
  
    [image: That’s One Killer Book Club]
  


  
    
      that’s one killer book club

      Claire Edition

    

    
      
        E.L. Marlowe

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by E.L. Marlowe

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            chapter one

          

        

      

    

    
      Claire stared at the phone far longer than she should have. The shower had turned off ages ago and it was only a matter of time before her husband came barreling out of the bathroom to catch her with it. The same woman’s name flashed on the screen as another text rolled in, but without the password Claire could do nothing more than stand in the middle of the bedroom seething. 

      Her curiosity may have led her to checking his phone in the first place, but pure rage was what kept it firmly planted in her hand. Without thinking, Claire slipped her bastard of a husband’s cheating device into her purse and made her way to the door. 

      “I’m headed to book club,” she yelled through gritted teeth, hoping she didn’t give herself away. There was no response from him as she stalked down the stairs to leave. Typical. Passing the alarm system, she considered actually punching the code in for once, but decided he deserved the irritation of having to do it himself, again.

      Climbing into the luxury SUV, Claire started the ignition and turned the music up to full blast in an effort to drown out the swarm of thoughts bombarding her mind. Unfortunately, it didn’t help one bit. Never in a million years would she have believed her husband would be just like the others. 

      A liar. Selfish. An adulterous whore.

      Yet, there she was, anger boiling so hot inside of her she could barely focus on the road. Not that it mattered, she’d made the drive every month for the last year and could probably do it blindfolded. Each turn and lane change of the thirty minute trip was purely second nature to her, which only allowed more room for the violent thoughts to brew in her head. And, one by one they grew more deadly with each buzz of his phone. 

      All the late nights, missed dinners, sloppy lies, and overall change in her husband’s attitude only meant one thing, he had a mistress. Or at least, that’s what Claire was assuming. It was the only thing that made sense. She had felt him pulling away for awhile now. Their marriage wasn’t perfect, but she never imagined he would resort to throwing himself into the arms of someone else.

      ‘Don’t men know they can ask for a divorce before they go around sticking their dicks in another woman,’ she thought as the giant, shiny cupcake sign started to become visible in the distance.

      Taking a deep breath, Claire tried to calm down and tell herself she was just jumping to conclusions, but deep down she knew it was true. A woman always knows and this time was no different. Pulling into the parking lot of the bakery, she gathered her things and headed for the alley in the back. 

      Avoiding the puddles on the ground, Claire weaved her way to the backdoor. Every month, she regretted wearing heels, but could never actually bring herself to wear anything else. Flinging the backdoor to the bakery open, Claire stomped her way up the steep, narrow set of stairs, the sounds of laughter echoing from the loft above.

      “What are you ladies giggling at?” she asked as she made it to the top, her forced cheerfulness evident. The four women whipped their heads toward her, cutting their laughing fit short. 

      “Jenna tried to make a Pennywise cake, but it-uh-well it…” Aubrey tried to explain, but the right words seemed to escape her. Looking down at the cake and back up at Claire, the soft-spoken woman couldn’t contain her amusement. Gesturing for her to join them, Aubrey chuckled, “Just come look at it.”

      “What’s got your overpriced panties in a twist?” Gwen asked as Claire stepped closer. 

      Unable to fix the scowl plastering itself on her face, Claire just shot the woman a dirty look and ignored the question. Standing over the group as they sat sprawled out on oversized pillows, she took a peek at the cake and snorted. “Geez, I hope you’re not trying to sell this thing. It looks deformed.”

      Jenna burst out laughing. “Goodness no, it’s just for us. I’m not very good at making people, but I figured I would give it a shot for tonight’s meeting. Seems I need a bit more practice.”

      “That thing probably has more calories in it than I’ve consumed all week,” Claire griped, looking at it with a face of disgust.

      “You can pull that stick out of your ass at any time, princess,” Gwen huffed, leaning back against the couch. Claire stared down the purple-haired woman as she just smirked at her in response. Crossing her legs, Gwen’s black combat boots made a thud on the floor as she rolled her eyes, and sang, “Anyways.”

      The first Friday of every month, five very different women gathered in a loft above a downtown bakery. Overgrown plants and twinkling string lights hung from the ceiling above the scattered couches and multi-colored pillows. A small tv sat nestled in the corner, always with some horror flick playing as background noise. Each wall was covered with art that most people would’ve found grotesque, but not these five, they thrived off the demented. This wasn’t your regular book club, these women loved horror and all its disgusting beauty. 

      “Hey, grab those forks. I wanna try a bite of this monstrosity,” Olivia cut in, pointing to the basket of cutlery on the shelf by the door. Claire appreciated the attempt to break the tension that was building between her and Gwen. It had been clear from the beginning that the two women were never going to see eye to eye. They were entirely too different from one another. One thing they could agree on, however, was their love of gory books, so for the purposes of the book club, they remained civil…most of the time. 

      Claire grabbed a handful of forks and joined the women on the floor. Passing the cutlery to their resident baker she tried to ignore the buzzing in her bag, but she couldn’t ignore the curious look Gwen was giving her. The phone vibrated once more and curiosity seemed to get the better of her as Gwen asked, “You gonna answer that?”

      “It’s not for me.”

      “Why would someone be blowing up your phone if it’s not for you?” Olivia asked, joining in on the inquisitiveness. 

      “It’s not my phone,” Claire replied flatly. 

      Gwen smirked. “You stealing phones now? Didn’t peg you for the type.”

      “No, I’m not a delinquent, like you,” she countered.

      “Well, whose phone is it then?” Gwen pondered, crawling over the cake to reach for the bag that hadn’t stopped buzzing since Claire left the house. Snatching it away quickly, Claire managed to keep it out of reach of Gwen’s grubby little hands. 

      “None of your damn business,” Claire raged, barely able to hold herself together with all the emotions that were tearing at her. Each one was threatening to dismantle her in vastly different ways and she feared if she let them consume her too much she would never be able to piece herself together again.

      “Excuse me, but do you think you can maybe not straddle the cake,” Olivia whined, playfully trying to push Gwen away. “Honestly, get your crotch away from it. I’d rather not have to eat something that’s been so close to the landfill of bad decisions.”

      Aubrey snorted, but instantly turned bright red as Gwen shot her a dirty look. With a look of annoyance splashed across her face, Jenna shooed Gwen away from her cake as the two bickering women entered into a staring contest with one another, neither willing to be the first to give in. Gwen’s stubbornness was no match for Claire, but Gwen seemed to feel the same way about Claire. Another minute went by before the phone in Claire’s bag buzzed once more, pulling the two out of the hate-filled trance they’d entered into. 

      “Did you happen to bring your laptop?” Claire asked, looking at Olivia. 

      “Always.”

      “Can you hack into a phone?”

      “I’m not hearing this,” Aubrey said, slapping her hands over her ears. Claire figured the last thing the paralegal wanted was to be a part of a crime, or at least witness to one. Gwen just rolled her eyes at the woman as she leaned against the couch once more, looking more self-righteous than usual. 

      “I can,” Olivia responded, slowly, eyeing Claire up and down. “Why?”

      Claire dug into her purse and handed the still buzzing phone over to Olivia, the group’s resident tech genius. The redhead turned the phone over multiple times before staring at the screen as a few more texts poured in. “Who does it belong to?”

      “My bastard husband,” Claire stated. 

      “This outta be good,” Gwen sneered. 

      “Must you always have something to say,” Claire snapped. Gwen threw her hands in the air in surrender before crossing them over her ridiculously large chest. Rolling her eyes, Claire continued, “Some woman’s been blowing it up for like the last hour, but I can’t see the actual messages. Just her name.”

      “Has she tried to call?” Jenna asked, licking some icing off her finger.

      “Yeah, about a million times, but what am I supposed to say?”

      “You could try, hey are you fucking my husband,” Gwen suggested with a smirk, but Claire ignored the comment.

      Olivia headed to grab her bag that was propped against a side table. “Well, let’s see if we can get you into those messages.”

      “La, la, la,” Aubrey sang, still covering her ears. “I can’t hear you.” The woman whose wholesomeness could make Mother Teresa jealous was desperate to go law school, but lacked the funds or energy to take on such a massive endeavor. Instead, Aubrey remained a paralegal, working under what she considered the scum of the legal world. Claire always wondered why she didn’t just leave the job, but never bothered to ask. 

      Olivia chuckled as she plopped back down on the floor, still clutching the phone. “Any ideas on what his password could be.”

      “I’ve already tried everything I could think of,” Claire said. “It locked me out for a minute after the last try, so I stopped.”

      “No worries,” Olivia smiled, settling into her comfort zone. With the laptop open in front of her, the woman looked right at home behind the keyboard. “Just let me work some magic.”

      “Here, try some,” Jenna said, diverting Claire’s attention away from the woman plugging some cord into her husband’s phone. The petite baker was holding a forkful of so much fat and sugar, Claire could almost smell the hours of pilates it would take to work it off. Shaking her head, Claire tried to decline, but Jenna insisted, “Just one bite, pleeeaaase.”

      Claire shook her head once more.

      “Oh, don’t act like you aren’t going to eat some,” Gwen piped up. “You do this every time. You put on this I’m so healthy act, but when you think we aren’t looking you down half of a plate. So, just save us all the trouble and take the damn bite.”

      “I mean you don’t have to, if you don’t want to,” Jenna said, sheepishly, trying to defuse the moment. Claire snatched the fork out of Jenna’s hand, refusing to break eye contact with Gwen, and slid the cake into her mouth. For the briefest of moments, Gwen’s eyes dropped to Claire’s mouth before looking away in disgust. 

      “It’s really good,” Claire assured the woman, as she swallowed the velvety smooth chocolate cake. 

      “You two bicker like an old married couple,” Olivia chuckled, without looking up from her laptop
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