

    
        
          Goodnight, C.: When a Smart Home Writes the Alibi

        

        
        
          Nolan Pierce

        

        
          Published by Nolan Pierce, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GOODNIGHT, C.: WHEN A SMART HOME WRITES THE ALIBI

    

    
      First edition. October 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Nolan Pierce.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232214265

    

    
    
      Written by Nolan Pierce.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Foreword

Chapter 1 — Blood on the Cat

Chapter 2 — The House That Speaks

Chapter 3 — The Cat’s Path

Chapter 4 — Echoes & Loops

Chapter 5 — Two Brothers, One Company

Chapter 6 — Rooms That Remember

Chapter 7 — Low Tide

Chapter 8 — What the House Kept

Afterword

Sign up for Nolan Pierce's Mailing List

Also By Nolan Pierce

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Foreword
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This book began with a sound.

Not a scream or a confession—just the frictionless syllable of a house answering a wake word, that unblinking confidence we’ve taught our rooms to perform. I kept thinking about how easily a light will come on, how readily a voice will reply, and how quickly we accept those small obediences as proof that someone must be home. From that question grew a thriller about presence faked by design, and about the kind of evidence that lives in light, latency, heat, and habit.

Goodnight, C.: When a Smart Home Writes the Alibi is a procedural story set in the near-now. No futuristic magic, no secret twins, no handy miracles—only the choreography we already invite into our kitchens and halls. The mystery plays fair. If a detail matters later, you’ve seen it early: a ring on a hand in a photograph, a one-millimeter misfit along a media wall, a carpet nap pressed in a direction that tells on the weight it once carried, a routine with a human name, a timestamp that refuses to blink.

At its center is Maeve Carter, a reporter who notices what noise tries to hide; Det. Inez Ruiz, a patient skeptic trained to let paper speak before people do; and Theo Lark, a teenager who hears the timing in circuits the way others hear rhythm in a room. Across from them stand Oliver Dane and Sienna Park—two people fluent in the modern arts of optimization and narrative control. Their battleground isn’t a haunted mansion but a house made competent: screens that loop shadows, speakers that can be taught to answer, an access-controlled panel that opens onto a space designed to keep a human-sized secret from misbehaving.

This is also a story about language—how a device can be taught to say “goodnight” and mean “not yet,” how a PR statement can be both accurate and untrue, how deletion jobs and maintenance pings become the literature of intent. We live with logs now. Our machines remember more faithfully than we do, and sometimes less honestly than we assume. When a system writes an alibi, it doesn’t do it with ink; it does it with scheduled routines, cache residue, and the plausible comfort of everything looking exactly as it should.

What you will not find here is gore. The discoveries are procedural, not sensational; the shocks arrive through contradiction. A smart scale records a weight that matters because it is almost right. A marina scene resolves into a lesson in decoys. A house sounds normal until you listen for what repeats. The tension comes from asking whether comfort can be weaponized and whether evidence can be made to behave.

A few reading notes, offered as invitations rather than instructions:


●  Follow the heat. Warmth where it shouldn’t be is its own testimony.

●  Watch the seams. In houses and in stories, misalignment is rarely an accident.

●  Listen for loops. When a line repeats with identical timing and intonation, belief should slow down.

●  Respect time. Minutes matter. So does the order in which things choose to happen.

●  Trust small things. Fibers, screws, tolerances, and the way rope remembers a knot—these are the unglamorous allies of the truth.


Beneath the puzzle is a quieter question: What do we ask our homes to keep for us, and at what cost to the people who live just outside their light? We want convenience to be innocent. We want clever rooms to be loyal to their owners and harmless to everyone else. But stewardship is not neutrality. A house that speaks can be taught to lie; a silence maintained by design is still an argument.

If this book works, it will tilt your attention a degree or two. Maybe you’ll hear a reply in your own hallway and wonder who taught it to sound so human. Maybe you’ll watch a shadow on a screen and feel, for half a second, the weight of what it pretends to be. Or maybe you’ll simply turn a page and notice how a cat, indifferent to the adult dramas of evidence, finds the warmest square of floor and claims it without apology.

The last word belongs, fittingly, to a routine. Its name is printed on a line you’ll see more than once. It sounds tender. It was never meant for you. Stories are like that: they keep things until the right reader arrives and asks, kindly but firmly, to see what’s behind the panel.

Good night—if the room has earned it.

—Nolan Pierce
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Chapter 1 — Blood on the Cat
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Maeve Carter never minded the dark when it belonged to the trees. The dark that bothered her came from houses—those taut panes that reflected your face back at you while other lives moved on the other side. She drove up the steep road to the ridge, windows down, nose alert for the sour iron smell that meant the animal was close. The call had come to the rescue hotline ten minutes earlier: a yowling cat at the end of Folly Ridge, address withheld, “it keeps throwing itself against the glass.” The caller had hung up before Maeve could get a name.

The road switchbacked and the houses sharpened from humble to aspirational. Lawns gave way to gravel beds with sculpted grasses; porches shed their chairs and tried to look like museum steps. Ahead, a rectangle of a home parted the pines like a page turned with a ruler—low, flat, all glass and white concrete. It was the only place up here that looked as if it did not need a neighborhood.

A cat screeched.

Maeve braked and killed the headlights. The sound came again, closer, from the hedges flanking the driveway. She crouched, pressing her palm to the cool gravel, and whistled. The third whistle brought the cat—a soft gray tabby with a torn left ear, pupils saucered. Its forepaws were matted in something dark and glossy; the throat fur clumped stiffly, like it had been painted with a thick brush and left to dry. The cat’s eyes were not the eyes of an injured animal. They were the eyes of a messenger.

“Hey, sweetheart,” Maeve said, keeping her voice low. “Let me see you.”

She scooped the tabby with practiced speed. The cat tensed, then went slack against her chest. She passed her fingers through its fur. No heat-ripple of a fresh wound. No cut to account for the smell blooming up now from the fur, the mineral tang that passed straight through the nose and set camp in the mouth.

Not the cat’s.

Maeve set the tabby in the footwell of her jeep and reached for her camera bag. Canon over shoulder. She checked the ridge of the cat’s back and found a little grit—something fine, a dusting, as if the cat had slid under a door recently cleaned. She lifted the lens and traced the line of the house. Floor-to-ceiling glass on the lower level; a solid concrete clerestory above with long, horizontal windows like eyelids.

“Where did you go,” she murmured to the cat, “and what did you crawl through.”

She crossed the driveway, boots writing quiet in the gravel. Motion lights softened awake, unhelpful as a smile from a liar. Through the lower glass: an open living space, lights dimmed, a paler pulse of LEDs from somewhere deeper. It was less a room than a stage that had not yet decided on a play.

Maeve angled the lens up to the clerestory. The light there was different: not a room light, but a bounced light, the kind that comes from glossy tile. She adjusted shutter, steadied the camera against a column, and found the window’s angle. The lens took the light in and flattened it into something knowable. Shapes congregated. The frame of a tub. The edge of a headrest. A pair of shoulders sloped under the waterline—too still, too pale. One hand rested on the porcelain lip, a wide ring on the index finger.

She did not register the thought. She lifted the viewfinder, centered, and fired three frames. The silence between shutters felt padded and dense.

The camera still at her eye, she said, “Okay.”

She lowered it, tapped 911, and felt the cat’s claws flex into the rubber mat of her jeep as the dispatch picked up.

“This is Maeve Carter. I’m at 221 Folly Ridge. I can see a man in an upstairs tub, unmoving—”

“Ma’am, is this a medical emergency?”

“It might be past that. I can smell blood. I have a clear line of sight from the exterior. The property owner is—” She glanced at the black glass of the lower floor and saw a shape move, a shadow on a shadow, then a light coming on with what felt like intention. “—is present.”

“Units are on the way. Are you in danger?”

“Not yet.” She swallowed, and it scraped. “But if I were the kind of person who needed a house to lie for me, I would build
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