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CHAPTER 1:
A Secret Rendezvous
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The Hollywood Masonic Lodge
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All was quiet at the Hollywood Masonic Lodge.

It was late on a Sunday evening, and the streets outside were still, bathed in a pale, sodium glow from flickering streetlamps. Only one window of the lodge showed light, but the heavy curtains were drawn, concealing whatever activity stirred within.

A lone figure approached, emerging silently from the shadows beneath the archway of the western entrance. He was tall—at least six foot three—with broad shoulders and a confident gait. A deep hood shadowed his head, and the amber lamplight caught only the faint outline of a mask. The mask was featureless save for a sculpted nose—no mouth, no eyes. Just smooth anonymity.

Yarum had been a Freemason for a long time now and had risen fast through the ranks. Even within secretive circles like the Masons, his true identity remained hidden. It had to be. His safety and power depended on it.

In the outside world, he was seen as a respected man of influence, a quiet operator who had made significant gains in business and society over the past decade. Always generous with his donations. Always present at the right galas. Yet never the centre of attention. That was by design. Fame was dangerous. Fame brought scrutiny. And scrutiny was death to someone in his line of work.

He entered through the main door without hesitation and stepped into the foyer. The space was silent, echoing with history and secrecy. He didn’t need guidance—he’d walked these halls before, countless times. His boots struck softly against the polished floor as he made his way down a long, dim corridor, heading toward the source of the lone light.

Only months earlier, the secret cabal he’d built—Capricorn—had been dismantled, its bones picked over by the relentless work of The Seth Gannon Investigators.

Capricorn had been an elite inner circle, born from the old rites of Freemasonry but separate in its ambition. Most Freemasons never even knew it existed. Only a select few—those willing to discard principle for power—were ever invited to glimpse its true purpose.

Yarum had been the highest of them all.

He had been the one to pull the strings of the men below. He had been the man with all the power until Seth Gannon had destroyed everything. The power Yarum wielded over government officials, the financial empire he had been in control of, had crumbled overnight. If it weren’t for his own wealth he’d kept under his real name, he would be penniless.

If only Seth didn’t have to get involved. If only he’d remained out of it, then there would have been no problem, but no, he had to mess everything up and now it was up to Yarum to put things right. At least put something right.

He reached the meeting room door and entered.

Inside, eight men sat around a long oak table. They straightened at his arrival. A flicker of unease passed through the room. None of the men spoke. 

He walked around to a vacant chair at the end of the table and sat. 

At the far end, a man of stocky build and iron-grey hair nodded respectfully. His code name was Pharo. ‘It is indeed an honour to have you here, Yarum.’

Yarum scanned their faces. These were the remnants—survivors of Capricorn’s collapse. They were all that was left of his generals. His most relied upon ones, the ones he gave responsibility to, were no longer there. They were imprisoned, none of them being able to finger Yarum and his true identity. It would be the same for these men. 

Secretly, he despised them all. They were all criminals in his book, men who pretended to be honest businessmen when they were glorified mobsters. If they knew his true identity, he knew they would turn against him. He’d be despised rather than respected. 

He’d kill them all in an instant if he had to, but yet he didn’t, because he realised that he himself was only one step up from them. He, too, was as dishonest as they were. He’d brought down rivals, he’d destroyed other businesses and ruined lives, but at least he performed services for his fellowmen too, not just for himself. 

He needed them. They were tools. For now.

He peered at one man in particular at the table, a man about his height. Athletic, with a dark bushy beard. This man he had handpicked especially for his new committee. He was a man unknown to the others, but a trusted colleague of Yarum’s.

His code name was Nailz and he would have a big part to play. He would be the man Yarum put his trust in. As for the others, he still had his doubts.

‘Gentlemen,’ Yarum began, his voice low and controlled, ‘Capricorn has suffered a blow but a blow is not a death. We will return to our former glory.’

‘How?’ Pharo asked. ‘What can we do? The authorities have made it impossible for us to operate. Everyone knows about the organisation now and the businesses involved, not to mention we ourselves are all under investigation for our links to Capricorn and the other generals.’

Another general spoke. His code name was Rajah. ‘I for one am reluctant to be part of anything. The SGI will just bring us down again.’

Yarum scowled under his mask. ‘You had better make up your mind where your allegiances lie, Rajah! Are you saying you wish to forsake Capricorn?’

Rajah’s face paled. ‘No, sir! Of course not. But I think we should at least lay low for a while more.’

‘We will. At least until I’ve done what needs to be done.’

‘What would that be?’ Rajah asked.

‘Eliminate Seth Gannon.’

A ripple of silence passed through the room.

One of the others, a wiry man with twitchy fingers, shook his head. ‘He’s impossible to get too. His estate is like a fortress and he has high tech AI security systems. He himself, is a lethal fighting machine. He’ll take you down a hundred different ways and that’s barehanded!’

Yarum clenched his fists. ‘I know that! I am Seth Gannon’s friend after all. He trusts me. And that’s where I have the advantage.’

‘So why don’t you just go up to him and shoot him in the head?’ Pharo asked.

Yarum let out a loud huff. ‘I must do it discreetly, of course. I can’t risk being exposed.’

‘So you would kill your own friend?’ Rajah asked.

Yarum winced. ‘I have no choice. Without realising it, Seth has forced me into a corner. At first, I wanted to find some way around this. Despite what he’s done, I don’t hate him, but no matter what I do, he stands in my path. He will always be in my way and will always be looking to take me down. I’m just lucky he hasn’t worked out who I am yet.’

‘So you have no animosity towards him?’ Pharo asked.

Yarum hesitated. At first, he’d been bitter and then he’d become angry. He’d even tried to find excuses to hate Seth, but he couldn’t. Now it was just a matter of business. He had to do what he had to do. 

‘Gannon has to go. That’s the way it is, otherwise, we can never obtain our past glory. Nailz here will assist me. While Seth is dealing with Nailz, I will be able to get alongside him and take him out more discreetly, in a way that will never bring suspicion onto myself.’

‘Who is this guy anyway?’ asked Pharo, pointing to Nailz. ‘We all know each other here... well apart from you, Yarum. We should at least know who Nailz is.’

‘Fair enough,’ Yarum said. ‘There’s no reason why you can’t know his identity. He too has a score to settle with the SGI.’

Nailz spoke. ‘That’s right. And I must say, Yarum here has the perfect plan for me to get revenge on Gannon. I only wish it could be me who kills him.’

Yarum responded, ‘You know it’s kind of appropriate you and I should team up. Me, one of Gannon’s trusted friends and you one of Gannon’s worst enemies.’

‘So who is he?’ Rajah asked.

‘Gentlemen...’ Yarum said. ‘I’d like you to meet Fingers McGraw...’​

[image: A person in a black suit

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2:
A Mysterious Phone Call
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Seth Gannon made out with his gorgeous wife Delaney in the glittering pool at the edge of the SGI estate. The late-afternoon sun painted the water in ribbons of gold, casting flickers of light over the couple as they kissed, arms wrapped around each other in the shallows.

Around the poolside, the atmosphere was still buzzing, although the weeklong birthday celebration for fellow SGI member Hugh Collin had officially wrapped the night before. Music drifted from a Bluetooth speaker near the cabana, and the scent of grilled food lingered in the warm air. Most of the guests had already returned home, but a close circle of friends had stayed on for an extra week of leisure.

Several other couples were in the water too, lounging in pairs and soaking up the relaxed, romantic vibe. The burly Hugh was nestled in with his girlfriend Kelly on a pool float, sipping something fruity from a glass. Adam Warren and his new flame, Maree, were giggling in a quiet corner, practically wrapped around each other.

Laughter rang out as all eyes turned toward the diving board.

One of the lingering guests—Spencer—a curly headed athletic guy with a goatee, climbed the steps with exaggerated purpose. Around six foot three like Seth, he sprang into the air and delivered a massive bomb dive, knees hugged to chest. The resulting splash was biblical.

A sheet of water came down over the three couples, soaking their hair and drinks. Delaney squealed and lifted a hand to shield her face, then broke into laughter as droplets streamed down her cheeks.

Spencer surfaced with a grin. ‘Now that’s how you break up a cuddle-fest.’

Seth grinned, slicking his hair back. ‘Nice bomb, Spencer. But you’ll never top Taffy when it comes to water displacement.’

‘Absolutely not,’ Delaney agreed, brushing water from her long, dark hair. ‘When he jumps in, it’s like an upside-down Niagara Falls. The whole pool empties.’

‘You lot looked way too cosy over here for your own good,’ Spencer said. 

‘You’re just jealous,’ Hugh said. ‘We get beautiful women to make out with and all you get is your blow-up doll. I’m surprised you didn’t bring her out here with you. She’s waterproof, isn’t she?’

Spencer laughed. ‘You’ll keep.’

Hugh smirked. ‘As long as it’s not at the bottom of your suitcase all flattened and folded over, which no doubt your girlfriend is when she’s not being used.’

Laughter rippled around the pool. 

Another figure approached the diving board—Irwin Pycroft. He wasn’t wearing trunks, but instead sported a snug, full-body black get-up and a bathing cap pulled tightly over his head. He stood there like a man preparing for a duel.

Spencer cocked his head. ‘A wet suit? Seriously?’

[image: A person in a swimsuit

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Irwin scowled down at him, hands on hips. ‘It’s not a wetsuit. It’s my dead suit. Big difference, Bubba.’ 

Two years ago, Irwin might have cut an intimidating figure—tall, dark-haired, with intense, brooding eyes. But time and overindulgence had softened his edges. He’d grown heavier around the middle, and the sleek suit only exaggerated it.

Bruno Gannon—Seth’s cousin—glided up beside Spencer, water dripping from his usually wavy brown hair. He and Spencer were near twins in build, but Bruno had more male-model type looks and a light layer of stubble on his chin.   

‘Dead suit or not,’ Bruno said. ‘That board’s not gonna hold you. You’ve packed on too many kilos, mate.’ 

‘Seriously,’ Hugh chimed in. ‘You used to look like the Undertaker. Nothing like Taffy’s twin. Now it seems the longer you’ve been hanging out with him the more you’re starting to look like him. At this rate you’ll soon be identical twins.’

Irwin scowled. ‘Burrrrrrrrr. I’m as trim as muscular as I’ve ever been!’

‘And just as deluded too!’

‘You watch,’ He puffed out his chest. ‘I’ll do the most perfect dive you’ve ever seen. Yo UBBA!’

‘You’re gonna do a belly buster,’ Spencer joked. 

Irwin panted like a steam engine as he climbed slowly up the ladder to the diving board, each rung a mini-victory against gravity. His bulk made the structure groan under his weight, and by the time he reached the top, he looked like a man who’d just summited Everest. He wobbled across the board with stiff-legged caution, arms out for balance, the latex of his so-called ‘dead suit’ creaking with every step. The board sagged alarmingly under him, dipping like a branch about to snap—but by some miracle, he made it to the end.

He threw his arms in the air, let out a battle cry and launched himself into the air.
‘BUUUUUBBAAAAAA!’
He plummeted with all the grace of a dropped fridge, landing belly-first with a wet splat that echoed off the villa walls. A colossal splash followed, although not quite Taffy-sized.

Seth and his companions burst out laughing. 

Delaney planted her forehead into Seth’s chest almost in tears. ‘Oh good god, that was a classic!’ 

Irwin surfaced a moment later, face twisted in agony. He groaned like a wounded warhorse and half-paddled, half-dragged himself to the pool’s edge. With visible effort, he hauled his soaked body out, flopping onto the tiles like a beached walrus.

‘Sorry, pal,’ Bruno said. ‘But you’re not the same guy we met a year ago.’

‘He’s got Taffy to thank for that.’ Hugh smirked. ‘Being dragged along to to many buffets. Too many seconds. Too many thirds.’

Another guest of the SGI arrived. Another tall guy, six foot three and power-packed. Behind him walked a hugely obese man, even bigger than Irwin, wheeling a set of golf clubs.
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‘Hey, Seth, ready for that game?’ said the athletic guy.

The fat guy beamed. ‘I’m the caddy!’

‘Yeah, that’s all you’re good for, Callum.’ The athletic guy clipped him across the back of the head. He turned back to Seth. ‘So you up for a game?’

‘Bad timing, Murr,’ Seth said. ‘Can’t you see I’m making out?’ He delivered Delaney another long, drawn out kiss.

‘You’re always making out.’ Murray Anderson grinned. ‘Haven’t you had enough of her tonsils for one afternoon?’

Seth delivered his good friend a wry smile. ‘Do you always ask moronic questions?’

Murray laughed. ‘Come on, I’m sure you can drag yourself away from your gorgeous wife for half an hour.’

‘Half an hour?’ Seth asked. ‘Would it take you that long to get around an eighteen-hole golf course?’

‘I’m allowing for stopping for a beer at the end of every two or three holes.’

‘So you need alcohol to calm your nerves to play against me?’

‘Something like that.’ Murray snickered. ‘You coming or not? Or do I have to ask your wife permission to drag you away for a bit?’

Delaney raised a hand. ‘He can do whatever he wants. In fact, I’m coming along. I’d love to watch him whip your ass.’

Seth examined her expression. Not that long ago, there would have been some disdain in her eyes, but she’d gotten used to Murray now and had come to trust him. Nevertheless, she was always quick to jump on the bandwagon and heckle him and loved it when Seth bettered him in some kind of challenge. 

‘Okay,’ Seth said. ‘I’ll take you up on your
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