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            LOS ANGELES, MAY 19TH, 1987

          

        

      

    

    
      Light poured over the city like molten gold, igniting the skyline in a fever dream of rock and roll, lust, and restless ambition.

      The late spring night thrummed with energy.

      On the freeway, endless ribbons of brake lights stretched into the distance—a bleeding artery of red, pulsing and stuck in the throes of another LA traffic jam.

      Skyscrapers stabbed into the heavens, bathed in neon and streetlamp fire, their windows shimmering like watchful eyes. In the distance, the mighty tower of the U.S. Bank Building reigned supreme—a steel monolith to the city’s insatiable hunger for more.

      Downtown was a living beast—breathing, shifting, never sleeping.

      People flooded the sidewalks in a blur: sharp-dressed executives on DynaTAC cells, sunburned tourists clutching shopping bags, and street vendors shouting half-price deals. The low growl of engines merged with the far-off wail of sirens, a broken symphony that bled into the smog-thick air.

      Here, beneath the city’s electric pulse, a thousand stories twisted in the dark—and any of them could catch fire by morning.

      On the cracked corners, hookers leaned into their routines with mechanical grace, barely flickering a glance as cop cruisers idled past, the red and blues painting their faces like war paint.

      Outside the Whisky a Go Go, a pack of leather and denim-draped dreamers smoked cheap cigarettes and tossed back their heads in laughter—wannabe rock gods still clinging to the hope that tonight would be their night.

      The strip clubs buzzed like open wounds, the neon signs flickering over shadowy doorways.

      Inside, topless dancers glided down chrome poles with feral elegance, their movements a language of survival and seduction. Dollar bills fluttered from outstretched hands, tucked greedily into G-strings, feeding the city’s endless appetite for flesh, fame, and fantasy.

      It was a night carved out of madness—a typical night on the Sunset Strip—where smoke curled with dreams and ambition could buy you a kingdom or bury you alive.

      Latino gangs rumbled through the streets in lowriders, their engines snarling low and mean, blending with the heavy thud of hip-hop and the sharp crackle of street talk.

      Young black youths, draped in the colors of the Bloods and Crips, moved in tight clusters, their eyes cutting through the night—always searching, always ready, scanning the streets for both allies and enemies.

      Operation Hammer had flooded the neighborhoods with LAPD officers, but instead of crushing the violence, it only ratcheted up the tension.

      The city was a powder keg, and tonight, it crackled on the edge of detonation.

      Meanwhile, in the glittering heart of Hollywood, limousines purred to a stop outside Grauman’s Chinese Theatre for another red-carpet event.

      Flashbulbs exploded in rapid-fire bursts as celebrities posed, smiled, and waved, basking in the glow of their own mythology.

      Just a few blocks away, though, the city’s darker pulse beat louder—raw, angry, and forgotten.
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        * * *

      

      “What are you doing, huh?”

      The slap came fast and sharp, a flat palm crack against a skull.

      A young man staggered forward, clutching the back of his head.

      “Peddling this shit on my streets?”

      The older man held up a small polythene baggie filled with creamy white crystals—crack cocaine, fresh from the corner hustle.

      The kid, startled, threw his hands up, wide-eyed and desperate.

      “Shit, how the fuck did that get in my pocket?”

      The second slap was harder, more final.

      “Don’t mess with me, Tyrell. Now, who’s your supplier? You tell me right now, or you, me, and Detective Long are taking a little trip straight downtown.”

      “Look, man, I don’t wanna get killed out here! I was just trying to make a few bucks. C’mon, man, give a brother a chance!” Tyrell stammered, his voice cracking under the weight of fear.

      Standing over him like a judge in a leather jacket was Detective Jonny Reese—six feet of bad attitude and movie-star swagger.

      The streetlights caught the edge of his black leather biker jacket, the sleeves pushed up to his elbows, revealing powerful forearms coiled with tension.

      A tight purple T-shirt hugged his frame beneath the jacket, tucked into light, acid-washed jeans. His white high-top sneakers looked almost too clean for these streets—almost.

      A dog tag-style chain swung loose around his neck, holding his police badge like a warning rather than an invitation.

      His thick, styled hair, sun-streaked and perfectly disheveled, only added to the smirking defiance carved into his handsome face—the kind of face that turned heads, ignited jealous glares, and sparked fantasies in women who should’ve known better.

      Silver aviator sunglasses perched cockily atop his head, catching the flickering pink and blue neon bleeding out from the strip joint behind him.

      Jonny Reese didn’t just stand there—he owned the scene.

      The tall detective towered over Tyrell, who barely scraped five-foot-seven, and tonight, the gap felt a mile wide.

      “Last chance, Tyrell. You’re really pissing me off.”

      Jonny’s voice dropped into something dangerous—low, sharp, the tone that said he was done playing games.

      Tyrell shifted nervously on the spot, tugging at the sleeves of his black-and-white Adidas tracksuit.

      He looked every inch the stereotypical black street hustler—Adidas Superstars flashing under the streetlights, a cheap gold chain glinting at his collar, and a fake Rolex sliding loose around his wrist.

      His hair was cut into a tight, high fade, sweat shining at his temples.

      “Look, if I tell you, I’m a dead man,” he muttered, darting anxious glances down the street.

      From the curb, Detective Eddie Long called out from the passenger seat of a gleaming yellow 1984 Camaro Z28.

      Dressed sharply in a stylish black suit over a plain T-shirt, his long dark hair tied neatly back, Eddie’s voice cut across the night:

      “Book this asshole, Jonny.”

      The two Vice Squad detectives were both twenty-seven, bonded tighter than blood.

      After his mother died, Jonny had lived with the Long family since he was thirteen.

      While Eddie stayed home above the family’s downtown restaurant, the Dragon Inn, Jonny struck out on his own at nineteen, getting his first crappy apartment.

      They both started their careers pounding the same dirty streets as rookie cops, clawed their way up to detective together, and, along the way, became more than partners—they became brothers.

      Neither of them gave a damn about strict protocol.

      They didn’t toe the line—they dragged it, kicked it, set fire to it—but got results, and in LA, that mattered.

      “No, wait!” Tyrell blurted out, panic in his voice. His eyes went wide as saucers.

      Jonny’s gaze hardened to a knife’s edge.

      “Go on.”

      “Mickey Menendez… It’s Mickey Menendez!” Tyrell stammered.

      Even in this city of criminals, everyone knew the name Mickey Menendez.

      The Colombian drug kingpin—smooth, handsome, with long, curling hair—was the poster boy for style and sin.

      He wore the latest designer suits, puffed on fat Cuban cigars, and washed down top-shelf French brandy like tap water.

      A man of wealth and taste—but also a man whose list of sins ran darker than the LA River: murder, racketeering, extortion, narcotics distribution—across Los Angeles and up and down California.

      Always slipping through the cracks and always one step ahead of justice.

      Jonny’s jaw clenched, his expression turning to stone.

      “Eddie, you hear that? We’re heading to Beverly Hills.”

      Eddie gave a half-grin from the sidewalk, reaching for the glovebox.

      “Wait—what about me?!” Tyrell cried out, panic rising into his throat.

      “You can’t just leave me out here! If that motherfucker finds out I ratted him out, I’m a dead man! Please!”

      Jonny shot Eddie a devilish grin, then turned back to Tyrell and tossed him a pair of handcuffs.

      “Do the honors… gangsta.”

      Tyrell fumbled to catch the cuffs, confusion plastered across his face.

      “I thought you were lettin’ me go?”

      Jonny shrugged, casual as sin.

      “You can stay here and wait for Menendez’s amigos to find you… Or slap those cuffs on and get in the car.”

      Tyrell hesitated, glancing past Jonny toward the Camaro.

      “Man, there doesn’t look like much space in the back.”

      The backseats were messy—Eddie’s latest Valentino Uomo suit in a dry-cleaning bag and gym gear scattered everywhere.

      Jonny smirked.

      “Who said anything about sittin’ in the back?”

      He guided Tyrell around to the trunk and popped it open with a click.

      Tyrell’s eyes went wide.

      “Aw, hell no, man! I’m claustrophobic! I can’t go in there!”

      Jonny didn’t even blink. He yanked the sweatband off Tyrell’s head and pulled it down over his mouth like a makeshift gag.

      “It’s your only option,” he said coolly, motioning to the open trunk.

      Muttering furious protests behind the gag, Tyrell reluctantly climbed inside.

      As he sat up, trying to adjust, Jonny slammed the trunk, catching him right on the crown.

      “Watch your head,” he said with a sarcastic smile.
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        * * *

      

      Jonny slid behind the wheel, glancing at Eddie.

      “Beverly Hills,” he said, firing up the engine.

      He jammed a cassette into the stereo, and the speakers exploded into life–

      Mötley Crüe’s “Wild Side” blasting like a war cry.

      With a screech of tires, the Camaro shot out into traffic, weaving recklessly between cars. Horns blared behind them, the city howling in their wake.

      Eddie smirked across the seat.

      “Mickey Menendez. Knew that name was gonna come outta Tyrell’s mouth.”

      Jonny shook the bag of confiscated crack between his fingers.

      “Yeah, but at least this time, we’ve got some evidence to play with.”

      Eddie tapped the dashboard.

      “You want me to radio the captain? Tell him what’s going down? You know Menendez is gonna ask where our warrant is.”

      “Fuck the warrant,” Jonny scoffed, his voice rough with contempt.

      “Menendez’ll just weasel his way out of it like always. If we roll up there now, we’ve got the one thing he can’t buy—the element of surprise. We’ll show him our little friend in the trunk,” Jonny said with a wicked grin. “He won’t know what the hell to say.”

      Eddie chuckled, shaking his head.

      “Come on, Jonny—he’s only twenty-one. Give the kid a break.”

      Jonny flashed him a smirk, his eyes gleaming beneath the dash lights.

      “Whatever you say, Mr. Long.”

      The Camaro roared as Jonny punched the gas, the V8 snarling like a beast unleashed. The neon lights of the Strip blurred past them, fading into streaks of color as they climbed higher toward the hills.

      Rising tension and the hum of something dangerous waiting just over the next rise swallowed the pounding stereo music, once the heartbeat of their charge.
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            SMOOTH CRIMINAL

          

        

      

    

    
      Miguel Jorge Fernando Menendez—‘Mickey’ to his American associates—stood alone on the balcony of his Beverly Hills mansion, a cigarette smoldering between his fingers. The warm night breeze teased the faint scent of jasmine from the garden below, wrapping around him like a ghost of innocence that the city had long forgotten. Beyond the terrace, the city lights glittered against the velvet darkness, stretching like a broken necklace across the night. For a man like Mickey, it wasn’t just a view but a kingdom.

      

      From somewhere deep inside the house, the mournful strains of Puccini’s Madame Butterfly floated through the surround-sound system, the aria spilling into the night like a soft, sorrowful sigh.

      The music drifted through the cavernous rooms, brushing over cold marble and warm leather—a whisper of tragedy against grandeur. Inside the house was a study of understated opulence. The marble floors gleamed like a frozen lake, capturing the flickering firelight in fractured reflections.

      An Indian tiger’s skin sprawled before the grand fireplace, its fur shimmering gold in the low, hungry flames.

      The air inside was rich with the scent of fine leather from the deep, Italian-made couches—hand-stitched pieces from the exclusive B&B Italia collection, crafted for men who knew how to drown in both luxury and power.

      On the walls, splashes of bold color from Rothko and Hockney paintings cut through the otherwise muted tones, adding a sharp, modern pulse to the classic wealth.

      Everything about the place spoke one truth:

      Mickey Menendez didn’t just live in luxury—he ruled it.

      In the media room, state-of-the-art technology lay dormant for the night.

      A 43-inch, ultra-rare, 400-pound Sony Trinitron TV dominated the room—the latest in home entertainment—paired with a top-of-the-line Pioneer VHS player and a towering stack of tapes, ranging from timeless classics to the hottest new blockbusters.

      The stereo system was a Nakamichi Dragon, and its speakers were meticulously placed throughout the house. As the aria unfolded in flawless harmony, the halls were filled with the subtle, haunting strains of Un bel dì, vedremo.

      Outside, an infinity pool mirrored the soft spill of light from the house, its surface as smooth and motionless as glass beneath the moon’s silvered gaze.

      At the far edge, the water blended seamlessly with the sprawling city lights, creating the breathtaking illusion that the pool spilled into the stars.

      Nearby, a hot tub gurgled gently, a rare pocket of tranquility in the restless pulse of the estate.

      Loungers—white canvas stretched tight across teak frames—sat neatly arranged beneath large umbrellas, ghosts of the day’s indulgence lingering in empty champagne flutes left behind like forgotten promises.

      Beneath all the gleam and polish, a darker undertone pulsed through Menendez’s empire.

      Too-expensive cars lined the garage—a bright red Ferrari 328 GTS, a sleek black Lamborghini Countach, and a rare Maserati Royale—each vehicle a masterpiece of speed and arrogance, polished to an impossible shine, waiting for their next reckless joyride through the twisted veins of the hills.

      Down in the basement, the temperature dropped, and the ambiance shifted.

      Rows of neatly organized firearms lined the walls—Uzi submachine guns, AK-47s, M16 rifles—their cold metal gleaming beneath dim industrial lights.

      Stacked in one corner, heavy metal cases held bags of pure white powder—cocaine, heroin, crack—sealed and ready to flood the streets.

      Bundles of cash, thick with rubber bands, sat in tight, neat piles inside a hidden vault.

      This was the true nerve center of Menendez’s empire—his power’s raw, dirty lifeblood.

      

      As Menendez turned away from the glittering city view, his eyes swept over his domain.

      The final strains of Madame Butterfly dissolved into the night, leaving only silence behind.

      His home was a fortress of indulgence and excess—but beneath all the marble and leather, beneath the carefully curated image, there roiled a kingdom built on blood, drugs, and violence, hidden just out of sight.

      

      Lying atop a bed of black satin sheets, she was a vision of temptation.

      Long black hair spilled over her bare shoulders, framing a face where deep brown eyes smoldered in the soft, golden glow of the en-suite.

      Voluptuous and sinfully seductive, she wore a black lace bra and thong—the delicate fabric barely containing her luscious curves.

      The light played across her smooth skin, highlighting the perfect swell of her breasts and the rounded curve of her buttocks as they pressed into the satin.

      She was a masterpiece of flesh and desire—alive, breathing, waiting.

      As Menendez stepped back into the bedroom, his eyes darkened with hunger.

      The woman sat up slowly, moving with the grace of a serpent, a teasing smile curling on her lips.

      Their gazes locked—two predators circling the same fire—and she beckoned him with one sultry finger, her body promising sin without mercy.

      She was beauty.

      She was power.

      And she knew it.

      Menendez crawled across the satin sheets, drawn toward her like a man starved.

      The teasing smile never left her lips as she slid the thin straps of her bra from her shoulders, her hands working the clasp loose at her back.

      The black lace fell away, revealing the full perfection of her breasts—her dark brown nipples taut and inviting.

      Their lips met in a fevered kiss, urgent and consuming.

      Menendez’s hair, usually pulled back in a tight ponytail, came loose, falling around his shoulders as he surrendered to the rising passion.

      Her hands found his belt, tugging at it with desperate fingers.

      Just as the heat between them reached its boiling point⁠—

      BZZZZZT.

      The sharp buzz of the intercom cracked the moment wide open.

      Menendez groaned, furious, his body still burning as he reached for the receiver on the bedside table.

      “My fucking God… what now?” he muttered, trying to ignore the woman’s lips trailing down his neck, her hands still roaming greedily over his body.

      “Sir, two police officers are at the gate. Should I send them away?” crackled a voice through the line.

      Menendez hesitated for only a beat before answering, his tone cold, shifting into something calculating.

      “No… no. Let them in.”

      He slammed the receiver down and turned to the woman, a sly grin twisting across his mouth.

      “Warm yourself up, my darling,” he said, his voice a promise laced with wickedness.

      As he left the room, she slid her hand beneath the waistband of her panties, her fingers moving with lazy, deliberate anticipation, her eyes gleaming in the dim light.

      Menendez made his way down the sweeping marble staircase, lighting a cigarette with a flick of his lighter and taking a slow, deliberate drag.

      As he descended, he casually tied his long, black, curly hair into a neat bun, his fingers working with fluid precision.

      At the bottom, he paused before a tall mirror by the front door, adjusting his reflection with the same careful attention he gave everything else.

      The buzzer rang.

      Menendez tucked his black silk shirt into his crisp white pants, smoothing the fabric with his palms.

      One last glance in the mirror—then he opened the door.

      Standing on his doorstep were Detectives Jonny Reese and Eddie Long.

      Jonny had parked his yellow Camaro at a reckless angle—half on the driveway, half chewing up the perfectly manicured lawn.

      Menendez felt his jaw tighten, but his face remained a mask of effortless charm.

      “Ah, Detectives Reese and Long,” Menendez greeted smoothly, his deep Latin accent turning their names into velvet. “Why don’t you come in?”

      He gestured grandly. Two of his men stood like statues at the threshold, watching the detectives with silent suspicion.

      

      Once inside, the house wrapped around them in opulence.

      Polished marble floors gleamed beneath their feet.

      Abstract art adorned the walls in calculated bursts of color while the air reeked with the scent of old money.

      Menendez led them into a spacious living room, where luxurious leather couches faced the fireplace like lounging thrones.

      The detectives sat down without invitation, Jonny slouching slightly, Eddie relaxed but alert.

      “Brandy, señores?” Menendez offered smoothly, pouring himself a generous glass from a crystal decanter.

      The detectives shook their heads in unison.

      Menendez sipped his drink, his eyes gleaming with amusement.

      “I assume you have a warrant or something,” he said casually, swirling the brandy in his glass.

      “Or perhaps I’m mistaken, and you wish to discuss the fine arts… or maybe President Reagan’s speech at Congress last week?”

      Eddie leaned back, cool as ice.

      “No, Menendez. We don’t have a warrant.”

      He flashed a small, idle smile.

      “But we are here to chat.”

      Jonny didn’t waste words.

      He reached into his jacket and tossed a small plastic bag of crack onto the polished coffee table between them.

      Menendez picked it up delicately between two fingers, examining it as if it were a curious artifact.

      “And what is this, gentlemen?” he asked, mild interest coloring his tone.

      Jonny leaned forward, his voice slicing through the bullshit.

      “Your product,” he snapped.

      Menendez’s lips curled into a small smile, his eyes flicking back and forth between the two detectives.

      “I see. And I suppose you have proof of this wild accusation?” Menendez asked, his voice smooth and measured, though a dangerous glint flickered in his eyes.

      “As a matter of fact, I do⁠—”

      “Jonny, no,” Eddie cut in sharply, stopping Jonny before he could reveal Tyrell as their source.

      Eddie leaned forward, his tone razor-sharp. “That’s your shit. Your dealer dropped his ass when we pressed him—the one you had dealing on Hollywood and Vine.”

      It wasn’t exactly the whole truth, but it was close enough.

      Menendez’s eyes darkened. He let out a slow, frustrated sigh.

      “How many times are we going to do this, detectives? How many times?”

      The charm in his voice cracked, revealing the edge beneath.

      “You come to my house, park that shitbox on my lawn, knock on my door, and accuse me of peddling drugs—drugs that you had in your pocket. That, gentlemen, is called entrapment. Am I right? And without a warrant, no less!”

      He held up the small plastic bag of crack between two fingers, waving it slightly.

      “You see, gentlemen, I am a man of business. Not drugs—or whatever this shit is.”

      He flicked the bag back onto the table with a wrist snap.

      “I deal in art. I’ve proven this to you time and time again—with receipts, with client lists—and yet here you are, at my fucking house! Accusing me. Again!”

      Jonny shot to his feet, eyes blazing.

      “Bullshit. You’re a fucking crime lord,” he snapped.

      Menendez sneered, his voice dripping with disdain.

      “Where is your proof?”

      

      Menendez’s female companion took that moment to intrude—now wrapped in a short silk slip and matching robe, her nipples hard and pressing visibly through the thin fabric.

      Jonny’s eyes flicked toward her instinctively, caught for a second too long.

      Eddie nudged him hard, snapping him back to the moment.

      “Miguel, who are these men?” she asked, her voice soft and curious as her gaze moved across the detectives.

      Menendez smiled at her, the charm returning to his face, though his eyes stayed cold.

      “These men are leaving, Maria. Aren’t you, gentlemen?”

      He turned back to Jonny and Eddie, his tone icy now, final.

      “I’ll be having a word with Captain Walker about this little visit.” He gave a polite nod toward the exit. “Please show yourselves to the door if you would be so kind.”

      The tension in the room crackled like a live wire—but Menendez’s smug confidence left no room for argument.

      He had played this game before.

      And he always walked away clean.

      

      “SON OF A BITCH!” Jonny roared, slamming both fists onto the steering wheel violently.

      The Camaro’s tires tore up the manicured turf as the car shot back out through the gates of Menendez’s mansion, a scream of rubber and fury.

      “Every fucking time, he pulls this art dealer crap outta his ass!” Jonny seethed. “I know it’s him, Eddie. I know Menendez is behind the distribution.”

      The car skidded to a sudden, brutal halt.

      Eddie braced himself against the dashboard.

      “The captain’s gonna be pissed, Jonny!” Eddie warned. “Anyway—why’d you stop?”

      Jonny didn’t answer.

      He threw open his door, stormed around to the trunk, and popped it open with a sharp snap.

      He yanked Tyrell out roughly, uncuffing him with one hand and shoving him away with the other.

      Tyrell staggered, straightened his sweatband over his head, and spun around, furious.

      “HEY, MAN! FUCK YOU! LEAVING ME LOCKED UP IN THERE! FUCK YOU, PIGS!”

      Jonny didn’t even flinch. He hopped in the car, threw the Camaro into reverse, and floored it—tires screaming across the lawn—heading straight at Tyrell.

      The young man yelped and dove headfirst into the bushes to avoid getting flattened.

      “FUCKING PSYCHO!” Tyrell shouted after them, his voice fading into the dust cloud they had left behind.

      

      The Camaro ripped back toward the city, leaving a trail of torn grass and broken pride behind it.

      “We could’ve got more off him at the station, Jonny,” Eddie said, glancing sidelong at his partner.

      Jonny shot him a look, slipping into a mocking imitation.

      “With the captain waiting for us when we get there? ‘Long, Reese, who is this man?’” He switched voices without missing a beat, mimicking Tyrell in a whiny tone:

      ” These motherfuckers had me in the trunk of their car, tied up like a hostage!’”

      Eddie snorted and shook his head, laughing despite himself. “Okay, okay, Jonny—I get it.”

      Jonny leaned into the gas, the engine snarling beneath them.

      “Look, we’ll get back down there, see what Walker says—if Menendez even called him.”

      The Camaro blazed through the LA streets, the city lights stretching out in front of them—a silent, endless reminder of the chaos waiting in the dark.

      

      Tyrell stood there, brushing dust and bits of grass off his tracksuit.

      “Assholes,” he muttered under his breath, shaking his head, and headed into the street.

      For a moment, it was quiet, then a cyclist rounded the corner, cruising slowly, minding his own business.

      Tyrell’s eyes lit up.

      “Yo, my man!” he called out, stepping into the guy’s path with a big, fake smile.

      Before the cyclist could react, Tyrell shoved him clean off the bike.

      The poor guy flipped over like a rag doll, headfirst into a thorny bush.

      “Ain’t nothin’ personal, brother!” Tyrell called after him, already grabbing the bike. “But I’m gon’ need to borrow this lil’ ride right here—appreciate you! God bless!”

      He swung a leg over the frame, wobbling like a drunk toddler as he tried to pedal.

      The handlebars jerked left; the wheels veered right, but Tyrell fought it with flailing arms and a lot of swearing.

      “Come on now, baby, work wit’ me—don’t make me look stupid out here!” he barked at the bike, wobbling dangerously.

      Finally, after a few awkward zigs and zags, he straightened it out and took off along the street, still muttering to himself.

      “Shit… stealin’ bicycles in Beverly Hills… Mama ain’t raise no fool—she just ain’t raise no cyclist, neither!”
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            DIRTY LITTLE SECRETS

          

        

      

    

    
      Hollywood had always worn two faces.

      The glitz and the glamor.

      Though beneath it—rot.

      Dark rumors festered beneath the bright lights—whispers of satanic rituals, secret societies, and the elite drunk on their twisted hunger for power.

      Nothing officially manifested, and even less made the headlines—but beneath the red carpets and flashing cameras, something vile simmered.

      The so-called “occult elite”—producers, agents, even actors themselves—gathered in hidden corners of the city.

      They tried to summon the Dark Ones, chasing promises of eternal youth, untouchable wealth, and absolute power.

      Sometimes, the rites were empty theater—drunken games, desperate fools playing at wizards.

      Yet sometimes… the darkness answered back.

      Reports of missing children had trickled through the underground like blood through a cracked floor.

      Young pregnant women vanish without a trace.

      Horrors whispered in alleyways and over late-night coffees—stories too evil for the daylight to stomach.

      These weren’t accidents.

      They weren’t urban legends.

      They were the deliberate acts of maniacal, sick, twisted bastards.

      And tonight, a meeting was being held in the black underbelly of Los Angeles.

      Not a party.

      Nor a game.

      A gathering.

      A congregation of shadows.

      And whatever they meant to summon tonight would stain the city forever.

      

      The LAPD had been getting calls left, right, and center.

      Strange sightings. Dark gatherings. And screams that echo through forgotten neighborhoods.

      But to the department brass, it all sounded too made up, too theatrical.

      Like a bad movie script written by a junkie.

      

      Those who dared to speak—whistleblowers, rookies with a conscience—were quickly silenced.

      Their deaths were framed to look like suicide.

      Some disappeared in the twisted wreckage of staged car crashes.

      Others OD’d in motel rooms, needles still jammed in their arms.

      Every case wrapped up with a neat little bow—nothing suspicious and even less worth investigating.

      Those who turned against the hidden pact and broke faith with the abyss faced crueler fates.

      Defamation. Accusations. Careers ruined overnight.

      And if they kept pushing, they became the sacrifice themselves.

      

      But tonight… none of them—not the occultists, not the cowards hiding behind their money, not the devils pretending to be men—bargained for what was coming.

      

      Something was moving in the darkness now.

      Something older.

      Something furious.

      

      And it wasn’t coming to negotiate.
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            THE EVIL THAT MEN DO

          

        

      

    

    
      In the oppressive darkness of the stone hall, a group of shrouded worshippers stood in a silent circle.

      Grotesque metal masks hid their faces, each a nightmare of twisted horns, snarling mouths, and hollow, empty eyes.

      No two were the same—each mask uniquely horrific, contorted into expressions of terror and malice.

      Their heavy black robes drank in the flickering light from the black candles they held, turning their shadows into writhing, unnatural shapes across the icy walls.

      A lone figure, robed in deep crimson, stood at the head of the circle.

      His red mask was precisely etched, far more brutal and vicious than the others.

      It looked like a demon carved from bloodstained iron, a mockery of everything human.

      A young pregnant woman lay at the center of the circle on a slab of ancient stone.

      Her naked body trembled violently against the cold.

      Thick ropes dug cruelly into her wrists and ankles, her limbs straining in silent agony.

      A filthy gag muffled the sobs that racked her thin frame.

      Her wide, wild eyes caught the guttering candlelight, reflecting it in shattered fragments of pure terror.

      Her pale skin looked almost luminous against the darkness, making her appear even more fragile.

      She lay sprawled above an enormous inverted pentagram, smeared across the stone floor in dried, crusted blood.

      Around her, demonic symbols twisted and writhed—painted in chaotic spirals that moved when no one was looking, clawing at the floor like living things.

      The entire hall felt poisoned, heavy with ancient, unspeakable evil.

      And in that moment, it wasn’t just fear that filled the air.

      It was hunger.

      Something waited.

      The cultists moved with deliberate, ominous steps circling around her.

      They placed their black candles at the points of the inverted star, the flames flickering in eerie synchronization.

      Their silence was worse than any chant—an unbearable, suffocating stillness abundant with unspoken terror.

      Each footstep struck the floor like a hammer on her sanity, crushing what little hope she had left.

      The air thickened, tainted with the stench of decay and copper.

      Her breathing grew frantic as the crimson-robed leader approached—each slow, echoing step scraping across her mind like broken glass.

      She thrashed against the ropes, her pregnant belly heaving with sobs swallowed by the cruel gag.

      But the bonds were too tight.

      There would be no escape.

      The crimson figure produced a ceremonial dagger from his cloak, its curved blade gleaming wickedly in the dim light.

      Strange, ancient markings shimmered along its flat—symbols from a time and place long cursed.

      The woman’s terror-stricken eyes locked onto him as he loomed over her, a shadow in a sea of darkness.

      And then—a motion too swift to fully register.

      A flash of steel.

      A horrible, wet sound that echoed through the vast emptiness.

      Her body convulsed, a choked, soul-shattering cry slipping past the gag as she arched in pain.

      The circle of masked cultists leaned closer, their grotesque visages tilting toward the altar, their hunger almost palpable.

      Blood slicked the ancient stone in the shadows, seeping into the demonic symbols they’d scrawled across the floor.

      The crimson-robed leader lifted a goblet high, its contents thick and dark, catching the candlelight in grotesque reflections.

      He drank deep beneath his mask, his movements slow, ritualistic.

      One by one, the others followed, stepping forward, tilting the goblet to their hidden mouths.

      The warm lifeblood trickled down the sharp edges of their grotesque masks, staining the cold metal with dark, dripping lines.

      The leader moved with grim purpose, the dagger flashing again.

      A fresh, broken cry rose into the vaulted darkness—only to be cut short, swallowed by the ritual.

      The goblet overflowed as he lifted it high, and the congregation drew ever closer, their reverence thick in the air.

      The metallic stench increased with every breath.

      Then the chanting began—low and guttural, a vibration that seeped into the very bones of the room.

      The walls themselves groaned beneath its weight.

      The sacrifices twitched weakly, fading fast as the circle loomed closer.

      The keeper of the ritual knife leaned over her one last time.

      No mercy.

      Only cold, ritualistic precision.

      Another motion.

      Silence.

      When it was done, he lifted his offering high—a last, grisly prize torn from the innocent.

      The woman convulsed once more, then lay still.

      Her wide, terrified eyes were frozen forever on the ceiling.

      The heart was across the hall, its grotesque pulsations echoing like a dying drumbeat, and brought before a twisted altar fashioned from the skulls of children, their tiny bleached bones forming a grim pedestal.

      Atop it, a silver bowl gleamed coldly under the candlelight—its surface smooth but heavy, with a malevolent aura.

      The heart was placed gently into the center of the bowl.

      It spasmed weakly, splattering dark stains across the surrounding skulls.

      The air grew fouler, overwhelming with the stench of rot, blood, and something older—that bled from the stones themselves.

      The crimson figure turned back toward the assembly.

      Without hesitation, the cultists dropped to their knees in a tight, unholy circle.

      Their masked faces pressed forward in grotesque homage—an act of submission so vile the very air shuddered.

      The heart pulsed faster, erratic, frantic.

      And then—It ruptured in a sudden, violent burst.

      Black, oily liquid boiled from the shattered remains, spilling over the edges like a living sickness.

      The foul substance churned and writhed, filling the air with a stench that clawed at the senses.

      Something had been born from the horror.

      And that thing was far worse than death.

      

      From deep within the roiling blackness, malformed hands clawed their way free.

      They were not human—slick and blackened, their fingers too numerous, twitching with unnatural spasms.

      They scrabbled over one another, desperate, writhing like maggots from a corpse.

      The silver bowl overflowed with grotesque limbs, spilling onto the bloodstained floor.

      With a wet, sloshing sound, the black shapes pulled themselves fully into the world, twisted mockeries of life, hunched and dripping with rancid fluid.

      Their tar-dark flesh gleamed under the candlelight, with limbs bending in ways no living thing should move.

      From the depths of their skull-like faces, glowing red eyes burned with endless hunger.

      At the center of the congregation, a new nightmare took form.

      A squelching symphony of tearing sounds echoed through the chamber as glistening organs merged into the slithering flesh.

      Veins pulsed grotesquely beneath translucent skin, black blood surging through every fiber.

      The thing’s face was blank—no mouth, no nose—only two burning red eyes glaring into the void.

      It vibrated with raw, unholy power.

      The cultists dropped to their knees again, trembling before their creation.

      The creature tilted its head and surveyed the room with ancient malice.

      It was not a monster.

      It was not a god.

      It was the pure embodiment of everything damned.

      And it had been born for vengeance.

      

      The black, smoke-like creatures moved, shifting in and out of solidity as they closed the circle around the cultists.

      Their ghastly fingers brushed over the frozen worshippers, sending tremors of icy dread through the heavy air.

      And then, without warning, retribution struck.

      The first cultist screamed as a black creature hit him with devastating force—an eruption that shattered bone and ripped flesh in a heartbeat.

      Robes crumpled to the floor, stained and shredded, revealing torn muscles and lifeless limbs spilling onto the stone.

      The others could only watch, paralyzed by the terror they had unleashed.

      The creatures moved through the circle one by one, each death more horrific than the last.

      Screams filled the stone hall—screams that received no answer but death.

      The demons tore through the flesh and bone of the fallen with terrible ease. Limbs torn, organs discarded, skin shredded like grisly paper.

      The floor became a sea of blood and viscera, slick and treacherous beneath the writhing forms.

      The stench of blood and excrement choked the air, thick enough to drown in.

      Twisted masks—once symbols of power—lay discarded atop the ruin, their hollow metal eyes staring into nothing.

      The sacred ritual had become a slaughterhouse.

      

      Only one remained.

      The crimson-robed leader kneeled alone in the center of the carnage.

      His hands trembled, pressed together in a pitiful gesture of reverence.

      “Master… welcome…” he whispered.

      The demon turned its burning gaze upon him.

      It shifted forward—tendrils and darkness in the shape of a grotesque foot—and hovered above the last worshipper.

      “I’ve done well, my lord…?” the cultist choked.

      The demon’s gaze slid past him to the broken bodies of the mother and child.

      And then, with devastating force, it struck.

      The leader’s head vanished under the blow, a sickening crack splitting the silence with squelching finality.

      His body collapsed forward, sinking into the sea of ruin.

      The silver bowl overflowed with ichor and blood, the altar sagging under the weight of the massacre’s aftermath.

      

      The air was putrid with the scent of death.

      Each breath layered with iron.

      The room had fallen silent again, broken only by the slow, sickening drip of fluids pooling across the stones.

      Amidst the wreckage of what had once been men, the demons drifted—black, smoke-like forms moving languidly through the crimson haze.

      Savagery had consumed the hall.

      It was no longer a place for the living.

      It was a tomb where life was ripped apart and left to rot under the gaze of things that shouldn’t exist.
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            THE FREAKS COME OUT AT NIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      Behind the ritual building, rats feasted greedily on scraps spilling from an overflowing garbage can.

      A crow perched above the alleyway, watching with unblinking eyes, waiting for its moment.

      Abruptly, the rats scattered, darting into the shadows as their senses alerted them to danger.

      A single light flickered violently over the metal goods entrance, pulsed once, then burst with a sharp crack, raining sparks and glass shards across the filthy concrete.

      Inside the building, the monstrosities—now fully manifested in their grotesque forms—had risen from the blood-drenched ritual.

      Their presence was an affront to everything sacred, a profound violation from which the very stones recoiled.

      They were no longer confined to whispered invocations or secret altars. They were here in the heart of the City of Angels.

      Their twisted and foul shapes moved with unnatural grace as they left the chamber behind.

      At their head, the scarlet demon led the way—its body a mass of writhing veins, dark as the void, pulsing with malevolent energy.

      Its glowing red eyes scanned the sprawling cityscape ahead, hunger gleaming in their depths.

      In its wake, the blackened horde followed, their smoke-like forms leaking shadow trails that stained the air.

      As they descended from the forsaken altar and approached the rusted metal door leading to the streets, the ground shuddered beneath them as if the earth knew what horror now walked among the living.

      The devil’s influence spread like a plague—subtle at first, almost invisible—but crept through the city’s veins with a creeping, insidious power.

      Streetlights flickered and died, casting long, grotesque shadows that twisted into monstrous shapes.

      The night air thickened, tinged with the coppery sting of something ancient and wrong.

      The city—vibrant, chaotic, alive—held its breath, trembling under the weight of evil slipping into its bloodstream.

      This was no longer the City of Angels.

      It had become the playground of the damned.

      As each glided into the moonlight, the hideous forms shifted.

      Their gnarled flesh melted and reformed, twisting into perfect human shapes.

      Lucifer transformed first.

      The red-skinned horror stretched and refined, becoming a vision of masculine beauty.

      Tall, statuesque, and breathtakingly endowed, he stood like a living sculpture, every muscle honed to divine perfection.

      Under the silver light, his body gleamed with a near-painful brilliance.

      His face, too, was flawless—an angelic mask of impossible grace and seduction.

      His cold, piercing eyes held a knowing smile, a cruel certainty that everything he desired was already his for the taking.

      Behind him, one of the black creatures followed his lead.

      Its oily flesh reformed into the likeness of a woman so stunning she defied description.

      The succubus, known as Susanne.

      She moved with liquid grace, her voluptuous curves hypnotic, her flawless skin catching the moonlight like silk.

      Her beauty was intoxicating, overwhelming—an allure that shattered even the strongest wills, reducing kings and priests to begging fools.

      And then another figure took shape—an uncommon beauty.

      Refined. Timeless.

      Lilith.

      Her long red hair spilled down her back like a river of fire, and her pale skin gleamed under the moonlight. Every movement radiates a terrible, quiet power.

      Eyes of emerald caught the lights of the city.

      She was no creature of raw temptation like the succubus—Lilith was something far older, far deeper.

      Her beauty was that of ancient thrones and forgotten wars—the kind that needed no seduction because it had already claimed you long before you realized it.

      She stood tall, surveying the streets with cold, calculating intelligence—her mind already weaving new webs across the city’s fragile soul.

      Lyvitan was the next to transform.

      A hulking mass of raw power, his body swelled with thick, brutal muscle.

      Every sinew bulged beneath the moonlight, each vein rippling like a living thing.

      He was the embodiment of strength, towering over the others with the force of a thousand men combined.

      The very air around him hummed with the intensity of his presence.

      Not too long after, from the shadows, another shape emerged.

      A slender man, wild and chaotic, stepped into the light.

      His hair was long and unruly, reminiscent of the rebellious spirit of hair metal excess.

      This was Belphegor, patron of indulgence and decay.

      His sharp eyes gleamed with mischief as he adjusted to his new form, a rockstar spirit ready to corrupt the world with fame, pleasure, and slow destruction.

      And then, the final transformation twisted into being.

      A man—handsome, smooth, radiating polished corruption.

      This was Asmodeus, prince of lust and sin.

      His slicked-back hair gleamed under the stars, his sharp smile exuding confidence and cruelty.

      Like venom beneath a flawless, well-tailored exterior, his charm was calculated to seduce and destroy.

      Together, they stood in the moonlight—perfect, terrible.

      Their naked beauty didn’t last long.

      At a mere thought, modern clothing materialized around them, tailored to their roles in the mortal world.

      Ever the sovereign, Lucifer donned a sharp black suit, the cut immaculate, radiating an aura of supreme command.

      The succubus dressed provocatively—tight fabrics hugging every curve, leaving little to the imagination.

      Lilith chose the sleek attire of a young businesswoman, professional and modest, hiding the ancient power that simmered beneath.

      Belphegor embraced the image of rebellion—leather pants clinging to his legs, a tattered band tee barely hanging from his shoulders, exuding wild defiance.

      Asmodeus slipped into a flawless, sharp-cut suit—like a strip club magnate, radiating wealth, sleaze, and predatory charm.

      They turned to Lyvitan, who stood massive and brooding.

      His gaze lifted toward a towering billboard nearby, bathed in neon light:

      LIVE PRO WRESTLING–Los Angeles Coliseum Sports Arena.

      A spark lit behind his brutal eyes.

      Lucifer followed his gaze and smirked.

      “Interested, brother?” he said smoothly.

      “It seems you’ve found a fitting playground.”

      Lyvitan’s stare hardened, primal hunger awakening within him.

      His form shifted again, the transformation molding him into a monstrous colossus of pure muscle, like a nightmare born from the sands of Venice Beach.

      His muscles thickened and swelled, veins bulging across his robust frame.

      Tight, faded gym shorts wrapped around his massive thighs, barely containing the slabs of muscle beneath.

      A sleeveless tank clung to his boulder-like chest and shoulders, every fiber stretched tight.

      Around his neck, a thick gold chain appeared, a gleam of gaudy power against raw might.

      But his face… his face he could not perfect.

      It remained a twisted mess of warped flesh, unable to mirror the beauty of his brethren.

      A crude iron mask formed over his features—a gladiator’s visage forged in nightmares.

      Lyvitan flexed, the grotesque peaks of his strength bunching under his skin.

      He planted his bare feet into the concrete like a titan ready to shake the earth.

      His mask gleamed in the moonlight as he nodded toward the others, ready to unleash devastation upon the mortal world.
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      Captain Eric Walker’s booming voice echoed through the precinct, his usual easygoing demeanor replaced by sheer, simmering frustration.

      Born in Fresno, California, Walker was once destined for stardom as a rookie linebacker in the NFL.

      But a devastating, career-ending injury had shattered that dream.

      Unable to return to the field, he had turned instead to law enforcement, climbing the ranks with the same raw determination he once showed on the gridiron.

      Now, as captain, he was a pillar of leadership—respected, solid, and intensely loyal.

      Despite his towering frame and intimidating voice, everyone in the station knew him as a kind-hearted man.

      He loved his wife, Trish, whom he had met in college, and was a proud father to their two sons.

      But today, the warmth was gone.

      And the anger radiating off him was unmistakable.

      He glared across the squad room at the two detectives standing before him.

      “I don’t want to hear it!” he barked. “I know Menendez is a lowlife, but there’s procedure—procedure you two seem to forget! A kid named Tyrell Williams came in earlier. Does that ring any bells?”

      He didn’t wait for an answer.

      “Said he was walking down the boulevard. Said you accused him, cuffed him, gagged him, and stuck him in the trunk of your car. Care to explain?”

      Jonny didn’t flinch. “Yeah, I can, boss. The little shit was peddling crack down on Sunset! And he told us he dealt for Mickey Menendez.” His voice snapped out like a whip.

      Walker’s jaw tightened. “I don’t doubt it, Reese. But why the hell did you kidnap him?”

      Before Jonny could shoot back, Eddie Long stepped in.

      “Sir, it was Tyrell’s decision,” Eddie said, keeping his tone calm but firm.

      “It was that or face the wrath of Menendez. We gave him a choice. That’s the truth, sir.”

      Walker narrowed his eyes. “Handcuffed? Gagged??”

      Jonny lifted a hand casually, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “No, sir. I’ll take that one. That was my touch.”

      For a moment, the tension crackled.

      Then, Walker’s smirk cracked through the storm.

      He knew, just like everyone else, that they were his boys, no matter how rogue Jonny Reese and Eddie Long became.

      And they got results.

      “Okay… Okay…” Walker said, shaking his head. “Bring Tyrell in. Maybe we can squeeze some more info outta him—get times, locations, where Menendez drops his supplies to his street rats.”

      He reached into his desk drawer, pulled out a slip of paper, and held it out.

      “Here’s his address. Don’t screw this one up.”

      

      The Hoods, Los Angeles.

      The yellow Camaro rumbled into a rough-looking project block, its engine growling low like a caged animal.

      Jonny sat behind the wheel, surveying the scene with Eddie as a passenger.

      The residents—mostly black, young, and hardened by life on these streets—eyed them with thinly veiled suspicion.

      Their stares were sharp, daring the two outsiders to make a wrong move.

      “What’s a white boy and a Chinaman doin’ in our neighborhood?” a young man sneered, sucking his teeth, arms crossed as he leaned against a battered street sign.

      Cool as ice, Eddie grabbed a plastic bag filled with food cartons from his family’s restaurant.

      Without missing a beat, he adopted the thickest mock Chinese accent he could muster:

      “We no police, we Chinese delivery!”

      A ripple of laughter broke the tension, brief, but enough.

      The glares softened slightly as Jonny and Eddie strolled past like they owned the block.

      Jonny glanced at the crumpled address scribbled on a napkin. “Here we go, Eddie. 209 Jimenez.”

      They moved up to the battered apartment door and knocked.

      The door cracked open, and there stood Tyrell Williams.

      His eyes widened in panic the second he recognized them.

      “Aw, shit!” Tyrell blurted, spinning on his heels to bolt.

      But Jonny and Eddie were faster.

      They shoved the door aside, grabbed him by both arms and walked him inside before he took two steps.

      “Yo! Mo’fuckers! Let me go! I ain’t sayin’ nuthin’!” Tyrell protested, flailing wildly.

      “Shall we sit?” Eddie asked Jonny casually as if they were at a tea party.

      “Yes, I think we shall,” Jonny replied smoothly.

      With zero ceremony, they dragged Tyrell across the threadbare carpet and flung him onto a battered old couch that smelled faintly of sweat and despair.

      Eddie’s eyes wandered to the cluttered living room and locked onto something shiny on the floor. “Ah, sweet—a Nintendo!” he grinned, inspecting it. “You know, Jonny, my sister’s boyfriend just got one of these. What’s that game? Super Marco?”

      “Super Mario, Charlie Chong!” Tyrell snapped, jumping to his feet, nerves fraying fast.

      “Charlie Chong?” Eddie echoed, raising a slow eyebrow. He flashed Jonny a grin—and before Tyrell could blink, Eddie’s foot snapped up, stopping just millimeters from Tyrell’s sweating nose. “Bruce Lee,” Eddie said coolly, his foot still hovering. “You coulda said that. I wouldn’t mind.”

      Tyrell froze, hands in the air, eyes bugging out of his head. Sweat rolled down his face like someone had turned on a faucet.

      Jonny stepped forward, arms folded, his voice calm but deadly. “Look, Tyrell,” he said, “hate to break it to you… But you’re under arrest.”

      Tyrell’s bravado crumbled.

      “W-wait! You want the Nintendo? Take it! Take anythin’! Just let me go! I’m already runnin’, man!” he stammered, pointing frantically at a duffle bag by the door.

      Jonny tilted his head, studying him.

      “Where you runnin’ to, Tyrell?” Eddie asked, dropping his foot and folding his arms.

      Tyrell’s shoulders sagged. “Away from Menendez’s men. That not fuckin’ obvious?” he snapped, voice cracking under the pressure.

      The fear in his eyes was real now—raw, bleeding through every word.

      Jonny reached for the cuffs calmly, almost gently. “Come with us to the station, kid. We’ll make sure you’re safe.”

      With a practiced click, the cuffs snapped shut around Tyrell’s wrists.

      Eddie grabbed the Nintendo from the floor and tucked it under his arm.

      “I’m takin’ this for the insult,” he said matter-of-factly.

      Tyrell rolled his eyes so hard that they almost popped from his skull. “Man, take that piece of shit! Like I give a fuck!” he muttered, stomping toward the door as they led him out.
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      The sun blazed over the project block, baking the cracked sidewalks and rusting fences in harsh, golden light.

      In the cracked basketball court next to the apartments, kids played rough streetball, sneakers squeaking, curses flying.

      Nearby, an old Korean store owner hollered obscenities at a couple of teenagers who had just snagged a few “five-finger discounts” from his shop, their stolen candy bars still stuffed in their pockets as they sprinted away.

      From across the courtyard, the pounding bass of hip-hop blared from a battered ghetto blaster, the beats rattling windows and eardrums alike.

      A group of young men lounged on a wall they had freshly tagged in bright blue spray paint:

      CRIPS 4 LIFE!

      Jonny and Eddie marched Tyrell down the concrete steps of the apartment block, Tyrell squirming and grumbling every step of the way.

      “Man, quit pushin’ me! Man, fuck you!” Tyrell protested, trying to yank his arm free.

      At the car, a few gang members lounged near the Camaro, eyes narrowing as they clocked the scene.

      One of them called out, suspicious, “Yo! Thought you was⁠—?”

      “Deliverin’ food,” Eddie interrupted quickly, slipping into his flawless mock Chinese accent. “We did. But he no pay. We take him to restaurant, cut off his peepee—make egg roll.”

      For a second, the gangbangers blinked—then cracked up laughing; the tension bleeding away.

      They waved the trio off, still chuckling as they sipped from their bottles of malt liquor.

      Tyrell stubbornly dragged his feet at the car, and his face twisted into a scowl. “I ain’t goin’ in the trunk again,” he snarled.

      Jonny just smirked, unlocking the back door and swinging it open. “Who do you take us for?” he said, shoving Tyrell into the backseat with a casual chuckle.

      Tyrell slumped onto the cracked leather, arms folded across his chest, mumbling curses.

      Jonny and Eddie climbed in, and Jonny fired up the Camaro with a roar that sent a flock of pigeons scattering into the sky.

      As they pulled from the curb, the police radio crackled to life with a clipped, urgent tone.

      “Dispatch, 10-49 at 5970 Santa Monica Boulevard. Possible 10-54. Multiple individuals down. Units to investigate. Over.”

      Jonny gripped the wheel tighter, instincts kicking in.

      Eddie slapped the magnetic red light onto the roof of the Camaro in one smooth motion.

      Jonny grabbed the mic, keeping his voice calm and professional.

      “Dispatch, this is unit 23. We’re en route to 10-49 at 5970 Santa Monica. ETA ten minutes. Over.”

      Without missing a beat, he floored the gas pedal.

      The Camaro roared like a beast unleashed, fishtailing briefly as Jonny yanked it into traffic, weaving between cars like a knife through cloth.

      Eddie leaned forward in his seat, eyes scanning the streets ahead, a crooked grin forming. “Let’s see how fast we can make those ten minutes disappear,” he said, gripping the “oh shit” handle above the door as Jonny took a brutal left turn.

      The modified engine roared with power as Jonny punched the accelerator harder, ignoring red lights, bouncing over potholes, and swerving around stunned pedestrians.

      The city blurred around them in a chaotic smear of neon, graffiti, and flashing headlights.

      “Hold on!” Jonny barked as they blasted down a narrow alleyway, missing a dumpster by inches.

      The Camaro jolted over a pothole, the suspension screaming, but Jonny barely blinked, steering with the reckless precision only adrenaline and experience could create.

      Eddie braced himself against the dash, laughing like a madman.

      “This is the kinda ride I signed up for!” he yelled over the wailing siren.

      In the backseat, Tyrell clung to the armrest like a man facing death.

      “F-FUCK, man, I think I pissed myself!” Tyrell shrieked his voice a frantic mix of terror and humiliation.

      Jonny shot a glance into the rearview mirror, smirking.

      “You better not have, you little bastard!” he snapped, tightening his grip on the wheel as he gunned it through another intersection without slowing.

      Eddie twisted around, laughter bubbling out of him. “Hold it together, Tyrell! We’re almost there!”

      The Camaro tore through the tangled streets of Los Angeles, a blur of flashing lights, pounding sirens, and raw, unstoppable urgency.

      The city recoiled in their wake—and ahead of them, something darker than either of them could imagine was waiting.

      The Camaro screeched to a halt in front of the address, the tires smoking slightly as Jonny killed the engine.

      Before them loomed a Freemason lodge—its façade cracked and weathered, yet somehow still imposing.

      The Masonic symbol, the square, and the compass with the letter ‘G’ in the center gleamed faintly under the midday sun.

      It was a building that whispered of old secrets, of things better left buried.

      “Of all places,” Jonny muttered, eyeing the intricate stonework and heavy wooden doors.

      He wiggled his fingers, flashing Eddie a mischievous grin. “Let’s hope this isn’t some kind of weird Illuminati shit.”

      Eddie smirked but kept his expression tight. “Keep your head on a swivel,” he said, hand instinctively brushing his holster.

      They climbed out of the Camaro, the magnetic light still flashing weakly atop the roof.

      The entire block felt… wrong.

      Still.

      It was too quiet as if the city itself was holding its breath.

      At the Lodge’s entrance, an elderly man stood trembling.

      His face was the color of ash, eyes wide with raw, naked fear.

      “Detectives… thank the Lord you’re here…” he gasped, voice thin and quivering.

      “I don’t know what h... happened in there… it… It wasn’t the Lodge, I swear it…”

      “Okay, old timer, just breathe,” Jonny said calmly, trying to ground him. “Stay put. Touch nothing.”

      Eddie gave the man a reassuring nod before pushing open the heavy door.

      It groaned like a dying thing, echoing into the darkness beyond.

      “Where inside?” Eddie asked, turning back briefly.

      The old man, near tears, lifted a shaking hand and pointed toward an unremarkable wall.

      On closer inspection, faint cracks spiderwebbed across it—a hidden door, long sealed, now disturbed.

      “I… I didn’t even know it was there…” the man stammered, the words tumbling out like confessions. “I just came to clean… I didn’t know…”

      Jonny and Eddie exchanged a grim glance.

      Whatever was back there had shattered this man.

      They slipped inside.

      The air grew colder immediately, the flickering light of nearly spent candles casting broken, jittery shadows across the stone walls.

      The hidden chamber opened before them like a mouth, swallowing the light.

      Inside was a scene pulled from the depths of a nightmare.

      At the center of the room, atop a cold stone slab, a woman’s body lay sprawled.

      Her form was battered, her skin pale and lifeless, her torso marred by dark, ritualistic carvings that shimmered in the candlelight.

      Blood had dried in delicate, grotesque patterns around her as if the room itself had drunk her last moments.

      Nearby, something smaller—a broken, delicate form—lay abandoned like a forgotten doll.

      An infant, its tiny limbs twisted unnaturally, cradled by a pool of darkened blood.

      At the sight, a pang of helpless rage and sorrow gripped Jonny’s chest.

      Above it all, the smell hung heavy: old blood, smoke, something foul and ancient that clung to the skin, the hair, the soul.

      And then they saw the altar.

      Atop it sat a dark, viscous smear—something that pulsed faintly in the candlelight as if still alive.

      Not a substance… but a presence.

      It oozed over the stone, down the sides, pooling onto the floor like a shadow-made flesh.

      Near the altar, a body in blood-red robes lay crumpled.

      The head was gone—exploded, the fragments scattered like macabre confetti across the blood-slicked stones.

      The stink of burned flesh tinged the air.

      A towering statue stood in the farthest corner, almost swallowed by the darkness.

      Baphomet—horned, hoofed, its hideous form seeming to watch them with cold, lifeless eyes.

      The candle flames shivered at its feet, casting its face into a writhing, malevolent sneer.

      The chamber was a tomb.

      Not just of bodies, but of something worse—hope, innocence, the very idea of goodness, all slaughtered here and left to rot.

      Jonny and Eddie stood frozen for a long moment, the sheer weight of the scene pressing down on them, burning it into their minds forever.

      The silence was deafening.

      It wasn’t just death here.

      It was something more profound.

      Something that had never intended to leave.

      

      “Eddie… Eddie…” Jonny whispered hoarsely, his voice barely more than a ghost in the dense air.

      His trembling hand gripped Eddie’s shoulder, snapping his partner out of the frozen trance he’d fallen into.

      Eddie’s wide, shell-shocked eyes stared at the nightmare before them.

      The butchered child.

      A mutilated mother.

      And the stench of death curled through the room like invisible smoke.

      The easygoing humor that usually danced behind Eddie’s face was gone.

      He looked hollow.

      Wrecked.

      He swallowed hard, nodding silently.

      Without a word, he turned and headed for the door, every step heavy, like the gravity in the room was fighting to keep him inside.

      Jonny remained rooted to the spot.

      His heart pounded painfully against his ribs, while his breaths were shallow, even irregular, and his hands shook at his sides.

      Tears welled in his eyes, blurring the carnage before him—but no matter how much he blinked, the horror wouldn’t disappear.

      The walls closed in tighter, and flickering candles painted cruel, shifting images across the stone.

      Dark, sticky blood on the floor looked almost alive, pulsing faintly in the candlelight.

      This place wasn’t just a crime scene.

      It was something worse.

      The air felt saturated with evil, thick and choking.

      A living, breathing malevolence that clung to the skin and crawled down the throat.

      Jonny clenched his fists, trying to anchor himself. “Hold it together,” he muttered under his breath. “Just hold it together…”

      But deep down, he knew nothing would ever make this right.

      Nothing would ever wipe away what they had seen here.
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            HEY MICKEY!

          

        

      

    

    
      Mickey Menendez leaned back in his sun lounger, sipping a chilled sangria under the brutal Los Angeles sun.

      He glanced lazily at Diego, one of his most loyal enforcers, who stood stiffly by the pool’s edge.

      “Have you located that rat, Williams?” Mickey asked, his tone smooth but razor-edged.

      “What do you mean, no?”

      Diego shifted uneasily under the heat of Mickey’s gaze.

      “The cops, Señor Menendez… He’s with the cops,” he breathed.

      Before Mickey could react, another of his men came rushing in, practically tripping over his feet.

      “Mr. Menendez?” Rutger blurted, his face pale.

      Mickey sighed heavily, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Por el amor de Dios… what is it, Rutger?”

      “There are two gentlemen at the front gate. They look like… cops.”

      Mickey set down his drink, rising slowly from his lounger.

      Drifting leisurely on an inflatable seat in the pool, Maria took a long, casual sip of her piña colada, her white swimsuit gleaming in the sunlight.

      Mickey tossed his silk kimono over his broad shoulders, tightening the sash casually as he strode toward the front of the house. “Maria, you just enjoy the sun. I’ve got some business to handle,” he said over his shoulder, voice smooth.

      The massive front doors creaked open, and two men and a woman stood there.

      Two strikingly handsome men, dressed in razor-sharp tailored suits, and a blonde woman who instantly stole Menendez’s breath.

      For a heartbeat, he was lost, captivated.

      Maria’s model-perfect looks vanished from his mind instantly.

      This woman—this vision—was something else entirely.

      She was elegance, seduction, and danger, all wrapped in a body that moved like silk over fire.

      Her long blonde hair cascaded over one shoulder in soft waves, framing a face that looked plucked from a 1940s Hollywood dream.

      Full ruby lips, luminous skin, a figure that would drive kings to war.

      Mickey’s chest tightened.

      He needed to know her name.

      The taller of the two men smirked slightly, cutting through Menendez’s daze.

      “Aren’t you going to invite us in?” he asked smoothly, his voice casual but carrying the unmistakable weight of authority.

      Mickey snapped out of it, blinking, and stepped aside. “Of course… Please, come in,” he said, his eyes darting back to the woman, helpless to resist.

      The taller gentleman—jet-black hair slicked into perfect, elegant waves—strode confidently into the living room, reaching for the crystal decanter of brandy without waiting for permission.

      “May I?” he asked politely, a legitimate British accent coating his words in charm.

      Mickey barely heard him. His attention was still magnetized to the blonde goddess floating effortlessly behind them. “Of course…” he mumbled distractedly.

      The dark-haired man smiled coolly and turned to the woman. “Susanne, darling, if you don’t mind…” he said, gesturing smoothly toward the sliding doors that led to the pool.

      The woman—Susanne—nodded gracefully, her hips swaying hypnotically as she glided toward the patio.

      Mickey couldn’t tear his eyes away until she disappeared into the sunlight.

      Only then did he finally shift his focus back to the two men.

      They stood relaxed but alert, models of masculine confidence.

      The taller of the pair wore his suit like armor, radiating power.

      The second wore his longer hair back to brush his shoulders, giving him a rakish, dangerous elegance.

      Mickey straightened slightly, reasserting his composure. “May I ask what this is about?” he said carefully, his voice steady, though inside, he still felt shaken.

      “We aren’t who you think we are, Mr. Menendez,” the taller man said, a confident smile curving his lips. “Allow us to introduce ourselves.” He leaned back slightly in the chair, his demeanor relaxed, but his eyes were cold and sharp. “I’m Lucas Firman. This is my associate, Samuel Diaz. We’re here to discuss a business opportunity if I may be so bold.”

      Mickey’s jaw tightened.

      “I’m aware of your… indiscretions,” Lucas continued smoothly, his voice calm, even amused. “I know about your narcotics empire. I know about the arsenal of firearms hidden right beneath my feet.”

      He gave a slow, deliberate glance toward the marble floors, then back up to meet Menendez’s simmering glare.

      Mickey’s demeanor shifted instantly—a flash of anger igniting in his dark eyes. “How do you know all this? Who the hell are you?” he demanded, voice low and dangerous. “FBI? CIA?” he pressed, his voice sharp with suspicion.

      Lucas chuckled softly, shaking his head. “Neither. Nor,” he said, almost playfully. “Let’s just say… we were broughthere by mistake. The people who wanted to meet us turned out to be, well… not very nice. In fact, they were bloody evil.” He shrugged casually. “Anyway, they’re out of the equation now.” Leaning in, his smile grew thin and loaded with implication, “Now, Miguel… here’s the part you’ll like.”

      Diaz lifted a silver briefcase onto his knee with a fluid motion, snapping the locks open with a metallic click.

      Inside—pure, gleaming perfection.

      Diamonds.

      Some were the size of limes.

      Each stone shimmered with otherworldly brilliance, throwing fractured rainbows across the room.

      Mickey’s breath caught in his throat.

      Before he could speak, Lucas placed a second briefcase beside it, flipping it open to reveal neat, glimmering stacks of solid 24-carat gold bars.

      The staggering value sitting before Menendez made his heart pound against his ribs.

      But even through the haze of greed, a sliver of suspicion twisted in his gut.

      “Are you trying to step onto my turf?” Mickey growled, narrowing his eyes. “You think I don’t already have enough riches?”

      Lucas merely smiled.

      “Would you join us at the forecourt of your house, Miguel?” he asked, voice casual but edged with steel.

      Still trying to process the dizzying shift in power, Mickey nodded slowly.

      Curiosity had him now.

      Together, they walked across the polished floors and onto the forecourt, the sun beating hard from a cloudless sky.

      Waiting there, sleek and polished, sat a black Mercedes.

      Diaz approached it calmly and popped the trunk.

      Inside—bags.

      Dozens of them.

      Packed tight with a strange, light pink powder that gleamed almost delicately in the sunlight.

      Diaz stepped back, gesturing toward the cargo like a magician, revealing his final trick.

      “Have you ever seen anything like this, Miguel?” Lucas asked, his voice smooth but thrumming with anticipation.

      He produced a knife from his belt and, in one swift motion, stabbed it into one of the bags.

      Pink powder clung to the blade like fine sugar.

      Lucas lifted it to Menendez’s face, the blade gleaming.

      “Here, Miguel. Try it.”

      Mickey recoiled slightly, suspicion flashing across his face. “What the fuck is it?”

      Lucas tilted his head, that dangerous smile never leaving his lips.

      “Just watch,” he said, and without hesitation, he brought the blade to his nose and inhaled the pink dust in a clean, practiced motion.

      Lucas’s eyes fluttered closed for a moment, and when they opened again, they sparkled.

      Wild. Electric. Unhinged.

      “Oh, my… what a rush,” Lucas said, his voice shaking with wicked glee. He grinned, showing too many teeth. “Please, Mr. Menendez,” Lucas coaxed, voice dropping low and seductive. “Take a bump. Then we’ll get down to business.”

      Mickey hesitated, glancing between Lucas and Diaz.

      Something in him screamed no—but the weight of the diamonds, the gold, the promise of more was too much.

      He bent down and snorted the powder.

      And the world detonated behind his eyes.

      Electricity flooded his veins.

      Every nerve ending lit up like fireworks.

      His heart hammered against his ribs, his skin tingling with an overwhelming sensation.

      “My God…” Mickey gasped, his whole body trembling. “What the fuck is this? I’ve never felt more alive!”

      Lucas and Diaz smiled.

      The trap had sprung.

      Lucas’s smile widened, but there was a shift behind his eyes—something darker, ancient, coiling beneath the surface.

      “One shouldn’t take my father’s name in vain,” he said cryptically, his tone smooth but carrying a weight Mickey couldn’t even begin to fathom.

      Mickey, still reeling from the electric rush of the pink powder, misread it as a religious jab. He nodded dumbly, eyes wide in awe, mistaking the man before him for some eccentric but mortal dealer.

      He’d no clue that Lucas Firman wasn’t merely a mortal—that once, long ago, he had stood among God’s most treasured creations.

      And fallen.

      “Another one, Miguel?” Lucas offered, casually holding out the blade again, still dusted with the shimmering pink powder.

      His grin widened even further—a shark’s smile, predatory, patient—as Mickey leaned forward, hungry for more.

      Susanne watched across the courtyard by the glittering pool with detached amusement.

      The sun beat down, reflecting off the water and throwing dazzling patterns across the white tiles.

      Maria floated on her inflatable chair, her body gleaming under the sun, her skin oiled, and her curves divine.

      Her white swimsuit clung to every line of her body, shimmering like silk in the bright light.

      Maria glanced up, and her eyes locked with Susanne’s.

      For a moment, the world around them seemed to vanish.

      Only the slow ripple of the water remained, the thick pulse of heat and desire between them.

      A rush of raw, lustful thoughts invaded Maria’s mind.

      Unbidden. Unstoppable.

      Susanne’s beauty was overwhelming—timeless, magnetic, devastating.

      There was something in her smile and the passive tilt of her head that made Maria’s heart pound wildly in her chest.

      She felt drawn to her, like a moth to a flame.

      Powerless.

      Susanne didn’t need to say a word.

      Her gaze was enough.

      A command.

      And Maria, caught in that golden stare, was already lost.

      Susanne crooked her finger with a playful, knowing smile, beckoning Maria to the pool’s edge.

      Maria waded over, water slipping in rivulets down her toned body, her heart thundering in her chest.

      Susanne extended her hand—an invitation Maria couldn’t refuse.

      The moment their fingers touched, something electric passed between them.

      Susanne pulled her gently onto the poolside, her touch firm but tender.

      Maria stumbled forward, breathless, captivated.

      She had never looked at another woman like this.
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