




The Crossdresser Detective
By: Sofia Bacon
Original Edition (c) 2025 by Sofia Bacon
All rights reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Disclaimer:
This story contains mature themes and is intended for adult audiences (18+) only. It delves into psychological identity transformation, crossdressing, subtle elements of feminization, emotional seduction, and noir-style intrigue. While less explicit than previous works, it explores sensual dynamics and gender-fluid experiences in a world of corruption, mystery, and glamour.

If you are of legal age and drawn to femme fatales, secret desires, and smoky mysteries where identity is a performance and truth wears lipstick—then step into the shadows.

The game is on.
—Sofia Bacon





Previously on Sweet Plums Detective Agency

The story began in a smoky office, filled with perfume, sarcasm, and shadows. At the heart of it: Ellie Black and Luna Valentine—two private detectives, best friends, and perhaps more than that, depending on who’s watching. One with a pen and a plan. The other with lipstick, charm, and a pistol hidden in her purse.

When Edward Vance entered their world, asking for help finding his sister Isabella, the detectives took a case that led them straight into the jaws of the city’s most dangerous club—The Black Mirror. There, behind mirrored walls and velvet ropes, power plays out in stilettos, secrets, and sensual illusions.

Luna, ever the seductress and protector, infiltrated the club from within—learning its language of glances and glimmering control. Ellie chased the corruption on the outside, digging into backdoor deals, blackmail, and a conspiracy that links high-profile men to something far more sinister than pleasure.

As tensions mounted, Luna found herself drawn to Edward’s charm, even as Ellie’s distrust of him deepened. Ramírez, a cop with too many secrets and too many enemies, loomed closer. And the name Raphael Solis—the enigmatic owner of The Black Mirror—whispered through every corner of the investigation like a ghost in red silk.

But perhaps the biggest shift was not in what they uncovered—but in who they became.

For Luna, femininity is more than armor—it’s becoming a truth. For Ellie, the line between protector and partner is blurring. And as Part One ends, our heroines stand on the edge of revelation and ruin.

The case isn’t closed. The mirror hasn’t shattered. And the city?
It's only getting darker.


CHAPTER 1: PROTESTS AND THREATS

The Sweet Plums Detective Agency office was silent, interrupted only by the soft ripping of the pages Ellie flipped through. Luna sat in front of the desk, fiddling with her necklace while Ellie watched her with a look that mixed concern and frustration.

“I can't believe they followed you here,” Ellie said, breaking the silence with a tone that sounded almost reproachful. “What the hell were you thinking, Luna? You could have been hurt.”

Luna sighed, running a hand through her hair. She knew Ellie was right, but she couldn't help but feel frustrated by the situation.

“I wasn't going to stand idly by, Ellie,” she replied, her tone firm. “Isabella is in danger, and every minute we spend arguing is a minute we lose to find her.”

“I know, Luna,” Ellie said, in a softer tone, “but you can't risk it like this. If something had happened to you…” Her voice cracked slightly, and Luna noticed how Ellie clenched her fists, as if struggling to stay calm.

Luna stood up, approaching Ellie carefully.

“I'm fine, Ellie,” she said, placing a hand on her friend's shoulder. “Vance arrived on time. If it wasn't for him…”

Ellie turned her head, looking at Luna with an expression that conveyed conflict.

“Vance,” she murmured, as if the name caused her a mixture of gratitude and distrust. “I don't know what to think of him. On the one hand, he rescued you, and for that I'm grateful. But on the other… how did he know you were in danger?”

Luna looked down, feeling the weight of Ellie's questions.

“He went for me at the club—he was waiting in his car for me to come into the building,” she admitted. “But I think he's as worried about Isabella as we are. And after what happened last night… I can’t deny that he saved me.”

Ellie sighed, running a hand through her hair.

“It's okay,” she said, in a tone that sounded almost resigned. “Maybe I've been too hard on him. After all, if he hadn't been there…” She left the sentence incomplete, but the meaning was clear. Vance had done something Ellie couldn't ignore, and for the first time, her distrust of him was beginning to fade.

Luna smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“Don't worry, Ellie,” she said, in a tone that sounded almost joking. “I know you don't like to admit that someone else can be helpful, but Vance is helping us. And that's a good thing, isn't it?”

Ellie looked at her, her expression conveying a mixture of exasperation and affection.

“Don’t get excited,” Ellie said, in a tone that sounded almost like a warning.

Luna nodded, with a smile that conveyed gratitude.

“I understand,” she said, before sitting back down at the desk. “Now, let’s talk about Holloway. We need to find out what Solis has on him.”

“If Holloway is being blackmailed, it’s because Solis has something on him,” Ellie said, leaning on the desk. “We need to find out what it is. Maybe that will lead us to Isabella.”

Luna nodded, with a thoughtful expression.

“But how do we get to Holloway? He’s not exactly accessible.”

Ellie smiled, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“Tomorrow there’s an opening for a plaza that Holloway funded,” she said, pointing to a newspaper clipping. “And, according to this, the feminist collective Mujeres Libres is going to protest Holloway’s macho treatment of them. We could go and see what we can find out.”

Luna nodded, with a smile that conveyed determination.

“All right. Let’s go.”

The square was full of people. Banners with feminist slogans waved in the air, and the voices of the demonstrators echoed loudly. Ellie and Luna mingled in the crowd, watching everything intently. The energy of the place was palpable, and both detectives felt they were in the right place.

Suddenly, Luna saw a girl who looked familiar. She was one of the waitresses she had seen in the VIP area of The Black Mirror. The young woman was holding a sign that read “Holloway, your macho dealings will not shut us up,” and her expression was one of determination.

“Ellie,” Luna said, touching her friend’s arm. “Look. That girl works at The Black Mirror. I saw her in the VIP area.”

Ellie looked at her, with a surprised expression.

“Are you sure?” she asked, with a tone that sounded almost like disbelief.

Luna nodded, with a serious expression.

“Yes. That’s her. What’s she doing here?”

Both detectives discreetly approached the girl, trying to overhear her conversation with another protester.

“Holloway is a hypocrite,” said the girl, in a tone that sounded almost angry. “He funds projects of supposed social interest, but in The Black Mirror, he allows women to be exploited.”

Luna and Ellie exchanged a glance. What’s going on here? Luna thought, feeling the questions building up in her mind.

Just as the detectives were about to approach the girl, a familiar voice stopped them.

"Miss Black and Miss Valentine," Inspector Ramirez said, approaching with a serious expression. "What a coincidence to find you here."

Ellie and Luna turned, feeling the air grow heavier. Ramirez wore his impeccable uniform, but his gaze conveyed a veiled threat.

"Inspector," Ellie said, her tone challenging. "What brings you here?"

Ramirez smiled, the gesture not reaching his eyes.

"I'm just doing my job," he said, his tone mocking. "But you two seem to be getting into things you shouldn't."

Luna crossed her arms, her expression determined.

"We're not doing anything wrong," she said, her tone defiant. "We're just investigating."

Ramirez laughed, the sound more warning than amusement.

"Investigating these men isn't something you should do," he said, lowering his voice. "I advise you to change course - something more suitable for two 'ladies' like yourselves."

Ellie stared at him, her expression cold.

"You don't scare us, Inspector," she said, her tone challenging. "And we're not going to stop."

Ramirez frowned, his expression now clearly angry.

"You're playing with fire," he said, his tone threatening. "And if you're not careful, you're going to get burned."

With that, Ramirez turned and walked away, leaving Ellie and Luna with an uneasy feeling.

The detectives exchanged glances, feeling the weight of Ramirez's threat.

"This is bigger than we thought," Ellie said, frustration in her voice.

Luna nodded, her expression serious.

"Yes, but we can't stop now," she said, determination in her tone. "Isabella needs our help, and we won't rest until we find her."

Ellie smiled affectionately.

"All right," she said, her tone resolute. "But we'll have to be more careful than ever."


CHAPTER 2: DECISIONS AND DISCOVERIES

Ellie snorted, not taking her eyes off the stage.
"Holloway is on the ropes," she said. "Solis has him by the throat, but we don't know how yet."

Luna folded her arms and took a deep breath before responding.
"We have to find out. If we discover what he's hiding from Solis, we can find Isabella."

Ellie nodded, but before she could respond, a man approached and whispered, "If you want the truth about Holloway, go to the alley behind the theater. Come alone."

Ellie and Luna exchanged a meaningful glance. It wasn't the first time they'd been lured to a dark place with promises of information. But if they wanted to crack the case, they had to take the risk.

"It sounds like a trap," Luna said.

"Of course it's a trap," Ellie replied, grinding out her cigarette with the toe of her heel. "But if we don't go, we might lose our best lead."

"Then let's go."

Luna gave a half-smile and adjusted her long coat. Her pencil skirt and high heels might make her look vulnerable, but anyone who underestimated her speed would regret it. She'd spent years perfecting her balance and stamina, learning to move with grace and efficiency regardless of her "impractical" attire.

The alley behind the theater was a maze of shadows. A flickering streetlight dimly illuminated graffiti-covered walls, while distant city sounds filtered between the buildings. Ellie and Luna advanced cautiously, the latter's heels clicking on rain-slicked pavement.

"Feels like we've done this before," Ellie muttered, scanning the alley with narrowed eyes.

"Classic setup," Luna replied, leaning against the brick wall. "Dark alley, mysterious meeting... next comes the ambush."

The sound of footsteps interrupted them. Three burly men emerged from the shadows, faces hidden by balaclavas. One wielded a wooden bat, another a knife that glinted in the dim light. The third simply crossed his arms, smirking.

"The ladies came alone," said the knife-wielder, flipping the blade between his fingers. "How brave."

Ellie sighed and pushed back her fedora.

"If we had a dollar for every idiot who thinks we're easy targets, we wouldn't need detective fees," Ellie quipped, cracking her knuckles.

The leader kept his arms crossed. "Ladies, we don't want trouble. Just come quietly, and no one gets hurt."

Luna's smile turned razor-sharp. "How chivalrous. But I have a strict no-mask policy on first dates."

The bat-wielder struck first, swinging wildly. Ellie was faster - she ducked under his swing and delivered a crushing side kick to his knee. As he crumpled with a grunt, she finished with a spinning elbow to his temple that left him slumped against the brick wall.

The knife-man lunged at Luna, blade glinting. She pivoted on her stilettos like a matador, letting his momentum carry him past before driving her knee into his solar plexus. A precise chop to his throat sent him gasping to the pavement.

The last thug turned tail and fled into the darkness.

"Well, that was invigorating," Luna said, adjusting a stray lock of hair.

"Your definition needs work," Ellie retorted, brushing alley grime from her trench coat. She hauled up the semiconscious bat-wielder by his collar. "Who sent you?"

He spat blood and grinned. "Doesn't... matter. You're marked now. Next crew won't play nice."

Ellie dropped him with a frustrated growl. Luna exhaled a smoke ring, her eyes tracking the distant city lights.

"Someone's putting hits out on us," she observed.

"But who?" Ellie raked fingers through her dark hair. "Holloway? Solis? Someone we haven't even met yet?"

Luna took a long drag, the cigarette's ember flaring in the gloom. "Only one way to find out." She flicked the butt away in a shower of sparks. "Deeper down the rabbit hole."

Ellie adjusted her fedora with a grim smile. "Always forward."

Their silhouettes merged with the shadows as they strode into the waiting night.


CHAPTER 3: TRACES IN THE DARK

The Sweet Plums Detective Agency's office lay in heavy silence, broken only by the persistent ticking of an antique wall clock. Ellie and Luna sat hunched over their desk, surrounded by documents, photographs, and notes scattered like fragments of an unsolved puzzle. The dim glow of a desk lamp stretched their shadows across the peeling wallpaper.

"We need to split up," Ellie said, massaging her temples. "Both leads need pursuing simultaneously."

Luna nodded without looking up from the folder in her hands. "I'll stay and comb through Isabella's files again," she said. "If there's any thread we've missed, I'll find it."

"Good." Ellie stood, adjusting her fedora with practiced fingers. "Meanwhile, I'll stake out The Black Mirror. My gut says something's brewing there."

They exchanged a wordless nod—partners who didn't need speeches—before separating, each swallowed by her own thoughts.

The Black Mirror's neon sign pulsed like a slow heartbeat in the night. From her shadowed vantage point, Ellie observed the club's front entrance: the parade of designer suits, luxury cars, and bouncers playing gatekeepers to decadence. But her focus stayed fixed on the loading dock, where delivery trucks came and went with suspicious frequency.

She lit a cigarette, the flare of the match briefly illuminating her sharp features. A catering truck pulled up, its logo gleaming under the streetlights. Workers began unloading crates, but Ellie's trained eye caught the discrepancies—the furtive glances, the stiff movements of two men who didn't share their coworkers' relaxed demeanor. One hung back near the truck's cab, his fingers drumming an anxious rhythm against his thigh.

"That's not right..." The words curled out with her smoke.

As the truck rumbled back to life, Ellie crushed her cigarette beneath her heel and slid into her car. The engine purred to life as she began her tail, maintaining just enough distance to avoid detection. It was a gamble, but her instincts screamed that this was the break they needed.

Back at the office, Luna sat immersed in a sea of documents. Her fingers moved with methodical precision, cross-referencing dates, names, and transactions. Isabella's research was thorough—Holloway's shady deals, Solis's web of connections—but the puzzle remained frustratingly incomplete.

A sharp knock shattered her concentration. She turned to find Edward Vance framed in the doorway, his usually composed face etched with uncharacteristic relief.

"Thank God you're unharmed," he said, shutting the door with a quiet click.

Luna arched an eyebrow, allowing herself a faint smile. "I've survived far worse," she replied, her voice smooth as bourbon.

Vance stepped forward, his dark eyes tracing her face with an intensity that hovered between professional concern and something more personal.

Vance's knuckles whitened around his coffee cup. "When I heard about the attack last night..." His voice cracked slightly before he steadied it. "I don't know what I'd have done if—"

Luna cut him off with a gentle touch to his wrist. "We're still standing, Vance. But your sister isn't." She turned toward the percolator, the scent of bitter coffee filling the tense silence.

He shadowed her movements, close enough that she could feel his breath stir the hair at her nape. "Let me help with that." His fingers brushed hers as he took the carafe, the accidental contact sending a current through both of them.

"You've been... remarkable through all this." Vance poured the coffee with deliberate slowness. "Isabella's disappearance, the danger—you haven't hesitated once." His dark eyes locked onto hers. "I've never met anyone like you."

The cup trembled slightly in Luna's grasp. "Even though I'm..." She trailed off, suddenly fascinated by the steam curling from her coffee.

Vance cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. "Especially because you're you." His thumb traced her lower lip. "Fierce. Unapologetic. Magnificent."

The world narrowed to the space between their lips. When they kissed, it tasted of coffee and pent-up longing, Vance's hands cradling her face like something precious. Luna's fingers fisted in his shirt as the office, the case, everything outside this moment ceased to exist—

Meanwhile...

The warehouse district swallowed Ellie's silhouette whole. She crouched behind a stack of crates, tracking the workers through gaps in the shelving. The documents on the desk were too convenient—shipment records, Solis' signature, all laid out like a breadcrumb trail.

Her fingertips grazed a shipping manifest when the hair on her neck stood erect. The warehouse's ambient noises had changed—fewer footsteps, a held breath where there shouldn't be one.

"Damn it." She palmed her switchblade just as a shadow detached itself from the rafters above.


CHAPTER 4: BETWEEN SHADOWS AND DECEPTION

The footsteps came too deliberately to be accidental. Ellie's muscles coiled as she slid the damning papers beneath a crate, covering them with moth-eaten fabric. Dust motes swirled in the dim light as the voice slithered through the warehouse:

"Well now... isn't this interesting?"

She turned with calculated calm. Three figures blocked the exit—the leader's scar gleamed like a smirk in the half-light.

"A proper lady shouldn't play in places like this," he taught, cracking his knuckles.

Ellie adjusted her fedora with deliberate slowness. "And proper thugs should learn to wipe their boots. You're tracking filth all over this lovely floor." Her pulse hammered against her ribs, but her voice stayed smooth as bourbon.

The scarred man lunged forward, his breath reeking of cheap cigars. "Boss wants words with you. Now."

Her fingers itched for the switchblade in her pocket, but the numbers were against her. Better to play compliant... for now.

"By all means," she purred, stepping forward. "I've been dying to have a chat with Solis myself."

A flicker of unease passed between the men as they flanked her. Ellie cast one last glance at the hidden documents—their edges barely visible beneath the cloth—before letting herself be escorted into the waiting darkness.

The Sweet Plums office had become charged with something more potent than cigarette smoke. Luna could still taste Vance on her lips—coffee and that faint hint of peppermint from his pocket sweets. The case files blurred before her as his gaze burned along her profile.

"Luna—" His voice was rough with unspoken things.

She straightened a stack of papers with unnecessary force. "A moment's weakness," she said, too quickly. "We have more pressing concerns than... whatever that was."

Vance caught her wrist, his thumb tracing the delicate bones. "Don't." A single word that meant everything.

The phone's shrill ring shattered the moment. Luna snatched up the receiver, her professional mask sliding back into place—but the tremor in her fingers betrayed her as she reached for a pen.

Luna's finger trembled slightly as it traced the jagged handwriting. "Look at this," she said, pushing the note toward Vance. "Isabella's message naming Solis."

Vance snatched up the paper, his frown deepening with each passing second. "This isn't her writing," he finally declared, tossing it back onto the desk. "My sister's letters were precise—like typewriter keys. This?" He jabbed at the slanted scrawl. "Someone's poor imitation."

A cold realization slithered down Luna's spine. "Then this was planted," she whispered. "Someone's steering us toward Solis."

The implications hung heavy between them. Outside, a sudden downpour began lashing the windows, the storm mirroring their growing unease. Luna's fingers curled into fists. "We need to warn Ellie before—"

The black sedan cut through Nocturne City's neon-lit streets like a shark through dark waters. Ellie watched the rain distort the glowing signs into liquid streaks of crimson and cobalt, her mind racing faster than the wipers could clear the windshield.

The car purred to a stop before a steel-and-glass monolith overlooking the river. Silent escorts ushered her into an elevator that ascended with ominous smoothness.

The doors parted on opulence—rich mahogany, the cloying scent of leather and Cuban tobacco. Behind a desk that cost more than Ellie made in a year, Raphael Solis rolled a cigar between his fingers.

"Detective Black." His smile didn't touch his glacier-blue eyes. "How... proactive of you to invite yourself into my affairs."

Ellie shrugged out of her damp trench coat, letting it drape over a chair like she owned the place. "Your goons extended the invitation, Solis. Though I'll admit..." Her gaze swept the panoramic view of the city. "The penthouse suite is an upgrade from your usual back-alley dealings."

Solis chuckled, rising with panther-like grace. "Desperation or recklessness?" He circled her, trailing cigar smoke. "A smart woman wouldn't have walked into my warehouse alone."

"Good thing I'm brilliant." Ellie met his gaze without blinking. "Your newspaper photos never captured how... reptilian your eyes are up close."

A flash of something dangerous crossed Solis' face before he laughed—a sound like ice cracking over dark water.

Solis' cigar glowed like a predator's eye in the dim office. "I've developed... respect for you, Black." He circled her like a shark testing waters. "You and Valentine—persistent as bloodstains on white linen." His polished Oxfords clicked against marble. "Yet here you stand. In my world. With no cavalry coming."

Ellie didn't blink. The hum of the city thirty floors below might as well have been another planet. "Let me guess," she said, rolling her shoulders. "You'll either bribe me with some astronomical number, or have your boys dump me in the river. Originality was never your strong suit."

The crime lord's chuckle smelled of expensive tobacco and imminent violence. He ripped a check from a ledger, the pen scratching like claws on parchment. The slip of paper whispered across polished wood.

"Everyone's currency differs, detective." His gaze dropped to Ellie's left hand—to the faint tan line where her mother's wedding ring had lived before the pawnshop. "Some prefer cash. Others... information about missing persons."

Ellie's pulse jumped, but her face remained granite. The unspoken threat hung between them: I know about your mother. I know your weaknesses. Her fingers itched to grab the check, to see what price he'd put on her integrity.

Instead, she leaned in until their breath mingled—his cigar-sour, hers mint-gum sharp. "Here's my counteroffer," she murmured. "You tell me where Isabella Vance is, and maybe I won't make you swallow those perfect teeth."

The silence stretched like a noose. Somewhere in the building, an elevator dinged.


CHAPTER 5: SHADOWS ON PAPER

Dawn painted the office in stripes of pale gold through the blinds' slats. Luna Valentine woke with a stiff neck, the agency couch's springs having left their imprint along her spine. She rubbed her eyes—last night's mascara smudged like charcoal beneath them—and stared at the ceiling. Three weeks of living between case files and makeshift bedding. Three weeks since her apartment had stopped feeling like home.

The vanity mirror reflected a duality: on one side, a jade silk robe draped over case notes; on the other, bullet bras and stockings hung precariously from a filing cabinet. Luna splashed icy water on her face, watching the woman in the glass reassemble herself—blotting away smudges, redrawing lips into their perfect cupid's bow. By the time she fastened the last button on her blouse, only the faintest shadows beneath her eyes betrayed the sleepless night.

The door crashed open. Ellie Black stood framed in sunlight, her trench coat swirling with the momentum of her entrance. A split second of unguarded relief flashed across her face before she schooled it into its usual sharpness.

"Luna!"

"Ellie!"

Their embrace lasted precisely three seconds—just long enough for Luna to smell gunpowder and jasmine on Ellie's collar, just brief enough to pretend it was merely professional concern. When they parted, their voices tangled:

"I've got something—"

"—that changes everything."

Luna's laugh came out huskier than intended. She leaned against the desk, the wood pressing familiarly against her thighs. "By all means," she said, gesturing with her coffee cup. "Enlighten me."

Ellie perched on the desk's edge, a cigarette dancing between her fingers like a magic trick. "Solis offered me enough money to retire in Monaco," she said. The unlit cigarette snapped in half. "Which means we're not just chasing a trafficking ring anymore."

Luna's fingernails tapped a staccato rhythm against her cup. "Blackmail," she breathed. "Politicians' secrets. Businessmen's skeletons."

"Exactly." Ellie's smile was all edges. "The trafficking funds the operation, but the real commodity? That's information."

Luna pursed her lips, pondering the revelation.

“Did you find any new evidence?”

“In one of your warehouses, I found documents with your company’s information,” said Ellie. “And I think we should go back for them as soon as possible.”

Luna nodded without hesitation.

The car’s engine roared softly as Ellie drove through the streets of Nocturne City. The smoke from her cigarette floated in lazy spirals, and the radio played soft blues to accompany the drive.

“There’s something else you need to know,” said Luna, breaking the silence.

Ellie shot her a fleeting glance before turning her eyes back to the road.

“Tell me.”

“The folder we were given about Isabella... it may have been doctored,” Luna fiddled with the edge of her skirt thoughtfully. “Edward told me that the note we found in it was not in his sister’s handwriting.”

Ellie frowned.

“Are you saying that someone altered the documents?”

Luna nodded.

“That means we can’t completely trust what we were given. There may be real information, but there may also be lies. Whoever passed us that folder wanted us to follow a specific path.”

Ellie let out a curse under her breath.

“Then we have two problems: finding out what’s real in that folder and finding out how compromised those documents I left in the warehouse are.”

Luna smiled with determination.

“The good thing is that there are two of us, and we have work to do.”

Ellie let out a small laugh and nodded.

“That is true.”

The cellar was as silent as it had been the night before. Ellie and Luna moved quickly, slipping into the shadows with the experience of those who have learned not to let themselves be seen when they don’t want to be seen.

They reached the box where Ellie had hidden the documents and retrieved them without difficulty. The air in the place was thick with the smell of old wood and dampness.

“Let’s see what we have here,” said Luna, carefully unfolding the papers.

They both began to review the documents under the dim light of a flashlight. Lists of names, financial records, transactions... every page was filled with information that could incriminate Solis and his network. But then Luna stopped dead in her tracks.

“Wait a moment…” she murmured, her eyes fixed on a specific document.”

Ellie watched her curiously.

“What’s wrong?”

Luna looked up, her expression serious and determined.

“I discovered something. We have to go back to the agency.”

Ellie asked no questions. If Luna said so, it must be important. They put the documents away and left the warehouse as quickly as they had entered, with a sense of urgency burning in their veins.

What Luna had found could change everything.


CHAPTER 6: MANIPULATED EVIDENCE

The clock struck midnight in the Sweet Plums Detective Agency office, but neither Ellie nor Luna seemed ready to leave. The office was completely silent, except for the sound of papers slipping rapidly through Luna's hands as she frantically searched through the files scattered on the desk.

"It has to be here..." she murmured, pushing aside sheets of paper in no apparent order.

Ellie, sitting on the other side of the desk, watched her intently, her cigarette slowly burning away between her fingers.

"Luna, breathe. What exactly are you looking for?"

Luna paused for a moment, her eyes lit up with the excitement of a find. She pulled out a stack of papers and spread them out on the table, smoothing them with both hands.

"This. Look at this, Ellie."

Ellie leaned forward, looking at the documents. They were payment records - transactions between Holloway and Solis. Large sums of money moving in discrete accounts, exactly the kind of evidence that could sink someone if it fell into the wrong hands.

"The bribes," Ellie muttered. "This is what Solis used to blackmail Holloway."

Luna nodded, but her expression showed not relief, but uncertainty.

"Yes, but that's not the weird part," she pointed to the edge of one of the pages. "Look at this. They all have a dotted line at the same end. As if they had been detached from the same document or cut with the same tool."

Ellie frowned, holding up one of the sheets against the dim light of the desk lamp. She examined the jagged line, then picked up another and compared it.

"It can't be a coincidence..." she whispered.

Luna crossed her arms.

"I thought so. Someone generated all these documents with the same template. And not only that..."

Ellie looked up, waiting for the conclusion.

"If someone planted these documents, it means that at any moment they can turn them over to the police as evidence. And who do you think will be blamed for everything?" Luna left the question in the air, as if the answer was obvious.

Ellie dropped the papers with a heavy exhale.

"They're setting him up to be the only guilty party," she finally said. "When everything explodes, they will arrest him and the case will be closed. And the real culprit..."

"Holloway," Luna said, with a grimace of displeasure.

Ellie leaned back in her chair, gently rapping her knuckles on the table as her mind worked at full speed.

"It's a smart move," she said. "If someone inside the system wants to protect Holloway, this is the best way to do it. Plant evidence against Solis and make him look like the mastermind behind it all. No one is going to look any further if they have a culprit ready to hand over."

Luna took a slow breath.

"And there's only one man within the police force who could do something like that."

Ellie nodded slowly, her dark eyes reflecting the certainty of her thought.

"Ramirez."

The name hung in the air like a latent threat. Luna ran a hand through her hair, exhaling in frustration.

"He's been tracking us from the beginning. He made sure we didn't get too close to Holloway. And if it's true that he's manipulating the evidence... it means he's not only covering up the case, he's also fabricating its outcome."

Ellie took her cigarette and stubbed it out in the ashtray with a firm motion.

"If we want to expose Holloway, we must first expose Ramirez."

Luna dropped the documents on the table and rested her hands on her waist, her smile flashing danger.

"Then I think it's time we set a trap for Inspector Ramirez."

Ellie smiled sideways.

"I love the way you think."

The hunt had just begun.


CHAPTER 7: HUNTING A HUNTER

The sun was barely filtering through the buildings when Ellie and Luna began their surveillance. Ramirez was not a man to hide, but neither did he leave obvious traces. He moved with the confidence of someone who knows he has the backing of the right people, unafraid of being discovered because, until now, no one had dared to expose him.

The detectives followed him discreetly as he walked through the financial district. They stopped at a safe distance as the inspector entered a modest-looking coffee shop, greeting the owner with a pat on the back before sitting down at a table next to a man dressed in an impeccable gray suit. Luna raised the camera and captured the moment.

"Who is he?" Ellie murmured, peering through the reflection of a display case. "He looks familiar."

Luna took another picture before putting the camera down.

"I don't know, but he doesn't look like a simple acquaintance. There's tension in that conversation."

Ellie nodded. They stood watching as Ramirez received an envelope from the man in the gray suit, opened it just a bit and then quickly tucked it into his jacket. The exchange lasted no more than five minutes before the inspector stood up and left without saying goodbye.

"That's money," Luna whispered. "Bribery or payment - either works for us."

They followed Ramirez through the streets to their next destination: a small office with a discreet facade. They stood outside, pretending to be distracted while Ellie made quick notes in her notebook and Luna took more photographs with the caution of someone who has been in the trade for years.

When the sun began to set, they had enough evidence. Suspicious movements, meetings with shady businessmen, cash transactions. Everything pointed to Ramirez not only being involved, but playing both sides.

Ellie closed her notebook with a snap.

"It's time."

The building where Inspector Ramirez lived was an old complex, with dark corridors and an elevator that creaked with every movement. Ellie and Luna went up to the fifth floor, where the plaque next to the door indicated their apartment number.

Luna folded her arms and looked at Ellie with an arched eyebrow.

"Do you have a plan?"

Ellie pulled out her revolver and tapped it with her knuckles.

"Yes. We knock on the door and corner him with what we have."

Luna rolled her eyes.

"A very subtle plan."

Ellie smiled.

"The old method always works."

Luna sighed and pulled out her own gun, ready for any eventuality. Ellie knocked firmly on the door. A few seconds passed before footsteps could be heard from the other side. The door opened slightly, revealing a large armchair in the center of the room where they could see Ramirez's arms resting.

"It's over, Ramirez," Ellie said firmly, but there was no response.

The two detectives advanced slowly with their guns in hand.

"This doesn't look good," Luna commented.

When they entered fully, both paled. Luna's legs trembled at the sight of Inspector Ramirez slumped in his armchair, blood soaking through his white shirt. A dropped glass between his feet had left a stain on the floor. Someone had beaten them to it - by mere minutes.

"What the fuck?" Ellie cursed. "How could this happen? I didn't see anyone else come in. Did you see anything, Luna?"

"No," she replied, trying to regain her composure. "Whoever did this was probably already waiting for him."

Before they could speak further, a door burst open and the gray-suited man appeared, revolver in hand. Ellie reacted first, pushing Luna aside as she drew her gun.

"We have to take cover!" Luna shouted, knocking over a lamp that crashed to the floor.

The shot pierced the wall inches from where Ellie was standing.

"Damn it!" Ellie fired back.

They ran out of the apartment, but the man was relentless. His footsteps sounded heavy behind them, his shadow lengthening under the streetlights.

"This isn't going to be easy," Luna muttered, reloading her weapon.

"It never is," Ellie replied with a sharp smile as they turned a corner.


CHAPTER 8: FLIGHT INTO THE SHADOWS

The shot shattered the night's stillness, whistling through the air before embedding itself in the brick wall inches from Ellie and Luna's cover. The gunshot's echo faded into Nocturne City's dark alleys, but the message was clear: their pursuer's miss hadn't been accidental.

"Shit, this guy's a professional!" Luna gasped, pressing her revolver to her chest while scanning for an escape route.

Ellie drew her weapon and risked a glance. The gray-suited man moved through shadows with lethal precision. His stance, his calculated repositioning between shots - this was no ordinary thug. He was a hunter, and they'd become his prey.

Another shot exploded the streetlight above them, showering glass fragments and plunging the alley into deeper darkness.

"Run!" Ellie shouted, shoving Luna forward.

They sprinted down the alley, footsteps echoing sharply against pavement. Behind them, their pursuer advanced methodically, his calm demeanor suggesting he knew the hunt was far from over.

Luna wove through back alleys with Ellie close behind. Each corner they turned brought another bullet impacting nearby concrete. These weren't random shots - he was herding them, manipulating their path.

"We can't just keep running blindly!" Luna panted, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"I know!" Ellie snapped. "We need shelter."

Then inspiration struck. A safe haven. Somewhere they'd find allies.

"Maria's Café!" Ellie exclaimed. "Two blocks north. If we make it, we can hide."

Luna nodded sharply and they surged forward, using every shadow and obstacle to their advantage. In the distance, The Place of Letters' sign glowed faintly through the darkness - a dim beacon of hope.

The gunfire ceased. But this brought no comfort. Ellie understood. Their hunter hadn't abandoned pursuit - he was simply adapting tactics.

They vaulted across the final street and burst through the café door. Maria, mid-table wipe, spun toward them with a scowl.

"What in hell's—" she began, but the detectives' expressions cut her short.

"We're being hunted," Ellie hissed. "Need to disappear. Now."

Maria's response was all business. Without hesitation, she jerked her chin toward the back, her espresso-stained apron swaying.

"Storage room," she muttered. "Nobody touches those files but me."

The detectives slipped into the cramped space where towering shelves of decade-old receipts and inventory logs created shadowy corridors. The door clicked shut behind them as Maria resumed wiping counters, her movements deliberately casual.

The hunter's Oxfords tapped a measured rhythm on the sidewalk outside. Ellie's finger hovered near her trigger as the footsteps paused directly before the café's entrance. Luna's knuckles whitened around her revolver's grip. The bell above the door remained silent.

Then - salvation. The footsteps resumed, fading down the rain-slicked street.

Ellie released a breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding. Luna sagged against a shelf, sending a cascade of invoices fluttering to the floor. The dusty air smelled of stale coffee and imminent danger.

"That wasn't some hired gun," Luna breathed, swiping sweat from her brow. "That was a professional hit."

Ellie's gaze remained locked on the thin line of light beneath the door. Somewhere out there, the hunter was circling.

"We just became someone's loose ends," she murmured. The realization settled between them like gunpowder waiting for a spark.

Outside, a car backfired. Both women flinched.


CHAPTER 9: ECHOES OF THE PAST

The man in the gray suit lingered on the sidewalk, watching the café door swing shut behind his prey. His face betrayed nothing, but his fingers flexed once—a hunter denied his kill. The revolver slid back into its holster with a whisper of leather. He turned sharply, his silhouette dissolving into Nocturne City's ever-present fog like ink in water.

Inside The Place of Letters, the air hung thick with the scent of stale coffee and adrenaline. Ellie braced herself against the wall, cigarette smoke curling from her trembling fingers. Luna perched on a tower of mildewed ledgers, her breathing still uneven.

"We were inches from the truth," Luna muttered, "and now Ramirez's corpse is the only witness left."

Ellie dragged on her cigarette, the ember flaring in the dim light. "We thought nailing Ramirez would crack this case wide open. Instead, we've got a ghost in a gray suit hunting us through back alleys."

Maria materialized in the doorway, arms crossed. The usual warmth in her eyes had hardened.

"Who the hell was that?" she demanded.

The detectives exchanged a glance. The uncomfortable truth settled between them—they'd been chasing shadows without names.

"We don't know," Ellie admitted. "But he's connected. Holloway. The police. Maybe someone even higher up the food chain."

Maria's frown deepened. She moved behind the counter with deliberate calm, extracting a cigarette from a battered silver case. The flame of her lighter trembled slightly.

"I've seen him before," she said at last. "Wait here."

She disappeared into the back, returning with a leather-bound album dusted with coffee grounds. Luna leaned forward as Maria flipped through yellowed news clippings, her chipped nail stopping on a grainy photograph.

Isabella Vance sat at a corner table, her face tilted toward a tall figure in a dark suit. Though the man's features were obscured by shadow, the cut of his jacket and the arrogant slope of his shoulders were unmistakable.

"Christ," Luna breathed, her pulse roaring in her ears. "It's him."

Ellie snatched the photo, her thumb tracing Isabella's frightened smile. "She met with him before vanishing." She looked up sharply. "Maria, what else do you remember? What were they discussing?"

Maria exhaled a slow ribbon of smoke, her gaze turning inward.

Maria tapped her cigarette, sending ashes drifting onto the album. "Caught bits and pieces," she said, her voice roughened by smoke and memory. "Isabella was talking a mile a minute—pleading, really. But him?" She jabbed at the photograph. "Cool as winter concrete. Just... listening. Like he was pricing her soul."

The photo hit the table with a slap. Ellie stared at it like it might burst into flames. "If he was the last to see Isabella..." Her words hung in the air, heavy with implication.

Luna's teeth worried her lower lip. "The 'who' doesn't matter half as much as the 'why,'" she murmured. "Someone paid for that suit. Someone owns that silence."

The café's clock ticked three loud seconds before Maria broke the stillness. "You girls been digging in the wrong grave."

A car backfired outside. All three women tensed.

Through the window, the fog curled like a living thing—hiding secrets, hiding hunters. Somewhere out there, the man in the gray suit was waiting. And now, so were they.


CHAPTER 10: THE SHADOW OF THE SPY

Night was closing in on Nocturne City as Ellie and Luna left the café. With the new knowledge about the man in the gray suit and his connection to Isabella, the detectives knew their best chance to find her was to follow up on the leads they already had. And that meant looking for the girl Luna had seen on The Black Mirror.

“If she was there, she must know something,” said Luna as they walked through the wet streets after a light drizzle.

“Or at least give us a new starting point,” Ellie replied, adjusting her fedora.

They arrived at the apartment building in a discreet neighborhood, far from the hustle and bustle of downtown. It didn’t take them long to identify the door of the young activist. Just as they were about to approach, they both stopped dead in their tracks.

In front of the building, the girl was talking to someone in the semi-darkness. A tall, elegant man with a stiff posture.

“The man in the gray suit,” Luna whispered, feeling a shiver run down her spine.

Ellie narrowed her eyes and watched carefully. The conversation between them was brief. The man barely moved his lips, but the young woman nodded nervously before he handed her an envelope and disappeared into the shadows as discreetly as he had arrived.

When the girl re-entered the building, Ellie and Luna waited a few minutes before following her. They knocked cautiously on the door. After a few seconds of uncertainty, the young woman opened it just enough to look at them warily.

“What do you want?” she asked in a trembling voice.

“Just talk,” Ellie said calmly. “We know you were in The Black Mirror and that you just met with someone very dangerous.”

The girl looked down both sides of the hallway, making sure no one else saw them, before opening the door all the way.

“Come in,” she whispered.

Ellie and Luna went inside. The apartment was small and modest, with little furniture and a pile of cluttered books on a coffee table. The young woman closed the door and folded her arms.

“I don’t know what you think you know, but if they find out I’m talking to you, I’m dead.”

“We don’t want to get you in trouble,” Luna said gently. “Just tell us what’s going on.”

The girl hesitated, nibbling her lower lip, before sighing and sitting on the edge of the couch.

“I... I have only done what I’ve been asked to do. I was hired to report on the movements of the feminist contingent. I don’t know much more.”

“Who hired you?” Ellie asked in a firm voice.

The girl hesitated before getting up and walking over to a small desk. She pulled an envelope out of the drawer and opened it, dropping several checks on the table.

“They pay me with this. I just had to observe and pass on information.”

Ellie picked up one of the checks and studied it closely. Her gaze hardened when she read the name of the issuing company.

“This,” she muttered, “I recognize this company.”

Luna walked over and looked over her shoulder.

“Where do you know it from?”

Ellie looked up, her eyes glittering in the reflection of the dim lamp in the room.

“It’s the same catering company that delivers for The Black Mirror.”

Luna felt the air become thicker. Everything was starting to come together.

The trafficking ring, Holloway, the club... and now, spying on the feminist contingent.

The case had just taken a dangerous turn.


CHAPTER 11: SHADOWS IN THE POLICE STATION

The catering company was called Golden Spoon Services. An elegant, discreet name—the kind of company no one would look twice at, and yet it was at the center of the network that hid Nocturne City's shadiest businesses.

Luna and Ellie knew they could not move forward without more information. They needed access to records that only the police could provide. So Luna made a difficult decision: to cash in on a favor she had avoided using for years.

The police station smelled of stale cigarettes, burnt coffee, and old papers. As soon as she stepped through the door, Luna felt the stares. Nocturne City was not kind to people like her. She noticed the furtive glances, the snickers among some officers, the barely concealed hostility. But she kept her head high. She had learned to move through hostile environments without flinching.

"Let me do it," Ellie whispered, noting her discomfort.

"No," Luna replied firmly. "He's my contact. And this is my debt."

They walked between desks to the office of a tired-faced detective in a wrinkled jacket. David Harper, an old acquaintance of Luna's, looked up and snorted at the sight of her.

"I knew you'd eventually come to me for something," he said, leaning back in his chair. "What do you need?"

Luna folded her arms, undeterred.

"Information about Golden Spoon Services. All buildings owned by them. I know there were reports... and I know they were hushed up."

Harper frowned and gave Ellie a sidelong glance before turning his gaze back to Luna.

"Where did you hear that?"

"Never mind," Luna said. "Can you help me or not?"

The detective sighed, ran a hand over his face, and leaned over his desk. He pulled a file from a drawer, flipped through it quickly, and after a second's hesitation, slid it toward them.

"Don't drag me into this, Valentine. But yes, there were reports. Eyewitness accounts of Golden Spoon trucks operating at odd hours, staffed by people who didn't seem entirely willing. Every time someone tried to investigate, the case disappeared. Everything points to Ramirez."

Ellie picked up the file and flipped through it quickly.

"How many buildings do they own?" she asked.

Harper leaned forward and pointed to a spot on the document.

"They have several warehouses, but this one..." He tapped a finger on the address. "It's on the outskirts of town. No official catering deliveries have left there in months. If they're holding anyone, it's there."

Luna felt a shiver. Ellie closed the file and gave Harper one last look.

"Thank you, Harper."

He shook his head.

"Never thank me, Black. Just get out of here before anyone asks questions."

Back at their office, Ellie and Luna spread a map of the city across the table. Using the information from the file, they marked the key points: The Black Mirror as the pickup point, Golden Spoon Services as the transporters, and finally, the warehouses on the outskirts as the final destination.

"That's how they do it," Ellie said, studying the lines she'd drawn with her pencil. "Girls disappear into The Black Mirror, get taken out in catering trucks, and are driven out of town. Easy to hide, impossible to trace."

Luna swallowed hard.

"If Isabella is anywhere, it's there."

Ellie nodded slowly, her gaze hardening.

"Then let's go get her."


CHAPTER 12: THE NETWORK UNCOVERED

The flickering lights of the Sweet Plums Detective Agency office illuminated the faces of Ellie and Luna as they finalized their plan. Across from them, two familiar figures leaned against the desk, studying the map with serious expressions.

"So, you want to break into one of the best-protected operations in the city without getting killed?" asked Tommy "Shade" Morales, a young man with a slim build, dark hair, and shrewd eyes. His underworld connections had earned him a reputation as someone who could get anything... for a price.

"Basically, yes," Ellie replied in her characteristic dry tone.

Next to her, Lola Cruz—a woman with striking curves and elegant bearing—exhaled a sigh as she folded her arms.

"If you're going into the lion's den, you'd better move like predators, not prey," she said. With years of experience dancing in exclusive clubs, Lola understood better than anyone how the men who ran those places operated. "Move cautiously. Those guys have eyes everywhere."

Luna gave her a grateful smile.

"That's why we came to you. We need information and advice."

Tommy leaned over the map and pointed to the warehouse.

"This place isn't just storage. They use it as a transit point. Some girls stay for days; others get shipped elsewhere. Armed guards at the entrance, more inside. You can't force your way in."

Ellie nodded.

"We don't plan to. We need distraction, speed, and precision."

"Luckily, that's what we're good at," Luna added with a confident smile.

From the corner of the office, Edward Vance watched in silence. Finally, he spoke, his voice firm.

"I'm not letting you do this alone. If Isabella's there, I'm coming with you."

Ellie and Luna exchanged a glance before nodding.

"Okay," said Ellie. "Then let's end this."

The Golden Spoon Services warehouses stood on the city's outskirts, shrouded in fog and the distant hum of the highway. Ellie, Luna, and Vance crouched behind rusted shipping containers, observing the entrance.

"Two guards at the front," Ellie whispered. "Probably more inside."

Luna scanned the perimeter, her eyes catching a dimly lit side door.

"We can slip around them through there," Luna suggested, nodding toward the side entrance.

Vance adjusted the revolver at his belt.
"What about the guards at the front?"

Ellie produced a small vial from her trench coat.
"A distraction," she said, shaking the flammable liquid inside. "Sometimes the old tricks still work best."

Vance arched an eyebrow.
"You're going to start a fire?"

"Just enough to cause panic," Ellie replied.

With practiced precision, she stuffed a rag into the bottle's neck, lit it, and hurled it toward a stack of empty crates. As flames licked up the wooden pallets, the front guards abandoned their posts to investigate.

"Now," Luna breathed.

The trio moved like shadows - footsteps measured, breaths held. At the side door, Ellie's lockpick made quick work of the mechanism.

Inside, the air hung heavy with moisture and fear. Flickering bulbs cast erratic shadows down narrow corridors while muffled voices echoed ahead.

"Stay close," Ellie whispered as they advanced, sticking to the darkest paths.

A guard rounded the corner unexpectedly. Luna moved first - one fluid motion to seize his throat while her pistol butt connected with his temple. He crumpled soundlessly.

"Sleep tight," Luna murmured, smoothing her hair.

They pressed on until a massive metal door blocked their way. Ellie listened at its surface and heard what might have been crying.

"This is it," she mouthed.

The door groaned open to reveal a nightmare: makeshift cells crammed with dozens of women in various states of distress. Most recoiled, but one figure staggered upright.

"Isabella?" Luna's voice cracked.

The young woman's gaunt face registered disbelief.
"Luna? Ellie?" Her chapped lips trembled. "I...I thought..."

Vance pushed past them, his voice raw.
"ISABELLA!"

She turned toward him, tears cutting tracks through the grime on her cheeks.

"Edward!"
Isabella crashed into her brother's arms like a drowning woman clutching driftwood. Their embrace spoke of sleepless nights and fading hope - fingers digging into fabric, shoulders shaking with silent sobs. Luna's throat tightened at the raw emotion, her own scars throbbing in sympathy.

The moment shattered as Ellie's whisper cut through the gloom:
"We need to move. Now."

Luna sprang into action, helping Vance support Isabella while Ellie began shepherding the other women. The rescued girls moved like startled deer - all wide eyes and trembling limbs. One kept repeating "thank you" through chattering teeth until Luna pressed a finger to her lips.

As they reached the corridor, distant shouts echoed through the warehouse. The guards had discovered the unconscious sentry.

"Faster," Vance urged, half-carrying his sister. The revolver in his free hand caught the flickering light.

They burst into the chilly night just as the first gunshot rang out. The bullet sparked off metal shelving near Ellie's head.

"Go!" Luna screamed, shoving the last girl toward the fence line where Tommy waited with their getaway car.

The engine roared to life as the final passenger tumbled inside. Through the rear window, Luna watched the warehouse shrink into the darkness - but the fire in her chest burned brighter than ever.

They'd won the night.
 


CHAPTER 13: TRUTH IN THE SHADOWS

The car was moving through the streets of Nocturne City, cutting through the early morning fog with its headlights. Ellie and Luna were driving back to the agency, with Vance and Isabella in the back seat. The silence in the car was heavy, interrupted only by the sound of the engine and Isabella's occasional shaky breath.

“I can’t believe I’m finally free…” muttered Isabella, looking out the window as if she still feared it was all a dream.

“You are,” Vance replied in a firm voice. “And we will make those who did this to you pay.”

Luna glanced in the rearview mirror at Vance. Although she was exhausted, her eyes had a sharp glint in them. There was something she had not yet said.

“Isabella,” said Ellie, in the direct tone she used when she was about to ask the big question, “you know something else, don’t you?”

Isabella pursed her lips and nodded slowly.

“Solis… is not really responsible for the network.”

Ellie slammed on the brakes at a red light and spun in her seat.

“I beg your pardon?”

Isabella took a breath, as if gathering the words was painful.

“Solis is a monster, yes, but he was just a cog in the machine. The trafficking network is bigger than we thought. I realized too late that someone else was pulling the strings… someone with real power. And when I found out who it was, I was kidnapped.”

Luna swallowed.

“Who?”

Isabella looked her straight in the eye.

“Victor Holloway.”

Silence fell on the car like a slab.

“Shit…” muttered Ellie, tapping the steering wheel.

Everything fit. Holloway’s finances, his connections with politicians and businessmen, his apparent distance from the underworld as he moved everything from the shadows. Solis had been the dirty face of the business, the man everyone feared, but he was just a front. Holloway was the real architect.

Luna took Isabella’s hand gently.

“How do you know?”

“I heard it from Solis,” Isabella replied. “He was furious because he knew he was being set up to go down. Someone else wanted to clean up the trail and make him the only one to blame. And the man who was in charge of my kidnapping…” She paused, her expression darkening. “He’s the same one who chased them in the street. The man in the gray suit.”

Ellie and Luna exchanged a meaningful glance. There was no time to waste.

“We have to gather all the evidence and expose him right now,” Ellie said decisively. “Before they make us disappear like Isabella.”

She stepped on the accelerator, and they headed for the agency.

When they arrived at the Sweet Plums Detective Agency’s office, Ellie felt a chill on the back of her neck before she even touched the door. Something wasn’t right.

“Do you feel that?” Luna murmured.

“Yes,” Ellie replied, resting her hand on the revolver in her belt.

Vance and Isabella stood in the doorway while the detectives went in first. As soon as they crossed the threshold, they saw him.

Sitting comfortably in Ellie’s chair, an indecipherable smile on his face, was Victor Holloway. To his right, standing like a statue, was the man in the gray suit—his presence imposing, his expression unreadable.

“Good evening, ladies,” Holloway said in a calm, almost amused tone. “We had a feeling you would be busy tonight, so I thought I’d wait for you.”

Ellie and Luna exchanged a quick glance, their minds racing through every possible escape.

“I hope you don’t mind that we beat you to it,” Holloway continued, leaning his elbows on the desk. “After all, we’ve got a lot to talk about…”

The air grew thick, and in that moment, they knew—the real battle had just begun.


CHAPTER 14: THE MASTER STROKE

The metallic snap of shackles echoed through the office like a gunshot. Isabella held her breath as cold steel tightened around her wrist, securing her to the office chair. Vance remained silent while the man in the gray suit clamped cuffs on his other wrist, immobilizing them both.

Ellie and Luna watched with clenched fists but didn't move. They knew this wasn't the moment to strike. Not yet.

Holloway reclined in Ellie's chair, exhaling cigarette smoke with satisfaction. "You know," he mused, "I always pegged you two as meddlers with more courage than sense. But I'll admit—you've tracked me rather well."

He leaned forward, elbows on the desk. "Pity it was all for nothing."

Ellie's gaze never wavered, her expression steel. "What's next, Holloway? Kill us? Or do you prefer theatrics?"

A soft laugh escaped him, savoring his control. "Oh, Ellie. I'm no blunt instrument like Solis. Why dirty my hands when I can simply redirect the police?" His smile sharpened. "And they've generously provided the perfect scapegoat."

Luna's eyes narrowed. "Solis..."

"Exactly." Holloway snapped his fingers. "A notorious criminal with a history of corruption? No one will question fabricated evidence implicating him. And with you gone... well, who's left to contradict the story?"

A chill raced down Ellie's spine. Every detail was accounted for—except one.

Maintaining her calm, she slid a hand beneath the desk. Her fingers brushed the small radio she'd hidden weeks ago, tuned to a private frequency.

Tommy "Shade" Morales was listening.

And Tommy had friends in the police.

Unseen, Ellie twisted the transmitter's knob—

—and the silent signal went live.

"Sure," Ellie said, as if continuing the conversation. "Solis was the perfect face for your network, but he was never more than a smokescreen, was he? You're the real architect."

Holloway's smile turned razor-sharp. "Of course. I designed the operation. I pulled the strings. And now, when everything unravels, Solis takes the fall while I walk away untouched."

Luna felt the faint vibration of the activated radio against Ellie's palm. Her pulse spiked. Tommy was listening. And if Tommy was listening—

—the police were too.

The office air thickened. The man in the gray suit tilted his head slightly, his gaze glacial as it settled on Holloway.

"So this is just a game to you," he said, tone flat. "What if your plan fails? What if evidence exists that even you can't bury?"

Holloway scoffed. "Please. I own judges. I own politicians. Half the police department is on my payroll. No one touches me."

A beat of silence. Then the man in the gray suit exhaled through his nose, eyes slitting like a predator's.

"I don't partner with men who boast. And I especially don't work for fools blind to their own downfall."

Holloway's smirk died. "What did you just—?"

The gun came up smoothly. Three bullets clattered onto the desk, their metallic clinks echoing like death knells.

"I said," the man repeated, tucking the now-empty weapon into his jacket, "you've just signed your own warrant."

Holloway surged to his feet. "Have you lost your goddamn mind?!"

The man lit a cigarette, the flare of the match illuminating his impassive face. "Listen closely. Patrol cars are two blocks out. Every word you've said tonight? Recorded. And I don't ride sinking ships."

Holloway's face drained of color. His head snapped toward Ellie—then Luna—the truth crashing over him.

"You... bitches."

Sirens wailed in the distance, crescendoing.

The man in the gray suit stepped back, tipping an imaginary hat to the detectives. "No intention of dying today. So, ladies... until next time."

Without another word, the man in the gray suit vanished through the back door, melting into the night.

Ellie exhaled, the coiled tension in her shoulders finally unwinding. Luna was already moving, crouching beside Vance and Isabella to inspect their restraints.

"Cuff keys should be on the desk," Vance muttered.

Ellie snatched them up and freed them with quick twists of her wrist. Vance steadied Isabella as she rose, just as the wail of sirens swelled to a deafening pitch outside.

Holloway staggered back, his polished composure cracking. "No... they wouldn't dare—"

Ellie bared her teeth in a knife-edged smile. "Looks like someone just played their last card... and lost."

The door exploded inward. Half a dozen officers flooded the room, weapons trained. "HANDS UP, HOLLOWAY! YOU'RE UNDER ARREST!"

For one suspended second, the kingpin stood frozen. Then, with glacial slowness, his manicured hands rose in surrender.

The detectives locked eyes—a silent acknowledgment of their hard-won victory.

But outside the office windows, Nocturne City's neon glow pulsed on, indifferent.


CHAPTER 15: JUSTICE IN THE STREETS

The dawn of Nocturne City brought with it more than just sunlight. It brought voices. Hundreds of them. Women and allies marched through the streets, holding up signs with phrases of justice and dignity. The news about the fall of Holloway and the trafficking ring had shaken the city, and now the feminist contingent made it impossible to ignore.

Isabella walked at the front of the group, her face marked by the scars of the horror she had lived through, but with a firm and proud look on her face. She was back, and this time she would not be silenced.

“No more!” shouted the demonstrators.
“No more!” Isabella repeated forcefully.

The streets vibrated with every step, and the city, for the first time in a long time, seemed to be listening.

At the police station, the previous night’s storm had taken its toll. Ramirez, handcuffed and with a hardened face, stared at the officers who had once greeted him with respect. Now, he was just another fallen man.

The police chief, a stocky man with deep circles under his eyes, rubbed his face before speaking to the press.

“We recognize that there was corruption within our ranks,” he said in a heavy voice. “Inspector Ramirez was involved in the cover-up of these atrocities, and on behalf of the police force, we offer an apology to the victims and to those who tirelessly sought justice.”

Camera flashes lit up his face as he swallowed hard. The Sweet Plums detectives had just humiliated the Nocturne City police... and no one could argue that they had done anything but their jobs better than the force had.

In the Sweet Plums Detective Agency office, the atmosphere was completely different. The office was filled with cigarette smoke and laughter. Tommy “Shade” Morales was leaning back on the couch with a glass of whiskey in his hand, while Lola Cruz laughed quietly with Luna, sharing anecdotes of her life in the clubs.

Ellie, leaning on the desk, raised her glass in Luna and Isabella’s direction.

“For a job well done,” she toasted with a smile.
“And because we almost didn’t get killed,” Tommy added, clinking his glass with hers.

Luna smiled, enjoying the moment. It felt good to breathe after everything that had happened. Nocturne City was still rotten, but at least this time, they had shaken its foundations.

Vance approached Luna and held out a glass to her, but she didn’t take it right away. His eyes met hers, and for the first time in a long time, Luna felt like she could let her guard down.

“You did it,” he said quietly. “You saved Isabella... and many more.”

Luna looked down with a shy smile.

“I didn’t do it alone.”

Vance set the glass aside and, without further ado, grabbed her waist and kissed her. It was a different kiss than the last time—not one of uncertainty or danger, but of gratitude, desire, and promise.

When they parted, Vance looked at her with a half-smile.

“Now that there’s less risk involved… I hope you’ll accept a date with me.”

Luna laughed softly, running a finger along the rim of her glass.

“You’ll have to work hard to impress me, Vance.”

He smiled confidently.

“I’ve always liked a good challenge.”

Ellie watched them with a satisfied smile before turning to the window. The city lights shone with the promise of a new story, a new case… because Nocturne City never slept.

But tonight—at least for tonight—they could celebrate.


EPILOGUE: SHADOWS IN THE CITY

The Sweet Plums Detective Agency office was more alive than ever. On Ellie’s desk, a stack of files awaited review; on Luna’s, letters from new clients piled up as if—suddenly—the entire city trusted them. The Holloway case had put them on the map, and now everyone seemed to want a piece of their wit and determination.

“Who knew we’d end up with more work after almost dying?” Ellie commented, leaning back in her chair with a smile.

Luna, perched on the desk, crossed her legs and exhaled in satisfaction.
“I guess unmasking a corrupt tycoon has its benefits.”

Ellie picked up her cigarette and lit it calmly.
“Yes, but it also puts us in the crosshairs of people with more power than we can imagine.”

“Since when has that ever mattered to us?” Luna replied, her smile defiant.

Ellie opened her mouth to retort when the office door creaked open. The figure that entered was unmistakable: an expensive suit, gelled hair, razor-sharp eyes. Raphael Solis.

Silence fell like a shadow.

Luna and Ellie didn’t move, but their shoulders tensed. Solis closed the door behind him and stepped forward until he stood before the desk.
“Ladies,” he nodded, “I hope I’m not interrupting your glorious victory.”

Ellie stubbed out her cigarette, eyes locked on him.
“What are you doing here, Solis?”

He smiled, that unshakable confidence clinging to him like cologne.
“I came to thank you. You did me a favor by taking Holloway off the board. Without you, I’d be in a cell—or worse.”

Luna studied him, wary.
“We didn’t do this for you.”

Solis chuckled.
“I know. But I still owe you. And I pay my debts.”

Ellie crossed her arms.
“What’s the price of your gratitude?”

Solis leaned slightly over the desk, his voice dropping to a murmur.
“Just advice. You got lucky this time. Nocturne City’s full of mysteries… Some, like Holloway, can be exposed. Others?” He paused. “Better left buried. Not everything bows to bravery and brains.”

Luna arched an eyebrow.
“Is that a warning… or a threat?”

Solis smiled, amused.
“Consider it… professional concern. You’re beautiful. Brave. But this world?” He tapped the desk. “It doesn’t hand out trophies for either.”

Ellie and Luna held their silence. They knew the truth in his words—but fear had never steered their choices before.

Ellie leaned forward, her gaze razor-sharp.
“Thanks for the warning. But we’re not stopping.”

Solis sighed, as if he’d scripted her reply.
“Then watch your backs. There’s always something… bigger. Sooner or later, even you’ll hit a wall you can’t climb.”

He straightened his jacket and turned toward the door. A pause. A glance back.
“We’ll meet again, Sweet Plums.”

Then—gone. Swallowed by the city’s hunger.

Luna exhaled, arms crossed.
“That man could sour champagne.”

Ellie’s grin flashed, all teeth and thrill.
“Good thing we prefer whiskey.”

Luna chuckled, eyes drifting to the window. Beyond the glass, Nocturne City pulsed—a beast of fog and fractured light. It never slept. And neither would they.

Because in these streets?
Another case was already breathing down their necks.


AFTERWORD

Writing this story has been a journey through shadowed alleys and unexpected revelations. Ellie and Luna are more than detectives—they’re a testament to the light that friendship, grit, and unshakable authenticity can cast into the darkest corners.

I hope their adventure gripped you as fiercely as it gripped me while writing it. This case may be closed, but the ink isn’t dry yet. Something tells me the Sweet Plums girls have more files waiting in their drawer—cases lined up like bullets in a revolver, each one ready to ignite a new storm.

Thank you for walking these neon-lit streets with them. The next case is already knocking at the agency’s door…

Until then,
Sofia Bacon
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