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From the Author

When I started writing The Bros’ Night Secret, I wanted more than just a steamy story — I wanted to create space where trans women could be celebrated as desirable, powerful, and unforgettable. Too often, trans characters in erotica are either hidden in the shadows or treated like a plot twist instead of the vibrant, powerful people they are.

Erotica is about fantasy, yes — but it’s also about truth. Desire doesn’t fit into neat boxes, and attraction doesn’t stop at labels. By writing Ethan and Lila’s story, I wanted to show how unexpected connection can shatter assumptions and open the door to something deeper. Lila isn’t a secret to be ashamed of — she’s the kind of woman who changes everything.

Trans inclusion in erotica matters because representation matters. Every reader deserves to see themselves reflected in passion, in love, and in the heat of intimacy. My hope is that this story not only excites, but also affirms that trans women are worthy of being desired, adored, and written into the center of the fantasy.

— Alexander Grant

I hadn’t been single in three years, and I was starting to remember what freedom actually felt like. My ex and I had split a couple of months back—messy, drawn-out, the kind of breakup where you’re more relieved than heartbroken once the dust settles. For weeks I sat around feeling sorry for myself, scrolling through old photos, wondering if I’d screwed up. But tonight? Tonight, I was done with that. I wanted to be out, loud, reckless—just me and the guys, no texts to answer, no explanations to give.

We hit this bar downtown; the kind of place that’s equal parts loud music and cheap drinks. I could feel the bass in my chest as we walked in, that warm rush of alcohol already buzzing in my veins. My boys were hyped, slapping my shoulders, calling me “free man” like it was some badge of honor. Maybe it was. I felt lighter, unchained. I wanted to lean into that.

I’ve always carried myself like I know I belong in a room—tall, broad shoulders from years of lifting, veins popping in my forearms when I wrapped a hand around a beer glass. My friends used to joke that I had “the look”—the kind of guy women’s eyes linger on a second too long. I liked that. I liked feeling powerful, like I could walk into a place and have options. After months of being locked down, I was starving for that kind of attention again.

And then I saw her.

She was leaning against the bar, drink in hand, one leg crossed casually over the other. A short black dress, heels that made her legs look endless, dark hair spilling over her shoulders. She didn’t just take up space—she owned it. She laughed at something her friend said, and the sound cut through the music like it was meant for me. My eyes locked on her before I could even think.

That was the moment I felt the old hunger come back—the one I’d been trying to drown under whiskey and locker-room jokes. I wanted to talk to her. Hell, I wanted more than that. And from the way she glanced at me, slow and deliberate, I got the sense she already knew it.

The guys shoved me toward the bar like I needed a handler. “Two shots of Jameson and a round of beers,” one of them yelled over the music, smacking me on the back.

“Damn, Ethan, look at you,” Mark grinned, already loosening his tie like he’d just escaped prison. “Single life fits you, bro. You’re glowing.”

“Glowing?” I shot back, rolling my eyes. “I’m not a pregnant yoga teacher, man.”

They cracked up, nearly spilling their drinks, and I couldn’t help but laugh with them. It felt good, better than I’d expected—just being one of the guys again, no leash, no curfew, no texts demanding to know why I wasn’t home yet.

“Bet you don’t even make it past midnight,” Jason chimed in. “You’ll be off in a corner crying about your ex.”

I flipped him off and took my shot in one gulp, the burn lighting a fire in my chest. “Nah. Tonight I’m pulling. Mark my words. New chapter. Fresh page.”

“Pulling what?” Jason snorted. “A muscle?”

They howled again, and I just smirked, letting them have their fun. Truth was, I was ready. I could feel it—the swagger sliding back into place, the hunger I’d been ignoring scratching at the surface. I leaned against the bar, scanning the crowd like it was all laid out for me to choose from.

That’s when I spotted her again. Same black dress, same easy smile, same laugh that cut through everything else. My buddies were still chirping in my ear, but the second her eyes flicked toward me, slow and unhurried, their noise faded into static.

“Ethan’s scanning like he’s on a mission,” Mark nudged me with his elbow. “Yo, who you eyeing?”

I shook my head, playing it off. “Just checking the scene. Chill.”

Jason wasn’t buying it. “Nah, nah, don’t give us that. I saw that look. Man’s got his target.” He followed my gaze, craning his neck like the world’s worst wingman. “Damn... okay. Okay, I see you.”

“Who?” Mark twisted around too, and now both of them were gawking toward the bar. I shoved them back into place before it got obvious.

“Relax, idiots. You’re gonna blow my cover.”

Jason laughed so hard he nearly dropped his beer. “Bro thinks he’s James Bond out here.”

I rolled my eyes, but my mouth curved into a grin. They weren’t wrong. It did feel like a mission, and I hadn’t felt that in a long time—the pulse in my chest, the itch in my hands, the thought of what if.

“Alright, but for real,” Mark leaned closer, his tone half serious now. “You’re ready for this? Like... you good? No rebound breakdown in the bathroom halfway through?”

I clinked my glass against his and smirked. “I’m more than good. I’m starving.”

And when I said it, I wasn’t just talking about food, or drinks, or even attention. I meant her. That girl at the bar with the black dress and the laugh that wouldn’t let me go.

The crowd swallowed their noise behind me as I moved through the press of bodies, the bass thumping under my skin. She noticed me coming. Of course she did. Her gaze slid to mine and held, like she’d been waiting.

I leaned an elbow on the bar beside her, not too close, not too far. Just enough to make it clear. “You gonna keep looking this good all night, or should I thank you now and get it over with?”

Her lips parted in surprise, then curved into a slow, dangerous smile. “That’s your opener?” she asked, tilting her head, eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Worked, didn’t it?” I shot back, steady, letting the corner of my mouth twitch upward.

She laughed, low and smooth, and leaned in just enough that her shoulder brushed mine. The scent of her perfume cut through the haze of beer and sweat around us, sharp and sweet at once. It hit me harder than the whiskey.

“Well,” she said, tapping her glass with one manicured finger, “if you’re gonna thank me, you might as well start with a drink.”

“Name it,” I said.

And just like that, I wasn’t thinking about my bros at the table anymore. The night had narrowed down to her and me, a challenge hanging between us, one I had no intention of losing.

“Vodka soda. Extra lime.” She said it like a test, like she wanted to see if I’d flinch at the order.

“Classy,” I said, flagging down the bartender. “Most girls I know default to whatever’s pink or comes with an umbrella.”

She arched a brow. “Most girls you know sound boring.”

I grinned. “Exactly. Which is why I’m standing here instead of back at that table with my idiot friends.”

Her laugh slipped out again, quick and unguarded. She leaned against the bar, closer now, studying me like she wasn’t sure if I was full of shit or just bold enough to make it work.

“And what do they think of you ditching them?” she asked, chin tilting toward the table where Mark and Jason were still watching us like it was a live sporting event.

“They’ll survive,” I said. “Besides, they already know I’ve got better taste than they do.”

Her smile turned sly. “Is that your way of saying you’re picky?”

“Selective,” I corrected. “I don’t waste time chasing things I don’t want.”

She tapped her straw against the rim of her glass, eyes locking on mine. “Dangerous line, stranger. Makes it sound like you think you already have me.”

I let the silence stretch just enough, then smirked. “Not yet.”

Her laugh this time was quieter, more like a hum, and it curled around my ribs, settling low in my gut. She sipped her drink, deliberately slow, lips glistening as she pulled the straw away.

“So,” she said finally, voice smooth as velvet, “what’s your angle, Mr. Selective? You just looking for someone to stroke your ego tonight, or are you actually interesting?”

I leaned closer, lowering my voice so it was just for her. “Why don’t you stick around and find out?”

She tilted her head at me, studying like she was deciding if I passed whatever secret test she was running. Her hair brushed against my arm, and damn if that tiny contact didn’t send a spark crawling up my skin.

“You’ve got answers for everything, don’t you?” she teased.

I shrugged, smiling easy. “Only when someone makes it worth my time.”

She laughed softly, then leaned in as if she couldn’t quite hear me over the music. Her shoulder pressed against my bicep, warm through the thin fabric of my shirt. My chest tightened, and I let myself angle closer, closing the gap just enough that my mouth was near her ear.
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