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Introduction
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“With a series of ignored killings, I decided to go undercover and find the criminal in my blonde wig and high-heeled boots.”

Note: This is a graphic novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

When I decided to take on a dangerous disguise, I never expected it to turn my life upside down.

With the death toll rising and the police’s lack of action, I took matters into my own hands. That’s when I met Maria, one of the victim’s sisters, who not only taught me how to look like a woman but also helped me discover facets of myself that I never thought I possessed.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

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

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

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

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

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

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

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

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

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

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

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Dangerous Disguise – A First-time Feminization Undercover Romance.


Free Vip Mailing List
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Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift for You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

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

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

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

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

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1
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I had been working tirelessly for months on my investigation into the La Luz drug cartel. I was a spunky journalist with a nose for the truth, and I wasn't afraid to take risks to get the story.

I was currently in my cluttered office at the headquarters of The Daily Truth, a prestigious news organization known for its hard-hitting investigative journalism.

As I sat at my desk, surrounded by piles of papers, photographs, and notes, I was putting the finishing touches on my research aid.
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I had spent countless hours poring over police reports, interviewing sources, and sifting through data to uncover the inner workings of the cartel.

My boss, Bree Stern, true to her last name, was a stern woman who didn't suffer fools gladly. She had been pressuring me to finish my research aid for weeks, and I knew she would be pleased when I finally turned it in. But first, I wanted to make sure that everything was perfect.

I picked up my pen and began to cross-check the data in my research aid, making sure that every fact was accurate and every source was reliable. I knew that one mistake could undermine the entire investigation, so I was meticulous in my work.

After several more hours of painstaking effort, I finally finished my research aid. I sat back in my chair and let out a deep breath, feeling a sense of satisfaction wash over me. I knew that this investigation had the potential to make a real difference in the fight against the La Luz cartel, and I was proud to have played a role in it.

I stood up and stretched, feeling the kinks in my back and neck loosen up. I glanced around my cluttered office, taking in the stacks of papers and the jumble of notes and photographs.

Later that day, I was just about to pack up my things and head out when Bree walked into my office. She was dressed in a sharp suit with a crisp blouse, her red hair perfectly styled as usual.
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"Ben, great work on that research aid," she said, her voice crisp and businesslike.

"Why don't you come join the team to grab a bite? We're heading over to the diner on the corner."

I nodded, feeling a sense of relief. I had been working so hard on the investigation that I had forgotten to eat. I quickly slipped on my black leather jacket over my blue shirt and jeans then followed her.

The diner was a quaint little place in the heart of San Ysidro, San Diego. Bree and I settled into a booth near the window, with a view of the busy street outside. Her navy suit and white blouse contrasted sharply with the bright red vinyl booth seats, and her silver hoop earrings glinted in the sunlight.

As we chatted and ordered our food, one of my colleagues brought up the news of the latest victim of sexual abuse and murder in our town. It was the ninth such case in the past year, and the police seemed no closer to catching the perpetrator.

Bree's face darkened with anger. She ran her manicured hand through her hair, her silver bracelet jangling on her wrist.

"Why the hell hasn't the police department caught this guy yet?" she demanded, her voice rising. "This is unacceptable. We need to do something about it."

The rest of us nodded in agreement, feeling a sense of frustration and helplessness.

As I walked home from the diner, my mind was racing with thoughts of the investigation. I couldn't shake the image of Bree's angry face, or the feeling of frustration that we all shared. Something had to be done about the spate of sexual abuse and murder cases in our town.

When I got home, I flipped on the TV and sat down on my couch, still wearing my leather jacket. The news was on, and the anchor's voice was somber as she reported on the latest victim. It was the ninth in the past six months, and all of them had worked in a toy factory in San Ysidro.

I felt a chill run down my spine as the details of the case were laid out. The victim was a young woman, barely out of her teens, and her body had been found in a dumpster behind the factory. The police were still investigating, but they had no leads yet.

The families of the victims, the grief and fear, and what they must be feeling kept occupying my mind. I knew that I had to do something to help. They needed justice.

I picked up my phone and began to text my sources, reaching out to anyone who might have information on the case. I knew that it was a long shot, but I couldn't just sit idly by while the killer continued to roam free.

After texting my sources, I decided to take a shower to clear my head. The hot water pounded against my back, washing away the stress of the day. I stood there for what felt like hours, lost in thought.

When I finally emerged from the shower, I checked my phone, hoping for good news. But to my disappointment, my sources had nothing useful to report. I let out a frustrated sigh and tossed my phone onto the bed.

I knew that I wouldn't be able to sleep until I had some answers. So I fired up my laptop and started scouring the internet for any information on the victims. I dug through news articles and police reports, looking for any patterns or clues that might help crack the case.

As I read through the grim details of each victim's story, my heart sank. They were all young women, barely out of their teens, and they had all worked in the same toy factory in San Ysidro. I couldn't imagine the terror and pain that they must have endured in their final moments.

But as I continued my research, I began to notice some strange coincidences. All of the victims had been found in dumpsters, and all of them had been reported missing on a Friday. I wondered if these were just random details, or if they might point to something more sinister.

I stayed up late into the night, poring over the information and trying to make sense of it all. By the time I finally crawled into bed, exhaustion had overtaken me.


Chapter 2
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The next morning, I woke up early, determined to continue my investigation. I sat down at my desk and started compiling a list of the victims, along with any contact information that I could find for their families and friends. It was a painstaking process, but I knew that it was necessary if we were going to crack the case.

As I worked, my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. I couldn't shake the images of the victims from my mind, and I felt a deep sense of anger and frustration at the killer who was still out there, free to prey on more young women.

But I tried to stay focused, pushing aside my emotions and letting logic guide me. I knew that I had to be systematic and thorough if I was going to make any headway in the investigation.

Just as I was making some progress, Bree walked into the room, her sharp gaze fixed on me.

"What are you working on?" she asked, her voice tinged with suspicion.

I hesitated for a moment, not wanting to reveal too much. But I knew that I could trust her, and I needed her help if I was going to make any real progress in the case.

"It's about the San Ysidro murder cases," I said, meeting her gaze head-on.

"I'm trying to gather more information on the victims and their families."

Her eyes widened in surprise, but then she nodded, a steely determination entering her voice.
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"Good. We need to get to the bottom of this. I'll see if I can get us access to the police records, so we can get a better sense of what's going on."

After days of research and digging, we finally had access to the contact details of the victims' families and friends. It was a major breakthrough, and I felt a sense of urgency to reach out to them and gather more information about their loved ones.

Bree and I sat in her office, poring over the list of names and addresses.

"I think it would be best if I take the lead on this," I said, looking up at her.

"I have a way with people, and I think I can get them to open up to me."

She nodded, a small smile tugging at the corner of her lips. "I trust your judgment, Ben. Just be careful, and don't do anything reckless."

I promised her that I would be cautious, and I set to work reaching out to the families and friends of the victims. It was a difficult and emotional process, as I listened to their stories of loss and grief. But I knew that it was important if we were going to solve the case.

Each conversation brought me closer to the truth, as I pieced together the details of the victims' lives and the circumstances surrounding their deaths. It was painstaking work, but I was fueled by a sense of purpose and determination.

As I gathered more information, I shared it with Bree, who was impressed by my progress.

"You're a natural at this," she said, smiling at me.

"You have a real talent for getting people to open up to you."

As I was going through the contact details of the victims, my phone buzzed with a text message from Maria.

"Hey, sorry for getting back to you late. Can we meet up? There's something I need to tell you."

I replied immediately, telling her that I was available and suggesting we meet at a nearby coffee shop.

[image: ]

When I arrived, I saw her sitting at a table by the window, her long brown hair cascading down her shoulders. She was breathtakingly beautiful, with full lips and piercing eyes.

"Hey, Maria," I said, taking a seat across from her.

"What's going on?"

She looked up at me, her eyes red-rimmed with tears.

"It's my sister, Jennifer," she said, her voice trembling.

"We're still reeling from her death. We can't believe that she's really gone and the police really hasn’t done anything."

My heart went out to her, and I reached out to take her hand.

"I'm so sorry, Maria. If there's anything I can do to help..."

She shook her head, wiping away tears with the back of her hand.

"I just need to know that justice will be served. That someone will pay for what they did to Jennifer, and to all the other victims."

I nodded, feeling a sense of renewed purpose.

"We're getting closer to the truth, Maria. I think we're onto something big."

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with hope.

"What do you mean?"

I then explained that there was a pattern of the day they went missing and asked if there was anything significant about Friday.

"Friday," she murmured. She thought hard, her eyes narrowing in concentration. Moments later, she explained to me about the vouchers for grocery items in Degrasso that the toy factory Plastiqueland provided every Friday.

I nodded solemnly, knowing that the road ahead would be long and difficult. But I was determined to see this investigation through to the end, no matter what it took.

"I promise you, Maria, we'll do everything we can to bring the person responsible to justice," I said firmly.

"We won't rest until we find out who did this, and why."

Her eyes shone with gratitude, and she squeezed my hand tightly.

"Thank you, Ben. You have no idea what this means to me and my family."

I smiled reassuringly, feeling a sense of purpose that I hadn't felt in a long time.

"For now, just stay in touch. If you remember anything else that might be helpful, don't hesitate to contact me."

She nodded, wiping away a final tear.

"I will. And thank you, Ben. You're a good man."

As I watched her walk out of the coffee shop, I felt a renewed sense of determination. But I also knew that we couldn't do this alone. We needed to bring in the police, and to work with them to get the resources and support we needed to bring the killer to justice.

With a determined look in my eye, I headed back to my car, ready to start the next phase of the investigation. I knew that it wouldn't be easy, but I also knew that it was necessary.

As I drove back to the office, my mind raced with possibilities. Could the killer be someone from Plastiqueland? Or was it someone else entirely? And how did they manage to abduct their victims without anyone noticing?

These were questions that I didn't yet have the answers to, but I was determined to find out. Because at the end of the day, justice needed to be served. And I was the one to make sure that it was.


Chapter 3
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I took a deep breath and began to tell Bree about the information I had gathered from Maria. As I spoke, I could see the gears turning in her head, as she processed the information and tried to make sense of it all.

We brainstormed for what seemed like hours, tossing around ideas and theories until we were both exhausted. But even as we talked, I couldn't shake the feeling that something wasn't adding up.

Finally, I suggested that we hire a female detective to go undercover at the Degrasso supermarket, to see if there was anything suspicious going on.

But Bree shook her head, her expression grave.

"If it's already been six months and the police don't have any leads, they're probably trying to turn it into a cold case," she said.

"We need to do this investigation ourselves."

I looked at her in confusion, unsure of what she meant.

"But we're not detectives," I protested.

"We don't have the skills or the training to do something like this."

She shrugged. "We'll figure it out," she said simply.

"We have to. For the sake of the victims, and their families."

We looked at each other with the weight of the situation settling heavy on our shoulders.

Her expression darkened from the lack of options.

"I would do it myself, but..." she trailed off, biting her lip.

"But I'm two months pregnant," she said softly, almost whispering the words.

"I haven't told anyone yet, not even my husband."

My eyes widened in surprise and then I immediately congratulated her. But I also told her that she shouldn't do this kind of work, it's too dangerous for her and the baby.

We brainstormed some more, trying to come up with a plan. We checked the resumes of our female employees, hoping to find someone with a background in self-defense or law enforcement, but unfortunately, none of them fit the bill.

Then, her eyes suddenly lit up with an idea.

"Wait a minute," she said. "You used to be a taekwondo black belt, right?"

I nodded, unsure of where she was going with this.

"Yeah, I used to compete in tournaments and everything."

She grinned. "And you used to participate in shooting sports too, didn't you?"

I nodded again, feeling a little embarrassed at her sudden interest in my hobbies.

"Yeah, I did that for a while too. But what does that have to do with anything?"

Her expression turned serious again.

"It means that you have the skills we need to do this investigation," she said.

"We just have to figure out how to make it work."

I hesitated, unsure of how I could help.

"But I'm a guy," I pointed out. "The victims were all women."

She shrugged. "We'll figure it out," she said.

"Maybe we can get you to go undercover as a female employee of the Plastiqueland factory. It's a long shot, but it might be our only option."

As she spoke, I could feel my heart racing with excitement and fear. The idea of going undercover was both thrilling and terrifying, and I wasn't sure if I was ready for the challenge ahead of me.

I was flabbergasted by Bree's idea. Me, an investigative journalist, posing as a woman, trying to get a job at a toy factory that might be involved in the murder of 9 women in 6 months? It sounded like a plot from a B-movie. But I couldn't just brush off Bree's suggestion. She was my boss, and she knew what she was talking about.

Still, the thought of going undercover as a woman was daunting. I've always been a man's man, someone who excels in sports and is a taekwondo black belter. How could I possibly pass off as a woman? And even if I did, would I be able to pull off the job without being discovered?

As I got home, I realized that my thoughts were preoccupied with Maria. Even as she cried, she was beautiful. I found myself wanting to spend more time with her. Without hesitation, I picked up the phone and dialed her number.

"Hi, Maria. It's Ben. I was wondering if you would like to join me for dinner tonight at Dino’s restaurant?"

There was a slight pause, and then she replied, "Yes, that sounds lovely."

I felt a wave of excitement wash over me as I hung up the phone. I quickly showered and dressed up, feeling confident and handsome. I put on a crisp white shirt, black pants, and polished shoes. I ran my fingers through my hair and took a deep breath before heading out.

As I drove to the restaurant, I couldn't help but feel nervous. I wanted everything to go smoothly and hoped that she would enjoy herself.

The restaurant was a small, family-owned business that I had frequented before. The smell of spices and sizzling meat greeted me as I walked in, and I felt my stomach grumble with hunger.
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I spotted Maria at a table near the back of the restaurant. She was wearing a simple, yet elegant, red dress that hugged her curves perfectly. Her hair was styled in loose waves, and her makeup was minimal but accentuated her natural beauty. I couldn't help but feel captivated by her.

"Hi, Ben," she greeted me with a warm smile.

"Hi, Maria. You look beautiful," I said, feeling my cheeks turn slightly red.

We ordered our food and engaged in light conversation. I learned more about her life and her family. I found myself drawn to her kindness, intelligence, and grace. As the night went on, I realized that I didn't want it to end.

Later that night by her car, I looked into her eyes, feeling my heart race as I realized just how beautiful she was. "Maria," I said softly, "I know it's not the best time, but would you like to join me for a drink at my place?"

She hesitated for a moment, biting her lip, but then nodded her head. "Yes, I would like that," she said, smiling shyly at me.

I helped her into the passenger seat of my car and drove us back to my place. As soon as we arrived, we sat down on the couch and poured ourselves a drink.

We talked for hours, sharing stories and getting to know each other better. The chemistry between us was electric, and I found myself drawn to her in ways I had never experienced before.

Suddenly, I found myself leaning in, drawn to her lips like a moth to a flame. She met me halfway, and we kissed passionately, lost in the moment.
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When we finally pulled apart, she looked at me with a smile.

"I didn't expect this when I agreed to come over," she said, laughing softly.

I grinned back at her.

"Neither did I," I replied, feeling a warmth spread through my chest.

As we sat down in my apartment, I couldn't help but share Bree's suggestion with her.

"Can you believe my boss suggested I dress up as a woman to go undercover in the toy factory? It's ridiculous, right?"

She looked pensive for a moment, then said, "Actually, it's not that crazy of an idea."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"What do you mean?"

She looked at me, took a deep breath, and said, "I'm a transgender woman, Ben."

I was shocked, thinking that kissing her was gay. But then I realized that it didn't matter. The moment our lips met, I did not feel any different. And I still craved more of her taste after her revelation. What mattered was that I was attracted to her, regardless of her gender identity.

After a few moments of silence, she apologized for not telling me sooner, explaining that she didn't expect the kiss to happen. But I reassured her by kissing her more, letting her know that I was okay with it.

We continued to talk, and she revealed that she had some experience with disguises from her past job as a cabaret dancer. She suggested that she could help me transform into a convincing woman, but I wasn’t in the mood to dress up. All I wanted at that moment was to undress her in my bedroom.

I lead her to the bedroom, her hand clasped tightly in mine. The passion between us was so intense, it was like we were the only two people in the world.

As we kissed deeply, I began to slowly undress her, taking my time to savor every moment of our embrace.

"Ben," she moaned softly, "I've been wanting this for so long."

I couldn't help but feel a surge of desire in my chest.

"Me too," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her breasts were huge, with perky brown areolas. Like a hungry tiger, I pulled the garter of her panties.

“No!” she retorted.

She kept her panties, explaining that she hasn't undergone gender reassignment surgery yet. I was already in the heat of the moment and didn’t care anymore, without thinking things through, I pulled them down to reveal her pulsating and wet penis.

At first, I was a little taken aback, but her touch was so electric that any doubts I had quickly faded away. We continued to kiss as I explored her body, touching her breasts and caressing her skin.

Suddenly, she knelt down in front of me, her eyes locked with mine as she slowly undid my pants.

"I want to please you," she murmured softly.
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I moaned as she took me into her mouth, the sensation was so intense it was almost overwhelming. As she moved her head up and down, I felt my body quiver with pleasure.

“Mmm, you’re so big, Ben. I’ve never had something like this before.”

Proudly, I winked at her and continued moaning in ecstasy.

I moved up to her breasts once more and motorboated them.

"Ahhh!" she moaned in pleasure. I felt fulfilled hearing the sound of her lust, so I decided to do the unthinkable. Without thinking things through, I circled her cock with my fingers.

Never did I imagine I'd touch somebody else's penis in my life. But even if Maria had a huge member, being with her didn't make me feel gay. I felt like a guy who was with a girl that happened to have a cock.

"Ahh!" she moaned as I wrapped my hand around her dick. I was amazed at how warm it was. I ran my hand up and down her member a few times. I didn't know what I was doing, but I did it anyways.

I knew she was enjoying it, but I felt a little ashamed as well. I felt like I was doing something wrong, but I also felt really good, so I continued.

I got braver and braver. I took one hand off her cock and cupped her pent-up balls, which were really quite heavy. They were warm, and full.

"You're so good at this."

I guess I was. She was moaning so much, it was hard to believe I was actually doing something right.

The feeling I got from giving her pleasure was indescribable. She was so gorgeous and sexy, the way she moaned and squirmed around. The way her face looked as if she was in total bliss.

She squeezed her breasts and my mouth. I sucked on her one nipple, while she jerked herself off with my other hand. It was strange to have my mouth on one nipple while my hand moved up and down her shaft.

"It's been a while," she said, looking down at her dick.

"I haven't let a man pleasure me with my cock in a long time."

Her voice was thick with lust. Feeling the need to hear her recitations of gratitude, I slid my tongue on her balls. I was still new to this. Soon after, I tried my best not to gag.
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“Mmm!”

Her hips rocked back and forth and I was really hoping I wouldn't accidentally bite her penis. Her hands were on top of my head, holding me firmly in place. Her legs were spread wide open, pushing my head in even deeper.

"Oh fuck, that feels so good," she moaned.

I heard her phone vibrate; the alarm ringing. I pulled my head back then slowly pulled out. She was still panting, trying to catch her breath.

"You’re amazing, Ben. I can't believe you've never done this before."

"It’s no big deal," I said, trying to make light of it.

"It is a huge deal to me," she said, so sweetly.

There was an added effect to hearing my name on her lips. My cock grew even harder if that was even possible. I loved the sound of her moaning my name. I loved the way she said it, her voice high and desperate. I loved how much she was enjoying herself.

I continued sucking her cock and watched as her breasts bounced with delight. She thrusted harder and harder.

"Ben! I'm gonna!"

"Oh, God!"
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“Mmm, mmm!” I groaned.

She exploded in my mouth, her sweet lady gravy trailing my throat. Shivering from delight, she did one last push and expressed the last drop in me.

Her taste was bittersweet, like expensive honey from a Cedar tree. She then started kissing me and leaned in for a whisper.

"It's my turn to give you joy."

She knelt and started sucking me, and I was sure that she did a better job than I did. All I could do was put my hands behind my back and I had no control over how tense every muscle of my body was getting.

Slowly, she bent over by the edge of the bed, giving me a view of her tight hole and brown balls.

"Make love to me," she said playfully, before spitting on her hand and fingering her asshole.

I couldn't resist the temptation and quickly got on my knees behind her. I could feel the heat emanating from her body and the scent of her arousal was thick in the air. I reached out and grabbed her hips, pulling her closer to me.

With a deep groan, I entered her tight hole, feeling her muscles tighten around me. It was the tightest confinement my dick has ever been in. I felt like I just hit the orgasm lottery.

“Oomph!” she moaned and pushed back against me, urging me to go deeper.

I started to move in and out of her slowly at first, savoring the feeling of her tightness around me. But soon, I found myself consumed with desire and began to move faster, harder.

“Ah! Ben, fuck, ah!”

She moaned loudly with every thrust, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at the sounds of pleasure escaping her lips. I reached around and started to play with her cock, adding an extra level of stimulation.

“I’m gonna! Maria, I’m gonna—"
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Her body quivered and shook as she reached the peak of her pleasure once more, and I continued to thrust into her until I felt myself climax as well, spilling my seed deep inside her. We both collapsed onto the ground, panting and sweating, completely spent.

As we lay on the carpet, our bodies still entwined, I couldn't help but feel a sense of guilt wash over me. I knew we shouldn't be doing this.

“That was amazing, Ben.”

“You’re the best,” I whispered before kissing her passionately.


Chapter 4
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As I walked into the office, I couldn't help but smile to myself, thinking about the incredible night I spent with Maria. The memories of her touch, her scent, her kisses, all still fresh in my mind. It was a night to remember, one that made me feel more alive than ever before.

As I sat down at my desk, Bree approached me, asking if I had thought more about her suggestion.

“Check this out,” she said, showing me a photo of my super-imposed face on a woman’s body in her phone. I couldn't help but chuckle, but then, I took a closer look and couldn't believe how convincing it looked.

"I don't make a bad girl, do I?" I said, feeling a sense of amusement.

She nodded her head in agreement, then asked once again if I had made up my mind. I took a deep breath, knowing that this was a decision that could change my life forever.

"I'm still not sure," I admitted.

"I want to try, but I need to feel confident that I can pass as a woman. If I don't, I'll have to find other options."

She nodded her head, understanding my concerns. She offered some encouraging words, telling me that I had nothing to lose and that I should give it a shot.

As the day went on, I couldn't help but feel more and more excited about the possibility of transforming into a woman, not because I had a thing for cross-dressing, but because it was a good way to get the victims justice and hopefully, help Maria move on.

But I also knew that this was a big step and that there were risks involved. What if I couldn't pass as a woman? What would people think of me? These were all questions that were racing through my mind.

As soon as Bree left my office, I picked up my phone and dialed Maria's number, my heart beating with anticipation as I waited for her to answer.

When she picked up, her sweet voice immediately soothed me, and I couldn't help but feel a wave of relief wash over me.

"Hey, Maria," I said, my voice filled with excitement.

"I miss you."

"I miss you too, Ben," she replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

"I was wondering, could you help me out with something?" I asked hesitantly, my nerves suddenly getting the best of me.

"Of course, Ben," she said, sounding genuinely curious.

"What do you need help with?"

"I was thinking...I want to try dressing up as a woman for the investigation," I said, my voice trailing off uncertainly.

There was a moment of silence on the other end of the line, and I worried that I had said the wrong thing. But then her voice came back, filled with excitement and eagerness.

"I would love to help you, Ben!" she exclaimed.

"I work at a beauty salon, and I could help you with your makeup and everything."

My heart swelled with gratitude, and I couldn't help but feel like the luckiest guy in the world to have someone like her in my life.

"That sounds amazing," I said, my voice filled with excitement.

"When can we meet?"

"How about tomorrow afternoon?" she suggested.

"I'll meet you at the salon at 2 PM."

"Sounds perfect," I said, feeling a grin spread across my face.

"I can't wait."

We said our goodbyes, and I hung up the phone, feeling a sense of nervous anticipation bubbling up inside of me. But at the same time, I couldn't help but feel grateful for the opportunity to solve this case with her help.

The next day, I arrived at the salon right on time, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement as I walked through the door. She was waiting for me inside, her face lighting up as soon as she saw me.

"Hey, Ben!" she said, giving me a hug.

"I'm so glad you made it."

I returned the hug, feeling a sense of warmth and comfort in her embrace.

She turned to me with a look of gratitude.

"Thank you so much, Ben. I can't believe you're doing this for me."

I smiled and took her hand in mine.

"Of course, Maria. Your sister deserves justice, and I'm going to do everything in my power to make sure she gets it."

She leaned in and hugged me once more.

"I don't know what I would do without you," she said.

I pulled away from the embrace, holding her at arm's length.

"You don't have to worry about that. I'll always be here for you."

She smiled up at me, her eyes shining with appreciation.

"I know you will," she said.

We stood there for a moment, just looking at each other, before I cleared my throat.

"So, how do we do this?"

She chuckled. "Right, let’s start with your face."
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As she expertly applied makeup to my face, she started explaining the differences between the facial features of men and women.

"Women generally have rounder faces, with round foreheads and full cheeks. Men, on the other hand, have a more angular face with a square jawline and high cheekbones." she said, while continuing to work on my face.

I listened intently to her every word, absorbing everything like a sponge. It was fascinating to learn about the differences, and it gave me a newfound appreciation for the art of makeup. As she worked, I felt my face transforming, my features softening and becoming more feminine.

"It's amazing how makeup can change the way you look," I said, marveling at the transformation.

She smiled, "Yes, it is. But it's not just about putting on makeup, it's also about knowing which features to accentuate and which to play down."

I nodded in agreement as she continued to work her magic. It was incredible to see how she was able to use makeup to highlight my cheekbones and make my eyes appear larger and more alluring.

As she worked on my lips, I couldn't help but feel a little self-conscious. I had never worn makeup before, and it was a strange feeling to see myself with bright red lipstick. But as she looked at me with approval, I began to feel more confident.

"Wow, you look stunning," she said, admiring her handiwork.

"You're a natural."

Her words made me feel elated, like I had discovered a hidden talent. I felt like a new person, someone who was confident and beautiful.

As we continued to work on my makeup, she explained how she was using different colors and shades to create the illusion of a softer, more feminine face. She showed me how to apply eyeliner and mascara, how to blend eyeshadow, and how to use blush to create a natural-looking flush.

I was amazed at how much there was to learn, but she was an excellent teacher, patient and thorough. She took the time to show me each step, explaining the purpose and technique behind everything.

As we finished up, she handed me a mirror, and I looked at myself in awe. I couldn't believe how different I looked, how beautiful I felt. It was like I had been reborn as a new person.

"Thank you, Maria," I said, genuinely grateful for all her help.

"I don't think I would be as comfortable as I am if you didn’t do this with me."

She smiled, "Of course, Ben. I'm happy to help. You look amazing, and I'm sure you're going to knock them dead."

As she finished putting on the makeup, she excitedly moved on to the wig, showing me different styles and giving them playful names.

"How about 'The Bombshell' or 'The Seductress'?" she suggested with a mischievous grin. I couldn't help but chuckle at her enthusiasm.

I looked at myself in the mirror, my face looking completely different from my usual self. It was like seeing a stranger, a woman looking back at me.

I felt a mix of excitement and nervousness at the same time. Maria noticed my hesitation and reassured me with a gentle hand on my shoulder.

"Don't worry, Ben. You're going to look absolutely stunning," she said with a reassuring smile.

I nodded, feeling a sense of trust in her skills. She carefully picked out a few wigs that she thought would suit me, each with their own distinct style and color.

She placed them one by one on my head, making adjustments and asking for my opinion. We shared a laugh as I tried on a short pink bob, which she called The Pixie Dreamgirl.

Finally, we settled on a long, flowing blonde wig, with soft curls framing my face. She named it The Golden Goddess, and I couldn't help but smile at the playful name.

As she helped me adjust it and make it look perfect, I felt a sudden burst of confidence.

I stood up and walked around the room, feeling the hair sway gently with my movements. It was like a switch had been flipped, and suddenly I felt like a completely different person.

She beamed with pride as she watched me twirl and pose, telling me how gorgeous I looked. I couldn't help but blush at her compliments.

The whole experience was surreal, like stepping into a new identity. I never thought I would have the courage to do something like this, but with her guidance and support, I felt like I could conquer the world.

She continued to give me tips and advice on how to carry myself as a woman, from the way I walked to the way I spoke.

We shared more laughter as we joked around and tried on different accessories, from clip-on earrings to necklaces. I was amazed at how a few simple pieces could completely transform an outfit. She had a keen eye for fashion, and it showed in the way she effortlessly put together different looks for me.

As we finished up and I looked at myself in the mirror one last time. She had not only transformed my appearance, but also my mindset. I felt a newfound appreciation for the effort and artistry that goes into getting ready as a woman.

“Wait! We’re not done yet.”

She then emerged from the backroom with a pile of shapewear and lingerie, her eyes sparkled with excitement.

"Okay, let's get to work on your curves," she said, grinning mischievously.

I felt a flush of nervousness and excitement as I took the shapewear from her.

"I don't know if I'm ready for this," I admitted, fumbling with the lacy fabric.

"Nonsense, you're going to be fabulous," she said firmly, taking a waist binder from the pile.

"We just need to give you a little help in the right places."

I took a deep breath as she began to expertly wrap the binder around my waist, pulling it tight to create the illusion of a curvy figure.

"Wow, this is...tight," I managed to say, feeling a little lightheaded.

"It's supposed to be, darling," she said, patting my back reassuringly.

"You want to create those feminine curves, don't you?"

I nodded, feeling a thrill of excitement as she handed me a pair of padded panties.

"These will help give you a little extra lift in the right places," she said, winking at me.

I slipped them on, feeling a little self-conscious in the lacy lingerie.

"Do I really look like a woman?" I asked nervously.

She beamed at me.

"Absolutely, darling," she said, adjusting the straps of a lacy bra.

"Just wait until you see yourself in the mirror."

I tentatively stepped in front of the full-length mirror, feeling a wave of nervousness wash over me. But as I caught sight of myself in the mirror, I couldn't help but gasp in amazement.
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"Wow," I breathed, turning to face her. "I actually look like a woman."

"Of course you do," she said, beaming at me.

"You're absolutely gorgeous, darling."

We spent the next hour experimenting with different types of lingerie and shapewear, trying to create the most feminine figure possible. She was a pro at this, carefully selecting pieces that would flatter my body and enhance my curves.

As I twirled around in front of the mirror, admiring the way the silky fabric hugged my curves, she clapped her hands in excitement.

"I knew you had it in you."

I couldn't help but feel a rush of pride as she helped me slip into a slinky black dress, my newly-created curves on full display. "I can't believe how amazing this feels," I said, grinning from ear to ear.

"It's all about the confidence, darling," she said, placing a hand on my shoulder.

"If you believe in yourself, you can do anything."

I nodded, feeling more confident than I ever had before. With Maria's help, I felt like I could catch the killer, one fabulous outfit at a time.


Chapter 5
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A day later, As I walked through the bustling mall with Maria by my side, I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nerves. I had never bought women's clothing before, let alone in a public place like this.

But her infectious energy and encouragement kept me going, reminding me that we were doing this for a greater cause.

We made our way to the first clothing store, where she immediately started pulling dresses and skirts off the racks, examining each one with a critical eye.

I watched in awe as she expertly navigated the store, picking out pieces that would flatter my new figure.

"Ooh, this one would look amazing on you," she exclaimed, holding up a flowy sundress in a vibrant shade of blue.

I took the dress from her, feeling the soft fabric against my fingertips.

"I don't know if I'm ready for something this bold," I admitted, feeling self-conscious.

She gave me a reassuring smile. "Trust me, Ben, you're going to rock this look. And besides, it's all about having fun and feeling confident in your own skin."

With her encouragement ringing in my ears, I stepped into the dressing room to try on the dress. It took some maneuvering to get into it, but once I did, I couldn't help but feel a sense of exhilaration.

The dress hugged my curves in all the right places, making me feel feminine and beautiful.

As we made our way through the mall, she continued to pick out different pieces for me to try on, from fitted blouses to flouncy skirts. Each new outfit brought with it a rush of excitement, as I reveled in the feeling of expressing a new side of myself.

We eventually made our way to the makeup section, where her expert eye came in handy once again. She helped me pick out the perfect shade of foundation, and then walked me through the steps of applying it properly.

As she worked her magic with blush and eyeshadow, I couldn't help but feel amazed at the transformation taking place before my eyes.

"Wow," I whispered, admiring my reflection in the mirror.

"I look like a completely different person. You did it again."

She beamed at me. "You look stunning, Ben. And the best part is, this is all just the beginning."

We continued our shopping spree, picking out lacy lingerie and sleek waist binders to help give me a more feminine shape. I marveled at the way each new piece of clothing helped me tap into a new side of myself, one that I had never explored before.

I returned home from the mall, carrying multiple shopping bags filled with women's clothing, makeup, and lingerie. My heart was racing with excitement as I couldn't wait to try on everything I bought. I quickly rushed to my room, closed the door behind me, and began to sort through the bags.

I started with the clothes, pulling out a beautiful floral sundress that caught my eye in the store. It was a light and airy material, perfect for a warm summer day.

I slipped it on, twirling around in front of my mirror, admiring how it flowed with my movements.

Next, I moved on to the makeup, laying out all the products on my vanity. I had never applied makeup before, but Maria had given me some tips and tricks, and I was eager to give it a try.

I started with the basics, foundation, concealer, and powder, and then moved on to the more intricate parts, like the eyeshadow and lipstick. It was a bit of a challenge at first, but I quickly got the hang of it.
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After finishing my makeup, I moved on to the lingerie. Maria had shown me different types of bras and panties to help create a more feminine shape, and I was excited to try them on.

I started with a black lace bra, feeling a bit self-conscious at first, but quickly getting over it as I realized how comfortable and supportive it was. I then slipped on some matching panties, feeling a rush of excitement as I looked at myself in the mirror.

As I tried on different outfits and experimented with my makeup, I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of confidence and empowerment.

For the first time in my life, I felt comfortable and at ease in my own skin. It was a feeling I had never experienced before, and it was intoxicating.

I spent hours trying on different clothes, mixing and matching outfits, and experimenting with my makeup. It was like a whole new world had opened up to me, and I was eager to explore every corner of it.

As the night wore on, I eventually grew tired and decided to call it a night. I carefully took off all the clothes and lingerie, washed off my makeup, and put everything away in my closet.

The day after, I walked into the office with a sense of pride, my head held high. I knew that today, I was going to reveal to my friend and colleague Bree my recent progress in my transformation.

I couldn't wait to share the excitement I felt over my newfound femininity with her. She greeted me with a warm smile and a nod, and I could already see the curiosity in her eyes.

As soon as we sat down, I couldn't wait any longer, and the words just spilled out of my mouth, "Bree, I've been training to dress up as a woman."

The excitement in my voice was unmistakable, and her eyes widened with excitement.

"Really?!" she exclaimed, leaning forward in her chair. "Tell me everything."
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I couldn't help but laugh at her enthusiasm, and I pulled out my phone, scrolling through the pictures of my transformation the night before.

She was speechless as she looked through the photos, her eyes widening at the sight of me in full makeup, hair styled, and dressed in feminine attire.

"You look amazing!" she exclaimed.

"I can't believe how different you look."

Her words filled me with a sense of pride and accomplishment. I had never felt so confident and comfortable in my own skin before, and seeing the reaction on her face only made me feel even more validated.

We spent the rest of the morning going through my pictures and discussing the different aspects of dressing up as a woman, from the clothes to the makeup and everything in between.

She was incredibly knowledgeable, and her insights and tips were invaluable to me.

The following weeks were a blur of shopping trips, makeup tutorials, and practice runs in front of the mirror. I spent hours perfecting my makeup skills, experimenting with different hairstyles, and trying on countless outfits to find the perfect look.

Each time I stepped out of the house dressed as a woman, I felt a sense of excitement and anticipation that I had never experienced before.

I was finally comfortable with myself, and it showed in the way I carried myself and interacted with the world around me.

One chilly night, I decided to test how passable I was. My cover highly depended on how convincing I looked. As I walked into the bar, I felt a mix of excitement and nervousness.

The music was loud, and the lights were dim. I could hear men whistling and making catcalls as I walked past them in my high heels.

"Hey there, gorgeous, what's your name?" One man asked, grinning at me.

I took a deep breath, trying to sound confident as I replied, "Bonnie. My name is Bonnie."

"Bonnie, huh? Nice to meet you, I'm Jack. Can I buy you a drink?"

I smiled, feeling a rush of adrenaline as I replied, "Sure, Jack. I'll have a martini."

As Jack went to the bar to get my drink, I looked around the bar, trying to blend in as much as possible. It was a mix of excitement and fear, but I was determined to prove to myself that I could pull this off.
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"Hey, you look like you could use a friend," another man said, coming up to me.

I took another deep breath, trying to stay calm as I replied, "Thanks, but I'm just here to have a drink and enjoy the music."

The man nodded, taking the hint, and walked away. I felt a surge of relief and took a sip of my drink as Jack came back with his beer.

"Cheers, Bonnie," he said, clinking his glass against mine.

I smiled, feeling weirded out by the company of a man. We chatted for a while, and I felt myself relaxing more and more as the night went on.

It was surprising how much being treated as a woman could affect my confidence.

As the night went on, more men came up to me, asking me to dance or buy me drinks. I felt like I was living a twisted dream, and I was happy that I was able to pull it off.

"Hey, Bonnie, I think you're really cute," one man said, leaning in closer to me.

I smiled, feeling a blush creeping up on my cheeks as I replied, "Thank you, that's very sweet of you."

"Do you want to dance?" he asked, holding out his hand.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling unsure if I was ready to take it to that level, but then I reminded myself that this was all about pushing my boundaries and catching the killer.

"I would love to," I said, taking his hand and following him to the dance floor.

As we danced, I felt myself losing myself in the music and the moment. I forgot about all my worries and doubts and just enjoyed being in the moment.

"You're a great dancer," he said, smiling at me.

"Thanks, I'm having a lot of fun," I replied, feeling myself blush again.

The night went on, and I talked and danced with more men. I even got asked for my phone number a few times, which was both flattering and a little overwhelming.

As the night came to an end, I felt a mix of emotions. I was sad that it was over, but also proud of myself for stepping out of my comfort zone and experiencing something new.

Walking out of the bar, I felt like a different person than when I walked in. I had a new confidence and self-assurance that I never knew existed before.

The next day was the day. I woke up early, heart pounding with nervousness, knowing that today was the day I would come to work dressed as a woman.

It was a day I had been both anticipating and dreading for weeks. As I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I couldn't help but feel both excited and scared at the same time.

I took a deep breath and began to prepare. I carefully applied my makeup, trying to make sure I looked as feminine as possible. I straightened my wig, making sure it sat just right on my head.

I then stepped into my new clothes, a floral dress that flowed just right and a pair of heels that gave me just the right amount of height.

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I couldn't believe the transformation. I was temporarily no longer Ben, but Bonnie, a woman.

The anticipation was both thrilling and nerve-wracking. I took a few selfies to capture the moment, before making my way to work.

As I walked into the office, I could feel all eyes on me. My heart was pounding in my chest, but I kept my head held high and walked with confidence. I could hear the whispers and the murmurs as I walked past, but I tried to ignore them and keep my focus.

When I finally reached my desk, Bree was already there, typing away on her computer. As she looked up and saw me, her eyes widened in surprise.

"Ben?" she exclaimed, a grin spreading across her face.

"You look amazing!"

I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief wash over me at her words.

"Thank you," I said, my voice a little higher and more feminine than usual. "I've been practicing."

Bree walked around me, inspecting my outfit and makeup.

"You did a great job," she said, nodding in approval.

"I never would have guessed it was you."

I smiled, feeling a sense of pride and accomplishment wash over me. It was scary, but it was also exhilarating to be able to present myself as the person I always knew I was inside.

As the day went on, I noticed that my coworkers were starting to get used to seeing me dressed as a woman. They began to treat me just like any other woman in the office, chatting with me, complimenting my outfit, and even offering to grab lunch with me.

It was a surreal feeling, but I was grateful for the support and encouragement of my coworkers. I knew that it wasn't easy for them to adjust to the change, but they were doing their best to make me feel comfortable and welcome.

As the day came to an end, I realized that I had done it. I had faced my fears and come to work dressed as a woman. It was a small step, but it was an important one.

And as I walked out of the office, still wearing my dress and heels, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and joy at finally being able to be my true self.

Three days later, as I walked into my office, I noticed a tall, broad-shouldered man standing next to Bree's desk. She looked up and saw me, a big grin spreading across her face.

"Bonnie, this is Chad Brandt," she said, gesturing to the man.
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"He's a private investigator I hired to help us with the case."

I looked up at him and was struck by his almost-perfect looks. He had short, curly dark hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to stare straight through me.

He was wearing a linen shirt and tie, and despite his muscular build, he looked a little introverted and geeky based on how thick the frame of his reading glasses were.

"Nice to meet you, Bonnie," he said, extending his hand.

I shook his hand and felt a strange jolt of electricity shoot up my arm.

"Likewise," I said, my voice trembling slightly.

He looked me up and down, his eyes widening in surprise. "Wow, I can't believe it," he said.

"You look amazing. I would never have guessed that you’re a dude."

I blushed and looked down at my feet, feeling both embarrassed and flattered.

"Me neither," I jested.

Bree chuckled.

"Yeah, Bonnie's been practicing a lot. She's got quite the talent for it."

He smiled. "Well, it certainly shows. I'm impressed. Now, let's get to work."


Chapter 6
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As Chad and I sat across from each other in the dimly lit coffee shop, we started to discuss our plan. I told him about the Degrasso grocery vouchers and how they were given out on Fridays, which coincided with the day the victims went missing.

He listened intently, nodding along as I spoke.

"That's a good lead," he said, rubbing his chin thoughtfully.

"But we should also consider Plastiqueland."

"Plastiqueland?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.

"Yeah," he said, pulling out his phone and scrolling through some notes.

"It's possible that the killer is one of the workers or has some connection to the factory."

I mulled over his suggestion, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement. This was all so new to me, but I was determined to find justice for Maria and the other victims.

"Okay," I said, taking a deep breath.

"Let's do it. What's your plan?"

He leaned forward, his eyes bright with energy.

His idea left me speechless. Work inside the factory where the victims worked? It's a risk, but I'm willing to take it if it means catching the killer.

I could feel my heart racing as he explained his plan to me, and despite my initial hesitation, the more he talked about it, the more it made sense.

"I have a friend who can make you fake papers," he said.

"We can have them ready by morning. With your transformation skills, I'm sure you can pass as a woman."

I nodded slowly, taking in his words. It sounded risky, but I knew that if we were to catch the killer, we had to do something drastic.

"Okay," I said finally. "Let's do it."

He grinned, clearly excited by our plan.

"Great. We'll meet tomorrow morning, and I'll have the papers ready for you."

The rest of the day went by in a blur as I tried to prepare myself mentally for what was to come. That night, I couldn't sleep, my mind racing with thoughts of the factory and the potential danger I could face. But I was determined to see this through.

The next morning, I met up with him at a coffee shop near the factory. He handed me the fake papers, which looked surprisingly authentic.

"Good luck," he said, patting me on the back. "I'll be in touch."

I took a deep breath as I walked towards the factory entrance, my heart pounding in my chest. I was dressed in my best feminine work attire, and had put on some makeup to accentuate my features. I was nervous and scared, but I had to do this to catch my Maria’s sister’s killer.
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As I entered the factory, I approached the receptionist and asked to speak with the HR for a job opening. She looked me up and down and then picked up the phone.

"We have a candidate for the assembly line," she said into the receiver.

A few moments later, a man in his late thirties appeared, looking me up and down with a flirtatious smile.

"So, you want to work here, pretty lady?" he asked, his eyes lingering on my chest.

I forced a smile and nodded, my heart racing with anxiety.

"Yes, sir. I'm looking for a job."

"Well, we need someone to start immediately, due to the recent killings," he said, his eyes darting around the room.

"Can you start today?" I nodded eagerly.

"Yes, I can start right away."

"Good," he said with a smile.

"I'll have someone show you to the assembly line. Your job is to put together toy parts, and make sure they're assembled correctly. Can you handle that, sweetheart?"

I nodded again, trying my best to hide my nerves.

"Yes, I think I can handle it."

As he turned away to talk to someone else, I let out a sigh of relief. I had made it in. But the real test would be blending in and not raising any suspicion.

I was led to the assembly line, where I was introduced to the other workers. They all gave me curious looks, and I could feel their eyes on me as I took my place. I tried my best to appear confident, but my heart was pounding in my chest.

As I began to work, I realized how tedious and repetitive the job was. I put together toy parts, over and over again, trying to keep my mind from wandering. But it was hard to stay focused, knowing the reason why I was here.

[image: ]

I glanced around the factory, trying to spot any potential suspects. There were a few men who gave me uneasy feelings, but it was hard to tell if they were just typical factory workers or something more sinister.

As the day went on, I began to feel more comfortable in my role. The other workers started to ignore me, and I fell into the rhythm of the assembly line. But I couldn't help but wonder if I was making any progress in the investigation.

After what felt like hours, my shift finally ended. I walked out of the factory, feeling relieved to be out of there.

I met up with Chad outside, who gave me a nod of approval.

"You did good today," he said, his eyes scanning the factory.

"Did you spot anything suspicious?"

I shook my head, feeling a sense of disappointment. "No, nothing yet. It all just seemed like normal factory work."

He put a reassuring hand on my shoulder.

"Don't worry, we'll keep looking. We just have to keep at it and be patient."

I nodded, feeling grateful for his support. We walked back to the car in silence, both lost in our own thoughts. But I couldn't help but wonder what the next day at the factory would bring, and if I would finally catch a break in the case.

The next day, I arrived at the factory, anxious and nervous about the male worker who had looked at me in such a lascivious way. I tried my best to keep my cool as I made my way to the assembly line, but my heart was racing with each passing moment.

As I walked, I noticed several other male workers staring at me, making me feel even more uncomfortable.

I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself. I reminded myself that I was here to gather information and help solve a case, not to be intimidated by these men.

I began chatting with some of the other workers, trying to make friends and gain their trust. It wasn't long before I found myself in conversation with a group of women who worked at the factory.

"So, how do you like it here so far?" one of them asked me.

"It's been okay," I replied nervously.

"It's definitely different than what I'm used to."

"Yeah, it can be a bit overwhelming at first," another woman chimed in.

"But once you get the hang of things, it's not so bad."

As we talked, I couldn't help but feel a sense of camaraderie with these women. They were all so friendly and welcoming, and I began to feel more at ease in my surroundings.

But despite my attempts to blend in, I couldn't shake the feeling that some of the male workers were watching me closely. It made me wonder if any of them could be the killer.

I tried to observe their behavior and body language, looking for any signs of guilt or suspicion.

During my break, I decided to wander around the factory, hoping to find some clues or evidence that could lead me closer to the killer.

As I walked, I noticed a group of male workers huddled together, whispering and laughing. I couldn't help but feel that they were talking about me, and it made me feel even more uneasy.

But I refused to let my fear and paranoia get the best of me. I knew I had to stay focused and continue with my investigation. As the days went by, I kept a close eye on the male workers, trying to gather any information that could be useful to the case.

One day, I overheard two male workers talking about a party that was happening at a worker’s house that weekend. They were being secretive and didn't want anyone else to know about it. I couldn't help but wonder if this party could have something to do with the case.

I decided to take a chance and try to gather more information about the party. I approached one of the male workers and struck up a conversation, pretending to be interested in attending the party myself. To my surprise, he was more than happy to tell me all about it.

"It's gonna be wild," he said with a grin.

"All the guys from the factory and some of the girls are going, and we're gonna have a great time."

As I was sitting in the cafeteria, trying to gather more information about the workers in the factory, I saw a young lady sitting alone in a corner, crying.

As I approached her, I noticed her wiping away tears from her eyes. I hesitated for a moment, but then I decided to approach her.

"Hey there, are you okay?" I asked her softly.

She looked up at me, and her eyes were red and swollen. She sniffled and wiped her nose with the back of her hand.

"No, I'm not okay," she said, her voice trembling.
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"I miss my friend Carla. She used to sit with me here every day, and now she's gone."

I sat down next to her and put my hand on her shoulder. "I'm sorry for your loss," I said.

"I'm Bonnie. I heard about the killings too. What was she like?"

She looked at me, and a small smile formed on her lips.

"She was the best," she said.

"Always laughing and joking around. She made this place bearable."

We chatted for a while, and I learned more about Carla and Lupe's friendship. She was a few years younger than Carla and had just started working in the factory. Carla had taken her under her wing, and they had become fast friends.

As we talked, I couldn't help but wonder if Carla's killer was one of the men in the factory. I decided to ask her if she had noticed anything strange or suspicious.

"I don't know," she said, her voice shaking.

"Everyone here seems nice enough, but I guess you never really know, do you?"

I nodded in agreement.

"Have you seen any of the men acting strangely?"

She looked down at her hands, and her voice became barely a whisper.

"There's one guy who always stares at me. It makes me really uncomfortable."

My heart started to race. This could be our lead.

"Can you tell me who he is?" I asked her.

She looked up at me, and her eyes were full of fear. She hesitated for a moment, and then she whispered a name. I didn't recognize it, but I made a mental note to look him up later.

"Thank you, Lupe," I said.

" If you ever need anything, just let me know."

She smiled weakly at me, and I stood up to leave. As I walked away, I couldn't shake the feeling that we were getting closer to finding the killer.

It was the night of the party, and I was nervous as I walked into the crowded house. The music was loud, the air was thick with the smell of sweat and alcohol, and I felt like every eye in the room was on me. I had dressed carefully, trying to look as feminine as possible, but I still felt like an imposter.
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As I scanned the room, my eyes landed on a man who had been eyeing me earlier in the factory. He was sitting on a couch, nursing a beer, and I could see the hunger in his eyes as he looked me up and down. I could feel my heart racing as I approached him.

"Hey there, I'm Bonnie," I said, trying to keep my voice as feminine as possible.

"Jose," he replied, offering me a smile that made my skin crawl.

"I've seen you around the factory. You work in the assembly line, right?"

I nodded, trying to play the part of a naive woman.

"Would you like to go somewhere quieter?" he asked, gesturing towards the basement.

"The music isn't so loud down there."

I hesitated for a moment, wondering if this was a mistake, but I knew I had to take the risk. I followed him down the stairs, trying not to let my fear show.

The basement was dimly lit, with a few people scattered around, drinking and smoking. Jose led me to a corner where we could talk more privately.

"So, Bonnie," he said, taking a sip of his beer.

"What brings you to this party? You don't seem like the type to hang out in places like this."

"I was invited by a friend," I lied, hoping that he wouldn't see through my deception.

"Well, I'm glad you came," he said, moving closer to me.

"You're a very pretty girl."

I could feel my skin crawl as he leaned in, his breath hot on my neck. But I had to stay focused, I had to get information.

"Thanks," I said, trying to sound coy.

"So, what do you do for work?"

"I work in the factory, like you," he said, running a hand through his hair.

"But I'm in a different department. I work in shipping and receiving."

"Do you like it?" I asked, trying to keep the conversation going.

"It pays the bills," he shrugged.

"But it's not exactly my dream job, you know?"

I nodded, feeling like I was getting nowhere. But then, he suddenly leaned in, his voice lowering to a whisper.

"Listen, Bonnie," he said.

"I'm going to be honest with you. I saw you at work, and I couldn't help but notice how pretty you are. And, well, I was wondering if you might want to hang out sometime. Maybe we could go for a drink, or something?"

My heart sank as I realized what he was getting at. He wasn't interested in talking to me about the case, he was interested in me.

"I don't think that's a good idea," I said, trying to back away.

"Why not?" he said, moving closer.

"Come on, we could have some fun. I promise, I'll take good care of you."

I could feel my blood turning to ice as he moved in, his hands reaching for my waist. I had to act fast.

"I'm sorry, I really have to go," I said, pulling away.

"Maybe we can talk more at work."

With that, I turned and ran up the stairs, feeling like I had narrowly escaped a dangerous situation. As I stepped out into the night air, I felt relieved to be free of that place.

It was a sudden silence that descended upon the room. The music that was once blasting in the background was abruptly cut off, and everyone turned their heads towards the worker who stopped the music.

He looked around nervously before announcing the tragic news.

"Lupe was found dead just now."

The room erupted into a flurry of worried murmurs and frantic whispers. Everyone was asking questions, wondering what had happened and who could have done such a thing. I felt a knot form in my stomach as I realized that the killer was still out there, lurking in the shadows.

Jose, who had been standing next to me, looked visibly shaken.

"Oh my God, I can't believe this," he said, his voice trembling.

"I knew Lupe, she was a good person. Who could have done this?"

I felt a pang of guilt in my chest as I realized that I had suspected Jose of being the killer. But seeing the genuine concern and grief on his face, I knew that I had been wrong.

His face twisted in anger, and he clenched his fists.

"This has to stop. We can't live in fear anymore."

Others echoed his sentiment, their voices rising in unison. The anger and frustration were palpable, and I could feel the weight of the situation settling heavily on my shoulders.

I had come here to find the killer, to bring justice to the victims and their families. But now, faced with the reality of the situation, it all seemed too overwhelming.

As the night wore on, the mood in the house became more somber. We had lost one of our own, and it was a harsh reminder of the danger that we were all in. I found myself sitting in a corner, lost in thought.


Chapter 7
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The next day, I met up with Chad at a nearby coffee shop to talk about what happened the night before. I told him how everyone was so worried about Lupe's death, and how even Jose seemed to be genuinely concerned.

He nodded as he sipped his coffee, "It's always possible that the killer is someone who is good at blending in. But I still believe that it's someone from within the company."

"But why would they do it? What could possibly be their motive?" I asked, puzzled.

"There could be several reasons. Maybe they're trying to sabotage the company, or maybe they're after one of the workers for personal reasons," he said thoughtfully.
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I frowned, "But we can't just rule out the possibility that the killer is from outside the company, like someone from Degrasso."

He shook his head, "It's unlikely. We've already investigated the store, and there was no evidence to suggest that anyone there was involved in the killings."

"But what about the vouchers? The workers could be using it to lure their victims," I argued.

He sighed, "Look, Bonnie, I know you're trying to help, but we need to focus on the most probable suspects first. We'll investigate the higher-ups in Plastiqueland and see if they have any connections to the victims."

I nodded reluctantly, still feeling unsure about the direction of the investigation.
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As we finished our coffee, He patted my shoulder, "Don't worry, Bonnie. We'll get to the bottom of this. Just keep your eyes and ears open."

I left the coffee shop feeling a little disheartened. I knew he was doing his best, but I couldn't shake off the feeling that we were missing something important.

The next few days at work were uneventful, but I couldn't help but feel on edge. Every time I saw a male worker staring at me, I couldn't help but wonder if they were the killer.

One day, I decided to try to make small talk with some of the workers to see if I could gather any information. I chatted with a guy named Pablo, who worked at the assembly line next to me.

He seemed friendly enough, but didn't really have any useful information.

As we were talking, the topic of Lupe's death came up.

"I can't believe someone would do something like that," I said, feigning shock.

He shook his head, "Yeah, it's messed up. We're all angry and scared. But we're not going to let it stop us from working."

I nodded in agreement, but inside I felt a sense of unease. Was the killer really someone from the company? Or was there something else going on?
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That night, I met up with Chad again at the coffee shop. We discussed the lack of progress in the investigation and I brought up my suggestion again about the possibility of the killer being from Degrasso.

He sighed, "Bonnie, we've already investigated that angle. There's no evidence to suggest that anyone from the grocery store was involved in the killings."

I frowned, feeling frustrated.

"But there has to be something we're missing. Maybe we need to look into the victims' personal lives or something."

He nodded thoughtfully, "That's not a bad idea. Maybe we can find some connections there. But for now, let's focus on the higher-ups in Plastiqueland."

I nodded, feeling a little better that my suggestion was at least being considered. But deep down, I knew that we needed to look at all possibilities if we were going to solve this case.

As the weeks passed, the tension in the factory only seemed to grow. The workers were on edge, and everyone was suspecting everyone else. It was as if the killer could be anyone, anywhere, at any time.

I tried to keep a low profile and blend in with the others, but it was hard when the fear was palpable in the air.

One day, as I was working at the assembly line, I noticed that the girl next to me was acting strange. She was sweating profusely and her hands were shaking.

I asked her if she was okay, but she just ignored me and kept working. I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off about her.

That night, as I was getting ready to clock out.

“Bonnie!”

The shaky girl said then introduced herself as Manuela and asked if she could talk to me. She seemed jittery and paranoid. She kept looking over her shoulder as she spoke.
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As we conversed, I could sense the fear and desperation in her voice. It was clear that she was convinced that there was a cover-up and that the police weren't doing enough to catch the killer.

"Wait, what do you mean items from the killer?" I asked, my heart racing.

Manuela looked around nervously before continuing.

"I heard that they found some things at the scene of the crime that didn't belong to any of the victims. But they're keeping it quiet, you know how they are."

I felt a chill run down my spine. Could it be that the killer was still out there, watching and waiting?

"And what about the glasses?" I asked, leaning forward.

She looked down at her lap, clearly uncomfortable.

"I found them at the site where they found Lupe's body. I was done waiting for an answer so I just took them."

My eyes narrowed.

"Why didn't you go to the police?"

"I was scared," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"And I didn't know who to trust."

I could understand her fear. After all, the killer was still out there, and no one knew who he was.

I thanked her for trusting me and promised to keep her secret safe. We rode the bus in silence, and I had a lot to think about. It was overwhelming how the case was getting more complicated, and I couldn't help but feel scared for myself and the people around me.

As soon as I got home, I went straight to the bathroom and started removing my makeup. I stared at my reflection in the mirror and couldn't help but feel a sense of sadness.

As I continued to wipe off the foundation and lipstick, I couldn't help but think about the people that were affected by the murders.

The families who lost loved ones and the workers who were living in fear, most especially, Maria, who hasn’t moved on from the passing of her sister. It was heart-wrenching, and I couldn't just stand by and watch.

I sat down on the edge of the tub, feeling overwhelmed with emotions. I knew that the road ahead would not be easy, but I was determined to find justice for the victims. I thought about the evidence that Manuela gave me, and I knew that it was important to bring it to Chad's attention as soon as possible.

I was grateful for her trust, but at the same time, I couldn't help but feel scared. I couldn't shake the feeling that I was being watched. I wondered if I was being paranoid, but I knew that I couldn't let my guard down.

As I finished the skincare routine that Maria created for me, I took a deep breath and reminded myself of why I was doing all of this. It wasn't just about solving the case, but also about making sure that justice was served.

A day later, as I walked into the beauty salon, I was immediately met with the sight of Maria standing by the counter, looking as gorgeous as ever. My heart fluttered in my chest as I walked towards her, and she greeted me with a smile and a warm embrace.

"I missed you," I whispered as I pulled away from her.

"I missed you too, Ben, I mean, Bonnie," she replied, her eyes shining with affection.
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We shared a tender kiss, and I felt all of my worries and fears melt away. Being with her made everything feel right, like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

As we sat down on the couch, I told her about the information that Manuela had shared with me. She listened attentively, her eyes wide with surprise.

"That's huge," she said.

"If we can prove that there's a cover-up, then maybe we can finally bring justice to all of the victims."

I nodded, feeling a sense of determination wash over me. I knew that this was a huge break in the case, and I was eager to do whatever it took to get to the bottom of things.

"But we have to be careful," she added, her expression serious.

"If the people responsible for this find out what we're doing, they could try to hurt you."

I knew she was right, but I couldn't let my fear stop me from pursuing the truth.

"I won't let them stop me," I said firmly.

She smiled at me, her hand reaching out to take mine.

"I know you won't," she said, her voice full of faith.

We spent the rest of the evening talking and planning, brainstorming different ways we could use the information to our advantage. I felt a sense of excitement building within me, knowing that we were finally making progress in the case.

As the night drew to a close, I gave her a long and lingering kiss before heading back home. I couldn't wait to see what the next day would bring, and I was eager to start putting our plan into action.

The morning, I arrived at the coffee shop, feeling nervous yet excited to meet Chad. As soon as I stepped inside, I saw him sitting at a table near the window, and I couldn't help but notice that he had new glasses on.

"Hey, Bonnie," he greeted me with a smile as I approached him.

"How are you today?"

"I'm good, thanks," I replied, taking a seat across from him.

"You look different with those glasses."

[image: ]

He chuckled.

"Yeah, I got new lenses. Had to switch to a higher grade. How do they look?"

I inspected them for a moment before nodding.

"They look good. More modern, I guess."

"Thanks, I thought so too," he said, adjusting them on his nose.

"Anyway, did you have any updates on the case?"

I sighed, feeling a bit frustrated.

"Well, I talked to Manuela, one of the workers at the factory. She said that there were rumors going around that the police found some items belonging to the killer, but they haven't caught anyone yet. She also mentioned that she took the glasses from the site, thinking it might help with the investigation."

He raised an eyebrow.

"Interesting. Do you have the glasses?"

"I don't have them with me, but Manuela said she'll bring them to me tonight. I'm hoping they'll help us find some evidence."

He nodded, then took a sip of his coffee.

"Well, that's a start. But I've been thinking about something else."

"What's that?"

"I don't think it's anyone from the Degrasso," he said, leaning in slightly.

"I really think it's someone from the factory."

I felt a bit taken aback by his statement.

"What makes you say that?"

"Just a hunch from working years as an investigator. It’s just not the right angle."

I pondered on his theory for a moment before responding.

I tried to hide my infuriation then fakely nodded in agreement.

"You're right. We need to take matters into our own hands."

He smiled.

"That's the spirit. I'll do some digging on Degrasso, see if there's anything suspicious going on there. Just leave it to me. In the meantime, you focus on getting those glasses and seeing if they can lead us to anything."

We continued to discuss our plan for a few more minutes before he suddenly stood up, looking at his watch.

"Sorry, Bonnie, I have to go. Family affair," he explained, grabbing his coat.

"It's okay. Thanks for meeting with me," I said, standing up as well. He smiled.

"Anytime. Keep me updated on what you find out."

I nodded, watching as he left the coffee shop. As I sat back down, I couldn't help but wonder if his change of glasses was just a coincidence or if it meant something more. And why did he keep pushing away the possibility that we could find answers in Degrasso? I knew I had to focus on the case, but I couldn't shake off this nagging feeling that something was off with Chad.

I rushed to meet Bree in her office as soon as I could. I was a bit frazzled, and I knew it showed in the way I spoke to her.

"Bree, do you know anything about Chad?" I asked her quickly.

She looked up from her computer screen, and her face broke into a smile when she saw me.

"Bonnie, good morning! Of course, I know Chad. Why do you ask?"

I took a deep breath, steadying myself.

"I just want to know more about him. Do you have any information on his background?"

She leaned back in her chair, thinking.

"Well, he was recommended to us by the sheriff. Apparently, he's very good at his job, and he's helped solve a lot of cases in the past."

I nodded, grateful for the information.

"Thanks, Bree. I appreciate it."

As I made my way out of her office, my mind was racing with possibilities. I couldn't shake the feeling that there was something off about Chad, something that didn't add up. I needed to know more about him.

I spent the rest of the day researching Chad and his family. I was surprised to find out that his father, Morgan Brandt, was the owner of Degrasso grocery, the same place where the workers received their vouchers on Friday nights. I couldn't help but wonder if there was a connection between the grocery and the killings.

As I delved deeper into my research, I discovered that Morgan Brandt had two children—Chad, the private investigator working on the case, and Clyde, who was currently studying in Europe.

I was so caught up in my thoughts that I almost didn't hear my phone ringing. It was Maria, and my heart leapt at the sight of her name on my screen.

"Hey, Maria," I answered, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Hey, Bonnie," she replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

"What's up?"

“Nothing, I just called to say I love you.”

“Aww, that’s so sweet, I miss you, let’s go out on a date tomorrow, I’ll dress as my Ben self.”

“You could dress as whoever you want, love. Anyway, got to go, I have to buy stuff for my cousin’s quinceañera.”

I hurried to the store, my mind racing with the possibility that Chad might be the killer. As soon as I arrived, I went straight to the glasses section and tried to find the closest match to his old ones.

I couldn't recall exactly what they looked like, but I had a general idea. After trying on several pairs, I finally found the one that looked the most similar. It had the same frame, same shape, and same color.

Later that day, I rushed back to the coffee shop, hoping Chad was already there. To my relief, he was sitting in the same spot, sipping his coffee. I approached him, trying to act as natural as possible, and greeted him.

"Hey, Chad. Sorry I'm late," I said, pretending to be out of breath.

"No worries, Bonnie," he replied, looking up at me.

"Have a seat."

I sat down across from him and took out the glasses from my bag.

"These are the ones Manuela gave me," I said, trying to sound nonchalant.

He raised an eyebrow and took the glasses from me. He put them on and looked at himself in his reflection on the window.

"They look good. Almost like—yeah, we should give this to the police," he said, sounding a bit surprised.

"Great!” I replied.

We talked for a bit more, and I couldn't help but observe him closely. I was looking for any sign, any hint that he might be the killer. But he seemed calm and composed, just like any other day. It was hard to believe that he was capable of such heinous crimes.

As we said our goodbyes, I made a mental note to keep a closer eye on him. Maybe there was something that I missed, something that could confirm my suspicions.

When I got home, I couldn't stop thinking about Chad. It was as if I was in a constant state of alertness, always on the lookout for anything that might implicate him. I knew I had to be careful, that I couldn't let my emotions get the best of me.

But the more I thought about it, the more certain I became. Chad had a motive, his family owned Degrasso, and the victims all received free vouchers for the grocery store.

He had access to the victims, as he was a private investigator. And now, he had new glasses that looked nothing like his old ones. It was all too coincidental.

As I removed my makeup and prepared for bed, my mind couldn't help but wander to the events of the day. The suspicion I had towards Chad weighed heavily on me, and I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off.

Moments later, my deep slumber was interrupted by a loud banging. I quickly got out of bed and rushed to the door, my heart beating faster with each step.

When I opened the door, there was Maria, her face bruised and her eyes filled with fear.
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I invited her inside, and as she sat on the couch and I took some ice from the fridge as she told me what had just happened to her.

I held her tightly and asked her what happened.

"I was at Degrasso," she said, sobbing.

"I forgot to buy some trinkets for my cousin's quinceañera, and I was the last in line. When everyone had already left, the male cashier said he will just get the new card reader from the back room. Then the lights went off, and someone was trying to strangle me as he punched my face continuously. It went on and on…”

She sobbed some more and held me tightly.

“And then I remembered I had a pepper spray, I had been always ready after how my sister Jennifer died."

I was horrified, "Are you okay? Did you call the police?"

She shook her head, "No. I had to come here, I couldn't be alone."

I held her close, feeling so helpless. I couldn't believe this was happening to her, to us.

"It's okay, I'm here for you," I whispered, stroking her hair.

Moments later, I asked if she remembered how the cashier looked. I quickly pulled out my phone and scrolled through my pictures until I found one of Chad.

"Do you recognize him? Is this the guy who attacked you?" I asked, holding the phone up to her.

Her eyes scanned the picture for a moment before she shook her head.

"I'm not sure. He was wearing a flu mask, and I was too focused on getting away from him. But it could be him."

My heart sank as I looked at the photo of Chad. The man who had been helping me solve this case, the man I had started to trust and rely on, could be the same man who had attacked her and the rest of the girls.

It seemed too unbelievable, but at the same time, it made a sick sort of sense.

"We need to go to the police," I said firmly.

She nodded, and we quickly got dressed and headed out into the night. We walked quickly, with me holding her hand tightly, until we reached the nearest police station.

When we got there, we told the officers on duty what had happened, and they immediately took her statement and asked her to describe the man who had attacked her.

She gave them as much information as she could, but they told us that without any physical evidence or a clear identification, there wasn't much they could do.

I felt a wave of frustration and helplessness wash over me as we left the station. It seemed like we were no closer to catching the killer than we had been before, and now we had the added complication of Chad's possible involvement.

As we walked back to my apartment, I tried to piece together everything that had happened so far. There were so many threads and leads, and I wasn't sure which ones were worth pursuing and which ones were dead ends.

When we got back to my apartment, I sat Maria down on the couch and poured her a glass of water.

"Are you okay?" I asked, sitting down next to her.

She nodded and took a sip of the water.

"I'll be okay. I'm just a little shaken up."

"I'm sorry this happened to you," I said, putting a comforting arm around her shoulders.

"It's not your fault," she said, leaning into me.

"We'll figure this out together."

I nodded, feeling a sense of determination wash over me. I couldn't let her attack go unpunished, and I couldn't let the killer continue to roam free. It was time to step up my investigation and find the evidence I needed to bring him to justice.


Chapter 8
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It was the next night when I quickly answered a phone and heard Manuela's jittery voice on the other end.

"Bonnie, I got the glasses with me. Can you meet me in Esperanza Cafe in half an hour?"

"Sure, I'll be there," I replied, grabbing my keys.

As I drove towards the Esperanza Cafe to meet Manuela, my thoughts raced through my mind. I couldn't help but wonder what would happen next.

Would Manuela's information be enough to finally solve the case? Or would it just lead us down another dead end?

I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that had settled over me since the attack on Maria. It was as if the killer was closing in on us, taunting us with his proximity.

I couldn't help but feel like we were running out of time, and that every moment counted.

But at the same time, I couldn't ignore the nagging doubt that had been growing in the back of my mind. What if Chad wasn't the killer? What if I was wrong? I had to consider every possibility, even the ones that made me uncomfortable.

As I drove, I took a deep breath and tried to calm my racing thoughts. I reminded myself that I had to focus on the task at hand.

Manuela's information could be the key to finally solving this case, and I couldn't afford to let my doubts cloud my judgment.

But as I neared the cafe, my nerves began to get the better of me. What if the killer was waiting for me there? What if I walked into a trap?

I tried to push those thoughts aside and instead focused on the task at hand. I had to stay alert and be ready for anything. I parked my car and made my way into the cafe.

I felt a sense of unease as I walked into the Esperanza Cafe, scanning the room for Manuela. But she wasn't there, and I was starting to worry. I approached the barista, hoping he might know something.

"Excuse me," I said, trying to keep my voice calm.

"I'm looking for a woman named Manuela. She’s short, a little chubby with curly brown hair, and has dark skin. Have you seen her?"

The barista looked at me quizzically, sizing me up.

"Yeah, I remember her. She ordered a frap. She was here a little while ago. Left with some guy."

My stomach churned at the thought of Manuela being alone with a stranger.

"Did you get a good look at him?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

The barista shrugged.

"Not really. He was just some guy. Didn't seem like anyone special."

I thanked him and walked out of the cafe, my mind racing. Where could Manuela have gone? And who was this mysterious man she left with?

As I got into my car, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was very wrong. I sat there for a few moments, gathering my thoughts and trying to come up with a plan.

Should I call the police? Or try to track down Manuela myself? I wasn't sure what the right move was, but I knew I had to do something.

As I drove through the city streets, my mind was in turmoil. I felt like I was running out of time, and I didn't know what to do.

As I was driving, my phone suddenly rang. I picked it up, not recognizing the number. "Hello?" I said tentatively.

"Bonnie," a man's voice said, sending shivers down my spine. "I wouldn't bother looking for Manuela anymore. She's already in heaven."

"What do you mean!?" I demanded, my heart pounding in my chest.

"What the fuck did you do to her!?"

"I'm sorry, Bonnie, but I can't give you all the answers you want," the man replied, his voice cool and detached.

"But if you want to find out more, go to Degrasso."

I felt a mix of fear and frustration wash over me. Who was this man, and why did he know about Manuela's death? Was he the killer? I wanted to demand more answers, but the line went dead.

I tried calling back, but the number was disconnected. Feeling helpless, I drove straight to Degrasso, my mind racing with questions and fear.
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When I arrived, I saw that the police were already there. Yellow tape was blocking the entrance, and officers were bustling about, gathering evidence.

My heart sank as I realized that Manuela was dead. My stomach churned with nausea as I approached the scene.

I tried to ask the officers what happened, but they were tight-lipped, telling me to back away from the scene. I saw Manuela's body being wheeled away in a body bag, and I felt tears prick at my eyes.

After a few moments, I was able to talk to one of the officers in charge. He told me that Manuela had been found strangled in the dumpster. The killer had left no evidence, no clues, nothing to trace him back to the crime.

My mind was reeling. Why did the killer do this? What was his motive? And who was he?

As I walked back to my car, I noticed a man in the shadows watching me. He was tall and lean, with a baseball cap pulled low over his face. He looked up as I approached, and our eyes met for a brief moment.

I tried to catch a glimpse of his face, but it was too dark to see anything. He turned and walked away, disappearing into the night.

Was this the man who called me earlier? The one who knew about Manuela's death? I felt a sense of dread wash over me as I drove back to my apartment.

The next day, I went to the police station to see if they had any new leads on the case. They told me that they were still investigating, but they had no new information to share.

Feeling frustrated, I left the station and walked to a nearby coffee shop to clear my head. As I sat sipping my coffee, I saw a news report on the television screen. It was about the Degrasso killer, and how the police were still searching for clues.

My heart sank as I realized that the killer was still out there. He could strike again at any moment, and there was no telling who his next victim would be.

Soon after, Chad met me in my office. As soon as I saw him wearing his old glasses again, I knew he was the killer. He was rubbing it in without shame as if to let me know that I was powerless and I had to be careful.

I tried to keep my composure as he asked for an update with a smug look.

"I went to see Manuela last night," I said, trying to sound as neutral as possible.

"But when I got to the café, she wasn't there. The barista said she left with a man, the man who probably killed her."

He raised an eyebrow.

"Do you know who the man was?"

"No," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"But I got a call from him later on, telling me that I shouldn't be looking for Manuela because she's already in heaven."

His expression remained unchanged.

"That's unfortunate," he said, "but it's not surprising. The killer is getting more desperate, and he's taking bigger risks."

I clenched my fists under the desk.

"What do you mean by that?" I asked, trying to sound innocent.

He leaned forward.

"I mean that he's probably going to strike again soon. We need to be ready for him."

I nodded, trying to hide my frustration. I knew that he was the killer, but I had no proof. I had to be careful not to reveal my suspicions.

As he left my office, I couldn't help but wonder how I could prove that he was the killer. I thought back to all the clues I had gathered so far—the glasses, the sheriff's connection to Chad, Chad's connection to the grocery.

But none of it was concrete evidence, most especially that because he got his glasses back. I needed something more.

That night, I sat in my apartment, going over everything I knew about him. I couldn't shake the feeling that he was hiding something from me.

Suddenly, my phone rang. I answered it, and a voice I didn't recognize spoke on the other end.

"Hello, Bonnie," the voice said.

"It's time to meet your fate."

My heart raced as I tried to speak. "Who are you?" I managed to get out.

"You'll find out soon enough," the voice said, before hanging up.

I tried to calm myself down. I couldn't let myself be scared. I had to find out who was behind these killings.

The next day, I went to the police station to ask for help. I told them about the phone call, and they promised to look into it.

As I was leaving, I ran into Chad.

He looked at me with concern. "Are you okay?" he asked.

I nodded, trying to sound convincing.

"Just a little shaken up. I got a creepy phone call last night."

His expression hardened.

"We'll get to the bottom of this," he said, before walking away.

He seemed to be getting more desperate, and I knew he was willing to do anything to cover his tracks.

Soon after, I met up with Bree and Maria in Maria's beauty salon. It was bustling with activity as clients were getting their hair styled and nails done.

I looked around nervously, hoping no one would recognize me, but Bree and Maria immediately waved me over to a private area at the back of the salon.

I sat down in front of the mirror and sighed.

"I know who the killer is," I said, still trying to process everything that had happened in the past few days.

"It's Chad. He's been wearing the same glasses that Manuela took from the scene of the crime, and I think he's been leading us all on this wild goose chase."

They looked at me with concern.

"Are you sure?" Bree asked.

I nodded, feeling the weight of the situation.

"I'm positive. And we can't tell anyone. Chad has connections with the police, and if we accuse him without any evidence, it could ruin everything."

Maria nodded.

"Okay, we won't say anything. But what do you want us to do?"

"I need a better disguise," I said, looking at myself in the mirror.

"Chad knows what I look like now, and I don't feel safe anymore. I need a new identity."

Soon after, they took me under their wings, and we began working on my transformation. Bree started with my wig replacement, choosing a sleek, shoulder-length bob.

I was deeply in love with my blonde wig and felt bad as I watched it lonely on a table. Maria, on the other hand, started on my makeup.

As they got to work on my transformation, I couldn't help but feel like a spy in a James Bond movie. The ladies were experts in their craft, and I knew that with their help, I could blend in and get closer to the truth.

"So, what's the plan?" Bree asked, as she worked on my hair.

"Are we gonna sneak into Chad's house or something?"

"Nothing that drastic," I replied.

"I just need to get closer to him, without him suspecting a thing."

Maria nodded, applying foundation to my face.

"We'll make sure you're unrecognizable. And maybe a change in attitude would help too."

I furrowed my brows.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, you have to act differently," Bree chimed in.

"You can't be the same Bonnie that he knows. You have to be someone else entirely."

Maria finished my foundation, and I glanced at myself in the mirror. My blonde hair was now a rich shade of chestnut, and my makeup was subtle yet elegant.

"Who do you want to be?" Maria asked, handing me a lipstick.

I thought for a moment before replying.

"Someone who's confident and flirty. Someone who can get close to Chad without raising any suspicion."

"Ooh, I like it," Bree said, grinning.

"We'll make sure you're the ultimate femme fatale."

As the ladies continued to work on my appearance, we chatted about the latest gossip in town, trying to keep things light despite the heavy weight of the situation.

"I just hope Chad doesn't recognize me," I said, as Maria applied eyeliner.

"He's seen me almost every day for the past few weeks."

"He won't," Bree said confidently.

"Maria is a professional."

She then gave me a smoky eye, contouring my cheekbones and nose to give my face a more angular appearance. She also applied a deep red lipstick that gave me an air of confidence and mystery.

Next, we moved on to wardrobe. Maria handed me a black leather jacket and a pair of skinny jeans that hugged my curves in all the right places. Bree then helped me choose a black top that hugged my tiny waist tightly.
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As we worked, we chatted and laughed, making jokes about my transformation. Bree teased me about my new look, telling me that I was almost unrecognizable. Maria, on the other hand, was more serious, reminding me that we needed to be careful and vigilant.

After hours of work, we finally finished. I looked at myself in the mirror and was shocked at the transformation. My once-blonde hair was now a deep shade of brown, framing my face perfectly. My makeup gave me a sultry and mysterious look, and my outfit made me feel like a badass.

I told Bree to let Chad know that I had been assigned to a new project and that we wouldn't be working together anymore.

In reality, I planned to use my new disguise to go undercover at Plastiqueland and claim the free voucher from Degrasso, hoping to lure Chad into revealing his true identity.

Three weeks later, it was the day that I've been waiting for. The day that I would finally go undercover and try to catch the killer myself.

I stepped out of the shower, my hair still dripping wet, as I surveyed the items that Maria had laid out on the bed for me. The makeup kit was open, with an array of brushes and palettes neatly arranged.

A brown wig was sitting on a mannequin head, waiting to be put on. And there was the outfit, a black turtleneck sweater, a pair of skinny jeans, and a blazer.

I knew that the blazer might be a bit too much for a factory worker so I just slipped into the skinny jeans and turtleneck, taking my time to make sure everything fit just right.

Then, I reached for the makeup kit and started to apply foundation, concealer, and powder. As I worked, I tried to imagine myself as a different person, someone who wasn't Bonnie, someone who was confident and fearless.

Next came the eyeshadow, a blend of neutral tones that would complement the brown wig. Maria had done an excellent job picking out the right shades.

I swept the color across my eyelids and blended it carefully, making sure there were no harsh lines. Then, I moved on to the eyeliner, adding a thin, precise line that made my eyes pop.

After that, it was time for the wig. I carefully placed it on my head, adjusting it until it looked just right. I'd never worn a wig before, but it didn't take long for me to get used to the feeling of it on my head.

Once it was in place, I looked in the mirror and was amazed at how different I looked. It was like looking at a stranger, someone I didn't know but who I hoped would be convincing enough to fool Chad.

The final touch was the black leather boots. The restriction didn’t feel nice but the boost in height would make my disguise more plausible.

As I finished getting dressed, I felt a wave of nerves wash over me. What if I was caught? What if Chad saw through my disguise?

But I pushed those thoughts aside and reminded myself that I was doing this for Maria’s sister and all the other victims. I was doing this to catch a killer and bring him to justice.

Taking a deep breath, I made my way to the surveillance equipment, checking that everything was in working order. I attached a small microphone to my collar and clipped a camera onto my purse strap. It wasn't the most high-tech setup, but it was enough to capture any incriminating evidence.

As I was finishing up my dressing up, I noticed Maria standing by the door, her expression a mix of concern and fear.

"Babe, are you sure about this? What if something goes wrong?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

I walked over to her and pulled her into a comforting embrace.

"I'll be fine, Maria. I promise you, I'll do everything in my power to make sure that justice is served for your sister."

"But what if Chad figures out it's you?" she continued, her voice quivering.

I brushed a strand of hair out of her face and looked into her eyes.

"I'll be careful, and I have Bree to back me up. Trust me, okay?"

She let out a sigh and nodded, but the worry in her eyes still lingered. I leaned in and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips, hoping to reassure her.

"I love you, Maria. And I'll be back before you know it," I whispered.

"I love you too, Bonnie," she replied, her voice softening.

Finally, I was ready to go. I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, steeling myself for what was to come. This was it. The moment of truth. I was going to catch the killer, and nothing was going to stop me.

As I headed out the door, I couldn't help but feel grateful for her love and support. She was my rock, and her unwavering faith in me gave me the strength to face whatever challenges lay ahead.

As I was assembling toys in the factory, I struck up a conversation with one of my co-workers, a middle-aged woman named Anna.

"It's tough work, isn't it?" she said, wiping sweat from her brow.

"Yeah, it is," I replied, "but at least we're making something that will bring joy to children."

She nodded.

"That's true. It's always nice to know you're making a difference, even if it's in a small way."

I smiled at her.

"Exactly. And besides, it's not every day you get to work in a toy factory."

We continued chatting as we worked, discussing everything from our favorite movies to our families. It was nice to take a break from the tension and danger of the investigation and just have a normal conversation with someone.

As the day went on, I couldn't help but notice some of the other workers acting strangely. One man, in particular, seemed to be avoiding eye contact with me and fidgeting nervously.

I decided to strike up a conversation with him, hoping to put him at ease.

"Hey there, how's it going?" I asked.

He jumped at my voice, clearly startled.

"Oh, um, hi. It's going okay, I guess."

I could tell he was nervous, so I tried to keep the conversation light.

"What do you think of the work here?" I asked.

He shrugged. "It's okay, I guess. Better than being unemployed, right?"

I nodded, sensing that he wasn't interested in talking much more. I didn't want to make him uncomfortable, so I returned to my work, keeping an eye on him out of the corner of my eye.

As the day came to a close, I was exhausted but relieved that nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

"Bonnie, have you heard? Degrasso is giving away an extra hundred bucks for those who will claim the free groceries tonight. Isn't that exciting?" Anna said, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

I forced a smile and nodded in agreement.

"Yeah, that's great news, Anna. Thanks for telling me," I replied, trying my best to sound enthusiastic.

As she walked away, my mind started racing. This was it. The moment I had been waiting for. I was finally going to catch Chad in the act.

The bus ride to Degrasso was filled with nervous energy. It was already 11:30 PM, and the streets were empty. I couldn't help but feel a sense of dread as I got closer to the grocery store. But I was determined to see this through. Maria's sister deserved justice, and I was going to do everything in my power to make sure Chad paid for his crimes.

As I got off the bus, I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself. I had to blend in with the crowd and not draw any attention to myself.

The store was crowded, and the line for the free groceries was long. Anna was already there, waving at me excitedly. I walked over to her, trying to keep a low profile.

"Isn't this great, Bonnie? A hundred bucks, just like that!" she said, grinning from ear to ear.

I nodded, trying to focus on the task at hand. I scanned the crowd, trying to spot Chad. But there were too many people, and I couldn't see him anywhere.

As we moved closer to the front of the line, my heart was pounding in my chest. This was it. The moment of truth. I had my spy mic and camera in place, and I was ready to catch Chad in the act.

Soon after, I spotted him, pretending to be the cashier and wearing a blue Degrasso uniform, complete with a flu mask covering his nose and mouth. My heart raced, and my hands trembled. I had to keep my cool, though. I didn't want him to recognize me.

As Chad finished scanning Anna's groceries, he excused himself and went to the back room to grab a new card reader. My heart raced even faster, and my palms were drenched in sweat. I knew what was coming next. I had to be ready.

Anna was becoming impatient as Chad took longer than expected.

“Sorry, Bonnie, can I go ahead? My kids are waiting for me.”

“Sure! No problem, see you at work!”

We kissed cheek-to-cheek and as soon as she left the store, the lights went off.


Chapter 9
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I ducked and crawled under the rows of cashier lines, hiding from sight. I could hear footsteps, slowly approaching. It was Chad, and he was dragging something heavy behind him.

My heart pounding in my chest, I activated the spy camera and mic, and I crept forward, trying to stay as silent as possible. I saw him approach a door at the back of the store, and he used his key to unlock it.

[image: ]

I cautiously tiptoed behind the rows of cashier lines, trying to catch a glimpse of the killer. Suddenly, I heard a sound coming from the other side of the aisle.

"Come out, come out, wherever you are," his voice echoed through the grocery store.

I froze in fear and tried to control my breathing. I knew that if he caught me, there was no telling what he would do.

His footsteps grew closer, and I scanned my surroundings for a weapon. My eyes landed on a nearby shelf filled with cans, but before I could grab one, he spotted me.

"Well, well, well. Look who we have here," he said with a smug grin on his face.

I took a step back, but he lunged forward and grabbed me by the arm. I tried to kick him, but he dodged my attack and pinned me to the ground.

"You're not going anywhere, my dear," he said, tightening his grip on my arm.

I winced in pain and frantically looked around for a way out. That's when I saw the back door of the grocery store, which was slightly ajar and had a faint light coming from it.

Using all my strength, I pushed him off me and ran towards the door.

“Ah! You bitch!”

I could hear his footsteps following me, and I knew I had to act fast.

I reached the door and pushed it open, revealing a small alleyway behind the grocery store. He caught up to me and lunged towards me with his rope, but I was able to dodge his attack and grab the nearby fire extinguisher.

I aimed it towards Chad and sprayed him with its freezing foam.

“Fuuuuck!”

He stumbled back, his eyes wide with shock, and I used this opportunity to call for help.

“I need your help!" I yelled into my spy mic.

“What the fuck!? Bonnie!?” he said after hearing my voice.

Quickly, he regained his composure from the realization and chased after me once again. I could hear his heavy breathing and the sound of his footsteps getting closer and closer.

I ran towards the assembly line machines, hoping to use them as a barrier between us. But the boots were giving me a hard time and he was too quick. He managed to jump over the machines, landing just a few feet away from me.

I had no other option but to fight back. I swung the fire extinguisher at him, hitting him on the side of his head.

“Ahhh! I’m gonna get you for this! Give it up Bonnie!”

He groaned in pain, but he still didn't give up. He grabbed the rope again, and swung it towards me. I narrowly avoided the rope, and it hit the machine behind me, causing sparks to fly.

With a passionate swing, he attacked me again but I dodged it and landed a punch on his jaw. He stumbled back, but he still managed to grab my wrist and twist it behind my back.

Wincing in pain, I refused to give up. I kicked his legs, trying to knock him off balance. He stumbled, and I used the opportunity to break free from his grip.

I ran towards the exit, and I could hear the sirens of the police cars getting closer. He was still chasing me, but I knew that I had to keep going. I pushed open the door, and I could see the flashing lights of the police cars outside.

As I stepped out of the grocery store, I could hear the sound of him being tackled to the ground by the police officers. Bree and Maria were already there, and they rushed towards me, checking if I was okay.

I was breathing heavily, my heart still racing from the intense chase.

As we watched Chad being taken away in handcuffs, Maria's hand found its way into mine. We were both relieved that the nightmare was over, but the events of the past few weeks had left us both shaken.

"Are you okay?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I turned to look at her, taking in the way the streetlights illuminated her face.

"I'm okay now that it's over," I said, squeezing her hand gently.

"I was so scared for you," she said, her voice trembling slightly.

"I don't know what I would have done if something had happened to you."

I pulled her into a hug, feeling the warmth of her body against mine.

"I'm okay," I whispered into her hair.

"I'm here and I'm safe."

She pulled back slightly and looked up at me, her eyes filled with emotion.

"Thank you for doing this, for Jennifer, for me, for all those girls and their families. Bonnie, I love you so much," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

My heart swelled with love for her, and I leaned down to kiss her softly on the lips.
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"I love you too," I said, pulling her into another embrace.

We stood there for a few moments longer, lost in our own world, before the sound of police radios and the bustle of the officers taking Chad away pulled us back to reality.

"I should probably go and give a statement," I said reluctantly, not wanting to leave her side.

"I'll wait for you," she said, her voice filled with determination.

"I'm not going anywhere."

With a deep kiss, I pulled away from her and made my way to the nearest officer. I couldn't help but feel a sense of relief that it was finally over, and that Maria and I could move on from this terrible ordeal together.

It was the morning after and I sat in my apartment, trying to come up with a plan for the press conference that was scheduled for later that day.

I had successfully caught Chad and brought justice to Maria’s sister and the rest of the girls, but now I had to face the media as Ben, the man who had posed as Bonnie to solve the case.

I wasn't sure if I should attend the conference as Ben or as Bonnie. I turned to Maria, who was sitting next to me, and asked her opinion.

"Should I dress up as Ben or as Bonnie?"

She took a moment to think before answering, "Why not dress up as your true self… Bonnie.”

With that, I felt like butterflies swarmed in my belly from her support. It was all I needed to fully commit to unleashing my reality. I couldn’t care less about what others would think but Maria met me as a man, and now, this transition, this new me…

“Bonnie was the one who caught Chad, not Ben. It’s only right for Bonnie to get the recognition."

I nodded slowly, taking in her words. She was right. It was time to stop hiding behind my disguise and to face the world as the real me.

The thought of it made me nervous, but also excited.

"I think you're right," I said finally, "I'm going to attend the press conference as Bonnie."

She smiled at me, her eyes filled with pride.

"I knew you'd make the right decision," she said, reaching out to take my hand.

I squeezed her hand back, feeling a rush of love for her. She had always been my biggest supporter, my rock, and my confidante. I couldn't have done it without her.

As I got ready for the conference, I couldn't help but feel a little anxious. This would be the first time I would be presenting myself as Bonnie, without the disguise of Ben. But I was determined to face it head-on.

I chose a simple yet elegant outfit for the occasion. I wore a pink blazer, a white blouse, and a knee-length skirt. I didn't want to draw too much attention to myself, but I also wanted to look professional and confident.
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When I arrived at the conference, I could feel the eyes of the reporters on me. I took a deep breath and reminded myself that I had done nothing wrong. I was simply doing my job as a journalist, and justice had been served.

As the press conference began, I stood at the podium, facing the sea of reporters. My heart was pounding in my chest, but I refused to let my nerves show. I took a deep breath and began to speak.

"Good afternoon, everyone. My name is Bonnie, and I'm a journalist. As you may have heard, I was recently involved in the investigation of the murder of Manuela Rodriguez."

As I spoke, I could feel the eyes of the reporters on me. They were listening intently, and I could tell that they were interested in what I had to say.

I went on to explain the details of the investigation, from how I had started my life as Ben and posed as Bonnie to infiltrate the factory, to how I had caught Chad in the act.

The reporters asked me a lot of questions, and I answered each one with confidence and grace.

When the conference ended, I breathed a sigh of relief. It had gone better than I had expected. I turned to Maria, who was waiting for me at the back of the room.

"You were amazing," she said, pulling me into a tight embrace.

"Thanks to you," I replied, feeling grateful for her unwavering support.

As we left the conference, I felt a sense of pride wash over me. I had done it. I had faced the world as Bonnie, without the disguise of Ben. And I had succeeded.

As we walked back into our apartment, I could feel Maria's hand in mine, our fingers intertwined. I could see the love and support in her eyes, and it gave me the courage to be myself.

"Bonnie, I just want you to know that I love you, no matter what," she said, her voice soft and reassuring.

Tears welled up in my eyes as I turned to face her, "Thank you, Maria. That means the world to me."

"I know it's been hard for you to be yourself, but you don't have to hide anymore. You can be who you truly are, and I will always support you," she said, her voice filled with conviction.

"I want to be with you, Maria. As myself," I said, looking into her eyes.

She smiled, "I know, and I love you for that. You don't have to pretend to be someone you're not. I love you for who you are, Bonnie."

I felt a weight lifted off my shoulders as I heard those words. It was as if I had been holding my breath for so long, and now I could finally exhale.

"I love you too, Maria," I said, my voice filled with emotion.

We stood there for a moment, just holding each other, until she leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. It was a sweet and tender kiss, filled with love and acceptance.

As we pulled away, she smiled at me, "We have a lot to celebrate, don't we?"

I nodded, "Yes, we do."

We spent the rest of the night talking and laughing, planning for our future together as lesbian lovers, and I knew that I had found my soulmate in Maria.


Epilogue
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Two months have passed since my life-changing experience as a detective. I am now living as my true self, Bonnie, and I feel happier and more fulfilled than ever before. My journey towards self-discovery wasn't easy, but it was worth it.

After the Chad case was solved, I decided to come out to my colleagues and friends as transgender. At first, I was worried about how they would react, but I was overwhelmed by the love and support I received from them.

Bree, who was always there for me, helped me introduce Bonnie to the office. My colleagues were surprised, but they were all accepting and respectful of my identity.

I was then promoted to one of the editors in the company, which was a huge accomplishment for me. It felt like all of my hard work and dedication paid off. I am now able to use my platform to raise awareness and advocate for the LGBTQ+ community.

One of the most memorable moments was when I found out that I was listed in the Times magazine as one of the 100 most influential women in the world.

I couldn't believe it. I never thought that I would be recognized on such a large scale for simply being true to myself. It was an incredible honor, and it gave me the motivation to continue pushing for equality and representation.

Looking back at my journey, I realize that it wasn't just about solving the Chad case.

It was also about discovering my true self and finding the courage to embrace it. I am grateful for all of the people who supported me along the way and for the lessons that I learned.

Now, as Bonnie, I am living my life to the fullest and I am excited for what the future holds… with Maria.

The End <3

Did you enjoy reading Dangerous Disguise: A First-time Feminization Undercover Romance? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle The Feminization Bible Volume Two.

It contains five of my chart-topping feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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First Feminization Fiction – The Gurl Next Door

With a delivery blunder, he meets the girl next door, only to discover that she already got her package.

Second Feminization Fiction – Joy Ride

It was just the two of them, chased by the police, not knowing how far they’d go… in short shorts and a long blonde wig.

Third Feminization Fiction – Heartless Housewife

One sign of weakness was all she needed to humiliate and deny him… truly heartless.

Fourth Feminization Fiction – Construction Site

Transitioning, building a home, and being surrounded by sweaty workers proved to be a hard job.

Fifth Feminization Fiction – Squeaky Clean

From the billionaire’s butler, she becomes the maid… but to clean her boss’ chaotic puddle, she needed more than a mop.

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

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

Read The Feminization Bible V2
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“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You: Boracay Island
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies
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It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies V1
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.

Read The Office Gurl
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More
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"Who cares how I was born? Your father, brother, and boyfriend don’t seem to mind.”

Read Stacey The School Sissy Part 2
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Dangerous Disguise – A First-time Feminization Undercover Romance.

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

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

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

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

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)
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perform for free in Madison Square Garden.

To her surprise, Curtis wasn’t the man

she pictured him to be behind the curtains.
Just how far would she go to prove her love |
for him in this tale of |
The Superstar’s Sissy Secret?

" Book written by Bestselling Author
Lilly Lustwood

Audiobook narrated by World Top Erotic Hypnotist
Devlin Wylde (Wylde in Bed)
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ASEQUEL REQUEST WINNER
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