(Working Title)

of NOTE: I'm pitching The Fall of Los Cuervos, a new concept for my Jugg-

Verse, seeking a Patron or Commissioner to bring this gritty comic to life! In a
neon-scarred East L.A. alley, a young gangbanger’s world shatters after a
brutal ambush. Beaten and caged, he’s lured by a fierce drag queen’s promise
of a new life. Reborn with swollen lips, long nails, and a glossy ponytail, he
hustles in the afternoon sun, serving clients amid graffiti and shame.

“Will he embrace his new identity
or crumble under his past?”

Read the full story below to dive into this tale of transformation, lust, and
barrio grit! If this hooks you, DM Me or email geortegaart@gmail.com—let’s
make this a full-fledged Jugg-Comic!
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East L.A., a gritty barrio scarred by neon and dust. The alley behind the club, a
concrete vein, throbs with vibrant graffiti—skulls, lowriders, roses in electric
reds and blues. Flickering streetlamps cast jagged shadows, the air thick with
damp asphalt and stale beer. Murals pulse, alive with lust and shame, luring
souls to kneel in the sun-baked grime.

The alley behind Reina’s club in East L.A. was a raw scar, its brick walls
slathered in graffiti—skulls, lowriders, roses in neon reds and blues, pulsing
under a flickering streetlamp. The air reeked of damp concrete and stale beer,
murals glaring like silent judges. In 2004, Eduardo Lopez, 18, stalked through,
a Los Cuervos soldier. His tan skin hugged chiseled abs, red bandana knotted
tight, black muscle tee stretched over broad shoulders. A crow tattoo flexed
on his bicep, silver chain clinking at his hip. Scuffed boots crunched gravel,
switchblade twirling. The alley was his kingdom, but rivals struck. Knives
flashed, blood sprayed, and a blade split his lip, swelling his face. Eduardo
collapsed, the alley’s grime cold against his cheek. Sirens screamed, and San
Quentin swallowed him.
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In 2009, the prison’s stench—sweat, rust—choked Eduardo. Reina, a trans
drag queen, stood beside him in gray prison scrubs, her jet-black hair loose,
eyes sharp as knives.

“Ain’t chu tired of bein’ beaten and endin’ up in prison?”

she barked, voice iron. Eduardo spat,



“Fuck off, fag.”
Her smirk cut deep.

“I’'m out in a year, hon. I'll build a life—you can too. New
name, new you. Untraceable.”

A guard’s baton cracked his ribs days later, pain shattering his pride. Reina’s
words lingered, a lifeline in the dark.

Released in 2010, Eduardo, bruised and broken, found Reina’s club, its alley
pulsing with graffiti.

“Do it,”
he growled. Reina, now in red latex heels, grinned.

“OK, but we gonna change your name to Eddie
Temptation, babe.
Yasss, cunt. This is gonna be the new you!”

Needles bloated his lips, red and swollen. His hair grew, waxed into a high,
feminine ponytail, curling to his lower back. Glossy red stiletto nails sprouted,
red latex boots hugged his legs. Shame seared, but lust sparked in his lash-
framed eyes.



Cum -Llosseds Froedsm

By 2016, Reina was dead, her club dust, but Eddie thrived. In the alley’s
afternoon heat, graffiti shimmering, he knelt for Reina’s gay Black clientele —
high-heeled, gold-chained, their large cocks straining jeans. His red lips
stretched around a thick shaft, spit dripping, nails gripping. Another day, he
squatted on a dildo, hips circling, cum lathering his glossy ponytail. Dollars
stacked, gold earrings glinting. The alley screamed his past—Los Cuervos,
Eduardo—but Eddie Temptation was free, a queen reborn from a dark past.

- Written by Miss Jugg ¢
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