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Prologue


The black-and-white television flickered in the corner of a cramped walk-up on East 11th Street, its rabbit-ear antenna wrapped in aluminum foil like some half-assed voodoo charm.

The picture rolled and ghosted every time the elevated train rattled past the building, but nobody bothered to adjust it. In January 1971, you took what you could get.

“...this marks the third brutal slaying in the neighborhood in just over a month,” the anchor droned, his voice flat and tired, the way all newsmen sounded after reporting too much death. Behind him, grainy footage jerked across the screen.

A narrow alley between two crumbling tenements. Trash bags split open like ruptured bellies. Snow and slush turned black with engine soot and worse things. And in the center of it all, the boy.

He couldn’t have been more than nineteen. His arms and legs were snapped and twisted backward at grotesque angles, bones jutting through torn flesh like broken branches. His torso had been split wide from throat to pelvis with something heavy and sharp—probably a machete, the cops would later mutter off the record.

Intestines lay uncoiled across the frozen ground in steaming gray-purple loops, already stiffening in the cold. One eye remained intact, staring up at the indifferent sky in frozen terror. The other socket was a raw, gouged crater where something had dug in deep and twisted, scooping out the soft meat behind it. A dark, frozen river of blood spread outward, soaking into yesterday’s newspapers and dog shit.

The camera lingered too long, the way cheap local news always did. A rat the size of a housecat skittered across the boy’s shattered ribcage and disappeared into his open chest cavity.

A neighbor woman stood shivering on the sidewalk in a threadbare coat, mascara streaking down her hollow cheeks. “That was just a kid from down the block,” she whispered, voice cracking. “He delivered groceries for my mother on Sundays... He couldn’t have done anything to deserve...

Jesus Christ, who does that to a boy?”

Her words dissolved into quiet sobbing, swallowed by the constant background roar of the city: distant sirens, car horns, a hooker cursing out a john two blocks over, the wet hiss of tires on slush.

No one mentioned the Six. The cops sure as hell weren’t saying anything, and the few witnesses who had glimpsed anything kept their mouths welded shut. Only fleeting, distorted shapes appeared at the edges of the news footage—tall, jittery figures caught in the glow of a broken neon sign, limbs moving wrong, too many joints, too much hunger in the way they hovered near the kill.

The anchor cleared his throat, clearly uncomfortable. “Police are describing the violence as unprecedented in its savagery. Details remain scarce, but residents are urged to stay vigilant. If you see anything suspicious—any unusual movement after dark—report it immediately. No arrests have been made.”

He shuffled his papers. The camera cut back to the alley one last time. For half a second, something pale and hairless darted across the background behind a dumpster, gone before anyone could be sure it was real.

Outside the walk-up windows, 1971 New York City kept pulsing like an infected wound that refused to heal. The East Village and Lower East Side stewed in their own filth: burned-out buildings with windows boarded by plywood and spray-painted

upside-down crosses, junkies slumped in doorways with needles still hanging from their arms, rats bold enough to fight dogs for scraps.

Neon signs for cheap beer and grindhouse theaters flickered over streets slick with gray slush and piss. Factory smoke from the outer boroughs mixed with the ever-present stench of garbage, exhaust, and uncollected corpses.

Nixon was in the White House, Vietnam was still chewing up boys by the thousands, and the city itself felt like it was slowly committing suicide.

And somewhere in the twisting, lightless alleys and condemned factories of the East Side, the Six waited.

Six men—no, six things wearing the ragged skins of men. Coked out of their minds on cheap street dope cut with God knows what. Eyes wild. Teeth filed down to points.

Hands never far from machetes, hammers, razors, and worse.

They didn’t kill for money or revenge. They killed because the city had hollowed them out and filled the empty spaces with something older, meaner, and endlessly hungry.

They turned abandoned lofts into slaughterhouses decorated with broken mirrors and human remains. They hunted for sport, for art, for the wet music their victims made when they died screaming.


They were patient when they needed to be.




Reckless when the bloodlust took them. Always brutal. The city slept its uneasy sleep—fitful, fevered, doped.


But terror had already arrived. It wore human faces smeared with blood, carried blades that sang against concrete, and laughed in voices that no longer belonged to anything sane.

And it was only getting started.
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The elevated train screeched into the Brooklyn station like a wounded beast, wheels grinding against rusted rails that hadn’t seen maintenance since before Kennedy got his head blown off. It was a little after ten at night, January 1971, and the cold hit them like a slap from a pissed-off pimp the second the doors hissed open.

Anna stepped down first, clutching her leather satchel tight against her chest. The wind off the East River cut straight through her wool coat, carrying the reek of diesel fumes, rotting fish, and the sour piss that seemed to coat every surface in this part of the city.

She shivered hard, pulling her scarf up over her mouth. “Jesus... it’s colder than I thought,” she muttered, breath fogging in the sickly yellow glow of the platform lights.

Mike followed, laughing that easy, stoned laugh of his as he adjusted the strap of his Nikon. The camera was his security blanket—always clicking, always framing the ugly beauty of the world. “Don’t start bitching already, Anna. You’re the one who wanted the big city adventure. Real Bohemia shit.”

Jenny twirled her long scarf around her fingers, eyes wide and glittering under the flickering neon of a broken Schlitz sign. Her cheeks were flushed from the train ride and whatever she’d smoked earlier. “It’s... gritty,” she said, almost excited.


“Just like in the movies. Real underground energy.”



Tom adjusted his wire-rimmed glasses, scanning the shadowed street below the platform. Graffiti covered every wall in aggressive slashes of black and red. “Keep your eyes open,” he said quietly. “I don’t like the look of those alleys. This whole block feels... wrong.”

They were four kids from upstate—naive, stupid, hungry for something more than their dead-end towns. The hand-printed flyer they’d found tacked to a bulletin board in a Village record store had promised exactly that: Underground psych jam. Lights.

Freaks. Total immersion. Abandoned loft, Saturday night. Come alone or don’t come.

Brooklyn had more dead factories and condemned lofts than living tenants in those days.

Why not?

They descended the rickety metal stairs, boots squelching through gray slush mixed with garbage and dog shit. A wino lay curled in a doorway, half-frozen, a needle still hanging from his arm. Further down the block, two junkies argued over a crumpled dollar bill while a skeletal hooker stamped her feet under a dying streetlight, her thighs blue with cold.

The narrow side street was a canyon of crumbling brick. Fire escapes sagged like broken spines. Rats the size of small cats skittered across mounds of uncollected trash. At the end of the block, a sagging metal gate leaned drunkenly against a heavy steel door. It hung slightly ajar.


Sickly yellow light leaked out through the crack like infected pus from a wound. “Should we...?” Anna gestured at the doorway, hesitation thick in her voice.

Jenny was already moving forward, grinning. “This has to be it. Come on. It’ll
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