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    For the dreamers, the explorers, the quiet souls who find worlds within pages, this is for you. May your hearts always beat in rhythm with the stories that light your way.
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            The killer isn't just after strangers. They're inside her life. Inside her mind. And they know exactly where to cut.
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Prologue — The Night, She Took Me
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The glass had been in the walls for years.

Evelyn only heard it when the apartment was silent, the faint clink like wind chimes under the floorboards, in the plumbing, sometimes behind the mirror. Avery never noticed. Or maybe they pretended not to.

It started in the bathroom. She’d been brushing her hair, the sound of the bristles over and over, until she caught movement in the corner of the mirror.

Not behind her.
Inside the glass.
A woman. Her skin studded with shards, her mouth too wide. Evelyn turned, but the reflection stayed where it was. Smiling.

The glass woman lifted a hand. Evelyn didn’t want to, but her own hand rose in perfect unison, fingertips pressing to the cold surface.

That was when the first cut bloomed in her palm. Not deep, just enough for a bead of blood to run down the glass. The woman’s smile widened.

“You’ve been given,” she said.

Evelyn didn’t understand. “Given to who?”

“To us.”

The mirror cracked under her hand, but the glass didn’t fall. Instead, it opened, folding inward like a door. And there, on the other side, was not the bathroom, but black water. Endless.

The woman reached through. Her fingers slid into Evelyn’s skin like sewing needles, threading cold glass into her veins. Every beat of her heart made them sink deeper.

She turned her head one last time toward the bedroom. Avery was asleep, face turned away, unaware.

Then the tide pulled her through.
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Chapter 1 — The Body in the Tide
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The ocean coughed her up like something it had tried, and failed, to digest.

She lay tangled in seaweed, half-buried in the sand, the dawn tide licking at her skin as if it could still coax her back. The gulls had already started their work, one eye socket was a crater, the edges chewed wet and pink.

Detective Avery Quinn crouched low, boots sinking into the cold sludge where beach met waterline. The smell hit first, rot layered with salt, a heavy metallic note that clung to the back of the throat. Avery swallowed hard, but the taste of pennies still lingered.

The skin was bloated, pallid, pulled tight in some places and sagging in others, but the most arresting thing wasn’t the decay. It was the glitter.

Slivers of glass, fine as splinters, ran through the veins in her forearms, catching the morning light. Not scattered on her skin, inside her. Threaded like frost patterns in winter windows. Avery could trace them from her wrist, spidering up to the inner elbow, disappearing into the swollen flesh of her upper arm.

The tide gave a lazy push, rolling the body just enough to reveal the neck. There, clinging to the mottled skin, was a necklace. A simple silver chain, tarnished, holding a single glass bead.

Avery froze.
It wasn’t just familiar, it was impossible. That same bead had once hung against the throat of Evelyn Ward; the woman Avery had loved more than anyone in their life... and the woman who had disappeared without a trace six years ago.
“Jesus Christ,” came a voice behind them. Detective Rae Vargas knelt down beside Avery, her breath puffing white in the morning air. “This is... what the hell is this?”

Avery didn’t answer. They couldn’t. Their chest felt hollowed out, their hands tightening inside latex gloves until the stretch threatened to tear them.

The medical examiner, Dr. Lian Cho, stepped into view, her waders hissing with each move. “Cause of death looks... complicated,” she murmured, angling a penlight into the exposed flesh. “Multiple lacerations, defensive wounds on the forearms. But these...” She tapped one of the glass-lined veins with a gloved finger. The skin dimpled under the touch. “This isn’t postmortem. These were inserted while she was alive.”

“Inserted?” Rae asked.

“Injected,” Dr. Cho corrected, her tone clinical, detached, but Avery caught the faint crease between her brows. “You’d need precision. And patience. It would hurt. A lot.”

A gull screamed overhead. It startled Avery enough that their gaze jerked upward, and that’s when they noticed something the others hadn’t.

In the damp sand just beyond the body’s head, pressed deep as if someone had knelt there for a long time, were two symmetrical impressions. Knees. And between them... a narrow groove, faint but deliberate. A drag mark, leading straight into the ocean.

Someone had been here. Someone had watched the tide take her.

Avery’s heart hammered in their ears. The necklace seemed to glow against the corpse’s skin, a cold little sun pulling their eyes again and again. They remembered the last time they’d seen it, Evelyn leaning over the railing of their apartment balcony, hair catching the city lights, laughter slipping into the night like something you could hold.

They remembered the sound of glass shattering.
And then... nothing.
The wind shifted, carrying the smell of the body inland. Avery thought they heard something in it, not quite words, but a whisper, the hiss of glass breaking underfoot.

They didn’t notice their hand moving until Rae’s voice cut in, sharp.
“Quinn. What are you doing?”
Avery blinked down. Their fingers had wrapped around the bead, slick with seawater, pulling the necklace from the corpse’s throat.

When they looked back at Rae, they lied without even thinking.
“Evidence.”
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