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CLASSIFIED TRANSCRIPT

FILE NO. RS-017
INTERVIEW BETWEEN INVESTIGATIVE JOURNALIST AARON LANE AND FORMER CHILD ACTOR [REDACTED]
DATE: October 12, 2023
LOCATION: Undisclosed Motel, Los Angeles, CA
SUBJECT: Disappearance of multiple child actors linked to elite Hollywood circles



[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT]

AARON LANE: It’s recording now. You’re safe here. Let’s start simple. What made you reach out to me?

[REDACTED]: (nervous chuckle) Safe? No one’s safe. Not me. Not you. (pause) I reached out because I saw your article. The one about the missing kids—the ones nobody talks about. And because I knew your sister.

AARON LANE: (pauses) You knew Elizabeth?

[REDACTED]: (nods) We worked together once. A commercial, I think. 1983. She was different from the rest of us—she had that perfect look. Blonde hair. Blue eyes. The kind they wanted.

AARON LANE: The kind who vanished.

[REDACTED]: (quietly) Yeah. And I know why.

(sound of chair creaking, deep breath from subject)

AARON LANE: Tell me. Everything.

[REDACTED]: Have you ever heard of the Red Shoes Club?

(long silence)

AARON LANE: i’ve heard whispers. Rumors. Nothing concrete.

[REDACTED]: Of course not. They don’t leave trails. But I can tell you this—those rumors? They don’t even scratch the surface. They take kids, Aaron. Kids like me. Like your sister. And the ones who don’t make it... they don’t just disappear.

AARON LANE: What happens to them?

[REDACTED]: (leans in) Ever wonder why those red shoes are so... red?

(end of segment)



INVESTIGATION NOTES – AARON LANE

	Follow-up on commercial records from 1983. Confirm connection between Elizabeth Lane and subject.

	Locate other surviving child actors from the era. Any similar disappearances?

	Stakeout at known elite hotspots: Chateau Marmont, private clubs, underground parties.

	Find evidence. If the Red Shoes Club exists, someone has to slip up eventually.




SURVEILLANCE LOG – NIGHT 1

LOCATION: Chateau Marmont, Los Angeles, CA
TIME: 11:47 PM
OBSERVATIONS:
	Several black suvs arriving at rear entrance, no license plates.

	Unmarked security personnel stationed at all exits.

	High-profile guests entering through private entrance. No cameras allowed inside.


(Aaron, dressed as hotel staff, navigates through the crowded event. He keeps his head down, listening.)

	Overheard: "The shipment is secure. The usual location."

	A man in a sharp suit, wearing red-soled shoes, exchanges a small black envelope with another guest.

	Glimpse of a tattoo on a wrist—three interlocking rings.


(Aaron shifts slightly, snapping a mental note. He’s about to leave when he feels it—the prickling sensation of being watched.)

NOTES:

	Security has noticed me. One is speaking into an earpiece. I need to leave—now.

	Will attempt to exit through the service hallway. If I don’t report back in 48 hours, assume the worst.




SURVEILLANCE LOG – NIGHT 2

LOCATION: Chateau Marmont, Los Angeles, CA
TIME: 12:21 AM
OBSERVATIONS:
	Successfully infiltrated the event posing as catering staff.

	Restricted access areas guarded by earpiece-wearing security—military precision.

	Overheard coded conversations referencing “the tailor’s gift” and “velvet fittings.” Possible connection to Red Shoes Club?


NOTES:

	Managed to retrieve discarded guest list. Several names blacked out.

	Overheard a familiar name—J. Calloway, former director known for working with child stars in the ‘80s.


NEXT STEPS:

	Research Calloway’s recent activities and known associates.

	Identify what “the tailor’s gift” means.

	Push deeper—risk is increasing, but so is the trail.


UPDATE TO AARON LANE’S INVESTIGATION

SURVEILLANCE LOG – NIGHT 3

LOCATION: Private gala, Bel Air Mansion
TIME: 1:04 AM
METHOD OF ENTRY: Borrowed uniform from valet service.
OBSERVATIONS:

	J. Calloway spotted. Engaged in hushed conversation with an unknown man—tall, silver-haired, European accent.

	References to “the tailor’s gift” repeated. Calloway mentioned a “new batch arriving soon.”

	Small group of men escorted through a side corridor, guarded. No cameras allowed inside.


NOTES:

	Stumbled upon a hidden room behind a velvet curtain. Inside: antique furniture, red velvet chairs, and a locked mahogany cabinet.

	Overheard Calloway mention “Elizabeth” before lowering his voice.

	Forced to leave when another staff member noticed I didn’t belong.


NEXT STEPS:

	Investigate Calloway’s past. Any child actors tied to him who vanished?

	Find a way to access the mahogany cabinet—what’s inside?

	Identify silver-haired man—possible high-ranking figure in Red Shoes Club?


UPDATE TO AARON LANE’S INVESTIGATION

FOLLOW-UP RESEARCH – J. CALLOWAY

	Former child star turned director. Worked on several ‘80s kids' films and TV shows.

	Connected to at least six child actors who mysteriously vanished over the years—including Elizabeth Lane.

	Retired abruptly in 1994 after accusations of “unethical casting practices,” but no formal charges were filed.

	Currently off-grid. No online presence, no recent photos. Yet, he was at the gala. Why?


UNEXPECTED MESSAGE

DATE: October 14, 2023
TIME: 3:17 AM
SENDER: Unknown
CONTENT:
"Stop looking. Some doors should stay closed."
	Anonymous number. Traced to a burner phone, unregistered.

	Coincidence? Doubtful. Someone knows I’m getting close.

	If they’re warning me, it means I’m on the right track.


NEXT MOVE:

	Contact subject [REDACTED] again. If they’re right about the Red Shoes Club, they might know what “the tailor’s gift” means.

	Try to find Calloway. If he’s still alive, he holds the key to everything.


​
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CHAPTER 1:

INTO THE LIONS’ DEN
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The black-tie event at Chateau Marmont pulsed with quiet power.

Crystal chandeliers cast a golden glow across the grand hall, their light reflecting off polished marble floors, and the delicate rims of champagne glasses. 

Laughter drifted through the air—soft, practiced, artificial. 

Every smile here had a purpose. 

Every handshake carried weight.

Aaron Lane stepped inside like he belonged.

He always did.

The borrowed tux fit well enough. 

The forged credentials in his pocket would pass a glance, maybe even a second. 

But it wasn’t the disguise that got him in—it was confidence. 

The kind that made people look past you instead of at you.

He reached for a glass of champagne from a passing tray, lifting it just slightly as he scanned the room.

Actors. Politicians. Studio executives.

People who controlled narratives. 

People who buried them.

Tonight, he wasn’t here for any of them.

His gaze landed on a man across the room.

J. Calloway.

Time had aged him, but not softened him. 

His silver-streaked hair was combed neatly back, his suit tailored to perfection. 

To anyone else, he looked like a relic of Hollywood’s golden era.

But Aaron knew better. Calloway wasn’t a relic.

He was a ghost.

A ghost tied to missing children. 

To whispers buried in decades-old reports. 

To stories that never made it past editing rooms.

Aaron’s grip tightened slightly around the glass.

You shouldn’t be here.

That’s what his instincts were telling him.

Which meant he was exactly where he needed to be.

He moved slowly, deliberately, weaving through clusters of conversation. 

Snippets of dialogue brushed against him like static.

“—box office numbers—”

“—campaign donations—”

“—private island—”

Nothing useful. Not yet.

Then—

“...the shipment is secured.”

Aaron stilled. The voice was low. Careful. 

Not meant to be heard.

He shifted subtly, angling himself closer without drawing attention.

Two men stood near the far end of the room. 

One wore a deep crimson tie, the other older, his expression sharp—predatory.

OLDER MAN:
“The usual location. No delays this time.”
CRIMSON TIE:
“And the special request?”
A pause. Then a quiet chuckle.

OLDER MAN:
“Already arranged. Fresh. Untraceable.”
Aaron’s stomach turned.

Not products. Not goods.

People.

He kept his expression neutral, lifting the champagne to his lips, as if nothing had changed. 

But inside, something cold settled into place.

This was real. Not rumors. 

Not conspiracy threads buried in obscure forums.

Real.

He lowered the glass slowly, eyes flicking back toward Calloway.

The man was laughing now, surrounded by others in suits lined with subtle hints of red—ties, handkerchiefs, stitching. 

A pattern Aaron hadn’t noticed before.

Or maybe he just hadn’t wanted to.

Red Shoes Club.

The name echoed in his mind like a warning.

He needed proof. Just one piece.

Aaron slipped his phone from his pocket, keeping it low. A quick photo. 

That was all it would take. Calloway, here, tonight—undeniable.

His thumb hovered over the screen.

Then— a hand clamped around his wrist.

Firm. Unyielding.

Aaron’s pulse spiked, but his face didn’t change.

“Not a good idea,” a voice murmured close to his ear.

Cold. Controlled.

Aaron turned his head slowly.

The man standing behind him wasn’t just security.

He was something else.

Dark suit. Earpiece. Eyes that didn’t miss anything.

Eyes that were already on him.

“You’re not on the list,” the man continued quietly.

Not a question. A statement.

Aaron offered a faint, easy smile. 

“Catering. Last-minute replacement.”

The man didn’t return it.

His grip tightened—just enough to hurt.

“I don’t think so.”

Around them, the party continued untouched. Laughter. Music. Glasses clinking.

No one noticed. No one ever did.

Aaron’s mind raced. 

Options.

Run? Too exposed.
Fight? Too many witnesses—too many guns.
Think.

He exhaled slowly, letting tension leave his body.

Then, casually— he let the champagne glass slip from his fingers.

It shattered against the marble floor.

Heads turned. Conversations paused.

A ripple of attention. Just enough.

Aaron twisted his wrist sharply, breaking the man’s grip, and stepped back into the shifting crowd.

“Sorry,” he muttered, already moving.

The guard reacted instantly. “Stop him.”

Too late. Aaron was already gone.

The service hallway was dimly lit, the hum of kitchen activity masking his footsteps. 

He moved fast, ripping off his bow tie, blending seamlessly into the chaos of staff rushing in and out.

Behind him— footsteps. Closer.

“Security breach. Male, mid-thirties—”

Aaron ducked through a swinging door, grabbing a tray from a startled waiter and lowering his head.

Blend in. Disappear.

He stepped into the kitchen, steam rising from industrial stoves, voices overlapping in controlled chaos.

For a moment— silence.

No one stopped him. No one looked twice.

Aaron exhaled. But the feeling didn’t leave.

That prickling sensation crawling up the back of his neck.

He was still being watched.

He set the tray down slowly.

Then turned—

Just in time to see the same guard step into the kitchen doorway.

Eyes locked onto him.

No confusion now. No doubt.

“You’re done,” the guard said.

Aaron didn’t respond. He didn’t hesitate. He ran.

The back exit slammed open, as Aaron burst into the alley, cold night air hitting him like a shock.

He didn’t stop moving. Didn’t look back.

But he didn’t need to. He already knew.

This wasn’t just a party. This wasn’t just corruption.

He had stepped into something much bigger.

Something hidden.

Something protected.

And now— it knew he existed.
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