you have a little cash, I have a place where you can stay.”

“We have some,” Mike replied, rummaging through his backpack.

“Well,” commented Carmen, taking bundles of bills. “Seems someone saved enough not to start from scratch. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it. I see you don’t have any luggage—I’ll get you some things. Follow me.”

Carmen led them down a narrow hallway filled with dim lights until they came to a door with a sign that read “Dressing Rooms.” Opening it, Paul and Mike found a space that looked like something out of another world: mirrors lit up with light bulbs, vibrantly colored dresses hanging everywhere, and the scent of makeup and perfume filling the air.

At the center of the organized chaos were the girls: Lola Diamante, with her blonde wig and diva attitude, was adjusting a sparkling dress in front of the mirror; Roxy Starr, with her warm smile and relaxed style, was helping Candy Bliss choose earrings.

“Very well, girls,” Carmen called for attention. “I present our new talents. Be nice, girls—you know how difficult it is to take the first step. It takes a lot of courage to come out of the closet. I hope you’ll help them both.”

“What?” the boys exclaimed in unison.

“Sorry, Carmen,” said Venus LaRosa, the missing girl, “but the people from the Lombardi family came again.”

The young men looked at each other in horror.

“Sorry, girls, I have to take this,” commented Carmen. “Please help Paula and Mika get ready.”

The girls nodded and approached the confused boys as they showed them their new outfits: tight dresses, wigs, and high heels.

“Hey… is this necessary?” asked Paul, holding up a bright red dress.

“Of course, honey,” said Lola, smiling. “Here at the Diamond Club, looks are everything.”

Mike looked at the heels in horror.

“What about these? Do we have to wear them?”

“Of course,” said Candy. “There’s nothing more elegant than a good pair of heels.”

Paul and Mike looked at each other, resigned.

“Well, I guess we have no choice,” said Paul, sighing.

“This is ridiculous. I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Relax,” said Paul, adjusting his wig. “It’s just for a while.”

“What if we get caught?” asked Mike.

“We won’t get caught,” Paul assured. “We just have to act like we know what we’re doing.”

At that moment, they heard voices outside the dressing room. It was Tony, Sal, and Luca, Lombardi’s goons, who had come into the club to have a few drinks.

“Wait!” said Mike, leaning out the door. “Are those the mob guys?”

“Yes,” said Paul, looking worried. “We have to get out of here.”

But before they could do anything, Carmen entered the dressing room.

“Girls, it’s time to go on stage!” she said, smiling. “The audience is waiting for you.”

Paul and Mike looked at each other, completely lost.

“Uh… stage?” asked Mike, turning pale.

“Yes, honey,” said Carmen. “But don’t worry—I know it’s your first night. Just go out and help where you can, okay?”


CHAPTER 5: FIRST DAY AT THE DIAMOND CLUB

“Sweethearts, you’ll have to dress yourselves for the night. But don’t worry, look us up if you need anything,” Roxy pointed to a corner full of dresses, wigs, and makeup boxes. “Just remember: act natural.”

Before Paul and Mike could protest, the girls exited the dressing room, leaving them alone in front of a lighted mirror and a pile of clothes they had no idea how to wear.

“Hey… What do we do now?” asked Mike, looking at a bright pink dress as if it were an alien object.

“I don’t know,” said Paul, holding up a blond wig with a panicked expression. “But I guess we have to try.”

After several minutes of struggling with zippers, snaps, and heels that seemed designed to torture, Paul and Mike finally managed to get dressed. Paul, now “Paula,” wore a tight red dress and a blonde wig that fell over his shoulders. Mike, now “Mika,” sported a more modest black dress and a brown wig that he couldn’t quite manage to keep in place.

“Hey… How do I look?” asked Mike, looking at himself in the mirror with an expression of disbelief.

“Like a girl,” said Paul, trying to sound convincing. “Now we just have to get out and not draw attention to ourselves.”

As they left the dressing room, Paul and Mike found a club full of people. The lights were bright, the music was playing, and the club girls were on stage, dazzling the crowd. At a table near the bar, however, were Tony “El Toro” Russo, Salvatore “Sal” Marino, and Luca “Luquitas” Ferrari—Lombardi’s goons.

“Paul,” Mike whispered, crouching slightly, “is that them?”

“Yes,” said Paul, trying to keep his composure. “But don’t look at us. Act normal.”

Tony looked at them with interest, smiling.

“Hey… Who’s that new girl?” he asked, nodding to Mike.

Sal looked at him with a sarcastic smile.

“I don’t know, but it looks like he can’t even walk in heels.”

Luca laughed, but Tony didn’t take his eyes off Mike.

“Hey… I’m going to ask her to dance.”

“No,” said Sal, stopping him. “We have to keep a low profile, remember?”

Paul and Mike, sensing that the thugs were watching them, tried to blend in with the crowd. Paul approached the bar and began pouring drinks, trying to look busy, while Mike hid behind a group of dancing people.
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“Hey… Paul,” Mike whispered, moving closer to him. “I think Tony’s looking at me.”

“Relax,” said Paul, pouring a cocktail with trembling hands. “Just act normal.”

At that moment, Tony got up from the table and started walking toward Mike.

“Paul,” said Mike, feeling his heart beat faster. “I think he’s coming my way.”

“Don’t move,” said Paul, trying to stay calm. “Maybe he didn’t recognize us.”

Tony stopped in front of Mike, smiled, and then continued past him—leaving Mike frozen in place.

Just then, Lola Diamante appeared on stage, announcing her next number. The music swelled, and the club’s attention snapped to her. Distracted by the performance, Tony forgot about Mike for the moment.

“Hey… thank God for Lola,” Mike whispered, ducking away from Tony and hurrying back to Paul.

“I think we survived,” said Paul, grinning with relief. “But we can’t let our guard down.”

The night passed without further trouble. After helping the girls close the club, they followed Carmen to their new home—a small apartment just a few doors down from the Diamond. She unlocked the door and gestured for “Paula” and “Mika” to enter.

“Welcome to your new home,” said Carmen, her smile a blend of elegance and quiet authority. “It’s not a palace, but it’s comfortable. And most importantly, it’ll give you the freedom you need.”

The apartment was cramped but cozy: a living room with a worn but inviting sofa, a tiny kitchen, and two bedrooms barely large enough for a bed and closet each. In the center of the living room, shopping bags overflowed with clothes, shoes, and accessories.

“Hey… Is all this for us?” asked Paul, eyeing the bags with surprise and unease.

“Yes, sweethearts,” Carmen said, amused. “I got you the basics—dresses, heels, makeup… everything you’ll need to shine at the club.”

Mike stared at the bags in horror.

“Hey… How much of our money did you spend?”

Carmen flashed him a sly grin.

“Just enough. Don’t worry—it’ll pay off.” She glanced at her watch. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got things to do.”

Before they could protest, she swept out, leaving them alone with the mountain of feminine gear and a reality that felt heavier by the second.

Paul collapsed onto the couch, staring blankly at the bags.

“Hey… this is really happening, isn’t it?”

Mike nodded, sitting down next to him.

"Yes. And we have no choice. The mob is too close, and if we get caught, we're finished."

"Hey... but dressing up as women all the time?" Paul asked, looking at a bright pink dress as if it were a threat. "I don't know if I can do it."

"It's not like we have much choice," Mike said, sighing. "Besides, what's worse - dressing up as women or having Lombardi find us?"

Paul looked at him, smiling slightly.

"Hey... you're right. But this is going to be harder than I thought."

Later, as the sun began to set, they heard a knock at the door. Before they could answer, Lola Diamante, Roxy Starr, Candy Bliss and Venus LaRosa entered the apartment with bags full of beauty products and an energy that filled the room.

"Hello, sweethearts!" said Lola, smiling. "We came to help you settle in."

"Eh... Settling in?" asked Mike, eyeing the bags suspiciously.

"Yes," said Roxy, pulling out a box of depilatory waxes. "Also to make you pretty."

"Hair removal?" asked Paul, turning pale.

"Sure," said Candy, smiling. "You can't be divas with hairy legs."

"I don't know if this is a good idea," said Mike, backing away slowly.

"Don't worry," said Venus, holding up a bright red nail polish. "This is going to hurt... but it will be worth it."

What followed was a series of moments that Paul and Mike would never forget.

"Ouch!" cried Paul as Lola applied the wax to his legs. "That hurts more than I thought it would!"

"Relax, honey," said Lola, smiling. "Pain is temporary, but softness is eternal."

Meanwhile, Mike was sitting on a chair with his hands outstretched while Candy painted his nails.

"Hey... Is this really necessary?" he asked, looking at his nails with a panicked expression.

"Of course," said Candy, smiling. "All the girls in the club have impeccable nails."

"Hey... but I'm not a girl," Mike muttered, although no one seemed to hear him.

In the end, after an hour of waxing, makeup and painted nails, Paul and Mike looked at each other in the mirror, almost without recognizing themselves.

"Hey... What have we done?" asked Paul, looking at his smooth legs and red fingernails.

"What we had to do," Mike said, sighing. "Now we just have to survive."

The next morning, Paula and Mika woke up in their new apartment, still uncomfortable with the idea that this was their new life. The sun streamed in through the curtains, illuminating the bags of clothes and beauty products Carmen had bought for them. Everything in the house was in pastel shades - it was hard to believe that actual men lived there rather than a pair of showgirls.
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"Hey... Is this real?" asked Paul, staring at his bright red fingernails.

"Yes," said Mike, swinging his freshly waxed legs off the bed. "And it's definitely not a dream."

The bathroom revealed a shelf overflowing with feminine products: coconut-scented shampoo, shea butter conditioner, lavender body wash, and even glitter-infused body cream.

"Hey... What's this?" Mike held up a pink bottle with floral designs.

"Shampoo," Paul read from the label. "Says it makes hair 'soft and shiny.'"

"But it smells like... like something my sister would use," Mike frowned.

"Relax," Paul turned on the faucet. "It's just shampoo."

Yet their shower became an unexpected sensory experience. Their newly hairless skin tingled under the water, the floral fragrances enveloped them, and the body cream left an oddly pleasant shimmer they hadn't anticipated.

"Eh... Do I smell like a garden?" Mike sniffed his arm suspiciously.

"Yes," Paul admitted, catching his glitter-dusted reflection. "And I think I sparkle."

Hunger eventually drove them to inspect the kitchen, only to find the refrigerator and cabinets completely bare. The realization hit hard - they'd need to brave the outside world for groceries.

"We have to go to the supermarket," Paul said, eyeing the door nervously.

"Dressed like this?" Mike gestured at his black dress and heels.

"No choice," Paul sighed. "Who'd recognize us anyway?"

They faced the mirror for final adjustments. Mika's outfit - a sleek black dress with modest heels - made walking an awkward challenge. Paula's crimson lace dress and stilettos felt like walking a highwire. Their wigs (Mika's brunette bob, Paula's blonde waves) completed the transformation, while tiny shoulder bags held their meager belongings.

One last mirror check confirmed their drastic change. Each click of heels on the floorboards underscored how thoroughly their old lives had vanished. Taking deep breaths, they stepped outside - into a gauntlet of stares and whistles.

"Paul," Mike whispered, fiddling with his wig, "they're all looking at us."

"Just keep walking," Paul muttered through a forced smile. "Eyes forward. We're just two girls shopping."

The supermarket ordeal only intensified their discomfort. An elderly man trailed them through the aisles, leering with yellowed teeth, while a clique of teenage girls openly scrutinized them—Mike definitely caught whispers about their "clunky walk" between giggles.

"This is humiliating," Mike muttered, tossing cereal into their basket with unnecessary force.

"Relax," Paul forced a smile, adjusting his wig. "We're just two girls doing grocery shopping. Nothing suspicious."

Back at the apartment, after a silent breakfast of overly sweetened coffee and dry toast, a familiar knock interrupted them. Before they could react, the door burst open—Lola, Roxy, Candy and Venus swept in like a glitter hurricane, arms laden with shoeboxes.

"Class is in session, sweethearts!" Lola announced, kicking off her own six-inch heels. "Today's lesson: How Not to Walk Like Neanderthals."

"Wait—heel lessons?" Mike's voice cracked as Roxy produced stilettos sharp enough to stab someone.

"No heels, no deal," Roxy said, spinning a pair like a gunslinger. "Club rules."

Paul picked up a blood-red pump as if it might bite. "These look like torture devices."

"Oh honey," Candy giggled, "that's because they are."

What followed was less a lesson and more a slapstick tragedy. Mike wobbled like a newborn giraffe, knees locked, arms windmilling—until Lola caught him by the waist.

"Hips, Mika!" she commanded, guiding his movements. "Sway like you mean it!"

"I don’t have hips!" Mike protested, nearly taking them both down.

Across the room, Paul face-planted into the couch after three teetering steps. "I think I’ve dislocated my soul," he groaned into the cushions.

By nightfall, their feet were blistered but marginally more obedient. As the girls left, Venus tossed over her shoulder: "Tomorrow—makeup contouring. Sleep well, ladies~"

Morning light revealed two haggard "women" slumped at their vanity. Mike picked at his smudged lipstick in the mirror.

"Pinch me. This can't be real."

Paul adjusted his aching bra straps. "Wish it wasn’t. But it’s safer than swimming with Lombardi’s concrete shoes."

"Safe?" Mike whirled, nearly toppling in his slippers. "We’re crossdressing prisoners in a drag cabaret!"

"With roof, food, and Carmen’s protection," Paul countered, though his eyes lingered on their nearly empty briefcase. "She took half our cash, but—"

"—but nothing! We’re broke, blistered, and wearing glitter!" Mike’s voice broke. A beat. Then, quieter: "...We’re really doing this, aren’t we?"

Paul met his reflection’s eyes—blonde wig, smeared mascara, and all. "Until we find another way... yeah."


CHAPTER 6: VISIT FROM THE BULLIES

The Diamond Club was in full swing that night. The lights were bright, the music was playing, and the stage was ready for the performances. Paul and Mike, now known as Paula and Mika, were behind the bar, trying to keep busy while avoiding drawing attention to themselves.

“This is surreal,” Mike whispered, adjusting his wig. “I can’t believe we’re serving drinks in a drag club.”

“Relax,” Paul said, smiling. “At least no one recognized us.”

“Still,” Mike said, looking around nervously, “what if someone catches us?”

“No one will find out about us,” Paul assured him. “We just have to act naturally.”

At that moment, the door to the club opened, and in walked three men who immediately caught Paul and Mike’s attention. They were Tony “El Toro” Russo, Salvatore “Sal” Marino, and Luca “Luquitas” Ferrari—Lombardi’s goons.

“Oh no,” Mike whispered, ducking behind the bar. “It’s the bullies. What the hell are they doing back here?”

“Calm down!” Paul said, trying to keep his composure. “They won’t recognize us. Just act normal.”

Tony, Sal, and Luca sat at the bar, looking around curiously.

Mike, still crouched behind the bar, tried to keep quiet. But at that moment, Carmen LaRue appeared behind him.

“Mika, honey!” Carmen said, smiling. “What are you doing down there?”

“Hey… nothing,” Mike said, getting up quickly. “I was just… picking something up.”

Carmen looked at him curiously but decided not to ask.

“Well, go take care of those gentlemen. I know they look rough, but don’t worry—just be nice to them, and everything will be fine.”

Mike looked at Paul, desperate, but had no choice but to approach the thugs.

“Hey… hi,” Mike said, trying to sound friendly. “What would you like to drink?”

Tony looked at him with interest, smiling.

“A cocktail, honey. What do you recommend?”

“A mojito,” Mike said, improvising. “It’s refreshing.”

“Perfect,” Tony said, smiling. “I love it.”

Mike poured the cocktail with trembling hands, trying not to look directly at Tony. But Tony couldn’t take his eyes off him.

“What’s your name, honey?” Tony asked, smiling.

“Mika,” Mike said, trying to sound convincing.
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“Mika,” Tony repeated, as if savoring the name. “It’s a nice name.”

“Hey… thanks,” Mike said, looking away.

Tony continued to flirt with Mike, while Sal and Luca watched the scene with amusement.

“Tony,” Sal said, smiling, “I didn’t know you liked girls like Mika.”

“Shut up, Sal,” Tony said, not taking his eyes off Mike. “Mika is… special.”

Mike, increasingly nervous, tried to avoid Tony, but at that moment, Tony grabbed his hand.

“Hey, Mika,” Tony said, smiling, “would you like to dance with me?”

“Hey… I can’t dance,” Mike said, trying to free his hand, “plus, I’m working.”

“Don’t worry,” Tony said, smiling, “I’ll teach you.”

At that moment, Mike tripped over the edge of the bar and fell directly into Tony’s arms.

“Mika!” Tony said, holding him. “Are you all right?”

“Uh… yeah,” Mike said, trying to free himself. “I just… lost my balance.”

Tony looked at him with a knowing smile.

“Don’t worry, honey. I’ll take care of you.”

Mike, completely embarrassed, managed to free himself from Tony’s arms and went back behind the bar.

“I have to go,” Mike said, looking away. “Carmen needs me.”

Tony looked at him with interest, smiling.

“It’s okay, Mika. I’ll come back tomorrow.”

Mike, completely bewildered, walked away from the bar and approached Paul.

“This is a disaster,” Mike whispered, frustrated. “Tony is flirting with me.”

“Relax,” Paul said, smiling. “At least he didn’t recognize you.”

“That’s no consolation!” Mike said, looking away. “What are we going to do?”

“I don’t know,” Paul said, sighing. “But for now, we have to keep up the charade.”


CHAPTER 7: MALONE INTERVIEW

Detective Frank Malone was in his office, going through a stack of files related to Paul and Mike. He was convinced that the two were dangerous mercenaries, and he wasn’t going to rest until he proved it.

“Malone!” his partner shouted from the doorway. “The girls are here.”

“Perfect,” Malone said, closing the files. “Bring them in.”

Minutes later, Jess and Em entered the office, looking around curiously.

“Hey… hi,” Jess said, smiling. “Did you call us?”

“Yes,” Malone said, pointing to the chairs in front of his desk. “Sit down.”

Jess and Em sat down, exchanging nervous glances.

“What is this about?” Em asked, trying to sound calm.

“I’m investigating two dangerous individuals,” Malone said, staring at them. “Paul and Mike—do you know them?”

“Uh… yes,” Jess said, smiling. “They are… friends of ours.”

“Friends?” Malone asked, raising an eyebrow. “What do you know about them?”

“Not much,” Em said, trying to sound convincing. “Just that they’re… normal kids.”

“Normal?” Malone asked, smiling sarcastically. “Normal as in ‘they steal cars and work for the mob’?”

“What? No,” Jess said, looking away. “They’re just… clumsy.”

“And what about the briefcase full of money they were carrying?”

“We don’t know anything about that,” Em said, trying to sound convincing.

Malone stared at them, as if trying to decipher their minds.

“Look, girls, I know you’re covering for Paul and Mike. But if you tell me the truth, we might be able to work something out.”

“We’re not covering for anyone,” Jess said, looking away.

“Of course not,” Malone said, smiling. “Only that they were seduced and trained to lie.”

“What?” Em asked, confused.

“Yes,” Malone said, rising from his chair. “Paul and Mike are experts in manipulation. They know how to gain people’s trust.”

“That’s not it,” Jess said, trying to explain. “They’re just…”

“Don’t tell me they’re ‘normal guys’!” Malone interrupted, pounding the desk. “They’re dangerous mercenaries!”

“Hey… they’re not,” Em said, trying to stay calm. “They just wanted to impress us.”

"Impress them?" Malone asked, smiling sarcastically. "With a stolen car and a briefcase full of cash?"

"Hey... it's not what it sounds like," Jess said, trying to explain. "They just wanted to—"

"Don't tell me they wanted to 'take them on a date'!" Malone interrupted, throwing up his hands. "That's what they want you to believe!"

"No," Em said, frustrated. "They just wanted—"

"Don't tell me they wanted to 'be friends'!" Malone interrupted, pacing around the office. "That's what they want you to think!"

"Uh... no," Jess said, completely lost. "They just wanted to—"

"Don't tell me you wanted to 'help' them!" Malone interrupted, pointing a finger at them. "That's what they want you to feel!"

Jess and Em looked at each other, completely bewildered.

"Can we go?" Jess asked, standing up from her chair.

"Yes," Malone said furiously. "But this isn't over."


CHAPTER 8: CELEBRATION AT THE DIAMOND CLUB

The Diamond Club was livelier than ever that night. The lights were bright, the music was playing, and the stage was ready for the performances. Paula and Mika, who were behind the bar, tried to keep busy while avoiding drawing attention to themselves.

“How much longer are we going to do this?” Mika whispered, adjusting her dress. “Do you have any idea how many spankings I’ve had this week?”

“Relax,” Paula said, smiling at the customers. “This is temporary; just hang in there for a few more days, and everything will be fine.”

“Dude, the heels are killing me,” Mika complained. “I don’t want to be waxed again, and the thong is not as comfortable as the girls say it is.”

At that moment, the door to the club opened, and a group of police officers entered, including Detective Frank Malone.

“Oh, no,” Mika whispered, ducking behind the bar. “It’s Malone!”

“Calm down!” Paula said, trying to keep her composure. “He won’t recognize us. Just act normal; I’ll handle it.”

The policemen sat at a table near the stage, laughing and enjoying the evening. Malone looked around curiously, as if searching for something.

“Hey... hi,” Paula said, approaching the table with a forced smile. “What would you like to drink?”

“And congratulate the birthday boy,” said one of the policemen, smiling.

“Sure,” Paula said, pouring the whiskey with trembling hands. “Happy birthday to you.”

Malone looked at her with interest but did not seem to recognize her.

“Thank you, beautiful,” said the birthday boy, smiling and taking Paula by the hip. “This place is great.”

“Yes,” Paula said, trying to sound convincing. “It’s... unique.”

Mika, still crouched behind the bar, tried to keep quiet. But at that moment, Carmen LaRue appeared behind her.

“Mika, honey!” Carmen said, smiling. “What are you doing down there?”

“Nothing,” Mika said, standing up quickly. “I was just adjusting my heels.”

“Well, go wait on that table; the drinks don’t serve themselves, honey.”

Mika approached the table with a tray full of cocktails, trying to keep her balance on her heels. The customers, a group of men celebrating a birthday, greeted her with smiles and admiring glances.

“Here are your drinks,” Mika said, carefully placing the cocktails on the table. “A mojito, a margarita, and two daiquiris.”

“Thank you, honey,” said one of the men, smiling. “You’re very thoughtful.”

“You’re welcome,” Mika replied, trying to smile as she felt the men’s gazes follow her.

The customers seemed delighted with her service, joking with each other and making comments about how “cute” the new girl at the club was. Mika tried to ignore the stares and remarks, concentrating on her work.

“Do you need anything else?” she asked, trying to keep her composure.

“No, honey, you’re perfect,” said another man, grinning. “But if you want to stay, we’re not complaining.”

Mika smiled nervously, feeling heat rise to her cheeks.

“I have to wait on other tables,” she said, taking a step back.

It was then that one of the men, seizing the moment, gave her a quick spank.

“Hey!” Mika shouted, jumping forward and nearly dropping the tray. “What… what are you doing?”

“Relax, honey,” the man laughed. “It’s just a compliment.”

Mika stared at him, torn between indignation and panic.

“Don’t do that again,” she said, trying to sound firm—but her voice shook.

The man raised his hands in mock surrender, his smirk unwavering.

“Whatever you say, honey.”

Mika hurried away, her heart hammering.

Meanwhile, Paula approached Malone’s table to refill their drinks, each step in her heels a reminder of how precarious her disguise was. Malone watched her with that razor-sharp stare, making her feel like a specimen under glass.

“Your drinks, gentlemen,” Paula said, setting down the glasses with unsteady hands. “A whiskey, a beer, and two gin and tonics.”

“Thanks, sweetheart,” said one officer. “You’re new, aren’t you?”

“I started recently,” Paula replied, forcing a smile under Malone’s scrutiny.

Malone remained silent, but his eyes never left her.

“Do you need anything else?” Paula asked, gripping the tray tighter.

“I need your lips on mine,” a cop slurred, “but for now, we’re good, love.”

Paula’s laugh came out strained as the men’s stares crawled up her legs.

Then Malone finally spoke.

“Hey... What's your name, honey?” he asked, looking at her with that expression that always made her uncomfortable. “You look familiar.”

At that moment, Lola Diamante, the star of the club, entered the stage with a sparkling dress and a radiant smile.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen!” said Lola, smiling. “It's time to have fun!”

The audience applauded and shouted, as Lola began her performance.

Paul took the opportunity to smile and walk away from the table, trying not to draw attention to himself, although he was almost running back to the bar.


CHAPTER 9: A NEW ROUTINE

The small apartment had been transformed into a sanctuary of femininity. The rooms, once empty and impersonal, were now full of life and color. Paula's room was dominated by shades of red and gold: bright dresses hung on the closet door, high heels lined the floor, and a dresser full of makeup she had finally learned how to use. Foundations, eyeshadows, eyeliners, and lipsticks were piled in small organizers, next to brushes and sponges that looked like an artist's tools. In Mika's, the tones were more subtle in lilac colors, with black and gray dresses that contrasted with silver and pearl accessories. Her vanity, although tidier, was no slouch: creams, serums, and a case of false eyelashes. The mess was inevitable: stockings hung on the chairs, wigs rested on the armchairs, and the nightlife made them arrive home tired, so they just threw their heels and dresses aside to collapse on their beds and sleep.

The girls awoke to the soft scent of lavender emanating from the candles they had left burning the night before. Mika got up first, applying a moisturizer as she looked in the bathroom mirror, noticing how her skin was beginning to look smoother and more radiant. Then, she put on an apron over her pajamas—a tank top and cotton shorts—and started preparing breakfast: scrambled eggs, toast, and some fruit, all while humming a song she had heard at the club. Meanwhile, Paula, after cleansing her face with a tonic and applying an anti-wrinkle cream that Lola had recommended, set about sweeping and mopping the apartment, moving gracefully despite the pink slippers she was wearing. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the scent of beauty products, creating a warm and welcoming atmosphere. Although it had all seemed strange at first, this morning routine was now part of their new normal, a reminder of how far they had come and how much they had yet to discover.

After finishing their meal, Mika and Paula got ready to do the laundry, a task that now required more attention and delicacy than ever before. They carefully separated the garments, placing the lace stockings and delicate dresses Carmen had bought them in a separate pile. Paula filled the sink with warm water and a special soap for sensitive garments, while Mika checked the labels on each dress, making sure they were not ruined in the process.

“Hey... Do you think this is enough soap?” asked Paula, holding up the bottle with a doubtful expression.

“I don't know,” Mika said, reading the label on a silk dress. “It says 'hand wash in cold water.' Does that mean we can't rub?”

“I guess,” Paula said, dipping a sock carefully. “This is more complicated than I thought.”

As they washed, they laughed at the absurdity of the situation: two men who, a few weeks ago, couldn't even fold a shirt, were now discussing how to wash lace stockings without getting them caught. Although the task was tedious, they were beginning to enjoy these little moments, feeling that, little by little, they were becoming Paula and Mika for real.

After doing the laundry, Mika and Paula prepared to go out to the supermarket, a task that now required more time and attention than before. Paula chose a navy blue dress with short sleeves and a belt that cinched her waist, paired with low heels that she was already beginning to master. As she applied her makeup, she used a light foundation, a touch of blush on her cheeks, and a red lipstick that Lola had given her, telling her it was “perfect to highlight her smile.” Mika, meanwhile, opted for a more casual but equally feminine outfit: a black pleated skirt, white blouse, and denim jacket. Her makeup was more discreet, with just a bit of eyeliner and a pink gloss that gave her a fresh touch.

“Hey... Do you think this is too much?” asked Paula, looking at herself in the mirror as she adjusted her blonde wig.

“Uh... no,” said Mika, checking her bag to make sure she had everything. “But maybe we should wear sunglasses.”

“Hey... Good idea,” said Paula, reaching for a pair of large, dark glasses that gave her an air of mystery.

As they left the apartment, they moved more confidently than before, as if the heels and dresses were a second skin. However, the prying eyes of men on the street remained a constant.

“Hey... Do you think they're watching us?” Mika asked, adjusting her skirt as they walked down the sidewalk.

“Yes,” said Paula, smiling wryly. “But we're getting used to it, aren't we?”

“I guess,” Mika said, feeling that, although the stares were uncomfortable, they no longer caused her the same panic as before.

In the supermarket, the situation was not very different—looks from women judging them, and many men staring brazenly at their legs—but they continued. Little by little, they also began to notice how the cashier treated them naturally and kindly; there were people who were nice to them.

When they returned to the apartment, they were met with a surprise: Lola, Roxy, Candy, and Venus were waiting for them at the door.

“Hello, girls!” said Lola, smiling. “We came to see how you are.”

“Hi,” said Paula, smiling. “We did a little shopping, spent the morning doing laundry.”

“And cooking,” Mika added, pointing toward the kitchen. “Although I don't know if that counts as cooking.”

The girls giggled, entering the apartment with an energy that filled the room.

“Hey... What are you bringing?” Mika asked, looking at the bags they were carrying.

“Beauty products,” said Roxy, smiling. “And some wine.”

“Eh... Wine?” asked Paula, looking at the bottles with curiosity.

“Yes,” said Candy, smiling. “To celebrate.”

What followed was an afternoon full of laughter and confidences. The club girls told them what it was like for them to come out of the closet and adapt to life at the Diamond Club.

“It was difficult at first,” said Lola, pouring a glass of wine. “But now we are a family.”

“Yes,” said Roxy, smiling. “And you are part of that family.”

Paula and Mika looked at each other, feeling a mixture of gratitude and relief.

“Hey... thank you,” said Mika, smiling. “This means a lot to us.”

However, the joy was short-lived when it was time for the waxing.

“Hey... Again?” asked Paula, looking at the depilatory waxes with a panicked expression.

“Yes,” said Venus, smiling. “I know I told you that smoothness is eternal, but every once in a while you have to touch it up, until you're up for laser hair removal.”

After the waxing, which left Mika and Paula with soft but sore legs, the club girls decided to stay for a little sleepover. Lola, Roxy, Candy, and Venus pulled snacks, face masks, and wine from the remaining bags, transforming the small apartment into a sanctuary of laughter and confidences. The girls made themselves comfortable, wearing extravagant pajamas and applying face masks that made them look like characters in a movie. Mika and Paula, though initially feeling out of place, soon relaxed, laughing at the girls’ stories and sharing their own experiences.

When the girls finally left, Mika and Paula were left alone in the apartment, feeling a mixture of gratitude and exhaustion. They applied night creams to their faces, enjoying the cool, relaxing feeling, and put on their silk nightgowns—gifts from Carmen that now seemed indispensable to them. Before turning out the lights, they looked at themselves in the mirror, noticing how their faces, though tired, looked more radiant than ever.

“Hey... Do you think this is our life now?” Mika asked, lying down on her bed and adjusting the sheets.

“Yes,” said Paula, smiling as she turned off the lamp. “And maybe it's not so bad.”

With that reflection, they fell asleep, feeling that, for the first time, they belonged to something bigger than themselves.


CHAPTER 10: PREPARATIONS FOR THE BEAUTY CONTEST

The Diamond Club dressing room was particularly lively that night. Mirror lights illuminated the riot of dresses, wigs, and laughter as the girls prepared for their numbers. Mika and Paula, now more familiar with the ritual of makeup and hair styling, chatted with Roxy about a new eyeliner that promised to be “dramatic weep-proof.”

Suddenly, the door opened with a theatrical bang, and Carmen LaRue made her entrance, dressed in a red silk kimono that she dragged lightly across the floor. Silence fell over the group instantly.

“My queens,” began Carmen, in that deep voice that always commanded respect, “in two weeks we celebrate the 10th anniversary of the Diamond Club.”

A chorus of exclamations and applause filled the dressing room. Lola threw a dusting of glitter into the air that lit up the space as if it were a mini shooting star.

“And as you know,” Carmen continued, raising her hand to calm the mood, “there will be no celebration without our traditional Diamond Beauty Contest.”

Paula let out a “What?” before she could contain herself. Mika choked on her chamomile tea.

“And yes, my dears,” said Carmen, fixing her lined eyes on them, “my new stars will also participate.”

Venus, leaning back in her armchair like a classic Hollywood diva, burst out laughing.

“This is going to be epic. Two novices competing against professionals. Do you think you girls can stand up to the scrutiny of the jury?” she asked, fiddling with her feather fan.

Mika and Paula looked at each other, feeling panic invade them. Candy, always the sweetest, passed them a handkerchief soaked in rose water.

“Don’t worry, darlings,” said Lola, adjusting her corset with a tug. “We’ll train you as if you were going to compete in Miss Universe! Heels, catwalk, final answer… everything.”

Paula swallowed.

“Hey… what if we faint in the middle of the stage?” she muttered.

Carmen approached, placing a hand on her shoulder firmly.

“Then you’ll go down in style, honey. But you won’t.” Her smile was reassuring, but her eyes said don’t fail me.

As the girls began to discuss possible songs and costumes, Mika whispered to Paula:

“Hey… at what point did our life turn into this?”

Paula, resigned, picked up the hand mirror and looked at herself.

“When we stole a car with a mobster in the trunk, Mika. When we stole the car.”

And as the dressing room erupted in plans and laughter, they both knew that whether they liked it or not, they would have to shine on that stage… or die trying.

That night, Paula and Mika stayed at the club after closing to rehearse their number.

“What song are we going to sing?” asked Mika, looking away.

“I don’t know,” said Paula, thinking. “How about something from the 80s?”

“The 80s?” asked Mika, confused. “Why the 80s?”

“Because it’s classic,” said Paula, smiling, “and because we always sang those songs when we were men.”

“You’re right about that,” said Mika, remembering. “Some pop song would be nice.”

“Exactly!” said Paula, excited. “It’s perfect.”

“I don’t know,” said Mika, hesitating. “Isn’t it too obvious?”

“Obvious? Mika, we’re disguised as women in a drag club. None of this is obvious.”

Mika sighed, resigned.

“Well, I guess we have no choice.”

So they started rehearsing, remembering old times when they used to sing that song in karaoke bars and parties. As they sang, they recalled moments of their former life: nights of partying, laughter, and friendship.

“Hey… this is weird,” said Mika, pausing. “Don’t you think it’s strange that we’re singing this here?”

“Yes,” said Paula, smiling. “But it’s also… fun.”

Mika looked at her, surprised.

“Fun?”

“Yes,” said Paula, smiling. “It’s like… reconnecting with something we’d forgotten.”

Mika looked at her, thoughtfully.

“I guess you’re right.”

The Diamond Club stage was glowing like never before. Strobe lights illuminated the artificial smoke that hovered over the audience of regulars, onlookers, and—at a strategic table—Lombardi’s goons and Detective Malone, who still didn’t recognize them.

The previous performance had been Venus LaRosa, who dazzled with a number inspired by Parisian cabaret divas: feathers, sequins, and impeccable lip-sync to a dramatic ballad that brought two tables to tears. The audience went wild, and Venus left the stage with a bow worthy of a queen, giving a knowing wink to Mika and Paula.

“Our next contestants are the new girls who have stolen hearts! Let’s give Paula and Mika a standing ovation!” announced Carmen in a resounding voice.

The curtain opened.

Mika and Paula appeared under a beam of violet light, dressed in ’80s-inspired outfits: exaggerated shoulder pads, shiny leggings, and short jackets with metal belts. For the first time, there was no awkwardness in their steps. Candy had taught them to sway their hips with rhythm, Lola to project confidence, and Roxy to smile as if they knew a secret. The music began—an upbeat pop song that they made their own. Paula took the microphone as if she had done it all her life, while Mika, though shy at first, let herself be carried away by the energy of the audience. They sang, danced, and even improvised synchronized steps that brought cheers.

For a moment, they forgot they were Paul and Mike. There was only the applause, the lights, and that euphoria that made them feel invincible.

At the end, the audience rose to its feet. Tony “El Toro”, in the front row, shouted, “Mika, you’re an angel!” with tears in his eyes.

After the show, Paula and Mika stayed in the dressing room, reflecting on what had happened.

“That was… weird,” said Mika, looking away. “But also… fun.”

“Yes,” said Paula, smiling. “It’s like… reconnecting with something we’d forgotten.”

“I guess you’re right,” said Mika, smiling.

After a moment of calm to catch their breath, all the girls took the stage for the awards ceremony.

“And second place goes to… Paula and Mika!” announced Carmen.

The club erupted in applause. Lola hugged them proudly, whispering, “You almost did it, bitches,” but Mika and Paula felt a twinge of disappointment. It wasn’t just because of the trophy (a giant plastic diamond), but because, deep down, they had wanted to win.

“Hey… why does it bother me so much?” Paula murmured, looking at her reflection in the trophy. Her wavy blonde hair, her false eyelashes, the gloss on her lips… it was all too feminine to be just a disguise.

Mika nodded, adjusting her dress.

“Because now we’re good at this… and that’s scary.”


CHAPTER 11: THE LATIN MAN

Diamond Club was vibrating with energy that night. The low lights and enveloping music created an intimate atmosphere, while Mika served cocktails with a flirtatious smile, no longer hesitating in her heels. But the real show had been Paula, who had just taken the stage to perform a sensual ballad, captivating the audience with her voice and presence. When she finished, applause echoed throughout the venue, and Paula, her cheeks flushed with excitement, joined Mika at the bar.

"You did amazing," Mika whispered, passing her a cold cocktail.

"Thank you. My legs are still shaking," laughed Paula, taking a sip.

At that moment, Carmen approached with an intriguing smile.

"Honey, you have a very special admirer," she said, pointing discreetly toward a table in the corner.

There, seated elegantly, was Diego Rivera: a Latin businessman with an intense gaze, an impeccable suit, and a smile that radiated confidence. His presence was magnetic, and it wasn't hard to see why Carmen considered him a VIP client.

"And don’t say no, because that man spends more in one night than all the other tables put together."

Paula swallowed.

"Hey... What if he finds me out?" she murmured, nervous.

"He won’t," Mika whispered, nudging her. "You’re Paula, remember? And Paula is irresistible."

With a final adjustment to her dress and a deep breath, Paula walked toward Diego’s table, feeling her heart pounding. He looked at her with a mischievous smile as she approached, and as she leaned over to take his order, he whispered:

"I loved your voice... Paula."

The way he pronounced her name made her blush. That night, between drinks and intriguing glances, Paula would discover that the game of identities was more dangerous — and exciting — than she had ever imagined.

Mika watched from the bar, mixing cocktails with a worried look. Paula had already returned three times for more drinks, each time with rosier cheeks and looser laughter.

"Hey... Another whiskey for Diego," Paula asked, arching an eyebrow as Mika filled the glass.

"And... uh... one for me too," she laughed, fiddling with a curl of her wig. Her voice had that cheerful tone that only came after a few too many drinks.

"Careful, Paula," Mika murmured, leaning closer. "Don’t get excited. Remember that... you know."

But Paula just waved her hand, unconcerned, and returned to the table where Diego was waiting for her. The businessman hadn’t taken his eyes off her since she arrived. Every time she poured his drink, her fingers brushed his, and whenever she bent down to pick up empty glasses, Diego let his hand rest on her leg with casual excuses:

"Sorry, my napkin slipped."
"What a nice glaze..."

By the fourth trip back to the bar, Paula’s breathing was labored.

"Mika, uh… I need more ice," she said, avoiding eye contact.

"Or do you need air?" Mika replied, crossing her arms.

Paula didn’t answer. She just grabbed the ice bucket and returned to the table. Diego gently took her wrist.

Before Paula could react, he guided her to the VIP room and closed the door behind them with a quiet click. The room was dim, bathed in the amber glow of a single lamp, shadows dancing along the velvet walls.

"Hey… Diego, I’m just… a waitress," Paula stammered. But her protest sounded weak, even to her own ears.

"Don’t lie," he murmured, leaning in until his breath tickled her neck. "You’re much more than that."

Then, without warning, Diego kissed her. It was a deep, hungry kiss — dominant and electric — that stole the air from her lungs. A moan escaped her lips. His hands traced the curve of her back, pressing her against the wall as her blonde wig tilted dangerously.

"No, no, no…" Paula gasped, clinging to his shoulders as if to push him away — or keep him close.

Diego paused, mistaking the protest for a rejection. But then Paula sought his lips again, her hands roaming over his chest, surrendering to the heat. Diego lifted her into his arms and carried her to the velvet couch with practiced ease.

Moments later, Paula emerged from behind the bar, breathless. Her wig was slightly askew, and the neckline of her dress hung unevenly, tugged down in a moment of frenzy. Her once-pristine red lipstick was smudged, and her eyes sparkled with something Mika had never seen in her before — a chaotic mix of elation, confusion, and awe.

"Hey… Paula?" Mika grabbed her by the arm, pulling her away from the curious eyes of the crowd. "What the hell happened in there?"

Paula ran her tongue over her lips, as if trying to hold on to the taste of Diego.

"N-nothing," she murmured, though her voice trembled. "I just… uh… poured the drinks. As usual."

Mika wasn’t fooled. She leaned in, her voice low and sharp:

"Did he kiss you?"

Paula swallowed hard. Her eyes flicked toward the VIP room, where Diego still sat, sipping his whiskey with the smug smile of a cat who’d caught a canary.

"Friend… I think I want to get married," she whispered, dazed.

But Mika saw the way Paula’s fingers clung to the edge of the bar — like someone trying to anchor herself before the current swept her away.

"What the hell are you talking about?" Mika snapped, adjusting her wig with a sharp tug.

Paula didn’t answer. She just sighed, her legs trembling slightly as Diego approached the bar. With a cocky smile, he handed her a sleek black card with his number on it. He winked. Paula took it without thinking, her fingers closing around it like a reflex.

The morning sun filtered through the curtains of the small apartment, illuminating the battlefield of clothes, makeup, and heels scattered across the floor. Paula lay face down on the couch, her crumpled silk nightgown and blonde wig hanging off the armrest like a defeated exotic animal. Her head throbbed to the rhythm of her own moans, every movement a punishing reminder of the whiskey, the kiss, and the dangerously thrilling night before.

"Hey... Mika... Why is the sun so noisy?" she mumbled, burying her face deeper into a cushion.

Mika, perched at the dining table with a mug of coffee and a plate of toast, gave her a look filled with a mix of exasperation and weary fondness. She wore a soft pink robe — a gift from Carmen (“To make you feel at home, honey”) — and her discreet nude nails tapped rhythmically on the table.

"Because you’ve got a hangover from all that flirting with Diego," she replied mercilessly. "And because, whether we like it or not, we’re no longer Paul and Mike. We’re Mika and Paula, transvestites from the Diamond Club."

Paula lifted her head just enough to shoot her a bleary look, but she didn’t argue. How could she? The evidence surrounded them: cotton pads soaked in makeup remover piled in the bathroom bin, stockings drying on the clothesline, nail polish still sticky on the coffee table. Even the lingering perfume in the air smelled like surrender.

"Hey... What if we regret it?" Paula murmured, though the words carried no weight.

Mika sipped her coffee, and for the first time, smiled without irony.

"Too late, sister."

And in that moment — between the headache and the sting of false eyelashes clinging to her temples — Paula knew it was true.

They had crossed a threshold.

And there was no turning back.


CHAPTER 12: CONVERGENCE AT THE DIAMOND CLUB

Time had passed without Paula and Mika realizing it. They no longer remembered exactly how they had gotten there, nor did they care. The rush to hide, the nerves as they put on their makeup for the first time, the fear of being discovered... it all seemed like part of another life. Now, when they looked in the mirror, they no longer saw Paul and Mike, but Paula and Mika, two Diamond Club girls who had found their place in the world.

Paula checked her phone for the umpteenth time, smiling at a new message from Diego: “Just one more week and I'll be back. This time, I'll take you out to dinner somewhere where you don’t have to serve whiskey, gorgeous.” Her cheeks flushed, and though she tried to hide it, Lola caught it instantly.

“Again with that man!” said Lola, laughing as she nudged her. “He’s got you crazy, and you love it.”

Paula didn’t deny it. Diego was different from the other clients: elegant, respectful, and with a way of looking at her that made even her fake name sound real when he said it.

Meanwhile, Mika tried to concentrate on arranging the bottles behind the bar, but she couldn’t help smiling every time Tony “El Toro” appeared in the club. Lombardi’s bully no longer intimidated her; on the contrary, she found his awkward shyness and sincere compliments endearing.

“Hey… Mika,” murmured Tony, approaching like a bear in a gentleman’s costume, “would you like to have a drink with me after your shift?”

“It depends,” she replied, fiddling with her necklace. “Do you promise not to spill your beer this time?”

Tony laughed, blushing, and Mika found she liked making him laugh.

The girls of the club—Lola, Roxy, Candy, and Venus—surrounded them like big sisters, celebrating every little triumph. Carmen, from her office, watched them with pride. It had been she who had given them a home, and now, seeing them happy, she knew it had been worth it.

The Diamond Club sparkled as always, with its neon lights and the murmur of clinking glasses. Paula and Mika moved among the tables with the elegance that now came naturally to them, pouring drinks and laughing with the customers. But that night, the mood changed in an instant when the front door burst open.

Detective Frank Malone and a group of policemen entered, looking for a table near the stage. At about the same time, Vincenzo Lombardi made his entrance, accompanied by Tony, Sal, and Luca, sporting expensive suits and relaxed smiles.

“Mika,” Paula whispered, clutching the tray with trembling hands, “do you see what I see?”

Mika followed Paula’s gaze and paled.

“Lombardi and the police. On the same night. This can’t be a coincidence.”

They both suddenly remembered everything that had led them there: the stolen car, the briefcase of money, the charade of being mercenaries. For a moment, they were Paul and Mike again, two boys trapped in a giant lie.

The tension in the air was palpable. Malone kept glancing at Lombardi, and the thugs responded with challenging looks. Tony, seeing Mika, gave her a coy nod, but she could only respond with a strained smile.

“Hey… Do you think they know we’re here?” asked Paula, hiding behind the bar.

“If they knew, we’d already be in handcuffs… or worse,” Mika replied, wiping her sweaty hands on her apron.

Carmen, ever astute, sensed the danger. With a fake smile, she approached the stage microphone.

“Welcome, everyone, to our humble club! Tonight is special, so enjoy the show… no drama.”

The message was clear: no fighting.

Lombardi, taking the hint, raised his glass in a peace sign. Malone, though wary, nodded.

“I just came to celebrate my retirement,” Lombardi said loudly, as if for all to hear. “The restaurant is my only business now.”

Paula and Mika exchanged a glance. Was it possible? Had all their fear been for nothing?

The air in the club had become heavy—heavy with murderous glances and cutting murmurs. Mika, hands shaking slightly, approached Lombardi’s table, where the ex-mafioso and his men were drinking whiskey with a too-forced calm.

“Hey… Another round, gentlemen?” she asked, trying not to let her voice betray the lump in her throat.

Tony “El Toro” looked at her with concern, as if to warn her of something, but Lombardi raised his empty glass with a strained smile.

“Yes, dear. But make it strong… it looks like the night will demand it,” he replied, gazing at Malone, who was watching them from across the room.

Meanwhile, Paula poured beers for the cops, feeling Malone studying her with that hawkish gaze that so terrified her.

“Do these men come here often?” asked the detective, twirling his glass between his fingers. “They seem to feel very comfortable.”

“Yes, they do come occasionally,” she lied, looking away. “They’re always very nice.”

Malone did not seem convinced.

Suddenly, a glass crashed to the floor near the bar. Lombardi had stood up, pointing at Malone with restrained rage.

“Are you following me, detective? Because if you want a conversation, I’m here,” he growled, as Sal and Luca stood at attention.

Malone slowly stood up, sliding his hand to his pistol.

“I’m just enjoying the show, Vinnie. Although I wonder what a guy like you is celebrating… Your retirement? Or is it another one of your lies?”

Silence fell like a sledgehammer. The few remaining customers began to get up, throwing bills on the tables and heading for the exit. Carmen, from the stage, made a desperate signal to Lola, who ran to turn up the music, trying to drown out the tension.

Paula and Mika found themselves in the middle of the room, transfixed.

“Hey… this is going to get ugly,” Mika whispered, watching as Tony positioned himself between Lombardi and Malone.

“The mercenaries…” Paula muttered, remembering the lie that had led them there. “Are both groups still looking for them?”

And then, as if in slow motion, Lombardi pointed at Malone and shouted:

“If you want those damn mercenaries, you look for them! I just came for a whiskey!”

The club fell silent. Paula felt the floor open up beneath her heels. A confrontation was inevitable. Carmen signaled frantically to Mika and Paula, urging them to move away and take cover. The girls of the club—their friends—were afraid. It looked like the worst was about to happen.


CHAPTER 13: DISCLOSURE OF IDENTITY AND A NEW LIFE

The Diamond Club seemed to hold its breath. Flickering lights cast nervous shadows on the walls, and cigarette smoke coiled in the air like restless snakes. Carmen, nails digging into the edge of the stage, was about to shout something when Mika squeezed Paula’s arm.

“We have to do it now,” Mika whispered, her eyes shining with a determination she hadn’t shown in months.

Paula nodded. With a synchronized motion, both tore off their wigs—blonde and brunette—leaving short, tousled hair uncovered. Paula’s hands rubbed violently against her face, wiping away the cat eyeliner and blush, while Mika removed her false eyelashes with a tug that brought tears to her eyes.

Lombardi took a step back, stumbling into his chair.

“Damn you! You!” he roared, pointing at them with an accusing finger that trembled slightly. His voice echoed like thunder in the sudden silence. “The damned mercenaries who kidnapped me!”

Sal, always quick, pulled out a low-profile pistol. Luca dropped his glass, which shattered against the floor.

“Boss, what do we do?” asked Sal, now doubting his actions.

But Lombardi did not respond immediately. His eyes, narrow and calculating, scanned Paula and Mika with new lucidity.

“No…” he finally muttered, lowering Sal’s hand with a gesture. “I think I can finally understand everything that happened. They are not mercenaries—they actually must belong to another criminal family. They surely knew that other criminals were going to kidnap me. They rescued me so that I would be in debt; they benefited from the situation. This club must be their center of operations. There is no other explanation, and if they are willing to face the police head-on, they are more dangerous than I thought. Let’s go, boys—better not piss off the ladies.”

On the other side of the club, Malone had drawn his gun, but now held it with less conviction. His eyes darted between Paula, Mika, and Lombardi, connecting imaginary dots.

“Wait a goddamn minute…” he growled. “Was this an FBI undercover operation? Were those two the undercover agents who dismantled Lombardi’s network?”

Paula, seizing the momentum, drew herself up to her full height—something she hadn’t done in months—and crossed her arms with an authority that surprised even herself.

“The case is closed, detective,” she said, imitating the bureaucratic tone of the movies she had seen. “Mr. Lombardi is… a respectable citizen now.” She paused dramatically. “And that briefcase of seized money is already where it belongs.”

Malone blinked, processing the information. His gaze fell on Mika, who was trying to look impassive but was sweating like a rookie.

“Fuck…” mumbled the detective, rubbing his temple. “That’s why I never found any records on you guys. Of course they’d be in classified files.” He holstered his gun with a metallic click. “Nice work, officers… if a bit dramatic for my taste.”

Malone and the policemen shook hands with Paula and Mika, who were struggling to maintain their composure. Finally, both groups left the club and went their separate ways.

The girls in the club broke the tension. Lola was the first to react, bursting into laughter that sounded like chimes.

“This is better than any soap opera!” she shouted, hugging Venus, who looked at Paula with renewed respect.

Carmen moved closer, slipping an arm around both girls. “Whoever you are… you’ll always have a place here,” she murmured, just for them.

The lights in the Diamond Club dressing room glowed warmly, reflecting off the mirrors filled with traces of makeup and glitter. Paula and Mika sat in front of their dressing tables, blonde and brown wigs in their hands, while the echo of the revelation still hung in the air. Outside, the police and the mob had left. But inside that room, something more important was happening: Lola, Roxy, Candy, and Venus surrounded them in silence, waiting.

“You don’t have to put them on again if you don’t want to,” whispered Candy, running a finger over Mika’s wig gently.

Paula looked at Mika, and in that instant, they knew. Their stockings no longer itched, their heels no longer hurt, and the sound of their stage names—Paula, Mika—felt more real than their past lives. They remembered TechWorld: the stench of old wires, the screams of Mr. Jenkins, the gray monotony of an existence that no longer belonged to them.

“Do you really want to go back to that?” Roxy crossed her arms, arching a perfectly delineated eyebrow.

Mika was the first to laugh, a light sound that mingled with the tinkling of her bracelets as she put on her brown wig. Paula followed, adjusting the blonde with a theatrical gesture, as if it were a crown.

“Back? No way,” said Paula, as Carmen appeared at the door with a bottle of champagne and two contracts in her hand.

“Then sign here, queens,” smiled Carmen, extending the papers. “Diamond Club Resident Artists,” it said in golden letters.

Mika took the pen without hesitation. Paula did the same, and instantly, the girls in the club enveloped them in a collective hug, amidst laughter and mascara-streaked tears. Outside, the club music played again, louder than ever, as if celebrating not an ending, but a beginning.

And so, amidst imaginary applause and the promise of eternal nights under neon lights, Paul and Mike said goodbye forever.

Paula and Mika remained.


CHAPTER 14: A NEW LIFE AT THE DIAMOND CLUB

Time had passed with the softness of a feather falling on the stage. Paula and Mika were no longer those frightened rookies who trembled at the sound of their own heels. Now, with the support of Carmen and the girls in the club, they had taken the most difficult step: coming out to their families.

The meeting with Paula’s parents had been tense—her mother wept, her father was speechless—but Lola and Venus had accompanied them, dressed with understated elegance, and with their scalpel-sharp words, they had managed to open a space of understanding. “You’re not my son, you’re my daughter,” Paula’s mother had said at last, hugging Paula in tears. Mika’s more conservative family needed time, but seeing how happy Mika was—and after a long talk with Carmen, who served them tea with hidden whiskey—they reluctantly agreed.

That night, the Diamond Club was shining as always. Mika was behind the bar, mixing a mojito with the precision that only months of practice can provide, when the door burst open.

“Mika!” roared Tony “El Toro,” advancing between the tables like a tsunami in a suit. His tie was crooked, and in his hand he carried a bouquet of roses... wrapped in newspaper (the florist had already closed).

“Tony, not again,” sighed Mika, though a smile escaped him. Ever since the truth came out, the bully hadn’t stopped showing up every Friday, swearing that “true love doesn’t understand lies.”

He rested his hands on the bar, making the glasses shake. “I know you work for a criminal family. Or so the boss told me, and I’m a cook now and not a thug, and… Fuck.” He scratched his head. “What matters is that I like you! And I’m not leaving until you give me a chance.”

Mika looked at him, remembering all the times Tony had spilled his beer, tripped over chairs, or tried to dance like he had ants in his shoes. And then, without thinking, she leaned over the bar and gave him a quick kiss, just as Roxy yelled “That’s it, bitch!” from the stage.

“One drink. Just one,” said Mika, pouring him a stiff drink. “And if you spill it, I’ll ban you for a month.”

Tony smiled like a child on Christmas morning.

Meanwhile, in a dimly lit restaurant, Paula was adjusting the strap of her red dress—Diego’s favorite—while he laughingly told her how he had convinced his associates that “yes, my girlfriend works in a drag club, and yes, she is the most elegant woman you will ever meet.”

Paula raised an eyebrow painted with perfection.

He took her hand and brushed her knuckles with his lips.

She laughed, remembering the chaos that had brought them together.

In the club, the music was turned up. Carmen, from her office, watched the stage where Lola and Venus sang a bolero. The iridescent lights illuminated Mika and Tony at the bar, the families who now came on Saturdays to see the shows, and the walls that held a thousand secrets.

The Diamond Club was overflowing with customers, with neon lights dancing on the walls and the sound of clinking glasses mingling with laughter. Mika was tending bar in her usual casual style, pouring mojitos with an extra dash of mint—a trick Roxy had taught her—when the front door opened.

In walked Jess and Em, dressed in casual elegance: Jess in a tight black dress and Em in her classic mix of white blouse and plum-colored skirt. They sat at the bar, not recognizing the girl in front of them.

“Two margaritas, please,” Jess asked, smiling without really looking at Mika, who also didn’t recognize them at first.

“With salt or without salt?” asked Mika, who almost knocked over the glasses when she looked up.

“With salt, definitely,” Em replied, adjusting her glasses.

It was then that Paula approached the bar to talk to her friend, but noticed that Mika was nervous, standing silent, her eyes darting meaningfully toward the girls. This made Paula freeze in surprise as well.

“Is there a problem?” asked Em when she saw that the bartender had frozen.

“None, everything is fine,” Mika answered almost immediately, sounding louder than she would have liked. “And you, Jess?”

“Wait…” Jess frowned. “How do you know my name?”

“Well done, Mika,” said Paula, sighing.

“I’m sorry, I got nervous, Paula,” Mika apologized.

“Paula? Mika?” Em repeated, looking carefully at both of them. “Oh no way—it’s Paul and Mike!”

Jess let out a “What?!” before staring at Mika and Paula, as Em leaned forward, studying Mika’s face in disbelief.

“No… it can’t be…” muttered Em, her eyes widening like saucers.

“Mike!” shouted Jess, almost falling off her stool.

“Mika, now,” she corrected, adjusting her brown wig.

The uproar was instantaneous. Jess let out a laugh so loud that it caught people’s attention for a moment. Paula sighed and walked over, waving shyly with a ring-studded hand.

“Hey… hi, girls. Would you like an autograph?” she joked, bowing exaggeratedly.

Jess and Em looked at each other, then at them, and then burst out laughing.

“This is unbelievable,” said Jess, wiping away tears of laughter. “So all this time, the guys who tried to impress us ended up being such beautiful girls?”

“Life spins crazier than my heels,” Paula admitted, pouring herself a drink and toasting them.

“Well, now that we know… do we get a VIP tour of the club?” asked Em, with a genuine smile.

Mika and Paula exchanged a glance.

“Only if you promise not to tell Mr. Jenkins,” said Mika, winking.

And so, between laughs and drinks, Jess and Em not only accepted their new identity but even promised to come back every weekend to support their shows.


EPILOGUE: "HOME, SWEET HOME"

A modest apartment near the Diamond Club smelled of vanilla candles and hairspray. The dim glow of lounge lamps illuminated Paula and Mika’s glamorous clutter: dresses hanging on the doors, high heels stacked into a precarious tower by the sofa, and photos of their nights onstage stuck to the refrigerator with magnets.

Mika flopped onto the couch, kicking off her heels with a sigh. Paula, still in her stage dress, poured two glasses of wine—the bottle they kept for impromptu celebrations—and joined her.

“Can you believe we almost stayed at TechWorld?” Paula said, raising her glass in a toast to nowhere.

Mika laughed, studying her black-painted nails—a color she’d never have dared to wear in her past life. “Mr. Jenkins would be screaming at us for botching a phone repair. And we…” She paused, catching their reflection in the wall mirror. “…would still be two miserable guys too scared to sing in the shower.”

Paula nodded, memories flashing by: the stolen car, the mobster in the trunk, those first shaky nights at the club clad in Lola’s hand-me-downs, stumbling in borrowed heels.

“And now look.” Mika gestured around them—photos with the girls, Paula’s lipstick smudged on her wineglass, their framed contract with Carmen. “We’ve got a home. And an audience that cheers when we mess up onstage.”

Paula grinned, clinking her glass against Mika’s. “And heels that don’t murder our feet anymore.”
“And Tony, who still spills beer on the bar.”
“And Diego, who writes me those awful poems.”
“And Jess and Em, our very own groupies.”

They dissolved into laughter. Mika leaned against Paula’s shoulder, gazing at the glow-in-the-dark stars Candy had stuck to the ceiling.

“Know the best part?” she whispered.
“What?”
“I don’t even miss being Mike.”

Paula didn’t reply. She didn’t need to. Instead, she took Mika’s hand—the same hands that once fixed televisions—and laced their fingers together, rough with chipped polish and glitter residue.

The Diamond Club was just blocks away, the city humming beyond their windows, but here, in their tiny apartment alive with sequins and joy, time seemed to pause. Two girls. Two names. A life that, against all odds, had become more real than anything they’d ever dreamed.





AFTERWORD

This story is a celebration of reinvention—of stumbling into your truth when the world insists you’ve lost your way. Through the chaos of Paula and Mika’s misadventures (because let’s be honest, Paul and Mike were just ghosts waiting to be set free), we’re reminded that the wrong turns often lead to the right destinations.

It’s about the glitter-strewn, heel-blistering joy of finding your people. About how a mobster in a trunk, a stage lit with neon lies, and a dressing room full of drag queens can unearth a self you didn’t dare name.

I hope these pages made you cackle at the absurdity, ache at the close calls, and maybe—just maybe—recognize that moment in your own life when you stopped pretending. Because home isn’t just a place; it’s the version of yourself you meet when you’re brave enough to look in the mirror—smudged eyeliner, chipped nail polish, and all.

Never apologize for the journey. The best lives are written in corrections.
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