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Introduction

What if the most dangerous person you could face… was yourself?

The Dangerous Psycho is not just a story of crime or pursuit. It is a journey into identity, perception, and the fragile boundary between control and chaos. 

This novel explores a simple but unsettling idea: patterns don’t disappear—they evolve. And sometimes, the only way to break them… is to stop following them.

As you move through these pages, pay attention not only to what happens—but to what doesn’t.

Because in silence, in hesitation, and in the space between decisions— That’s where the real story lives.




Table of Contents

Chapter 1: The First Silence  

Chapter 2: The Pattern Beneath  

Chapter 3: The First Contact  

Chapter 4: The Breaking Pattern  

Chapter 5: The Mirror Effect  

Chapter 6: Inside The Frame  

Chapter 7: The Reverse Hunt 

Chapter 8: Fracture Point 

Chapter 9: Residual Silence 

Chapter 10: The Quiet After 

Epilogue: The Space Between 




Chapter 1: The First Silence 

The rain in Vancouver didn’t fall so much as linger. It clung to the air, to the pavement, to the skin—quiet, patient, almost deliberate. By the time Detective Ethan Walker stepped out of his car, the damp had already seeped through his coat and settled deep into his bones. He hardly noticed. Calls like this had a way of numbing everything else. 

Possible homicide. Abandoned school. Minor. 

That last word stayed with him. It always did. 

He closed the car door with a muted thud and stood still for a moment, his eyes fixed on the building ahead. The old elementary school loomed at the end of the narrow street, half-hidden behind overgrown trees and years of neglect. Broken windows stared outward like hollow eyes, and the ones still intact were dark enough to reflect nothing back. Red and blue lights from the patrol cars washed over the walls in slow pulses, bending the shape of the place into something uneasy, almost alive. 

A uniformed officer approached, shoulders hunched against the cold. “Detective Walker?”

Ethan gave a brief nod. 

“Scene’s secured. Patrol found the body about thirty minutes ago. No forced entry. No witnesses so far.”

“Who reported it?” Ethan asked, his voice calm, steady.

“Two teenagers. Came here messing around, I guess.” The officer hesitated. “They’re shaken.”

Ethan’s gaze drifted past him, back to the building. Something about it pressed against his instincts in a way he couldn’t ignore. Not just abandoned. Not just forgotten. There was a presence to it—subtle, but undeniable. As if the place had been waiting. 

“Where?” he asked.

“Second floor. Last classroom down the hall.”

Ethan didn’t say anything more. He simply moved.

Inside, the air changed. It was heavier, thicker—laced with dust, decay, and something faintly metallic beneath it all. The smell of blood. It was subtle, but it threaded through the silence like a warning that had already been ignored once. 

The hallway stretched ahead of him, long and dim, lit only by a few portable lamps set up by the crime scene team. Their harsh white glow carved sharp lines through the darkness, leaving the edges of the corridor swallowed in shadow. His footsteps echoed against the cracked linoleum, louder than they should have been. He slowed instinctively, as if noise itself might disturb something fragile—or dangerous. 

Officers moved quietly along the walls, their voices low, controlled. No one joked. No one relaxed. Even without saying it, they all felt it—the weight of something wrong settling over the scene. 

At the far end of the hallway, a classroom door stood open. Light spilled out into the corridor, pale and sterile. 

Ethan stopped just short of it. 

For a moment, he didn’t step inside. It wasn’t fear that held him there—it was instinct. Something old, something deeply wired, urging him to pause. To listen. To prepare for what waited beyond that doorway. 

Then he crossed the threshold. 

The classroom was small and worn by time. Desks sat scattered in uneven rows, their surfaces scratched and faded. A chalkboard stretched across the front wall, its surface marked by years of use and neglect. Posters peeled away from the walls in curling strips, like old skin shedding from something that had long since died. 

And at the back of the room—

She sat there. 

A girl. No older than fourteen. 

Ethan’s mind shifted automatically into focus, cataloguing details with practiced precision. Her clothes were intact. There were no obvious signs of struggle. No immediate evidence of violence in the way the body had been positioned. 

But none of that mattered. 

Because she wasn’t lying on the floor.

She was seated. 

Carefully. Deliberately. Her back straight, her hands resting neatly in her lap. For a fleeting second, it looked as though she might simply be waiting—waiting for a teacher, for a lesson, for something ordinary that would never come. 

Something tightened in Ethan’s chest.

“Time of death?” he asked quietly.

“Preliminary estimate puts it between six and eight hours ago.”

He turned toward the voice. Dr. Claire Bennett stood near the window, latex gloves pulled tight over her hands. Her composure held, but there was tension beneath it, something she hadn’t yet put into words.

“Cause?” Ethan asked.

“Still working on it,” she replied. “But there’s something else you need to see.”

Ethan nodded, though his attention had already returned to the girl. 

That was when he noticed her face. 

Her eyes were open. Wide. Fixed. Whatever she had seen in her final moments had stayed with her—locked in place, frozen beyond release. 

And her lips—

Ethan stepped closer, drawn in despite himself. 

Thread. Crude. Uneven. Pulled tight across her mouth. Not clean. Not precise. It wasn’t surgical. It was deliberate in a different way—personal, intentional, almost ritualistic. 

He stopped a few feet away, the weight of it settling deep inside him. 

He had seen violence before. Enough to recognize its patterns, its intentions. But this… this wasn’t just violence. This was control. This was someone taking time, shaping the scene long after life had already left the body. 

“Ethan.”

Claire’s voice cut through the silence.

He forced himself to look away. “What is it?”

She gestured toward the front of the room. “The board.”

Ethan turned slowly. 

The chalkboard stretched across the wall, worn and scratched. But across its dark surface, written in stark white chalk, were two words: I SEE YOU. 

The letters were uneven, pressed deep into the board with enough force to leave faint grooves beneath them. It wasn’t rushed. It wasn’t careless. It was intentional.

Ethan stared at it, unease settling into something sharper. The message didn’t feel random. It didn’t feel like a signature meant for whoever happened to find the body.

It felt directed. 

“We checked for prints,” Claire said quietly as she stepped beside him. “Nothing. Whoever did this wore gloves.”

Ethan didn’t respond. His gaze moved from the chalkboard back to the girl, then slowly across the room—windows, desks, corners—mapping every angle, every possible line of sight. 

Something began to form in his mind. 

“He positioned her,” Ethan said at last.

Claire nodded once. “Yes.”

Ethan adjusted his stance, aligning himself with the direction of the girl’s gaze. From where she sat, her eyes pointed straight toward the door—toward the hallway. Toward the exact place he had been standing moments ago. 

A chill moved through him, cold and immediate. 

“This wasn’t staged for discovery,” he said quietly.

Claire frowned. “Then what was it for?”

Ethan didn’t take his eyes off the doorway.

“It wasn’t about someone finding her.”

He paused. 

“It was about someone specific finding her.”

Claire went still. “You think this was targeted?”

Ethan turned to her slowly, his expression hardening. “I think whoever did this knew exactly who would walk into this room.”

Silence settled between them, thick and heavy. 

Then, from somewhere down the hallway, came a faint sound—a slow, deliberate creak. 

Both of them turned instantly. 

One of the officers outside called out, “Probably just the wind!”

But Ethan didn’t move.

His eyes remained fixed on the doorway, on the darkness stretching beyond it. Something deep inside him tightened, that same instinct rising again—stronger now, sharper. 

This wasn’t over.

Not even close. 

Behind him, the girl remained exactly as she had been—still, silent, watching. 

And on the board, the message lingered. 

I SEE YOU. 

Ethan didn’t move when the sound came again. It wasn’t loud, not enough to alarm anyone else, but it was there—subtle, deliberate, like something shifting just out of sight. His eyes remained fixed on the doorway, the darkness beyond it pressing in like a living thing. Behind him, the classroom stayed frozen in its unnatural stillness, the girl seated as if time had chosen to stop only for her.  

Claire took a cautious step closer to Ethan, her voice lower now. “You heard that too, didn’t you?” Ethan nodded once, slow and controlled, though his pulse had begun to tighten beneath the surface. “Yeah.” Another creak followed, softer this time, almost like a whisper dragged across old wood. Ethan stepped toward the door, his movements careful, measured. Every instinct told him not to rush.  

This wasn’t the kind of scene that rewarded haste. This was the kind that waited. The hallway outside looked exactly as it had moments ago—dim, stretched thin under the pale work lights, empty except for a uniformed officer standing farther down, his back turned as he spoke quietly into his radio. Nothing moved. Nothing seemed out of place.  

And yet something felt different. Ethan stepped out into the corridor, his gaze sweeping left, then right, searching for any shift, any sign that the silence had been broken by more than just the building settling into its decay.  

“Everything okay, sir?” the officer called out. 

Ethan didn’t answer immediately. His attention drifted to the far end of the hallway where the shadows gathered thickest, where the light barely reached. For a fraction of a second, he thought he saw something—a shape, maybe, or a movement—but it was gone before he could focus on it. “Sir?” the officer repeated, a little more uncertain now. Ethan blinked, grounding himself. “Yeah,” he said finally. “You hear anything just now?” 

The officer frowned. “No, sir. Just the usual creaks. This place isn’t exactly stable.” Ethan studied his face for a moment, searching for doubt, for hesitation, but found none. If the officer had heard it, he wasn’t showing it. Ethan gave a small nod and turned back toward the classroom.  

Claire was still inside, standing near the body, her posture rigid with concentration. But something about the scene had shifted in his absence. He couldn’t name it at first, couldn’t place the difference—but it was there, subtle and wrong.  

He stepped back into the room slowly, his eyes scanning every inch. The desks hadn’t moved.  

The chalkboard still bore the same chilling message. The girl sat exactly where she had been. And yet—his gaze sharpened. “Claire,” he said quietly. She looked up. “What?” Ethan took another step forward, his eyes narrowing as they fixed on the girl’s face. “Her eyes.” Claire’s expression tightened. “What about them?” Ethan didn’t answer right away. 

He moved closer, crouching slightly to bring himself level with the girl’s line of sight. A cold unease spread through him, slow and deliberate. “They’ve shifted,” he said at last. Claire frowned, stepping in beside him. “That’s not possible. Rigor—” 

“Look,” Ethan interrupted, his voice low but firm. Claire followed his gaze. For a moment, she said nothing. Then her breath caught, just slightly.  

When they had first entered the room, the girl’s eyes had been fixed toward the doorway, aligned perfectly with Ethan’s position. Now, they were angled slightly to the left. Not much. Just enough to notice. Just enough to matter.  

Claire straightened slowly, her composure faltering for the first time. “That’s… that’s not normal,” she murmured. Ethan stood, his jaw tightening. “No,” he said. “It’s not.” A quiet tension filled the room, heavier than before.  

Ethan’s mind began working through possibilities—muscle relaxation, environmental shift, human error—but none of them sat right. Not with the precision of the scene. Not with the message on the board. This wasn’t random. Nothing here was random. “Did anyone come in while I was out there?” he asked. Claire shook her head immediately.

“No. I didn’t see anyone.” Ethan glanced toward the door. “And you didn’t touch the 

body?” “Of course not.” He nodded once, though the unease didn’t ease. If no one had moved her, then something else had changed. Something they didn’t understand yet. 

His attention shifted again, this time to the chalkboard. For a second, he thought it looked the same. Then his eyes caught it—a faint smudge beneath the words, like chalk dust disturbed recently. He stepped closer.  

The message still read the same.  

I SEE YOU.  

But just below it, barely visible unless you were looking for it, was the beginning of something else. A line. Curved. Incomplete.  

Ethan’s breath slowed. “Claire,” he said quietly. “We’ve got more than one message.” She joined him at the board, her eyes scanning the surface. “I don’t see—” “There,” Ethan pointed. “Bottom right.” She leaned in, her brow furrowing as she traced the faint marking with her eyes.  

“That wasn’t there before,” she whispered. Ethan shook his head. “No. It wasn’t.” A cold realization settled between them. If the message had changed… then someone had been here. Recently. Close enough to write. Close enough to watch. A sudden metallic clang echoed from somewhere deeper in the building. Both of them froze.  

This time, there was no mistaking it. The sound was real. Loud enough to carry. Intentional enough to mean something. The officer in the hallway shouted, “What was that?” Ethan didn’t answer. 

His focus had already shifted, his body moving toward the door again. But before he stepped out, he hesitated. Just for a second. His eyes drifted back to the girl. Her gaze—no longer fixed on the doorway—now pointed toward the window.  

Toward the darkness beyond the glass. Ethan followed that line instinctively. The window reflected the room in a dull, distorted image. For a moment, all he saw was himself, Claire, the desks, the body.  

Then something moved. Not inside the room. Outside. A shape, passing quickly across the reflection. Gone before it could fully form.  

Ethan’s pulse spiked. “Claire,” he said, his voice tightening. “Did you see that?” She turned toward the window, her expression sharpening. “See what?” Ethan stepped closer, peering into the darkness beyond the glass. Rain streaked across it in thin lines, distorting everything outside into shifting shadows. There was nothing there now.  

Nothing but the empty schoolyard and the faint outline of trees swaying in the wind. But he knew what he had seen. Or thought he had seen.  

And that was enough. “We’re not alone,” he said quietly. The words hung in the air, heavy and undeniable.  

Claire didn’t argue. She didn’t dismiss it. Because she felt it too now—that same creeping awareness that something had been moving just beyond their reach, watching, waiting for the right moment. Somewhere in the building, a floorboard creaked again.  

Slower this time. Closer. Ethan’s hand instinctively moved toward his sidearm, his senses sharpening with each passing second. The case had already crossed a line.  

This wasn’t just about a body anymore. This wasn’t just about evidence. This was something else entirely. Something that was still unfolding. And somewhere in the shadows of that abandoned school, something—or someone—was still there. Watching them. Learning them. Waiting. 

Ethan’s fingers hovered near his holster, not quite gripping the weapon, but close enough to reach it in a heartbeat. The silence that followed the metallic clang wasn’t empty anymore— it felt occupied, stretched thin by something unseen.  

Claire stood beside him, her earlier composure slipping just enough to reveal the tension underneath. Neither of them spoke. Words felt unnecessary now, almost intrusive. Whatever was in the building… it was aware of them.

Another sound came, softer this time. A faint scrape, like something being dragged across the floor far down the corridor. 

Ethan stepped out of the classroom again, slower now, his senses sharpened. “Everyone stay alert,” he called quietly. The officer down the hall straightened immediately, his hand moving to his radio. 

“You want backup, sir?”

Ethan paused. Every instinct told him yes. But another part of him—colder, more calculated—held back. If someone was still inside, moving carefully, watching them… flooding the place with officers might spook them. Or worse, drive them into something reckless. 

“Hold position,” Ethan said. “No one moves alone.”

The officer nodded. 

Ethan’s gaze drifted again toward the far end of the hallway, where the darkness seemed thicker than it should be. The building was old, unstable—every step carried the risk of noise, of exposure. Whoever was here knew that. They were using it. 

Behind him, Claire stepped out of the classroom, pulling off one glove with a slow, deliberate motion. “This isn’t right,” she murmured.

Ethan didn’t look at her. “No, it’s not.”

“That girl’s eyes… the board… things don’t just change like that.”

Ethan exhaled quietly. “Not unless someone’s making them change.”

Claire folded her arms, her gaze flicking briefly back toward the classroom door. “You really think they’re still here?”

Ethan finally turned to her. “I think they never left.”

The words settled heavily between them. 

A sudden crack echoed from above—sharp, distinct. Both of them looked up instinctively. The ceiling stretched overhead, stained and cracked, but still intact. 

“Third floor?” Claire asked under her breath.

Ethan nodded slowly. “Maybe.”

The officer down the hall called out, “Sir, this building’s not cleared up there yet.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened. “Of course it isn’t.”

Another faint noise followed, almost like footsteps—but uneven, dragging slightly. Not running. Not hiding. Moving… deliberately.

Claire’s voice dropped. “That doesn’t sound like someone trying to escape.”

Ethan’s eyes hardened. “No. It sounds like someone who wants to be heard.”

For a moment, neither of them moved. Then Ethan made his decision. “Stay here,” he said.

Claire’s head snapped toward him. “No.”

“Claire—”

“I’m not staying behind while you go up there alone.” Her tone was firm, controlled, but there was no hesitation in it. 

Ethan studied her for a second. She wasn’t bluffing.

“Fine,” he

































































































































































































































































