
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Synopsis

	In the dark and vibrant streets of Nocturne City, where glamour and danger intertwine, detectives Ellie Black and Luna Valentine of the Sweet Plums Detective Agency face a case that will test their skills, their friendship, and their hearts. When Edward Vance, a mysterious man, arrives at their office seeking help to find his missing sister, Isabella, the duo is plunged into a world of exclusive clubs, bribes, and secrets that the powerful would rather keep hidden. With a touch of acid humour, impeccable style, and unwavering determination, Ellie and Luna discover that the truth isn't always sweet, but it's always worth fighting for. However, as they enter the dangerous world of the Black Mirror, an exclusive club run by the fearsome Raphael Solis, they realize that the case runs much deeper than they imagined—and that someone else is pulling the strings from the shadows.

	While Luna infiltrates the club to uncover Solis' secrets, Ellie follows clues connecting Victor Holloway, a powerful businessman, to Isabella's disappearance. But when Solis sends his men to capture Luna, the detectives realize they are in a deadly game. With time running out and enemies lurking around every corner, Ellie and Luna must trust each other more [image: Image]than ever. Can they unravel the conspiracy before danger catches up with them? In this story filled with twists, romance, and empowerment, the detectives of Sweet Plums prove that when it comes to justice, there are no limits.



	



	Chapter 1: The Arrival Of The Mysterious Man

	The Sweet Plums Detective Agency office smelled of stale coffee and cheap perfume. Evening light streamed through the half-closed blinds, drawing golden stripes on the worn wooden floor. In the centre of the room, an oak desk dominated the space, littered with cluttered papers, an antique telephone, and an ashtray overflowing with cigarette butts. In one corner, a cracked leather sofa served as a makeshift bed for Luna Valentine, who, even amidst the chaos, maintained an air of undeniable elegance.

	Luna, her coppery brown hair falling in perfect waves over her shoulders, adjusted her silk stockings while muttering something about how uncomfortable it was to sleep in heels. Her tight red dress shimmered in the dim light, and her scarlet-painted nails contrasted with the smoke from the cigarette she held between her fingers.[image: Image]

	"I don't know how you can live like this, Luna," said Eleanor "Ellie" Black from her chair, her feet propped up on the desk, a book of poetry in her hands. "Don't you get tired of being so... feminine all the time? You seem to have taken trading pants for skirts very literally."

	Luna shot a look of exasperation at her friend, but a playful smile peeked out from her red-painted lips.

	"Honey, femininity is not a costume I take off at the end of the day. It's who I am," Luna replied, adjusting a pearl earring. "And by the way, someone has to keep the glamour in this place. It can't all be trench coats and fedora hats, you know?"

	Ellie let out a dry laugh and lowered her feet to the floor. With her black hair cut in a neat bob and her big, piercing eyes, [image: Image]she looked like something out of a 1940s movie. Her suit jacket and knee-length skirt, while practical, were not lacking in style. But unlike Luna, Ellie preferred functionality over fashion.

	"Glamour doesn't pay the bills, Luna," said Ellie, turning a page in her book. "Speaking of which, when do you plan to pay Harry's rent? He's been asking for two months now."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Luna sighed and leaned back on the couch, crossing her legs gracefully. Since coming out of the closet and founding the agency, Luna had made the office her home. She lived there, coming and going as a woman all the time, never hiding or apologizing for who she was. For Ellie, who had helped her through her transition and acceptance of her identity.

	"Harry's an angel," Luna said, fiddling with her necklace. "He knows we'll pay him as soon as we get a decent case. Besides, he likes us. Can't you see the way he looks at us with those proud little grandfatherly eyes?"

	Ellie was about to respond when the sound of the door opening interrupted them. They both turned their heads toward the entrance, where a tall, thin man stood against the light of the hallway. He wore a felt hat tilted down over his face, a dark trench coat, and an air of mystery that seemed straight out of a detective novel.

	"Sweet Plums Detective Agency?" asked the man in a deep voice that echoed through the room.

	"Yes, that's us," Ellie replied, closing her book and standing up. "How can we help you?"

	The man entered and closed the door behind him. As he approached, the light revealed an angular face with gray eyes and [image: Image]a scar across his left cheek. His gaze fell first on Ellie, then on Luna, and finally on the clutter in the office.

	"My name is Edward Vance," he said, taking off his hat. “I need you to find my sister, Isabella Vance. She's disappeared."

	Luna approached, moving with the grace of someone who had spent years mastering the art of walking in heels.[image: Image]

	"Tell us more, Mr. Vance," she said, her voice soft but firm. "When was the last time you saw your sister?"[image: Image]

	Edward sat in the chair in front of the desk, holding his hat in his hands. His expression was serious, but there was something in his eyes that made Ellie immediately wary.

	"Two weeks ago," he said. "Isabella is... an activist. She's been investigating something to do with a club called the Black Mirror. I think her disappearance has something to do with that."

	Ellie crossed her arms and leaned against the desk, studying Edward with her piercing eyes.

	"Why come to us? Why not go to the police?"

	Edward looked down, as if struggling with something.

	"Because the police don't think it's important. They say she's just another girl who went off on her own. But I know better. Isabella wouldn't do that. Y—" He paused, as if measuring his words. "I’ve heard that you two have a special approach to cases like this."

	Luna exchanged a glance with Ellie. They both knew what that meant: a case involving a woman, ignored by the authorities, one that required their unique touch.

	[image: Image]"All right, Mr. Vance," said Ellie, straightening up. "We'll take your case. But there's one thing you should know: we don't sugarcoat the truth. If we find something you don't like, we'll tell you straight out."

	“I understand," said Edward. “I just want to find my sister."


Chapter 2: The Beginning Of The Investigation

	Edward Vance rose from his chair, adjusting his hat. His gray eyes lingered on Luna for a moment longer than necessary, and she responded with a warm—if slightly flirtatious—smile.

	"Don't worry, Mr. Vance," Luna said, her voice soft but firm. "We'll get to the bottom of this. We won't rest until we find Isabella."

	Edward nodded gratefully, though his gaze retained that air of mystery that put Ellie on edge. With a final polite gesture, he left the office, leaving behind a silence thick with unanswered questions.

	As soon as the door closed, Ellie turned to Luna, arms crossed. "Really, Luna? Did you have to be so... you with him?" she [image: Image]asked, arching an eyebrow.

	Luna shrugged, adjusting a pearl earring with practiced ease. “I was just being nice. Besides, it's not my fault the man is handsome." Her playful smile widened.

	"Handsome or not, you should be more professional," Ellie chided, stepping closer. "We don't know anything about him. He could be dangerous."

	Luna laughed, the sound bright and melodic. "Oh, please, Ellie. Don't tell me you're jealous." She leaned in, mischief glinting in her eyes. "Or is Mr. Vance not your type? I could introduce you to Jack, you know."

	Ellie shot her an exasperated look, though a smile tugged at her lips. "He's not my type, and you know it." She nudged Luna's arm. “I only have eyes for Jack. Vance isn't attractive—he's just smug. I don't see what you find so appealing."

	Luna clutched her chest in mock offense, laughing harder. "That's rich! Jack's sweet and cute, but he's hardly a model."

	Ellie couldn't suppress her own laughter but quickly schooled her expression back to seriousness. "Jokes aside, we've got [image: Image]work to do. Tomorrow, we start with Isabella's file. We need to know everything about her activism and connections."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The next morning, the Sweet Plums Detective Agency buzzed with activity. Ellie and Luna had pored over Edward Vance's information all night, and now they sat facing a desk cluttered with scattered papers and photographs.

	"According to Vance, Isabella was investigating a trafficking ring," said Ellie, pointing to a photo of the young woman. "But we don't know exactly what she found or who was involved."

	Luna nodded, flipping through a notebook. "She also worked with a feminist activist group," she added. "Maybe we should [image: Image]start there. They might have clues about her investigation."

	At that moment, Edward Vance entered, carrying a folder under his arm. His presence was as imposing as the day before, but now his demeanour crackled with tension.

	"Did you find anything?" he asked, eyes darting between them.[image: Image]

	Luna stood, offering a reassuring smile. "We're reviewing everything you gave us," she said gently, "but we need more details about Isabella's activism. What exactly did she work on? Who were her contacts?"

	Edward sank into a chair, dragging a hand through his hair. "Isabella was passionate," he said, voice fraying. "She worked with Free Women, helping victims of gender violence. But lately, she'd become obsessed with the Black Mirror. She found something there—something big."

	Ellie scribbled notes while Luna leaned in, her voice softer. "Did she know she was in danger?"

	Edward's jaw tightened. “I knew she was in over her head... but not like this." He looked up, desperate. "Please. Find her."

	Ellie snapped her notebook shut. "We will, Mr. Vance. But we need space to work. Contact us if you remember anything else."

	Edward hesitated, then nodded. "Understood." His gaze lingered on Luna before he left.

	The detectives sought out their underworld contact: Tommy "Shade" Morales. In a rain-slicked alley, the wiry informant greeted them with a grin.

	"What's up, girls? Need Tommy's expertise?" He tipped his cap, eyes sharp. Ellie cut to the chase. "The Black Mirror. What do you know?"

	Tommy's smile vanished. He glanced over his shoulder before answering.

	"That place is bad news," Tommy muttered, glancing over his shoulder. "Not just some club—it's a front for something rotten. Word is it's a trafficking ring, but nobody dares talk. Too many big shots involved."

	[image: Image]Luna and Ellie exchanged a look. This was their break.

	"Any idea who's pulling the strings?" Luna asked, leaning in with calculated charm.

	Tommy's shoulders lifted in a tense shrug. "No names. Just whispers about some high-rolling bastard calling the shots." He wiped his palms on his jeans. "You want answers? Gotta step through the mirror yourselves."


Chapter 3: Clues In The Dark

	The alley reeked of rotting garbage and damp concrete, but Ellie and Luna barely noticed—their focus was locked on

	Tommy "Shade" Morales. The informant shifted nervously in his baggy jacket, adjusting his tilted cap like a man who knew his words could get him killed.

	"Heard something 'bout that activist girl you're after," Tommy muttered, voice barely above a whisper. "Last seen at The Corner of Letters, that café near the university. Was with some slick bastard in an expensive suit. Guy gave off bad vibes."

	Luna's pen flew across her notebook. "Anything else?" Ellie pressed, arms crossed.

	Tommy glanced over his shoulder. "The Black Mirror's invite-only. You don't just waltz in." The detectives exchanged a glance. They were close now—and in way over their heads.

	"Thanks, Tommy," Luna said, flashing a smile. "You're a lifesaver."

	He barked a laugh, tugging his cap lower. "Save the thanks. Watch your backs—that place eats people like you."

	The Corner of Letters hummed with student activists debating over coffee. Ellie and Luna took a window seat, scanning the room until a young woman with a sharp bob and thick-framed glasses approached.

	"You're the detectives, right?" she asked, cautious but curious.

	Ellie flashed her badge. "Investigating Isabella Vance's disappearance. You're with Free Women?"

	"Maria," she said, sitting. "Isabella was... our best. She was onto something big but kept it quiet. Said she couldn't trust anyone."

	Luna leaned in. "Who was she meeting? The man in the suit?"

	Maria's fingers tightened around her coffee cup. "Some high-roller. Isabella had proof, but she didn't like him. Next thing we knew—poof. Gone."

	"What about the police? Have they helped them?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Maria let out a bitter laugh. "The police don't take us seriously. They say Isabella probably left on her own, that it's not a big case. But we know better. She wouldn't give up her fight."

	On their way back, Ellie and Luna decided to take a break and head to a nearby bar. The place, called El Farolito, was a modest but cozy spot, perfect for relaxing after an intense day.

	Sitting at a table with their drinks, the detectives began to discuss what they had discovered.

	"Isabella was onto something big," said Ellie, taking a sip of her whiskey. "But without more clues, we can't move forward."

	Luna fiddled with her martini glass thoughtfully.

	"Maybe we should infiltrate The Black Mirror," she suggested, in a tone that made the idea seem simpler than it was.

	Ellie looked at her sceptically.

	"Infiltrate? —Really, Luna? That place is dangerous. We don't know what we might find there."

	Luna smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

	"That's why. If we want to find Isabella, we have to risk it. Besides, when have you ever seen danger stop me?"

	Ellie sighed, knowing her friend was right, but unwilling to admit it.

	“I don't like the idea," she finally said. "But if it's the only way forward, we'll have to do it."

	At that moment, a woman approached their table. It was Lola Cruz, their contact in the underworld. She wore a tight dress and a serious expression.[image: Image]

	"Girls, I hear you're looking for information on The Black Mirror," she said, sitting down without waiting for an invitation. “I have something that might interest you."

	Ellie and Luna leaned forward, interested.

	"What do you know?" asked Ellie.

	Lola lowered her voice, as if afraid of being overheard.

	"That place is not just a club. There are a lot of big shots that attend there regularly. If you are going into it, be careful— the girls that work there are always nervous. There seems to be something more than the basic fun that the wealthy are looking for."

	Luna nodded, grateful.

	"Thank you, Lola. This helps us a lot."

	[image: Image]After Lola left, Ellie and Luna were left alone, reflecting on what they had heard.

	"We have to infiltrate," Luna said, determinedly. "There is no other way."

	Ellie sighed, knowing her friend was right.

	All right," she finally said. "But we do it carefully. We must have a good plan."


Chapter 4: Rules And Risks

	The detectives' car moved through the dark streets of the city, with Ellie at the wheel and Luna in the passenger seat, adjusting her lace gloves. The tension between the two was palpable, but not uncomfortable—the tension of two people who knew each other so well that they could argue without fear of hurting each other.

	"Look, Luna," said Ellie, breaking the silence, "if we're going to do this, we need clear rules. And the first one is that I will be the one to infiltrate The Black Mirror."

	Luna turned her head toward her, her expression surprised.

	"Why you?" she asked, arching an eyebrow. “I'm the one who navigates best in those environments. Besides, who's going to believe that you, the queen of sarcasm, are a club girl?"

	Ellie did not laugh. Her expression was serious, almost worried.

	"Because it's too dangerous, Luna. And because if something goes wrong, I need to know you're out there to find me. We can't risk both of us getting caught."

	Luna sighed, crossing her arms.

	“I don't like the idea of you taking all the risk," she said, in a softer tone. "But I see your point. All right, you'll go undercover. Still, I don't like it."

	Ellie nodded, relaxing a little.

	"Thank you. And don't worry, I'm not going to do anything stupid."

	In an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of the city, Ellie and Luna met with Tommy "Shade" Morales and Lola Cruz.

	The location was discreet, perfect for a conversation that shouldn't be overheard by prying ears.

	"So you want to infiltrate The Black Mirror?" asked Tommy, with a mixture of admiration and concern. "That's playing with fire, girls."

	"We know," said Ellie, determinedly. "But it's the only way to find Isabella. We need to know how the place operates and how we can get in without arousing suspicion."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Lola nodded, crossing her arms.

	"The club is exclusive. They don't let just anyone in. You'll need an invitation or someone to vouch for you. And once inside, be careful. Don't underestimate the regulars."

	Luna quickly took notes, while Ellie continued to ask questions.

	"Do you know who could help us get in?" she asked.

	Tommy frowned thoughtfully.

	"There's a guy, Mauricio—he's a recurring name when talking about the club. He's corrupt, but not stupid. If you offer enough money, he might cooperate. But don't trust him."

	Ellie nodded, grateful.

	"Thank you, Tommy. This helps us a lot."

	When Ellie and Luna returned to the office, they found Edward Vance waiting for them at the door. His expression was serious, almost urgent.

	“I have another lead," he said, without preamble. "Isabella was investigating a man named Victor Holloway. I think he might be involved."

	Ellie looked at him sceptically.

	"Mr. Vance, you've been very insistent with your leads," she said, in a tone that made her distrust clear. "Sometimes you seem to steer us down a specific line of inquiry. Is there something you're not telling us?"[image: Image]

	Edward looked down, as if struggling with something.

	“I just want to find my sister," he finally said. "And I think Holloway is the key."

	Luna interjected, in a kinder tone.

	"We understand your concern, Mr. Vance. But we need to follow our own leads. If Holloway is involved, we'll find him."

	Edward nodded, but his expression remained tense.

	"Please keep me informed," he said, before leaving the office.

	Once Edward left, Ellie and Luna sat on the couch, reflecting on what they'd discovered.

	“I don't trust him," said Ellie, breaking the silence. "Something doesn't add up. I think I should investigate The Black Mirror on my own, while you follow Holloway's lead."

	Luna looked at her, surprised.

	"Split up? Really?" she asked. “I thought we agreed to do this together."

	“I know," said Ellie, in a firm tone. "But if Holloway has anything to do with Isabella's disappearance, we need to cover all the bases. And we can't let Vance distract us."

	[image: Image][image: Image]Luna sighed, but finally nodded.

	"All right. But promise me you'll be careful."

	Ellie smiled, grateful.

	“I promise. And you be careful too. Holloway is one of the top businessmen in Nocturne City—he's not someone to cross lightly."


Chapter 5: Two Roads, One Mystery

	In the Sweet Plums Detective Agency office, Ellie and Luna were preparing for their respective missions, each with a style that reflected their personalities.

	Ellie wore a functional yet feminine outfit: a beige trench coat, a tight white blouse, a knee-length skirt, and fishnet stockings. Her black hair was impeccably coiffed, and her large, piercing eyes sparkled with determination. Luna, on the other hand, seemed to have dressed more for a date than for work. Her tight red dress, silk stockings, and high heels made Ellie look at her with a mixture of exasperation and affection.

	"Luna, really?" said Ellie, adjusting her fedora. "You look like you're going to a party, not on a stakeout."

	Luna laughed, applying a final swipe of lipstick.

	"Honey, elegance is my secret weapon," she replied, with a flirtatious smile. "Besides, you never know when I'll need to impress someone."

	Ellie sighed but couldn't help but smile.

	"Just be careful with Vance," she said, in a more serious tone. "You always fall for the bad guy, and I don't want you to get hurt."

	Luna looked at her with an expression of affection.

	"Don't worry, Ellie. I know what I'm doing. And you—are you ready to infiltrate The Black Mirror?"

	Ellie nodded, adjusting her gloves.

	“I am. Just remember: if something goes wrong, we don't expose ourselves and meet back at the office."

	Ellie stood in a corner near The Black Mirror, watching the place intently. The club was imposing, with a dark facade and dim lights flickering at the entrance. She was taking notes in her notebook, noting who was entering and who was leaving. Men in expensive suits, women in elegant dresses, and intimidating guards passed through the door, but nothing seemed out of the ordinary.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Inside the club, however, the situation was different.

	Raphael Solis, the owner of the place, sat in his office, surrounded by thugs. His angular face and the scar on his cheek made him look even more intimidating. One of his men entered with a worried expression.

	"Boss, there's someone outside investigating the place," said the thug. "A woman. She looks like a detective."

	Raphael frowned, lighting a cigarette.

	"A detective?" Raphael asked, his tone dripping with contempt. "Find out who she is. And call Ramirez. Tell him to take care of her."

	The thug nodded and left the office. Raphael made a call, speaking quietly but firmly.

	"We have a problem. A woman is snooping around. Make sure she doesn't get too far."

	As Ellie continued observing the club, a police car pulled up nearby. Inspector Ramirez stepped out, adjusting his belt with an annoyed expression.

	"Good afternoon, miss," he said, approaching Ellie. "This isn't a safe place for a lady like you."

	Ellie looked at him sceptically, crossing her arms.

	“I don't need your protection, Inspector," she replied firmly. "I'm just doing my job."[image: Image]

	Ramirez laughed, the sound closer to mockery than amusement.

	"Your job?" He eyed her up and down. "Investigating an upscale club? You seem to be following those feminist protesters. Or is your transgender friend influencing you? I know—maybe she wants to switch careers. She could ask if they're hiring waitresses."

	The comment made Ellie tense. Her eyes flashed with anger, but she kept her composure.

	"Luna is an exceptional detective, and I won't tolerate you insulting her," she said, voice sharp. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I have work to do."

	Ramirez laughed again but didn't stop her as Ellie walked away, strides purposeful.

	Meanwhile, Luna rode shotgun in Edward Vance's car, enjoying the scenery. Edward glanced at her with a smile.

	"You never told me how you became a detective," he said. "Sounds like an interesting story."

	Luna toyed with her necklace, smiling.

	"Well, it's unconventional," she said lightly. "I've always wanted to help people—especially women without a voice. When I transitioned, Ellie supported me. We founded Sweet Plums together and never looked back."

	Edward nodded, impressed.

	"That's admirable. Not many have your courage."

	Luna's smile warmed.

	"Thank you. But I'm not just the agency's pretty face," she teased. “I'm also damn good at my job."

	When they reached their destination—an abandoned building on the city's outskirts—Luna set to work. With practiced skill that visibly impressed Edward, she combed the area for clues linking to Victor Holloway.

	[image: Image]"Look at this," she said, brushing dust from a concrete ledge. "This building belongs to Holloway according to records, but there are fresh tire marks. And see how the dust on these stairs is disturbed? Someone's been using that alcove recently." The two climbed carefully, finding a worn desk and filing cabinets containing payment records to The Black Mirror.

	[image: Image]"Holloway's being blackmailed," Luna concluded, tapping a document. "Here's a name: Raphael Solis. If he wanted to hide this, he'd use dummy accounts—these payments are practically flagged for discovery. It's like he wanted evidence."

	Edward studied the papers, brow furrowed.

	"Solis?" he asked. "The Black Mirror's owner? These are massive, recurring payments."

	Luna nodded grimly.

	"Exactly. Solis clearly has leverage over Holloway. The question is—"

	"—why did Isabella disappear?" Edward finished, eyes widening. "What's her connection?"

	Luna's smile faded as she met his gaze.

	"That's what terrifies me. If they'd go this far to hide financial crimes..." She let the implication hang, fingers tightening around the damning documents.

	 

	
Chapter 6: Moments Of Tension And Revelations

	The return to Sweet Plums Detective Agency was quiet but charged—like the hush before a storm. Luna and Edward Vance stepped inside, the air between them crackling with unspoken tension. The office, bathed in the chandelier's amber glow, seemed to shrink around them. Shadows from antique furniture stretched across the walls like silent observers.

	Luna strode to the desk, her heels tapping a sharp rhythm on the wooden floor. She slapped the documents and photographs onto the table, the papers fanning out like a gambler's hand. Her red dress caught the light, scattering crimson reflections across the case files. Vance lingered behind her, his trench coat draped over one arm, watching with a gaze that balanced admiration and something darker.

	"Here's everything," Luna said, jabbing a finger at a payment record. "Holloway's being blackmailed by Solis. Now we just need to figure out how this ties to your sister."

	Vance moved closer, his shoulder brushing hers as he studied the evidence. Luna sank into a chair, exhaustion rolling off her in waves. She pushed a lock of coppery hair behind her ear—a nervous habit—and let out a slow breath.

	"You're incredible, Luna," Vance murmured, settling beside her. His knee pressed against hers, deliberate. "Don't doubt yourself. We'll crack this."[image: Image]

	Luna glanced up, her lips parting— —and the door slammed open.

	Ellie stood framed in the doorway, her fedora tilted at a familiar angle. The fury in her eyes could've melted steel.

	"Really, Luna?" she snapped. "Falling for the villain again?"

	Vance sprang to his feet, smoothing his jacket. "I'll, ah... fetch coffee," he said, sidestepping toward the exit. Luna's hand twitched as if to catch his sleeve, but he was already gone.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The silence he left behind was thicker than the case files on the desk.

	Ellie planted her hands on her hips. "What the hell are you thinking? Vance is the one who tipped off Solis about my [image: Image]surveillance!"[image: Image]

	Luna shot upright, chin lifted. "You don't know that—"

	“I do." Ellie yanked a folded note from her coat pocket and flung it onto the desk. "Ramirez 'conveniently' showed up right after Vance left their meeting today. Coincidence?"

	A beat. The chandelier flickered.

	Somewhere outside, a car backfired—or maybe it was a gunshot. In Nocturne City, you could never be sure.

	"Ellie, you have zero proof," Luna countered, crossing her arms. "Vance has gotten us further in this case than we'd gotten in weeks. Are you really willing to throw that away over a hunch?"

	Ellie dragged a hand through her hair, frustration etching lines around her mouth.

	"You're not listening. This isn't just about trust—it's about patterns. Every time Vance 'helps,' we end up one step behind Solis."

	Luna's gaze dropped to the files between them, the damning evidence of Holloway's payments. She traced a finger over Solis's name. “I know you're worried. But we can't afford to burn bridges now."

	The door creaked open. Vance reappeared, a paper bag of warm pretzels dangling from one hand and sodas clutched in the other. "Fuel for the weary detectives," he announced, setting them down with a clatter. His smile lingered on Luna a beat too long as he passed her a bottle.

	Ellie's jaw tightened—

	—then swung open again as Mr. Greene shuffled in, his felt hat clutched to his chest. "Pardon the intrusion, girls," he wheezed, "but rent day came and went..."

	"Allow me." Vance's wallet was already out, crisp bills sliding into the landlord's wrinkled palm. "Consider it an investment in justice."

	Mr. Greene's eyes misted. "Bless you, son. These two—" he gestured fondly at Ellie and Luna, "—they're like my own."

	Ellie forced a smile, though her spine stayed rigid. "Stay awhile, Mr. Greene. You've earned a break from chasing us down."

	As the old man settled into their threadbare couch, cracking open a soda, Ellie studied Luna. Her partner glowed under Vance's attention, laughing at some quip—really laughing, the kind that crinkled her nose and lit up her eyes. It was a rare sight since... well. Since the incident last winter.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Ellie's chest ached. She wanted to preserve this lightness in Luna, needed to. But the way Vance's thumb brushed Luna's wrist as he handed her a pretzel—

	Calculated.

	She'd seen that move before, in suspects who groomed witnesses. Every cell in her body screamed that Vance was a lock[image: Image]pick, testing their defences one gentle turn at a time.

	And Luna?

	Luna was already half-picked.


Chapter 7: Theories And Confidences

	After dismissing Edward Vance and Mr. Harold Greene, the Sweet Plums Detective Agency office fell silent. Ellie and Luna [image: Image]sat at the desk, surrounded by documents, photographs, and notes they had collected during the investigation.

	"Isabella was investigating Victor Holloway, who is apparently being blackmailed by Raphael Solis," said Luna, pointing to the documents. "But something doesn't add up—why did she disappear? What does she have to do with all this?" Ellie, wearing her beige trench coat with her fedora hat hanging on the hanger, nodded as she reviewed the notes.

	"And then there's the fact that someone knew I was going to investigate The Black Mirror," Ellie added, her tone serious. "Ramirez showed up just as I was watching the place. It wasn't a coincidence. Someone sent him to scare me away."

	Luna frowned, fiddling with her necklace.

	"Do you think it was Vance?" she asked, in a tone that made it clear she didn't want to believe it.[image: Image]

	Ellie sighed, running a hand through her hair.

	“I don't know, Luna. But we can't rule it out."

	Both detectives became immersed in a discussion about their theories and possible actions to take. The tension in the air was palpable, but there was also a sense of complicity that only years of friendship could create.

	“If Holloway is being blackmailed by Solis, then Isabella probably found out something she shouldn't have," said Ellie, leaning on the desk. "Maybe she had evidence that could expose Solis, and that's why he went after her."

	Luna nodded, with a thoughtful expression.

	"And if Solis is behind her disappearance, then The Black Mirror is the key," she added. "We need to infiltrate there. But this time, I'll have to be the one to do it."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Ellie looked at her, with a mixture of concern and frustration.

	“I don't like the idea, Luna. It's too dangerous."

	Luna smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

	“I know, Ellie. But we don't have a choice. And besides, I'm good at this. You know I can handle it." [image: Image]Ellie sighed, knowing her friend was right, but unwilling to admit it. [image: Image]

	"All right. But promise me you'll be careful. And if anything goes wrong, you call me right away."

	Luna nodded, with a smile that conveyed gratitude and determination.

	As Luna began to get ready for bed on the office couch, Ellie interrupted her.

	"No, Luna. Tonight you're coming to my apartment," she said, in a tone that brooked no argument. "Jack is away on business, and I'd enjoy your company."

	Luna looked at her with a knowing smile. "Or are you just worried about me?" Ellie smiled, with a gesture of affection.

	"Both things. Come on, get your things."

	Ellie's apartment was modest but cozy, with antique furniture and framed photographs that told the story of her life. The two detectives sat on the couch, wrapped in soft blankets and holding mugs of steaming tea. The television was on, but neither was paying attention.

	"Do you remember when we founded the agency?" asked Luna, with a nostalgic smile. "It was right after you helped me come out of the closet."

	Ellie nodded, remembering those moments fondly.

	"Yes. It was a difficult time for you, but you always knew who you were. You just needed a little support."

	Luna looked down, with an expression of gratitude.

	"And you were always there for me when so many others were not. I don't know what I would have done without you, Ellie."

	Ellie smiled, draping an arm around her friend's shoulders.

	"You don't have to thank me for anything, Luna. You're my best friend, and I'll always be here for you."

	Before getting ready for bed, Ellie and Luna enjoyed a series of activities that reflected their close friendship. They played [image: Image]cards, laughed over old anecdotes, and shared a bowl of popcorn. It was a quiet time, and they both appreciated it. "Do you remember when you were teaching me how to walk in heels?" Ellie asked, with a laugh. “It was a disaster."

	Luna laughed, remembering the scene.

	[image: Image]"But I learned well! I was surprised that you mastered them so well. Although I think you look better in your trench coats and hats."

	Ellie smiled, with a gesture of affection.

	"We each have our own style, Luna. And they're both incredible."

	When they finally got ready for bed, Ellie and Luna lay down, with the lights off and only the dim moonlight illuminating the room.

	"Thank you for everything, Ellie," said Luna, in a soft tone. “I had an amazing time."

	Ellie smiled, looking up at the ceiling.

	"Like in the old days. It doesn't all have to be work—you could come stay here from time to time."

	They wished each other goodnight, and soon the silence of the room was broken only by the soft rhythm of their breathing. It was a moment of peace, a brief respite before the coming storm.


Chapter 8: Separate Paths

	The morning sun found Ellie and Luna preparing for their respective paths, each with a crucial mission to solve the case.

	Sunlight filtered through the blinds, illuminating the clutter of papers and photographs that covered the desk.

	Luna, sitting in front of the office mirror, was meticulously preparing for her infiltration of The Black Mirror. Her coppery brown hair shone in the light, and her flawless makeup highlighted her features. She wore a tight black dress, silk stockings, and high heels that echoed with every movement. At her side, Lola Cruz, with her experience as a dancer in exclusive clubs, was giving her valuable advice.

	"The most important thing is to act with confidence," said Lola, adjusting the red dress she was wearing. “In places like The Black Mirror, security is always on the lookout for those who look out of place. You have to move like you own the place."

	Luna nodded, applying a final swipe of red lipstick.

	"I understand. What about Mauricio? Do you think I can outwit him?"

	Lola smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

	"Mauricio is corrupt, a pig, but not stupid. If you approach him the right way, he'll let you through. Just make sure you don't draw too much attention to yourself once inside."[image: Image]

	Ellie, who was watching from the doorway, approached with a serious expression.

	"Luna, remember that this is dangerous. If something goes wrong, escape immediately." Luna stood up, adjusting her lace gloves.

	"Don't worry, Ellie. I know what I'm doing. And you, what will you do in the meantime?"

	Ellie crossed her arms, her expression thoughtful.

	"I'm going to go over all the information we have. Something is eluding us, and I need to find it."

	As Ellie prepared to go out with Lola, Luna continued to get advice from her dancer friend.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Another important tip," said Lola, as she adjusted her hair, "is to always have a story ready. If someone asks you, say that you are new in town and that a friend recommended the club. Don't give too many details."

	Luna nodded, mentally noting every word.

	"What if someone tries to get too close?" she asked, with a tone of concern.[image: Image]

	Lola smiled, with a gesture of complicity.[image: Image]

	"That's where confidence comes in. If someone approaches, stay calm and be firm. Don't let them intimidate you. And if things get ugly, use your heels as a weapon."

	Luna laughed, but her expression became more serious.

	"Thank you, Lola. This helps me a lot."

	After Luna and Lola left, Ellie remained in the office, poring over every scrap of information they had gathered on the case. Photographs of Isabella Vance, documents about Victor Holloway, and notes on Raphael Solis lay scattered across the desk. But something didn't add up - Ellie could feel it in her bones.

	Just as she was about to lose hope, the office door creaked open. A young woman with cropped hair and thick-rimmed glasses entered, clutching a folder under her arm. It was Maria, coordinator of Free Women - the activist group Isabella had [image: Image]belonged to.

	"Miss Black," Maria said urgently, "one of our members found this among Isabella's belongings. I think it's crucial."[image: Image]

	Ellie accepted the folder, carefully flipping it open. Inside lay a trove of documents, photographs, and handwritten notes that shed new light on Isabella's investigation. Among them was a damning list of names connected to The Black Mirror, including Victor Holloway and Raphael Solis. But most shocking was a hastily scrawled note:

	"Holloway isn't the villain. He's just a pawn. The real power lies with Solis. Someone else is pulling the strings."

	Ellie's brow furrowed as she reread the note, her fingers trembling slightly.

	"This changes everything," she murmured, voice thick with revelation. "Isabella knew there was a mastermind behind all this."

	Maria nodded grimly, adjusting her glasses.

	"Exactly. And I believe that's why she disappeared. Someone couldn't risk this information coming to light."[image: Image]

	 

	
Chapter 9: Distrust And Revelations

	The Sweet Plums Detective Agency office lay silent, broken only by the soft rustling of pages as Ellie flipped through documents. The evening light filtered through the blinds, casting golden stripes across the room and stretching shadows along the walls. Ellie sat immersed in the files Maria had delivered, her mind racing to connect the disturbing pieces of the puzzle. Isabella's folder revealed a conspiracy far more extensive than they'd imagined, and Ellie's stomach tightened at the implications for Luna - who was now stepping into the lion's den at The Black Mirror.

	A sharp rap at the door shattered her concentration. Ellie's head snapped up, her instincts prickling with unease. She knew the visitor before opening. With swift but precise movements, she concealed the folder beneath a stack of case files though a single damning page escaped, lying exposed on the desk. It was one of Isabella's most revealing documents.

	Adjusting her trench coat, Ellie opened the door to find Edward Vance standing hat in hand, his welcoming smile faltering when he saw Luna's absence.

	"Good afternoon, Miss Black," Vance said with forced cordiality. "I'd hoped to find Luna here."

	Ellie regarded him coolly, arms crossed.

	"Luna isn't available," she replied curtly. "What brings you here, Mr. Vance?"

	Vance stepped inside, his gaze sweeping the office with an unreadable intensity. Ellie's pulse quickened as his eyes lingered [image: Image]on the exposed document. Did he see it? The suspicion coiled tighter in her chest.

	“I merely wanted an update on your progress," Vance said, moving toward the desk. "Isabella is my sister - my concern is natural."

	Ellie shifted position, deliberately obstructing his view of the incriminating page.[image: Image]

	"We're making headway," she said in a tone that discouraged further inquiry. "Though certain elements still don't align."

	Vance studied her, his expression a volatile mix of curiosity and irritation.[image: Image]

	"And Luna? Where is she?" The question carried an urgency that surprised Ellie.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Occupied with casework," Ellie deflected, avoiding direct eye contact. "That's all I can say."

	As Vance frowned, Ellie realized her mistake too late - his attention had returned to the document. This time, he snatched [image: Image]it up before she could intervene, his face transforming from shock to fury as he scanned the contents.

	"What the hell is this?" he demanded, the paper trembling in his grip. "Why was I kept in the dark about these findings?"

	Ellie's cheeks burned with frustration. Damn it. She cursed her carelessness, her fingers tightening around the edge of the desk.

	"We kept this quiet precisely because we can't risk leaks," Ellie countered, her voice steel wrapped in velvet. "Your story has holes, Vance. And I won't let you play Luna for a fool."

	Vance's face contorted—anger warring with something resembling hurt.

	"'Play Luna'?" His laugh held no humour. “I just want my sister back."

	Ellie didn't blink. "Then why the interrogation? What are you hiding?" She took a step forward, the office suddenly feeling smaller. "Why tip off Solis about my Black Mirror surveillance?"

	Silence thickened between them. Vance studied the document again, his fingers leaving slight creases in the paper. When he finally spoke, his voice had changed:

	"Maybe Luna and I should discuss this... privately."

	Fire licked up Ellie's spine. "You'll speak to Luna over my dead body," she hissed, planting herself between him and the door. “I know your type. All honeyed words until the trap snaps shut."

	Vance's composure shattered. "And if she wants to see me?" He flung the words like knives. "Will you lock her in a tower

	The dam broke. Fear for Luna overrode Ellie's judgment:

	"She's undercover at The Black Mirror right now," Ellie snarled, the words exploding from her lips. "And I'll be damned before I let you get her killed!"

	The office went deathly still. Ellie's pulse hammered in her throat—she'd handed Vance a weapon.

	"The Mirror?" Vance whitened, the document fluttering from his grasp. "That's a death sentence! Whose insane idea—" Ellie squeezed her eyes shut, the weight of her blunder crushing. "Stay away," she managed, voice raw. "Your interference could get her killed."

	But Vance was already moving. He snatched his hat, the door banging against the wall as he vanished into the gathering twilight.

	Alone, Ellie sank into her chair, the echo of her mistake ringing in the silence.


Chapter 10: Between Shadows And Secrets

	The Black Mirror club was a maze of dim lights, cigarette smoke, and seductive music echoing from every corner. Luna, in her tight black dress and high heels, moved with the grace of someone who had spent years mastering the art of going unnoticed in places like this. Her coppery brown hair shone under the lights, and her flawless makeup highlighted her features, giving her an air of mystery that effortlessly drew stares.

	From the moment she walked through the door, Luna knew she had to be careful. The place was full of men in expensive suits and women in elegant dresses, all immersed in a world of luxury and decadence. She took a deep breath, feeling the perfume- and alcohol-laden air fill her lungs. "Stay calm," she told herself. "You have to find something useful."[image: Image]

	As she mingled in the crowd, several men offered her drinks. Luna accepted with a flirtatious smile, but her attention was elsewhere. With each sip, she tuned her ear, listening for snippets of conversations that might be relevant. Finally, after her third drink, she found herself sitting at a table with a group of men in suits who seemed to be celebrating some accomplishment. Their laughter was loud and their gestures exaggerated, clearly affected by alcohol.

	Luna joined the conversation naturally, laughing at appropriate moments and shooting glances that kept the men interested. But her attention was on the private table behind her, where a group of serious men were talking quietly. Among the bustle of the club, Luna managed to hear the name Victor Holloway.

	"Holloway has no choice," said one of the men, in a tone that sounded almost mocking. "Solis has it in his hand. If he doesn't cooperate, everything falls apart."

	Luna felt a shiver as she heard those words. What does Solis have on Holloway? she thought, as one of the men at her table placed his hand on her leg. She didn't flinch, keeping the smile on her face as she continued to listen.

	"The bribe is ready," continued the man at the private table. "The members of high society have no choice. Solis knows too much about them—businessmen, politicians, and socialites."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]At that moment, Luna saw Inspector Ramirez approach the private table. Her heart raced, but she showed no reaction.

	Instead, she turned her face toward the man who had his hand on her leg, flirting with him to go unnoticed.

	"How about we go dancing?" asked the man, with a drunken smile.

	Luna laughed, with a clear, melodious sound.

	"In a moment, darling," she said, getting up. "First, I have to go to the toilet."

	Arriving outside the powder room, Luna encountered a waitress carrying a tray full of drinks. The young woman, wearing a tight uniform and a tired smile, looked at her curiously.

	"Excuse me," said Luna, in a friendly tone. “Is there a VIP room in the back?" [image: Image]The waitress nodded, with an expression that mixed surprise and caution.

	"Yes, but it's exclusive. Only for a few. That's where the dancers perform."

	Luna smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

	"I'm interested in working there," she said, in a tone that sounded almost like a confession. "The VIP area would be very profitable, don't you think?"

	The waitress laughed, adjusting her hair.

	"You should talk to Mauricio. He's the one who decides who gets in and who doesn't. But, being so attractive, you have a [image: Image]chance."

	Luna nodded, grateful.

	"Thank you, honey. Where can I find him?"

	The waitress pointed down a dark hallway at the end of the room.

	"That way. But be careful. Mauricio is no pushover."

	Luna followed the waitress's directions, meeting a tall, robust man wearing a black suit and a serious expression. It was Mauricio, the club's security manager. As he saw her approach, he looked her up and down, with a mixture of curiosity and distrust.

	"What do you want?" he asked, in a tone that did not invite further questions.

	Luna smiled, her expression conveying confidence.

	“I hear you're looking for new girls for the VIP area," she said, in a tone that sounded almost challenging. “I think I could be a good addition."

	Mauricio looked at her, with an expression that was now clearly interested.

	"A transvestite girl?" he asked, in a tone that sounded almost mocking. "That's something new."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Luna did not flinch.

	"And I think it might attract certain customers who are looking for something... different."

	Mauricio smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

	"All right. I'll give you a chance. But first, a little tour of the place."

	As Mauricio guided her through the club, Luna took advantage of every moment to listen to conversations and observe details. In a private room, she overheard Raphael Solis talking about Victor Holloway and how Inspector Ramirez had done a good job. But he didn't mention Isabella or the other missing women.

	Luna felt a knot in her stomach as she realized that Solis had a heavyweight like Holloway in his grasp, but there were no leads on Isabella. She decided it was time to quietly retreat and ask some more questions among the staff.


Chapter 11: Between Bribes And Secrets

	Luna felt uneasy in that place, surrounded by so many people. The Black Mirror club was a labyrinth of dim lights and lengthening shadows, and every step she took made her feel more exposed. She knew Raphael Solis was a powerful man, owner of many other similar clubs, but beyond that, she didn't know much about him. What secrets does this place hide? Luna thought, as she rejected with a flirtatious smile the insinuations of a man trying to attract her attention.

	She decided it was time to leave the VIP area. She needed information, and talking to the bartenders and waitresses seemed the best option. With fluid and discreet movements, she approached the bar, where a bartender with a black apron and a tired smile greeted her with a curious gesture.

	"What brings you here, honey?" asked the bartender, as he prepared a drink.

	Luna smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

	"I'm just exploring," she said, in a tone that sounded almost confessional. "This place is fascinating. What can you tell me about it?"

	The bartender laughed, with a gesture that conveyed complicity.

	"It's an exclusive place," he said, lowering his voice. "The city's elite come here. Politicians, businessmen, people with power. But not everything is what it seems."

	Luna nodded, intrigued.

	"What do you mean?" she asked, leaning forward slightly.

	The bartender looked around, making sure no one heard them.

	"Some things are better left unknown," he said, in a tone that sounded almost like a warning. "But if you want to survive here, keep your head down and don't ask questions."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Luna smiled, grateful, but knew she couldn't stop there. She approached a passing waitress with a tray full of drinks.[image: Image]

	"Excuse me," Luna said in a friendly tone, "what can you tell me about the VIP area?"

	The waitress looked at her with an expression that mixed surprise and caution.

	"It's exclusive," she said, in a tone that sounded almost like a warning. "'Only for a few. That's where the important deals are made."

	Luna nodded, intrigued.

	"Deals?" she asked, with a tone that sounded almost innocent.

	The waitress laughed, with a gesture that conveyed complicity.

	"Bribery, blackmail, dirty business," she said, lowering her voice. “It all happens there. But it's not something they talk about openly."

	At that moment, Luna heard the word "bribe" behind her. She turned her head discreetly, seeing a group of policemen sitting at a nearby table. She recognized them by sight; before she was Luna, she had dealt with some of them. She hoped they wouldn't recognize her.

	She approached carefully, listening to snatches of conversation.

	"Ramirez is playing both sides," said one of the policemen, in a tone that sounded almost admiring. "He pretends to be loyal to Solis, but he also plays nice with politicians and the rich. Says he'll stop Solis, but we all know it's just for show." Luna felt a shiver. Ramirez is betraying Solis? she thought, as another policeman laughed.

	"That guy's a genius," said the second policeman. "But don't trust him. If Solis finds out what he's really doing, there won't be a place in this city where he can hide."

	The conversation shifted, and the cops started talking about Sweet Plums Detective Agency.[image: Image]

	"Those detectives?" said one, with a mocking laugh. "Just a couple of girls playing cop. They can't touch Solis—one thinks she's smarter than us, and the other only cares about skirts and heels."

	"Valentine could've been good police," replied another, "but Black got in his head. If she wasn't so damn persistent, he'd make a fine station secretary."

	Luna's fists clenched. How dare they? Heat rose in her chest, but before she could react, a familiar voice cut through the noise.

	"Luna." Edward Vance appeared beside her, his worry lines deepening. "What are you doing here?"

	The policemen glanced over, but upon seeing Vance, quickly returned to their drinks. Luna exhaled—a temporary reprieve.

	"Vance," she countered, arching one perfectly drawn brow, “I could ask you the same." [image: Image]Vance gripped her elbow, steering her toward the exit. His fingers trembled slightly.

	"This is suicide," he hissed. “I'm taking you back to the office. Now."

	Luna didn't resist. As they pushed through the club's heavy doors, the night air slapped her cheeks like a sobering splash of water.

	Inside Vance's rattling sedan, silence stretched taut between them. Neon signs bled colour across Luna's face as she replayed the policemen's words: Ramirez is playing both sides. Was the inspector double-crossing Solis? Or was this another layer in the city's endless game of masks?

	Vance kept stealing glances at her, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. Luna stared at the passing streetlights. Every one that flickered by felt like a lost chance—Isabella's time was running out, and they were still chasing shadows.

	"Luna," Vance broke the silence, his voice rough. “I can't lose you like I lost Isabella."

	She turned to him, surprise flashing across her features.

	"You're not going to lose me," she said firmly. “I know what I'm doing."

	Vance dragged a hand through his hair, the dashboard lights etching shadows under his eyes.

	“I know you do," he said, "but Solis is different. If anything happened to you..." His voice cracked. "I'd never forgive myself."

	Luna studied her gloved hands. Vance's fear was contagious, but Isabella's face floated behind her eyelids—smiling in some half-remembered photograph.

	“I understand," she said softly. "But I can't stop now. Isabella needs us."[image: Image]

	Vance's grip tightened on the steering wheel, his nod equal parts gratitude and dread.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Just promise you'll be careful."

	A ghost of Luna's usual smirk appeared.

	"Promise," she said, the word dancing between sincerity and jest. "Though really, you should worry about them. I bite."

	The car rolled to a stop outside Sweet Plums Detective Agency. Luna stepped onto the pavement, the night air raising gooseflesh where it kissed her bare shoulders. Vance's gaze burned through the windshield—part guardian angel, part helpless spectator.

	"Tomorrow," he said. Not goodbye. A vow.

	Luna opened her mouth to reply when a scrape of shoe leather cut her off. The alley exhaled a figure: a wraith in a trench coat, fedora tilted to swallow half his face.

	"Luna Valentine." His voice slithered between them. "Raphael Solis requests your audience."

	Ice trickled down her spine. How? And more chilling—why?

	"Tell Solis to deliver his own threats," she countered, squaring her shoulders. “I don't take summons from errand boys."

	The man's smile unfolded like a switchblade, silver-capped teeth catching the neon glow.[image: Image]

	"No threats, Miss Valentine." He advanced, each step measured. "Simply inevitability."

	Car door slammed. Vance erupted from the vehicle, fury incarnate.

	"BACK OFF!" He charged, fists ready to rewrite the stranger's smirk.

	The stranger's grip vanished as suddenly as it had appeared—a phantom releasing its prey. Luna stumbled back just as Vance reached her, his breath ragged in the neon-lit alley. The trench-coated figure dissolved into the shadows, leaving behind only the scent of expensive cologne and unspoken threats.

	"Are you hurt?" Vance's hands trembled against her shoulders, his thumbs brushing the fabric where the stranger's fingers had been. The streetlight above them flickered, casting jagged shadows across his strained face.

	Luna touched her throat absently. "Just my pride," she lied. Her pulse still hammered against her ribs like a trapped bird. Down the alley, a dumpster rattled—wind or something else, she couldn't tell.

	Vance's jaw worked silently before the words erupted: "We're done reacting." He stepped into her sightline, shoulders blocking the darkness. "If Solis wants war, we'll burn his whole damn playbook."

	The venom in his voice surprised her. This wasn't the cautious Vance who triple-checked case files—this was the man who'd once broken three ribs tackling a suspect through a plate glass window. Luna felt that dangerous energy crackle between them, intoxicating and terrifying.

	She straightened her dress with deliberate slowness, buying time to steady her voice. "Then we'd better move fast." Her fingers brushed the compact .22 strapped to her thigh beneath the silk. "Because that wasn't a messenger back there."

	The unspoken truth hung heavier than the humid air: That was a scout. And scouts always reported back before the real attack began.

	 


Afterword

	Thank you for following Ellie and Luna through this first descent into velvet-cloaked danger. The crossdresser Detective is a story of silk and suspicion, of whispered truths behind red lipstick smiles—and you've now seen the first layer peeled back.

	[image: Image][image: Image]In this chapter of their lives, we watched two women walk the tightrope between femininity and ferocity. Ellie, ever the sceptic, chasing truth with a cigarette in one hand and a fedora tilted just right. Luna, a vision of confidence in high heels, seducing danger just to get a closer look. Together, they've cracked the case open—but what spills out may be more than either can contain.

	And the game is far from over.

	In Part Two, the shadows grow deeper, the masks fall faster, and the trap tightens around them both. Luna's identity will be tested in ways even she didn't anticipate, as her time inside The Black Mirror begins to blur performance with reality. Ellie, torn between her instincts and her feelings, will confront forces that aim not just to silence her—but to reshape the narrative entirely.

	The world they thought they understood is crumbling under glittering lies and velvet threats. The final truth? It may be hidden beneath layers of powder, silk... and fear.

	If Part One was a whisper, Part Two will be a scream behind a painted smile.

	Stay with us. The city hasn't revealed all its secrets yet.

	With mystery and rouge,

	—Sofia Bacon[image: Image]
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