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      A friendly reminder to everyone who reads dark, spicy books. This isn’t a happy go-lucky story. The “spice” in question is borderline dubcon or noncon. There is no traditional HEA. This is horror erotica. It’s dark, disturbing, and questionable.

      

      Let’s clarify.

      

      In real life? Consent is KEY.

      

      In these books? Anything and everything goes.

      

      So, even though this story isn’t nearly as dark as it could be. Even if you think the content warning list is “just another list”— always check in with yourself. Be honest if something is too much for you. Take breaks. Put the book down and come back later. I promise the story will still be there when you return. Your mental health matters. <3

      

      Trigger Warnings:

      * Murder

      * Cursing

      * Kidnapping

      * Open Door Scenes

      * Knife Play

      * Blood Play

      * Asphyxiation

      * Sexual Assault

      * DubCon/NonCon

      * Corpse Mutilation

      * Degradation

      * Necrophilia (mentioned, not on page)

      * Anxiety Ticks and Attack

    

  


  
    
      
        
        The original dedication was a kinky little quip, but I changed my mind…

      

      

      

      
        
        This book is for all the people who told me “you can do it” and didn’t judge me for my writing choices. Thank you for joining me on this journey and believing in me.

      

      

      

      
        
        And, to my partner. I love you to the moon and stars. Thank you…
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      A moody little collection to get you in the killing mood. Listen in any order. Get your headphones, music player, and knife ready. It’s time to die…

      
        
        1. Halloweenie IV: Innards (Ashnikko)

        2. MONSTER (Chandler Leighton)

        3. I Can’t Decide (Scissor Sisters)

        4. Tamagotchi (TIMMS)

        5. Witch Hunt (Chandler Leighton, DEZI)

        6. Choke (Royal & the Serpent)

        7. AMERICAN HORROR SHOW (SNOW WIFE)

        8. FU In My Head (Cloudy June)

        9. god sent me as karma (emlyn)

        10. Dead To Me (Chloe Adams)

        11. Mental Funeral (EHLE)

        12. MURDER MY FEELINGS (Lala Sadii)

        13. Lights Out (bludnymph)

        14. Stabbing In The Dark [Acoustic feat. Matt Heafy] (Ice Nine Kills, Matthew K Heafy)

        15. When You Say My Name (Chandler Leighton)

        16. Kiss or Kill (Stela Cole)

        17. Play Dirty (Kevin McAllister, [SEBELL])

        18. Dead Or Alive (Stileto, Madalen Duke)

        19. Shadow (Livingston)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          ASHE

        

      

    

    
      “You’re fucking disgusting. I bet your micro peen is so hard for this right now.”

      The words leave my mouth before I have time to think of the consequences.

      I watch as the killer stalks closer to me, watching me through their skull mask. Black, haunted eyes stare back at me. The ax they used to mutilate my right leg scrapes behind them, sparking across the concrete floor of the lake shed.

      Shit.

      Of course, my smart ass would have some sarcastic quip before I die. The killer isn’t even phased by my remark. It’d be kind of a turn on to be chased by a masked man if I wasn’t about to die.

      I painstakingly crawl my way to the back door with my leg dragging behind me. Fleshy, red muscle protrudes from my calf while blood gushes from the weeping orifice. The tendrils of muscle ripped from the gash trailing behind me is like a fishing line in the water. My body taunts the killer to take hold and yank me back to my death. Each breath is ragged and calculated.

      Fuck. Fuck. FUCK.

      Adrenaline is pumping through my veins. Everything around me is drowned out by the pounding in my ears. There’s only ten feet between freedom and the most horrific death I could ever imagine. Who would’ve thought this would be how I would go out? My friends would be surprised I haven’t stopped the killer yet. All those years obsessing over true crime and horror movies, for what?

      Each inch feels like miles through shards of glass. The excruciating pain radiates from my mangled limb racking my body with shivers. It makes it nearly impossible to move forward. I’m going to go into shock before I make it out of here.

      “Please. It doesn’t have to be this way. I’m sorry,” I choke out. “Gods, help me.” The words don’t hold the sincerity I want them to. Rage lingers in my voice. It doesn’t even waiver. My words ring too strong in their conviction. I’m staring down my hunter with hatred and primal fear.

      Maybe I could convince them to have mercy. It only takes a split second in a lapse of judgment to make a move. I could escape and get help.

      Then I can hunt this motherfucker down and hang them with their own intestines while they watch me feed their severed cock to the local wild life.
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      1:30 P.M. - 12 HOURS AGO

      No one would have ever guessed I killed someone my senior year. Blurs of green and brown pass by my passenger window as I replay the scenes of my personal horror story. Red, sticky hand prints forever painted on my soul highlighting the darkest part of me. The depravity of being stalked by the worst serial killer in our town’s history. Surviving, knowing what he does, but not being able to tell the tale. Instead, I write my own fucked up stories for a living. A twisted way to calm the monster lurking deep inside.

      “Ashe, did you hear me?” Colton eyes me  in the rear view mirror, waiting for an answer. His blue eyes are untrusting with my looming shenanigans this weekend. I chew on the string to my black Halloween hoodie as I stare back at the passing trees out the window. I contemplate answering him with an actual answer, but that wouldn’t be any fun.

      “Yes, Daddy. I heard you the first two times. No one wanders off alone or you end up in another Graveslake horror movie. I got it,” I say as I meet his gaze in the rear view mirror.

      It’s a challenge.

      He could argue with me, getting even more irritated, or he can leave it alone. It’s up to him. He’s always had a little hot hotheadedness in him simmering under the surface.

      Colton is the stereotypical All-American boy; six foot three, built like a brick shit house, and tanned to perfection. The average girl would fawn over him like a dog in heat. I, on the other hand, find him romantically repulsive because he lacks depth. Don’t get me wrong, I love him. He’s the biggest goober on the planet; total golden retriever energy with a hint of pit bull. However, his reserved demeanor would never mesh with my darkness. Instead, our friendship has grown tenfold since high school. He’s someone I could confine in when I needed a shoulder to lean on. With that friendship also came the pranks and bantering. I learned early on in high school how to press his buttons. Everyone in the group did. Everyone except Sam. We do it out of love, obviously.

      Sam is the only one who reminds us we should be kind to each other. She doesn’t believe in insults and sarcasm as a love language. It’s boring, in my humble opinion, but I never faulted her for it. Everything is light and love with her. The resident hippie. I envy her way of looking at everything with rose-colored glasses.

      I know better than to expect the best out of people. I learned from an early age that the people you should trust the most can turn out to be total monsters when the mask comes off. Behind closed doors, even the most pious man is filled with impulses that would make Ted Buddy or Ed Kemper blush. It only takes one little crack to let the demons out. Luckily, no one in my friend group knows the deal I made with the devil years ago. I play along as the quirky, alternative girl who’s too into true crime and horrmance (Yes, that’s horror with romance. I like my men morally gray and sadistic. Sue me). It’s easier than explaining my sins.

      “I can be your Daddy, Ashe. All you have to do is be a good girl,” Jason pipes up from the front passenger seat. He turns around to face me, the smirk on his face matching the lust in his dark, amber eyes.

      “That’s not how the phrase goes, Jason.” I roll my stony, gray eyes at him while giving him the middle finger. He laughs at me and wiggles his eyebrows, not backing down.

      That’s the typical response from Jason. He looks like a clone of that alternative, shy boy you had a crush on in high school. The one with the raven-dark hair coiffed to perfection, while his clothes made him look like a metal band reject. After we graduated high school, that look was complete with a full sleeve of tattoos and stretched ears to match. Just imagine any alternative TikToker you’ve seen recently trying to thirst trap you by quoting your favorite dark romance book. That’s Jason. All that moody exterior is met with the most cocky ego possible. I can only roll my eyes so many times in a day before I get dizzy from his persistent come-ons. It’s like he thinks if he chases me long enough I’ll regain interest. He blew that chance a while ago. Not going to happen, my dude.

      “You realize that old ghost story we heard growing up isn’t real, right? I rather not bring that kind of negativity into the universe for our last trip together.” Sam gives a pointed look to Colton while she curls up in her thrifted afghan. Curly, brunette hair tied up in a silk scarf flies wildly in the wind from my open window. Her green eyes are red and glazed over, likely from the joint she hit at our last rest stop. Despite all her attempts to be a ray of sunshine, she will always be my Sam who gets anxious in new situations. It doesn’t matter if she’s with friends or not; that social anxiety runs deep. The weed helps her mellow out. Even the most innocent of us have demons hiding inside.

      Sam and I learned early on in our friendship that we compliment each other. My extroverted bluntness matches her introverted positivity. We literally became friends because I told her shitty ex-boyfriend to treat her right or I would do it for him. He didn’t like that very much. Though, it did get Sam’s attention. She’s not gay, but she still left him to befriend me. She found my sense of confidence intriguing. Ever since then, I help her out of her shell and she helps me reel it in. My voice of reason when the inside voices get too loud.

      Sam’s words sink in slowly. Our last trip together as a group before we all go our separate ways. We’ve all been friends in one way or another since freshman year in high school. The weirdest fucking Breakfast Club you could imagine. We all contribute something to the group that compliments the others. That never kept us out of trouble, though. I’m honestly impressed any of us are still alive after the childhoods we had. Yet, we’re all becoming successful in our young adult years. We’ve spent the past three years living at home, everyone except Colton forgoing college, to pursue our passions. Each one of us determined to hustle after our dreams. It wasn’t until last year that the fruits of our labor started paying off.

      Colton was drafted onto the practice team for the Chicago NFL team after attending a junior college for barely two years. He’s still expected to finish his Associate’s before he could start his contract. Colton didn’t mind, though. He saw every opportunity as baby steps to his dream goal of being the captain of a pro-league football team. One day, he’ll be on TV and I’ll be able to tell everyone, “That’s my friend!”

      Jason’s modeling career picked up pretty quickly after he reigned in his fashion style. He’s modeling for whatever the next up-and-coming alternative clothes line is. Creepville? Gothiccc? Black Heart? I don’t even know anymore. It’s hard to keep count. He talks about it enough that I started to tune him out from time to time. I can only take so many renditions of his stories about being hit on by the staff before I feel physically nauseous.

      Sam started her own garden after high school and grew it into the town’s first apothecary. It’s essentially a holistic shop that focuses on natural remedies, but she still insists on Western medicine for things beyond her control. Lots of people were skeptical about the practice at first. It gained popularity when they realized modern medicine comes from the Earth’s most basic ingredients. To her, holistic medicine isn’t just woo-woo. It’s connecting back to nature in a way science has forgotten.

      I used all the dark thoughts inside my head and my obsession with true crime to become Graveslake’s first published writer. I’m still considered an Indie author, but I make enough to be self-sustaining without a secondary job. It was the perfect way to channel all those urges inside that I tucked away for good keeping. If anyone asks why I am the way I am, I just point to my writings. You can’t really argue with written art.

      I turn my gaze back out the window, but keep my attention on the current conversation buzzing through the car. Jason and Sam continue to argue the semantics of a masked serial killer roaming the backwoods of Graveslake as the cabin comes into view. Rumor has it, the killings started back with one of the early 2000’s senior class traditions at Graveslake High. A tradition every year to celebrate graduating was to play senior assassin. It’s exactly how it sounds. There’s the game master who keeps track of the assassin list, collects the money, and rewards the jackpot to the winner. People put money in the pot and get their first “kill”. The objective is to catch the assigned kill person by surprise and soak them with a water gun (or other fluids, some sick fucks like to bend the rules). The only off-limits spots were school grounds and the person’s place of work. The game continues until the last person stands and the prize is awarded. Some years the game was played well after graduation.

      The year the killer arrived, people stopped playing. Within a three week period, ten kids went missing only to slowly have their bodies show up in the woods. They were mutilated beyond anyone’s wildest imagination. The crime scene photos were a sadist’s wet dream. Those images are seared into my memory. I can slum it with the roughest crime scene journalist, but even this was grotesque.

      Mackenzie Fuller’s crime scene in particular has stuck in the rumor mill for years. Her body was found skinned and dismembered in the woods behind her house. The corpse was re-articulated postmortem to look like a marionette doll. There was a six inch cavity in her chest that was hollowed out and lined with her skin. Forensic reports showed remnants of latex and glycerin, suggesting the killer used her corpse as his personal flesh light. They didn’t find any DNA at the scene. From the police reports and local news, the only thing left behind was a distressed skull mask with the words time to die carved into the forehead. This dude went full movie slasher with a side of what the fuck. The discovery made three veteran cops quit the force on the spot. That was over twenty years ago. Since then, every year one senior disappears right before graduation, rightfully dubbing the mystery killer The Senior Slayer. The missing bodies are found months later, mutilated in the same M.O. as the original killing spree. Each year mimicking one of the original ten slayings. After the first ten years, the style of killings reverts back to the beginning. The horrific ritual starts all over again. Last I checked, there’s still no DNA traces and no suspects. It leaves the town officials stumped.

      Each year, students wonder who will be the unlucky person. Social status doesn’t matter to this killer. One year a cheerleader was grabbed. Two years later, the resident dweeb was kidnapped. In our graduating class, the valedictorian was the unlucky victim. He was found four months later at the bottom of the lake. The body was too decomposed to formally connect it to The Senior Slayer, but everyone knew better. It’s the dark tradition of our small town. We scheduled our vacation well past graduation and we’ve been alumni for over three years now. Surely, there’s no masked killer still running around in the woods.

      I mull over that last thought. I wouldn’t be opposed to a masked man arriving for some fun. Being stalked by a ghost is thrilling. It wouldn’t be the first time, either. The tingles running down your body when your nerves are on edge. Your breath becomes short and labored. You don’t know if you’re going to cry or moan in fear. Ugh, that shit makes me wet just thinking about it. And don’t even look at me with that face. I told you earlier I like things extra dark. Think I wrote all these horrmance novels without a little…experimenting? People will try the damnedest things given the opportunity. It’s fuck or get fucked in this twisted world. I will always choose the latter, thank you.

      “We’re here!” Colton cheers in the driver seat as he shifts the car into park. His family estate looms in front of us between the oak trees. This cabin was always our summer getaway before school started. It allowed us to exist without expectations or prying parental eyes. This summer, the trip is a little heavier. It’s our final get together before we officially go our separate ways into our adult careers. I glance at the clock on the car dash. 1:37 p.m. We have a whole seventy-two hours to make lasting memories. I send up a silent prayer to the universe hoping this won’t be the last time I see my friends. I mean, come on. All the horror movies aside that say  you should never be alone in the woods, what’s the worst that could happen?
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      1:45 P.M.

      “Home sweet home, y’all!” Colton throws the front door open with dramatic flare, like it’s the first time we’ve ever seen this place before.

      We all follow Colton inside the cabin. It’s more of a modern house on a cliff than a cabin. Colton’s family inherited this land from his great grandfather, a founder of Graveslake. The original house still exists somewhere on the property. I’ve never personally seen it, but he claims it’s haunted. According to Colton, his parents didn’t like vacationing in something so “primitive” and “run down”. So, they moved the driveway and built a brand new home overlooking the lake, instead. The house clings to the side of the cliff with a fully furnished balcony. It would make the best location for a secluded horror movie. This building may or may not have been the setting for a few of my earlier writings. It was easy to pull inspiration from here since this was our second home growing up.

      “I’m really going to miss this place. The love and memories we filled in this place make it so magical. We love you, Miss Cabin. Only good vibes this weekend.” Sam wanders around the room, her rosy, tanned arms outstretched in a greeting to the home. She always starts our trip with a little positive manifestation. I don’t really believe in all that stuff, but if it brings her joy, I’m happy to play along.

      “Yes, Universe. Please make this the best weekend of our lives. We accept whatever you bring into our space.”

      Walking over to Sam, I take her hand in mine, mimicking her stance. My hands raise to the sky like a silent prayer. Sam squeezes my hand as she closes her eyes. I can see her start her deep breathing to cement the mantra in her head. This is one of the very few times I see her in her element. Completely calm. She looks so serene and content in this moment. It’s honestly kind of beautiful. I admire her from the side as my eyes roam over her body. My breath catches as her perky tits rise up and down beneath her lavender crop top. Her lips part as her breath slows. I know she’s not into me, but what I wouldn’t give to feel those lips on mine. I blanch at the thought of it and immediately dismiss it. She may be the only girl that holds my attention right now, however, I would never betray her trust like that. Her friendship is more important than a potential fling.

      I have enough boys lining up to experience the infamous rumors spread about me to keep myself occupied. It was fun for the first few months when my stories were gaining momentum on BookTok. All these silly “alpha males” sliding into my messages, thinking they can tame the demons inside me. When push came to shove though, they
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          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.




