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  In the chaos, I surrender to what cannot be seen but is always felt. 

                               —Unknown










  
  Chapter 1
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Carter


Three rows of leather seats lined the narrow tube hurtling through the sky at five hundred miles an hour. The beige carpet in the aisle was thick and plush, screaming luxury. The oval-shaped window encompassed the clouds, the world a blue sphere beneath me, sandwiching me between the two. There was something so mesmerizing about observing the world from thousands of feet above—buildings reduced to the size of my fingertips and people so minuscule they disappeared in the rush. 
In reality, our significance amounted to such a negligible level. We were mere blips on the extensive timeline of this indifferent universe. Our ephemeral, aimless existence made us easy to manipulate and even easier to extinguish.
My fingers drummed against the armrest as the jagged Rocky Mountains came into view with bobbing legs and accelerated breaths. A sharp white light seized my vision. 

My chest is tight, causing a steady pinching in my ribcage. My hands glimmer with blood—screams shattering my eardrums.

“The weather in Gypsum, Colorado today is a brisk sixty-five degrees without…”
I cleared my throat, shaking away a bitter rush hitting me in the solar plexus.
“…but give it an hour, and that could change.”
The speakers crackled, and the flight attendant with a short blonde pixie cut, who’d smiled through the entire flight, giggled—the glasses she moved around, clinking against one another.
I washed down the unwelcome memories with the last of my bourbon, my knuckles bloodless as I clutched the tumbler and gathered a deep breath through my nose. The bourbon bled off sweet notes of toffee, making my mouth water.
The plane dipped down in a controlled descent.
“Prepare for landing.” The pilot’s speaker crackled, his words muffled as though he shoved the microphone into his mouth and chewed gum at the same time.
The flight attendant stepped out of the makeshift kitchen at the front of the rented plane and smiled. “It’s time to buckle.” 
I lifted a brow, tapped the belt that had remained buckled the entire flight, then raised my empty glass and handed it to her. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, sir.”
The seatbelt sign above the flight attendant flashed when she walked into the kitchen, deposited the glass, and then took her seat facing me—her belt strapped over her shoulders.
Why does she have a harness, and the rest are lap belts?
The plane dipped. My stomach leaped. The wheels bounced and then skidded along the runway until it slowed and pivoted towards the hangar.
Here we go.
A smile spread across my face as the plane came to a stop. The attendant lowered the steps as I pulled the tab on my buckle and stood.
My heart rate spiked as I took in the flight attendant’s micro-twitches, the slight rosacea on her cheeks, and the bloodshot whites of her eyes.
Late-night drinking?
Taking sips of the bourbon before handing it to clients?
She has a problem, and her body is crying out.
The pilot exited the cockpit and tilted his head as I grabbed the small duffle bag stuffed with enough clothes to last two days and approached him.
“Sir.”
“Thanks for the flight, Captain. It was smooth as butter.”
“Glad to be of service. Enjoy the rest of your day.”
I slung the bag over my shoulder and stepped down from the plane with a respectful nod, the fresh air mingling with a dash of pine. 
Pressing my lips together, I rolled my shoulders under my leather jacket, took a deep breath of mountain air, and walked toward the black Lexus waiting inside the hangar.
Get in, get out.
That’s it.
A faint breeze ran through my short hair as I opened the back door and dropped my bag on the floor. I licked my drying lips as I closed one door and opened the driver’s, settling inside, my hand grappling with the keys. Sweat beaded across my brow, my stray light brown hair sticking to my forehead. 
Exhaling, I gave myself a once over in the small rectangular reflective glass mounted in the visor, running my fingers through my now unruly hair. With a quick flip upward, the visor slapped the car’s ceiling with a muffled thump.
My heart thudded in my chest, a hint of nausea bubbling away in my stomach. I closed my eyes and took calming breaths, which did nothing to ease the sickness growing inside of me.
The road toward Avon wound through the mountainside, thirty-five miles from the closest runway, and nestled in the heart of the Rocky Mountains.
The population of Avon, a meager five thousand, spread out along the prominent skiing resorts, making the town no bigger than the iconic Buc-ee’s rest stop in Texas. But my final destination, Vale, Colorado, took the record for a thousand less. 
And tomorrow night, there’d be fewer. 
My fingers tightened around the steering wheel, gripping the cool leather as autumn leaves blurred past in yellow, orange, and red streaks. The evergreens stood in sharp contrast against the vibrant fall colors.
Twenty minutes later, the soccer field I’d used to play at when I was younger appeared, and then the burger joint where I’d had my first kiss and date in high school. Her lips were so dry they’d stuck to my wet ones like adhesive on a corpse’s skin.
My jaw tightened as I pressed down on the brake, slowing down next to a familiar two-story, light beige house in the neighborhood where I’d last seen my sister. My skin heated, my forehead and palms slicked as I stared at my nightmare in the flesh, the home unchanged despite the passing of time. The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end. Bile hit the back of my throat.
What am I doing here?
My nostrils flared as my vision squeezed into a tight tunnel, the light at the end a burning inferno of misery. 
The skin encasing my knuckles stretched taut as though it might split, my knuckles popping under the strain as I made a fist in my lap. 
Adrenaline spiked my veins, my pulse increasing with each breath.
This is the year, Amber.
It’ll all come crashing down in the most devastating way possible.
I opened my phone and scrolled through the two-year-long email thread between me and Mr. Anonymous, filled with photos, videos, and text messages between Amber and a demon wrapped in angel’s clothing.
Mr. Anonymous gift-wrapped the truth for me, but only after teasing me with bits and pieces for the last two years—setting a raging inferno under my ass. 
I’d waited for this moment.
A moment when the police went into hiding, the elites came out to play, and the laws didn’t apply. 
The perfect night to wait for vengeance. 
I hit the gas and sped away from the neighborhood, leaving the house in the rearview mirror. When all was said and done, I’d burn it to the ground and never step foot in Avon again.
My teeth ached as I clenched my jaw. I took a sharp right, speeding up as I neared the elementary school at the end of the street and parked on the other side. I rolled down my window and glanced at the aging building with browning grass, my nerves shrieking with tension.
Kids ran around the metal playground, the ground covered in rubber woodchips. Their tiny hands pushing one another in a game of tag. A woman wearing a yellow floral dress monitored the little sprites’ play, the slight breeze pushing her shoulder-length hair behind her. Her laughter carried on the wind as a child pulled her onto the playground, the words lost from the distance.
The air pushed from my lungs, my chest collapsing—the rebellious member between my legs swelling. 
She’s changed.
Grown...
No.
Not anymore.
The lust burned away as I glanced down at my beeping phone—a stark reminder of why I was here.
It wouldn’t take much to haul her away, carve her up with my surgical knives, and discard her like the human trash she is.
She brushed her hair behind her ears and smiled at the kids.
How can someone so beautiful and innocent on the outside harbor such evil inside?
I sneered, my upper lip curling, my fist clenching around my phone. 
June hid a terrible secret for far too long, and it was my duty to expose her to the world—along with her insides.
The side of my mouth curled up into a wicked smile, my reflection glaring back at me in the rearview mirror as though an alter ego took up residence within. 
Tomorrow night, I’d bring her world crashing down and cement my place in a society of the damned and depraved—a world I never aspired to be a part of.






  
  Chapter 2
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June


“Alright, everyone. Grab your backpacks and line up by the door.” 
One by one, my kindergarteners formed a single file line, jumping and wiggling with excitement to be reunited with their parents, aside from one little girl, Miss Caroline. 
Just like every day before, she scuffed her feet against the cheap brown carpet stained with years of children’s shoes. Her head sagged—her backpack flung over her tiny shoulders.
Energetic chatter filled the classroom, spilling out into the hallway as students from other grades headed toward the main doors of the building.
Ryker, my classroom clown, turned to the student behind him, placed his thumb on his nose, and wiggled his fingers, his tongue sticking out. 
“Ms. Collins—”
“I know, I saw TJ.” I took in a deep breath. “Ryker. The day isn’t over. I can still turn your color to red.”
His hand fell from his face, and he stood taut. “Sorry, Ms. Collins.”
I gave him a curt nod and a slight smile, then worked my way to the back of the line. 
Caroline grabbed my hand, then yanked it back as I glanced at the connection. “Can’t we do some more coloring, Ms. Collins?”
My stomach flipped, and I sank onto my haunches beside her, keeping my legs together underneath my dress. 
“I’m sorry, sweetie. It’s time to go home. Don’t you want to go home?”
Caroline kicked at the carpet as she stared at the floor. “I just want to color more.”
I grabbed her hands and smothered them both in mine, my smile warm despite the ache in my chest. “Is everything okay at home?”
Her soft blonde hair lost its luster weeks ago, the mat in the back of her hair growing by the day, and a slight twist in the front strands where she worried it with her finger. 
Right around the time her mother died.
Caroline shrugged and stared at her fraying shoes, her clothing reeking of stale cigarette smoke.
“You can tell me anything. I promise I won’t say anything.” I crossed my fingers and my toes in my head.
Just tell me so I can do something.
According to the school, being unkempt wasn’t a strong enough argument to start an investigation with CPS.
My gaze slid up her arm, the excitement of the room fading into the background. 
A cylindrical purple bruise rested just above her shirt sleeve, the bottom sliver hanging below. 
Red, furious fire churned in my belly. “Does it have anything to do with your mom passing?” 
Caroline pinched her lips with her other hand, folding the bottom lip inward, then squeezing tight.
Why does she shut down on me?
I sighed and gave her a nod. “Well, I’m here if you need me, Caroline. I—“
“Ms. Collins.”
I rose to my feet, her hand leaving mine, and turned toward the door. 
Jenny stood in the doorway, a walkie-talkie in her right hand. “We’re waiting for your class.” She held up the radio. “Didn’t you hear me calling you?”
I swallowed and shot a look at the radio on my desk. “Sorry. I must have turned the volume down.”
“Do you need help?”
I shook my head. “I’ve got it. Just give me a minute.”
Jenny, the new second-grade teacher, spun on her heel after a sideways glance, then traipsed down the hall.
Grabbing the hand-held radio, I moved to the door through the throng of wiggly kids. “Okay, eyes on me.” I touched my nose, and the class settled. “Great job. We’re going to walk down the hall quietly and in a single file line.” 
My eyes landed on Caroline, and a heavy sigh slipped through my lips. “Understood?”
“Yes,” the kids whispered as I taught them, hissing like snakes. 
“Follow me.” I spun on my heel, my hand dropping to my side as I led them out of the double metal doors. 
Stopping on the sidewalk, we remained in a group as the parent’s vehicle pulled around, their sticker in their window matching the sticker on their backpacks. 
Jenny and three office assistants helped each child into their verified vehicles.
“Ms. Collins, look what I found.” Evan stood beside Madeline, a shy girl who ate a crayon on the first day and held his hand in the air—a gleam in his eyes. 
“What is it?”
He opened his hand, revealing an odd-shaped rock. “It looks like the letter L.”
I gave him a soft smile and took the rock, turning it over from side to side—whistling a breath of relief it wasn’t a wood roach again. “Wow, Evan. What a find.” I patted him on the head and handed it back to him. “You’ll have to add it to your growing collection.”
He smiled a toothless smile, his two front teeth missing. “You can have it.”
“Thank you, Evan.” I pocketed the small rock, its weight pulling on my dress. “You’re such a sweet boy.”
Forty-five minutes flew by in a flash, and the last of the students disappeared into their respective vehicles, leaving little Miss Caroline at my side, her demeanor unchanged.
My teeth clenched hard. “I’ll stay with you until your dad comes. Do you want to sit in the office with me?”
“He’ll be mad.”
I frowned. “Does he get mad often, Caroline?”
She pushed her lower lip into her mouth and bit down with a slight nod. Her gaze shifted up to mine, then beyond, her expression stiffening. 
“Let’s go, Care, I don’t have all day.” A scratchy, familiar voice boomed behind me, making me whirl around. 
David Tatum leaned against a battered Chevy from the nineties, his torn, oil-stained jeans a testament to hard, dirty work. His white shirt wrinkled and stretched tight over his gut. His dark, patchy facial hair matched the thinning, greasy strands on his head, completing the image of a man who had seen better days. 
“Mr. Tatum, you’re late. Again.”
He raised a brow and yanked open the truck door with a metal-on-metal screech. He snapped his fingers, causing Caroline to jump beside me. “Care, get in the truck.” 
Without hesitation, she moved, their paths crossing as he stepped toward me, their gazes never meeting.
A dark cloud loomed overhead as his heavy booted footsteps pounded the cement. 
“Don’t chastise me, Ms. Collins. You are not my superior.” He stood over me, the top of my head meeting the base of his shoulders. “You’d do best to remember that.”
“Step back, Mr. Tatum. I won’t be intimidated by you.” 
A slight sneer pulled back his lips, revealing nicotine-brown teeth and a missing molar. “That’s not what the principal said when you complained about me the last time.”
I squared my shoulders and met him glare for glare. “If you hurt a hair on her head, it’ll be the last thing you do, Mr. Tatum.”
He whooped, a full, boisterous laugh, which had me stepping back from him, a lump in my throat. “That’s cute.” He stepped closer. “I’m afraid of you, June.”
My name slipping from his lips, sent my stomach into somersaults. “It’s Ms. Collins.”
“Does the formality make you feel safer?”
“Do I have a reason to feel unsafe, Mr. Tatum?”
My vision snapped to black, my mental eye twisting his wrist with a refreshing crack.
“Stay in your lane, lady.”
The satisfying image vanished as he turned his back to me and walked towards his truck. 
Asshole.
I gritted my teeth as I walked into the school and turned into my empty classroom. 
I can take him.
I could do something…
I can make a difference.
Puffing out a held breath, I grabbed my bag and cell phone with lazy footfalls, then turned out the classroom lights. 
With hasty steps across the parking lot, I shut myself in my car, locking the doors as muscle memory took hold, my gaze darting to the rearview mirror, searching the backseat.
My hands shook as I fumbled with my phone, my thumb vibrating above Ethan’s picture. The one we took at his company Christmas party.
Where did the happiness go?
Tapping the screen, I held the phone to my ear and started my car. 
“Hello?”
“Hey, I’m heading home.” Heat built in my cheeks as David’s altercation burrowed underneath my skin. “I’ve had the worst day.”
“Yeah, yeah. I’ll have a beer.” Loud voices billowed in the background. “Why? Some kid throw up on you again?”
My teeth dipped into my lower lip, and I shoved my fingers through my hair. 
He went out again…without me?
“No. It’s nothing.” I leaned against the headrest and stared at the car ceiling. “I was hoping we could do dinner, but I see you’re already out.”
“Just a dinner meeting. I would have invited you, but you know how these things bore you.”
My brows furrowed. “I don’t recall saying that.”
“Yeah, you told me the last time you went.”
I clicked my phone over to my car speakers and reversed out of my parking space, dropping my phone into the console. “Wasn’t that over a year and a half ago?”
“Could be.” He sighed. “Look, I have to go. I’ll be in town soon, and we’ll do something, okay?”
“Wait? You’re out of town?”
“I talked to you about this.”
He most certainly didn’t.
“Must have slipped my mind. When will you be back?”
“Might be today or sometime this weekend.”
This weekend?
“They’re bringing out the lobster. I’ve gotta go. Bye.”
“Okay, love yo—”
The background noise cut off in an instant, leaving me roiling inside.
Guess it’s just me tonight. 
Again.
My eyes burned as I swallowed down the lump in my throat and worked the uneasy sensation crawling up my skin.
Something has to give.
I can’t keep going on like this.
Pulling into my driveway, I eyed my small, square-shaped home on the right—the one with the white picket fence I’d dreamed of since I was a little girl. I parked next to the back door and got out.
An extra-large glass of red wine sat on my mind as I slipped the key into the door handle, my head swiveling from side to side. I shoved my way into the house, locked the deadbolt, and drove the chain into place.
Avon was a small town surrounded by several other small towns—not much went unnoticed here. Especially with the looming day approaching. Citizens from Vail often fled their homes and held up in The Westin Resort or Sheraton, maxing out our small town’s capacity in a matter of minutes. 
Not that it saved them.
I flipped on the kitchen light, hung up my keys, and pulled my sheer living room curtains closed. 
Walking to the corner, I ran my fingers over the record player I’d inherited from the thrift store trash can, flipped the power button, and moved the needle over the well-used Beethoven vinyl.
Moonlight Sonata Movement 1 erupted into the room, filling my soul with a heavy unease. My life sat in the perfect alignment of the piano’s mournful chords, each note resonating with the muted sorrow hidden behind my smile.
I tipped my head back, a tear dribbling down my cheek, my eyes closed as I swayed to the piano’s ominous tune, my arms tucked between my breasts, holding in my heart. 
No one understands.  
They never do.
And they never will.








  
  Chapter 3
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Carter


My black-gloved hand splayed across the living room window overlooking her backyard, the sun dimming behind the trees. 
Her soft yellow dress swayed against her knees as she wept in silence, causing me to squint as my studious gaze lingered on her plump breasts, squeezed between her arms, then fell to her swaying hips as though she were rocking a sleeping babe. 
Did she long for a child?
Is this why she wept?
Or was it something more afflicting?
A smile curved over my lips, a soothing heat hitting my belly. 
June unzipped the back of her floral dress and walked into an adjoining room, her window higher but not out of reach for my tall frame. 
I leaned against her home with my shoulder and peered in, her milky white skin appearing as she dropped the dress onto the floor with a fluidity that mirrored a cascading waterfall.
My cock thickened as she bent over, picked the dress up off the floor, then tossed it into the laundry bin. 
The skinny thread of string between her butt cheeks disappeared between her thighs, concealing a piece of her I’d once dreamed of possessing.
Gone was the desire to shower her in raptured bliss.
June reached behind the bedroom door, took a robe off the hook, and turned around the corner into the hallway.
My brows lowered as I stared at the perfection in her room—the dust-free tabletop beside the window, the stain-free carpet, the bed made with a cream duvet that matched the curtains throughout the house. She had a perfect little life, living in utter happiness, despite the strange display of woe-is-me behavior in her living room.
A text lit up her screen, and I peered over the windowsill. 
Bailey


Java Bliss is open. Let’s grab a decaf at 7 and forget about…


The text cut off, and the screen darkened. 
I spun on the balls of my feet as the water rocked through the pipes, causing a knocking throughout the exterior walls. I made my way to my car parked two blocks over. Slipping inside, I drove to the bar, the Golden Pour, and stole a barstool. 
Liquor and polished wood vapors hung in the air, intermingling with the patron’s hushed conversations and clinking glasses. Dim lighting cast vast shadows across the wooden floor, cloaking the corners of the establishment in darkness. 
“It’s been a long time, Carter.”
A hand came down on my shoulder, and I shrugged, causing his hand to fall away. I nodded. “Paul.” 
He sat beside me, and my heart rate picked up as the elder leaned his elbow on the bar top. A hair paste kept his salt and pepper hair to the side, the lines from the comb-like perfected cracks on a sidewalk. 
“I’m glad to see you’re attending this year.” 
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” 
He adjusted the rolled-up sleeves of his white button-down shirt and motioned for the bartender, who walked over. “Same thing as him.”
The bartender raised a brow and swung his gaze to mine as he braced both hands against the edge of the bar’s surface.
“Whiskey on the rocks—”
“Oh God. Never mind.” Paul chortled. “I’ll have mine neat.”
“I never got to thank you for the private charter.”
The bartender nodded, grabbed two tumblers, and shoveled ice into mine. He poured the liquor, then slid them across the bar toward us.
“No problem at all.” Paul maneuvered his tumbler closer to him with a slight twist and turn. “Did you take my advice and pick a good guest this year?” The corner of his mouth turned up as his gaze shifted over to me. “The quality of the guests determines how fun the party is,” he said with a slight lilt to his voice.
I pulled my drink to my lips, savored the smoky flavors, and then swallowed as I nodded, allowing the smooth liquor to coat my throat.
The human body was a complex organism, yet so easy to eradicate. After tomorrow, there would be no more June, a kindergarten teacher loved among her peers—only a pale corpse void of blood and maybe a limb or two.
Her death would be an art form no one could replicate.
“I do.” I gulped my whiskey and placed the glass on the surface, then checked the time on my Rolex, a gift from my predecessor when I stepped into his role. 
“Who?” Paul pitched me a curious look. “Is it personal? I brought my first ex-wife ten years ago and offered her to everyone willing to touch her and then slit her throat. Blood sprayed everywhere like in that scene from Blade. You know the one?” He bumped me with his elbow, then shuddered. “I wouldn’t touch that whore with a ten-foot cow prod.”
Creative. 
The nine pints of blood she’d lost would have spread far and wide across the floor, pooling like a dark, glistening lake. His wife would have passed out long before the last drop drained, slipping into a silent, eerie death. 
Far more peaceful than June’s.
“It is for me, although I’m sure she doesn’t remember me very well.” 

My guts twisted like a washing machine on agitate. 
I drop to my knees, cradling Amber’s body against me.

“Unrequited crush?”
I sucked in a breath. “What?”
“Is she a woman who doesn’t love you?”
I scoffed. “No.”
June was stunning, even more so than in high school, with those hazel eyes, flowing brunette hair, and a body that could make a man forget himself. 
But looks were deceiving. 
“Then why her?”
I swallowed the last of the whiskey, eyeing the ball of ice rotating inside. “She killed someone I knew.”
Paul choked. “Jesus. That took a turn.” He put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed, my gaze tipping to his hand before he dropped it. “How come she isn’t in prison?”
“There weren’t any eyewitnesses…until now.” I waved at the bartender, who fixed me another drink and pushed it my way. 
“A witness?”
“Supposedly.” I cocked my head to the side and sipped the next tumbler. “Two years ago, someone started sending me tidbits of information. A piece of a picture, a snippet of a video. Until it all came together a week and a half ago, revealing the culprit.”
“And did you take this to the police?”
“I tried.” Liquid filled my mouth, the end of the tumbler coming too fast. “They wouldn’t accept it because they couldn’t determine how it was obtained. Something about being inadmissible in courts.”
“That’s some shit luck there.”
“Yeah.” I shrugged. “I think the person wanted me to end her tomorrow. I think they knew who I was and what I was a part of.”  
Paul’s face slackened, then narrowed as he leaned into me. “Why do you say that?”
“It may be a secret society, but everyone seems to know of its existence.”
“Members aren’t public knowledge.”
“It’s just a theory, Paul. Relax.”
Paul slapped the top of the bar, a joyous smile stretching across his lips—the rapid change in his demeanor gave me whiplash. “Well, tomorrow, you get to be the judge, jury, and executioner.”
I breathed in through my nose and nodded, exhaling with puffed cheeks. “I need it. More than anything else.” I checked my watch again.
His mouth twitched as he held his glass up. “To justice.”
“To justice.” I clinked my empty glass against his, paid my tab as he finished his first glass, and climbed off the bar stool. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Hey, before I forget.” He dug into his pocket. “Put this in the rental. It’ll open the gates.”
He dropped the little round device into my palm, and I shoved it into my pocket with a nod. 
Paul chuckled. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t.”
Scoffing, I turned my back to him and strode out of the bar, walking for a few blocks until Java Bliss appeared across the street. 
June sat with Bailey, her tan cardigan falling off her shoulder, her long brunette hair pulled into a tight bun at the base of her neck. 
She beamed as I stood on the street, staring into her perfect little life. An irritation dug under my skin like a bullet fragment working its way to the surface. 
Why does she deserve happiness?
I watched her smile, laugh, frown, and sulk in silence with her friend, experiencing a wave of human emotion over an hour before she waved goodbye.
Here we go.
Exhaustion lingered in my bones, my twenty-four-hour day, bleeding into a solid thirty. My heart rate quickened as I jogged across the street and shoved my shoulder into hers as she looked down at her phone. 
She spun in a full circle as she fell, then landed on the hard cement with a thud. 
June groaned, her phone skidding across the sidewalk, the remnants of her coffee spilling over her clothes and ground. 
“Oh God. I’m so sorry.” 
“It’s my fault. I wasn’t looking where I was going.” Her skinned knee and elbow bloomed a vibrant red.
I stooped and grabbed her upper arm as she tried to stand. “Here, let me help you.”
“I’ve got it.” She bounced up, the top of her skull crashing into my chin, causing my teeth to jar. 
June groaned again, falling back to the ground as I relinquished my hold, her hand touching the top of her head. 
Standing taut, I gripped my chin, closed my eyes, and breathed. Ire burned deep, her sweet perfume spreading the poisonous desire throughout my system. 
Just end her now.
“Just stand back. We’re going to end up killing each other.” A blight of laughter snapped my eyes open.
“What?” I cocked a brow.
June rolled to her knees, hissing as her abrasion connected with the cement, and then stood a fair distance from me. “I just mean we can’t seem to stop hurting one another.”
Understatement of the century.
Our eyes locked, and the air thickened and stilled. 
I can end her now…
And risk prison…
She tilted her head at me, her eyes slightly narrowing. “You kind of look familiar.”
“Really?”
She recognizes me?
“Yeah.” June nodded and chewed on her plush bottom lip. “You look like someone I used to know.” She brushed off dirt from her butt. 
I shook my head. “Maybe in another life.”
June lifted her eyebrows. “Another life? That sounds like something he’d say.” She leaned in, her eyes widening with a slight smile. “What did you say your name was?”
Her perfume permeated around me, hardening my dick and clenching my fists. 
Bbbbrriiiinnnggg.
She jerked as though she’d been struck and dug into her pocket—her phone falling to the ground. “Shoot.” June bent over and rubbed the screen against her black stockings. “I better get going. I’m really sorry for bumping into you.” With a twist, she put distance between us, her phone to her ear. “I can’t hear you. Say that again? Tomorrow? Are you sure—”
My stomach twisted and churned as she walked away from me.
She was in my grasp, her flesh in my hands, and I’d let her walk away. 
Yes, tomorrow, June...






  
  Chapter 4
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June


“Ethan.” 
My arm flopped to the right, landing in a warm, viscous fluid, the tendrils of my dreams fluttering on my lashes. 
I pushed a heavy sigh through my dry lips and groaned, my eyes blurry as they opened in the dim room. 
“Ethan, wake up. You’re snoring again.” I wiped the slobber from my arm onto his shoulder. “And drooling.” I groaned.
A sick, wet inhale had me turning toward him, the liquid popping and snapping in his throat. 
I dropped my hand onto his shoulder and shook him. “Ethan.” Squinting, I blinked away the sleep in my eyes and gasped, my body propelled backward. Ethan’s big brown eyes stared at me, the whites prominent in the darkness. “Jesus, you scared me. What’s wrong with you?”
Turning back with a bounce, I pulled the lamp string on my nightstand and then turned back. 
Deep crimson puddled beside his throat and dribbled from his gaping mouth, his hand covering part of the gaping wound.
“AHHHHHH.” 
Tossing the soaked sheets off of my limbs, I clambered out of bed, my heart detonating in my chest, stripping away my breath. The cold floor seeped into my feet as I scuttled away and jerked to a stop, my back striking the wall.
“His suffering is almost over…”
I jumped in place at the hard, gruff voice in my ear, my feet sliding across the floor as I spun around. 
“... but yours is just about to start.”
A beast advanced towards
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