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The sulfur wind carried news

through Pandemonium's twisted streets,

where gargoyles perch on neon signs

and demons deal in bitter sweets.

I lit another cigarette—

a habit death could not break,

the flame illuminating scars

that burn for burning's sake.

My name is Marcus Cain,

once Detroit's finest, now hell's trash,

trading bribes for information,

justice sold for demon cash.

The call came at the thirteenth hour

when sinners seek their rest,

a voice like grinding granite spoke:

"We need your services, detective."

Location: Seventh Circle Slums,

where pride meets its decay,

a soul has been destroyed again—

killed twice in the same day.

I stubbed the cigarette and cursed,

my badge a brand of shame,

for in this city of the damned

we're all players in the game.

The streets of Pandemonium

stretch wider than despair,

lined with casinos, brothels, bars

where hope is never there.

But murder in the afterlife?

That shouldn't be possible.

The dead can't die, the damned endure—

it's metaphysically logical.

Yet something prowled these smoky streets,

something with power to kill

what death itself could not destroy,

something with iron will.

I walked through Misery Boulevard,

past souls in endless queues,

waiting for redemption

that never brings good news.

The neon signs blinked messages:

"SINS FORGIVEN - CHEAP!"

"ABSOLUTION WHILE YOU WAIT!"

"SALVATION - YOURS TO KEEP!"

All lies, of course. In hell,

the only truth is pain,

and business thrives on broken hearts

that beat with guilt's refrain.

The crime scene lay ahead,

marked by yellow tape and flame,

where demon cops stood guard

over infernal shame.

Detective Lieutenant Moloch,

my former partner in crime,

nodded as I approached—

we'd worked together many times.

"Marcus," he growled through fangs,

"this one's got everyone spooked.

The victim was already dead,

now twice-cooked."

I knelt beside the remnants,

what once had been a soul,

now scattered ash and memory,

no longer something whole.

"Name?" I asked, though knowing

names hold power here below,

and some secrets burn too bright

for mortal minds to know.

"Called himself Vincent Porter,

a banker in life's game,

embezzled millions from the poor,

arrived here wreathed in flame."

The standard case of greed,

nothing too complex—

but someone thought his punishment

deserved a violent flex.

I studied the scattered remains,

looking for a clue,

when something caught my eye,

something strange and new.

A symbol burned in brimstone,

etched in the sulfur stone,

a mark I'd seen before

when I worked alone.

Three circles interlocked,

surrounding a burning eye—

the sign of the Rebellion,

those who dare to try.

"Lieutenant," I said softly,

"we need to clear the scene.

This isn't random murder,

it's politics, obscene."

His yellow eyes grew narrow,

claws extending from his hands,

"You think this is connected

to the Uprising's plans?"

The Uprising—whispered rumors

of souls who won't accept

their eternal damnation,

who refuse to genuflect.

Led by someone called "The Phoenix,"

they plot and scheme and plan

to overthrow the system,

to free the soul of man.

But that's impossible, of course,

hell's order is supreme,

and those who challenge Satan's rule

live in a foolish dream.

Yet here lay Vincent Porter,

twice-dead and torn apart,

bearing the rebellion's mark

carved deep within his heart.

I took photos with my camera,

each flash a burst of pain

for souls who feared the light

of truth's revealing flame.

"Any witnesses?" I asked,

though knowing none would speak.

In hell, survival depends

on keeping secrets sleek.

"One," Moloch said with glee,

"a prostitute named Rose,

claims she saw the killer flee

before the crime scene froze."

Rose—I knew her well enough,

a suicide from life,

who sold her body endlessly

to pay sin's endless knife.

She stood across the street,

wrapped in a coat of shame,

her eyes reflecting hellfire,

her face a map of pain.

"Rose," I called softly,

"what did you see tonight?

Tell me what happened here

before hell's morning light."

She shivered in the heat,

a paradox of dread,

"I saw him talking to someone,

then suddenly he was dead."

"Who was he talking to?

Can you describe their face?"

She shook her head sadly,

"They moved without a trace."

"But I heard them talking,

their voice was smooth as sin,

saying something about justice

and letting truth begin."

The Phoenix's calling card—

justice in the night,

bringing final judgment

to those who fled the light.

"Anything else, Rose?

Any detail, small or large?"

She nodded, tears of fire

rolling down like molten charge.

"They left something behind,

dropped it in the street,

a coin of purest silver

that made my heart skip beats."

Silver in hell's a rarity,

most currency is gold,

but silver holds a power

that legends have foretold.

She handed me the coin,

and I felt its icy burn,

inscribed with words in Latin:

"Sic semper tyrannis" in return.

"Thus always to tyrants"—

a revolutionary's creed,

the battle cry of rebels

who plant rebellion's seed.

The case was getting complex,

layers within layers deep,

where every answer led to questions

that made angels weep.

I thanked Rose for her help

and watched her walk away,

another broken soul

grinding through hell's gray day.

"So what's your theory, Marcus?"

Moloch asked with a grin,

"Think this Phoenix character

is cleaning house of sin?"

"Maybe," I replied,

but doubts were creeping in.

For in my years in hell,

I'd learned that every sin

Has consequences unforeseen,

and justice often wears

the mask of vengeance seeking

to settle old affairs.

"I need to check the records,

see what Porter really did,

find out why someone thought

his death should not be hid."

The Hall of Records stood

like a mountain made of bone,

where every sin committed

is catalogued and known.

The keeper was a harpy

with wings of tattered lace,

who knew every secret
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