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Prologue
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The club pulsed with a low, seductive throb of bass, the air musty with the mingling scents of cheap perfume, sweat, and liquor. Dim, a flickering neon glow bathed the room in crimson and violet, making the women on stage look otherworldly—like sirens luring men to their doom.

He walked in like he owned the place. Tall, strikingly handsome, his black hair slicked back with a meticulous precision that made it seem unnatural. His skin was flawless, porcelain under the low lights, and his eyes—dark, abyssal—swept the room with a quiet hunger.

The men inside barely noticed him. But the women did.

Mercedes saw him from across the room, perched on her usual spot near the VIP booths, running her fingers absently along the rim of an half empty cocktail glass. She was a veteran in this place—long legs, caramel skin, curves that could command any man’s attention. She could smell money. 

And this man? He had the scent of someone who paid well. She sauntered over, her heels clicking softly on the sticky floor. "You lookin’ for some company, baby?"

His lips curved into a slow, calculated smile. "I am actually."

"Private dance?" she asked, tilting her head, her brown eyes flickering under the strobe lights. He exhaled, nodding. "Private. And maybe more.”

Mercedes grinned. Jackpot she thought.

They made small talk in the backroom, his voice smooth, hypnotic. He asked about her life, her job, if she was happy. She laughed at that—happiness? In this place? But his eyes never wavered, and she found herself telling him more than she meant to.

By the time the club closed at 2:00 AM, she was already planning how much she could milk out of him. He waited for her in the dark parking lot.
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THE FOREST CLEARING was silent, untouched by the sounds of the city. The moon hung high, casting silver slivers through the trees, illuminating the parked car like an offering to something ancient.

Mercedes leaned in, licking her lips. "You got the money?"

He nodded reaching into his pocket and handed her three crisp $100 bills, his fingers lingered grazing hers, ice-cold to the touch.

"Mm." She tucked the cash into her bra, smirking. "You want a taste me first?" She leaned closer, pressing her lips to his, her breath warm, laced with cigarettes and cheap vodka.

Then—agony.
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A SEARING, FLESH-RIPPING pain exploded through Mercedes' face. It took a second for her mind to process what had just happened. The man—no, the thing—had bitten her. Not a playful nibble, not a teasing bite, but a violent, carnal tearing. He had ripped her bottom lip clean off.

Her body froze as an unnatural wetness spilled down her chin. She reached up with trembling fingers, feeling the raw, quivering tissue where her lip had once been. Her breath came in short, heavy gasps, her stomach twisting in revulsion. 
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HER EXPOSED TEETH, slick with saliva and blood, shone grotesquely under the moonlight, making it look as if she was grinning—a wide, mutilated rictus of horror.

Then she heard it. The sound of him chewing.

She turned her terrified eyes back toward him, and her stomach flipped. He was chewing her lip, working it between his teeth like a piece of fresh gum. A deep, satisfied moan rumbled from his throat as he slowly ground her flesh, his tongue flicking out to catch a stray strand of torn skin that dangled from the corner of his mouth. Then he laughed—a low, sinister chuckle that sent ice through her veins.

The sound was wrong. Distorted. Inhuman.

Something was happening to him. His face—once handsome, chiseled, charming—began to shift. The smooth lines of his jaw contorted, his cheekbones sharpening unnaturally, his skin stretching like wet leather over a shifting skull. The laughter deepened, warping into something that vibrated the very air around them.

Then his eyes went black.

Not just dark. Black. Total, consuming voids that swallowed every flicker of light around them. They were empty yet endless, sucking in the world like two bottomless pits of hunger.

And then his teeth.

They weren’t normal anymore. His smile jagged, serrated like a shark’s, each one built to rip and tear. His gums split open, making room for even more rows of teeth, thin and needled, glistening with fresh saliva and bits of her flesh still stuck between them.

Mercedes let out a gurgling scream, something between a cry for help, a whimper and a sob, as pure terror flooded her veins. She tried to scramble back, her hands flying to her face, her fingers trembling as they felt the absence of her lip—her teeth, bare and grotesque, glistening with exposed nerves.

She pulled at the car door, but never got the chance to run.

He punched her—hard.
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A SICKENING CRACK SPLIT the night as her head snapped back, her skull bouncing off the car window. Her world spun, the forest warping into a blur of shadows and silver moonlight. Her body slumped, unconscious. Just for a moment.

He moved with the ease of a man who had done this before. Removing all his clothes, his nakedness under the moon. 

Opening the trunk, he reached inside and retrieved his tools. A pair of heavy-duty bolt cutters gleamed under the moon.

A bone saw rested beside them, its serrated edge hungry for flesh.

Dragging her from the car, he worked meticulously. He knelt over Mercedes' trembling body, his breath slow and measured as his fingernail extended, sharpening into something unnatural—blackened, jagged, and glowing faintly, like embers buried beneath coal. 
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HER CHEST ROSE AND fell in shallow, panicked gasps as she tried to move, but the pain held her captive. With terrifying patience, he pressed the tip of his nail into her collarbone, the heat instantly searing into her flesh, sending up a thin wisp of smoke as the scent of burning skin filled the air. Mercedes let out a ragged scream, her vocal cords locking in sheer agony. 

The mark he traced was ancient, twisted carvings from a language not meant for human tongues—symbols that pulsed as if alive, sinking beneath her skin like a brand older than time itself. It was a mark, a summoning, a claim. He dragged his nail lower, engraving her in pain and prophecy, his voice a low, guttural murmur of forgotten words. "Your body is dust, but your soul is mine." As he placed the marks over her entire body.

Then began the sounds of tearing flesh and cracking bone filling the clearing.

He dismembered her methodically, she screamed and convulsed under every cut. Her arms and legs reduced to little more than detached limbs of meat. He worked through muscle, tendon, sinew, the saw grinding as it severed her throat to her spinal column, the oversized bolt cutters snapping clean through joints like they were paper.

With careful obedience, he extracted her heart. He held it in his hands, feeling the residual warmth, the last echoes of her existence fading away.

Her body—once sensual, once alive—was now a scattered puzzle of discarded parts.

Blood pooled around him, sinking into the earth, dark and endless. Mercedes had never been the prize. Only her heart had been.

The next step was just as important. From his pocket, he retrieved a vial of ash. Carefully, reverently, he poured it into the hollow cavity of her chest, the fine gray powder mixing with the pooling blood.

The words came next. A low, rhythmic chant in a language long forgotten, passed down through generations of men like him. He recited: 

"Flesh to soil, blood to root,

Nephilim stir, the chains get loose.

In days of Noah, they walked as kings,

Devouring flesh, unholy things.

Watcher’s eyes, the veil grows thin,

The flood is gone, yet they live within.

This heart I take, this soul I bind,

A gift to those who wait behind.

Rise, O fallen, claim your due,

The days of man are fading too.

Let darkness reign, let silence weep,

The old ones wake from deathless sleep."
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HE PLACED HER HEART into a black leather satchel, already stained from the others.

As he finished, he stood, wiping his hands against the shredded remains of her clothing. He gazed down at his work—her eyes still open, still frozen in that moment of terror before everything faded.

He let out a slow breath, satisfied.

Then, as if nothing had happened, he walked back to his car, climbed in, and disappeared into the night. Behind him, the forest remained silent. And Mercedes was nothing more than a whisper in the wind.
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Chapter 1: The Dream
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Nevaeh jolted awake, her heart racing. The air in her apartment felt thick, almost suffocating, as she blinked away the remnants of a dream, a vision she couldn’t quite remember. Her tank top clung to her skin, damp from sweat, and she glanced at the clock on her nightstand: 4:24 a.m. The time sent a shiver down her spine—her great-grandmother had died on April 24th, long before she was born, but the numbers had always carried a strange significance in her family.

Pushing her hair back, Nevaeh stood and padded quietly toward the kitchen. The quiet hum of the city outside was muted tonight, the usual comforting sounds replaced by a heavy stillness. As she poured a glass of water, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. The air around her was thick with unease, an unfamiliar presence lingering in the shadows.

Glass in hand, she made her way back down the hallway, her bare feet whispering against the hardwood floor. 

The house was silent, the kind of silence that felt too deep, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath.

Then she froze. At the far end of the hall, standing in the dark, was a figure. It was motionless, its outline faint but unmistakable, an unnatural stillness pressing against the air between them. A shadow with weight. Presence. Watching.

Her breath caught in her throat. Every muscle in her body screamed for her to move—run, hide, do something—but she was locked in place, as if the figure’s gaze had anchored her there.

Her fingers trembled around the glass, sweat slicking her palm. This was just exhaustion playing tricks on her, it had to be. The mind sees what it wants in the dark.

She forced herself to breathe, slow and shallow, and reached for the light switch. The air around her felt thick, pressing against her skin as she stretched her arm forward.

Her fingertips brushed the switch. She flicked it on. Light flooded the hallway.

Nothing. The hallway was empty.

Nevaeh wiped her eyes, dismissing it as exhaustion. She had been overworked lately, barely sleeping as cases piled up on her desk. Maybe it was stress catching up to her, manifesting in strange ways.

She made her way back to her bedroom, feeling her nerves settle, if only slightly. As she lay down, she reached for her phone, its glow comforting in the dark. She was about to scroll through her messages when the sensation hit her.

Here’s an enhanced version of your scene with even more tension and eerie detail:
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THE MATTRESS DIPPED beside her, the shift slow, deliberate—too deliberate. The weight pressed down, sending a subtle tremor through the sheets. Someone was there.

Nevaeh froze.

Her breath hitched as ice trickled down her spine. The air around her felt thick, like the room itself was suffocating under an unseen force. Her body tensed, muscles coiled, but she couldn’t move. She didn’t dare move. Then, from the corner of her vision, she saw it.

A hand. Long. Pale. Veined.

It crept toward her, fingers curling unnaturally, the knuckles bulging under sickly, thin skin. The way it moved was slow, measured—like it was savoring the moment before it touched her.

Her pulse thundered in her ears. Her breath came in short, ragged bursts.

It was real. She could feel its presence, the weight beside her shifting slightly, as if leaning in. She swore she heard the whisper of fabric, the barest scrape of fingernails against the sheets.

The hand inched closer.

Her body screamed for her to run, to fight, to do anything but lie there in paralyzed terror. Her hair prickled at her scalp, her limbs locked in place as if something unseen had wound invisible chains around her. Then—somehow—somehow—she broke free.

With a choked gasp, Nevaeh twisted around to face it, her breath catching in her throat—Nothing. The bed was empty. The weight beside her was gone. But the mattress was still dented. 

As if something had only just risen. Nevaeh sat up, her chest heaving, her skin tingling with the lingering fear. She scanned the room, but there was no sign of the hand, no sign of anyone sitting there. Just the soft hum of the air conditioner and the faint sounds of the city waking up.
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SHE WAS ALONE—OR AT least, that’s what she told herself.

In an instant, Nevaeh’s eyes fluttered shut, and the overwhelming exhaustion from the night pulled her back to sleep. It felt like mere minutes had passed when the sharp sound of her alarm jolted her awake again. 6:45 a.m. The dull buzz of her phone dragged her back to reality. Groaning, she swung her legs off the bed and headed for the shower.

Adjusting the water to the perfect temperature, she stepped under the warm, inviting stream. The hot water cascaded over her body, easing the tension from her muscles as she let it soak through her hair, washing away the remnants of her restless night. At five foot eight, with a slender but athletic build shaped by years of combat training, Nevaeh was used to pushing herself physically and mentally. 

Her shoulder-length brown hair clung to her face as she tilted her head back, allowing the water to run over her.

Her appearance was striking—curly brown hair, warm brown eyes, and a gap between her two front teeth that gave her a unique charm. She was beautiful, though she had never thought of herself that way. She wasn’t the type to care about beauty contests or being the center of attention; her tomboy nature had always pulled her in the opposite direction.

She quickly washed her body and stepped out of the shower, wrapping a towel around her. Reaching for her toothbrush, she brushed her teeth while gazing into the mirror, her eyes studying her reflection. Despite being only 25, she could already see subtle signs of wear that police work had etched into her features. Her job demanded more than just her time—it demanded pieces of her soul.

With a sigh, she ran her hand through her wet hair, wondering what the day would bring.

Her phone rang, pulling Nevaeh out of her thoughts. She walked over to the nightstand and glanced at the display—David, her partner. She sighed and pressed the answer button.

"Hello," she said, her voice still carrying the weight of the morning.

"Hey," David replied, his voice urgent but calm. "I know you don’t have to be in the office until 8:00 a.m., but I was wondering if I could swing by and go over this case file with you. We just got another murder... just like the other ones. We found a body in the forest. I wanted to brief you on the details before we head to the site. Can I pick you up and grab some coffee?"

Nevaeh closed her eyes for a second, rubbing her temples as she processed his words. Another murder, just like the others. Her mind was already turning, trying to connect dots that hadn’t yet been laid out in front of her.

"Sure," she replied. "I won’t be long. Just give me a minute to get dressed. I’ll be down in a second."

"Okay, I’m about five minutes from your apartment. I’ll wait for you downstairs," David said, hanging up before she could respond.
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DAVID WAS A CONCISE and careful man, always measured in his words and actions. He had been on the force for years, working alongside many other detectives, though he rarely formed close bonds. Nevaeh had seen him around—at the annual police vs. firefighters baseball games, where he always seemed more focused on the game than the camaraderie, and they had shared lunch a few times.

She had never had a partner before. Not until The Boney Man murders.

The captain had paired them up a few months ago, and though David was professional and competent, it had been hard for Nevaeh to let him in. She had never been the type to get close to people, and riding with a partner meant trust, vulnerability—two things she had spent her whole life avoiding.

Nevaeh moved quickly now, her focus sharpening. She tossed the towel aside and grabbed a pair of jeans, a fitted black shirt, and her leather jacket from the closet. Sliding on her black combat rain boots, she ran a hand through her damp hair one last time before grabbing her gun and badge from the dresser.

Her thoughts began to swirl. Another body. She had a sinking feeling that whatever was happening was about to get worse. The previous cases they’d worked on had unsettled her in ways she couldn’t explain—missing women, eerily similar crime scenes, and no solid leads. This one felt different, heavier somehow.

She slung her bag over her shoulder and headed for the door, locking it behind her as she stepped out into the hallway. The cool air outside bit at her skin as she made her way down the steps to meet David. His car was parked right in front of the building, engine idling.

David leaned against the hood of his car, a concerned look on his face as she approached. He was tall, with close-cropped dark hair and a sharp jawline, the kind of guy who always seemed calm under pressure. He gave her a small nod as she walked up, opening the passenger door for her.

"Ready?" he asked, his tone gentle but serious.

"Yeah," Nevaeh said, sliding into the seat. "Let’s grab that coffee and get to it."

As David pulled out onto the street, she couldn’t help but feel the weight of the case bearing down on her. The forest, the bodies, the strange connections—it was all starting to feel far too personal. But she pushed that thought away. For now, they had another body to deal with, and she needed to stay sharp.

David handed her the case file as they drove, the pages filled with crime scene photos and preliminary reports. As Nevaeh flipped through them, her stomach tightened. The victim had been found in a clearing in the woods, her body laid out in a ritualistic pose, much like the others.

"Same M.O.?" Nevaeh asked, not taking her eyes off the file.

"Yeah," David said, his grip on the steering wheel tightening. "No signs of a struggle, no footprints, no evidence leading back to anyone. Just the body... and the markings."

Nevaeh stared out the windshield, her mind piecing together the gruesome details. "It’s always the same," she murmured, almost to herself.

"They’re always missing their heart. And either their lips and ears, or their eyes—kind of like that old saying: See no evil, speak no evil, hear no evil."

David glanced at her, his brow furrowing. "That’s an interesting take. What do you think it means?"

Nevaeh exhaled, shaking her head. "I don’t know yet. But whoever’s doing this... it’s not random."

David’s jaw clenched. He could feel it too—a pattern, a purpose. And the worst part? It felt like a warning.
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NEVAEH STOPPED ON THE page showing the victim’s body. Strange symbols had been carved into her skin, markings that had shown up on the previous victims as well. Something ancient. Something dark.

"What do you think?" David asked, glancing at her from the corner of his eye.

Nevaeh didn’t answer immediately. She stared out the window, her mind racing. 
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THE DREAMS SHE’D BEEN having, the strange presence in her apartment, the feeling that something—or someone—was watching her. It all seemed to tie back to these cases in ways she couldn’t yet understand.

"I think we’re missing something," she finally said. "And we need to figure it out before more bodies turn up."

David nodded, a solemn look on his face. They pulled into the parking lot of a small coffee shop, and David parked the car.

"Let’s grab the coffee and head to the scene," Nevaeh said, her voice steady despite the growing dread in her chest. "We’re running out of time."

David nodded as they drove two more blocks, the morning air heavy with the promise of something ominous.
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Chapter 2: Night Terrors
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As Nevaeh stared out the window into the cold, gray morning, the city passing by in a blur, her thoughts drifted back to her childhood. She had always suffered from night terrors—violent, terrifying dreams that left her screaming in the night, reaching out for something she could never quite grasp. Her father, her grandmother, and her grandfather had all tried to calm her down when the nightmares came, but the fear had been overwhelming.

She remembered how her dad would hold her tightly, his voice a steady whisper in the dark as he rocked her back and forth, trying to bring her back from wherever her mind had taken her. Her eyes would be open during the episodes, but it was as though she wasn’t really there. She would look straight through him, absent-minded but fully conscious of something far beyond the physical room.

No one had ever been able to explain the night terrors. They were a mystery, much like her mother’s side of the family. Nevaeh didn’t know much about them—her father had won custody of her in a brutal battle when she was still very young. Though she visited her mother briefly on weekends, there had never been enough time to form a true bond or to ask about family history. Her visits were mostly spent playing with her siblings, her mind far from questions about lineage or family secrets. Back then, she had simply enjoyed being around her half-brothers and sisters, reveling in the chaos of a larger family, if only for a few short hours at a time.

As she grew older, those visits became less frequent. She had drifted away from her mother’s side of the family, choosing to forge her own path. Her father had always been her rock, and she had never felt the need to dive deeper into the mysteries of her mother’s family.
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BUT NOW, SITTING IN David’s car, her mind replaying those childhood memories, she wondered if there had been more to the night terrors than anyone had realized. Was it possible that her connection to the strange cases they were working on went deeper than just her job as a detective? Something about the case—about the eerie way the bodies were found, the strange markings, the forest—was stirring up feelings she had long buried.

Years Ago – Classified Military Operation

The cave was damp. A dense suffocating stillness filled the cave. The scent of rot and something else—something metallic. Blood. Her boots barely made a sound against the wet stone as she moved deeper into the tunnel, rifle  steady, breath controlled. They had been deployed under classified orders—neutralize a growing threat—but no one had said what, exactly, that threat was.

She swept the narrow passage with her light, the beam catching the jagged walls and the dark pools of water collecting in uneven crevices. The silence was loud. Where was the rest of the team?

Then
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