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​Chapter 1 – That Bitch in the Window
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Sasha watched them from the third-floor window, her fingers tracing lazy circles on the fogged-up glass. The street was quiet, cold, cracked like everything else in this dead-ass part of Detroit. But them two? They were alive. She could feel it in the way they moved—fast, nervous, eyes darting like they was bein’ followed.

The girl had hips for days, smooth and thick under those tight-ass jeans, rockin' a black puffer and Timbs like she ain't afraid of the street. The dude was all muscle, tatted arms and a hard walk, jaw clenched like he just got outta a war—or some shit he started himself.

Sasha smiled.

“They’ll do,” she whispered.

They paused at the iron gate. The sign hung crooked: Caretakers Wanted. Weekly Cash. No Pets. No Bullshit. That last part made most folks laugh. But not these two. They looked like the type that knew better than to laugh at a warning.

Sasha pulled the curtain back just a little, just enough to watch the girl—Jada, she’d soon find out—look around like her gut was screamin’. Good girl. The gut always knows. But the boy, Khalil? He was too hungry. Too proud. He pushed the gate open and motioned her forward.

Sasha slid away from the window and floated down the stairs barefoot, her long black robe brushing the dusty floor like smoke. Her house was cold, cracked, full of silence—but tonight it would breathe again.

By the time she opened the front door, they were already on the porch, shaking off the chill.

“You Sasha?” the girl asked.

Sasha tilted her head. “You the ones from the ad?”

“Yeah,” Khalil said, looking her up and down. “You ain't what I expected.”

Sasha smirked. “Nobody ever is.”

They stepped inside. The heat barely worked, but the house still pulsed with warmth. The kind that came from secrets. The kind that clung to walls and whispered behind your back.

“I’m Jada. This my man, Khalil.”

Sasha nodded slow, eyes flicking between them. “Y’all hungry?”

Jada hesitated. Khalil answered for them. “Yeah, if it ain’t no trouble.”

Sasha smiled wider. “Trouble’s already here.”

She led them to the dining room—table already set, candles lit, fried chicken still steaming. Collards, cornbread, mac and cheese. The kind of spread that made you forget where you were. Forget what you were runnin’ from.

Khalil damn near moaned when he sat down. “Damn... You cook like my grandma.”

“Hope she ain’t dead,” Sasha said, passing him the hot sauce.

“She is,” he said with his mouth full.

Sasha’s grin got sharper. “Most good women are.”

Jada didn’t touch her plate. She watched Sasha like a hawk. “So what’s the catch?”

“No catch,” Sasha said. “You stay here, keep the place clean, don’t go upstairs, don’t open the basement, and don’t ask too many questions.”

Jada narrowed her eyes. “Why we can’t go upstairs?”

“Because Daddy said so,” Sasha whispered.

Jada blinked. “Daddy?”

Sasha looked at her dead in the face. “House rules.”

The candle flickered.

Outside, the wind howled like it remembered something.

And upstairs... something moved.
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​Chapter 2 – Ride-or-Die & a Dirty Secret
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Jada ain't like most chicks. She didn’t scare easy. Grew up around fuckd-up shit and shady men. Her mama used to lock her in the closet when she brought tricks home. Jada learned quick: survival meant listening with your eyes, not just your ears.

So when they stepped into that dusty-ass house, something in her chest tightened. Not fear exactly—more like her instincts pressin’ on the brakes.

The walls were yellowed from smoke, the air thick with some old perfume—sweet, but with that bitter undertone like spoiled fruit. Shit was clean, but not lived in. Like somebody was tryin’ too hard to make it feel normal.

Khalil, dumbass, was too busy killin’ his plate to notice.

“This shit hit different,” he said between mouthfuls, drippin’ hot sauce on the tablecloth. “Yo, Sasha, you put your foot in this.”

Sasha just smiled that slick-ass smile, pouring him another glass of wine like they was all old friends.

Jada didn’t eat. She didn’t drink neither.

She kept her hand in her coat pocket, finger slidin’ across the boxcutter she carried everywhere. Just in case. Ain’t no such thing as “just dinner” with strangers—especially not in a house that looked like it had bodies hidin’ behind the fuckin’ drywall.

“So,” she said, breakin’ the silence, “you live here alone?”

Sasha nodded slow. “Just me and the past.”

Khalil chuckled. “That sound poetic or creepy. I can’t tell.”

Jada didn’t laugh.

“What happened to your parents?” she asked, eyes locked on Sasha.

For the first time, Sasha’s smile twitched. Just a flicker, but Jada caught it.

“They left me the house when they passed,” Sasha said, voice too smooth. “God rest their souls.”

“What they die of?” Jada asked, pokin’ the bear.

Sasha looked her dead in the face. “Fire.”

That word hung in the air like smoke.

Khalil coughed. “Damn. Sorry to hear that.”

Sasha shrugged. “Don’t be. Everybody gotta burn for somethin’.”

That was when Jada knew they had a problem.

This bitch wasn’t right.

She stood up. “Where we sleepin’?”

“Second floor,” Sasha said. “Room at the end of the hall. Fresh sheets, clean towels.”

“No cameras?”

Sasha smiled again. “What kinda woman you think I am?”

Jada didn’t answer. She just grabbed their duffel and nodded for Khalil to follow.

Upstairs was colder. Narrow hallway with peeling wallpaper and an old-ass chandelier swingin’ even though the air was still.

The door creaked when they opened it.

Room was decent. One bed, old dresser, a Bible on the nightstand. Of course.

Soon as the door shut, Jada spun around on Khalil.

“You a fuckin’ idiot,” she hissed. “Why you eatin’ that food like you home?”

He looked confused. “What?”

“She’s weird as fuck, Khalil. Her story got holes. That house feel wrong. Didn’t you hear her talkin’ ’bout fire like she lightin’ candles on bodies?”

Khalil dropped onto the bed. “You always think people out to
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