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  Foreword



In the cutthroat world of real estate, glittering dreams can turn into nightmarish realities. When a string of gruesome murders shatters the tranquility of a quaint suburban neighborhood, Analeia Lunaire, one of the last remaining agents standing, finds herself caught in a deadly game of cat and mouse. Each crime scene is a haunting echo of ambition gone wrong, leaving a trail of chaos where trust once thrived.




As the bodies of her colleagues are discovered on the lawns of vacant properties—the very sites of their aspirations—Analeia becomes consumed by fear and determination. With every new victim, she realizes that the killer isn’t just targeting her peers; they’re sending a chilling message to anyone who dares to step into the spotlight.




In a race against time, Analeia must navigate a labyrinth of deception, unravel deep-seated rivalries, and confront the ghosts of her own past. With her own life hanging in the balance, she must piece together the puzzle before she becomes the next victim.




Join Analeia on a heart-pounding journey filled with suspense, resilience, and the quest for justice in “Listing To Die For.” Experience the tension as she battles her fears and faces a truth more shocking than she could ever imagine. Will she uncover the killer before it’s too late, or will her dream of success cost her everything? In this thrilling tale, the stakes are high, and the path to survival is anything but straightforward. Buckle up for an emotional rollercoaster that will keep you guessing until the very last page!








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




The rain started around midnight, a soft whisper against the panoramic windows of the Queen Anne contemporary. It turned violent by two AM, drumming like a thousand tiny fists on the glass, blurring the city lights into impressionistic smears. It was the kind of Seattle night that swallowed sounds, that made you feel the city’s pulse only through its damp chill.




Inside the empty house, the air was still, tinged with the faint, sterile scent of fresh paint and new carpeting. Perfect for an open house, thought Melanie Tate, even at this hour. She’d been driven by an irrational need to check on the property, a niggling sense that something was off. The security system had tripped earlier, a false alarm, the kind that made you double-check everything before an early showing.




Her flashlight beam cut through the gloom, dancing over polished hardwood and pristine white walls. The house was a temple of minimalist design, all clean lines and muted tones, a million-dollar shell awaiting its next occupant. Outside, the rain lashed harder, the wind picking up, rattling a loose shutter somewhere upstairs.




Melanie moved through the living room, checked the vast, empty kitchen. Everything was in order. Too quiet, perhaps. She shivered, but it wasn’t from the cold. A primal instinct, a ripple of unease that had nothing to do with faulty wiring or phantom alarms.




She walked out onto the expansive front lawn, a perfectly manicured emerald carpet that sloped gently towards the street. The rain immediately plastered her hair to her face, soaking her trench coat. The Pacific Northwest night wrapped around her, cold and wet. She glanced at her watch. 2:17 AM. She was being ridiculous.




Just as she turned to go back inside, her foot caught on something. She stumbled, a sharp pain shooting up her ankle. Looking down, she saw it: a single, bare hand, protruding from the freshly turned earth near the azalea bush.




A scream caught in her throat, a raw, desperate sound that was immediately swallowed by the wind and the relentless rain. The hand was pale, almost translucent in the faint glow of the streetlamp, the fingers curled slightly, as if reaching.




Melanie Tate stood frozen, the breath knocked from her lungs, the rain blurring her vision. She knew that hand. She knew it. It belonged to Merle Schaeffer, her rival from Farrington Homes, the man who’d just nabbed the coveted Winslow listing she’d been eyeing.




Then, a movement in the periphery. A shadow, darker than the night, detaching itself from the thick cedar hedge. A presence that was suddenly too close, too real.




Melanie didn’t have time to scream again.




The last thing she felt was a sharp, searing pain, then the cold, wet earth rising to meet her. The rain continued its relentless drumming, washing over the pristine lawn, indifferent to the new stillness that had settled beside the azalea bush.




The house stood silent, its empty windows staring out at the rain-swept city, a perfect listing. For sale. To die for.
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  CHAPTER 1

  
  




Analeia Lunaire hated Mondays. Especially rainy Seattle Mondays. The kind that made you question every life choice that hadn’t led to a beach somewhere in the Caribbean. Today, however, her usual Monday malaise was eclipsed by a cold, dread weight in her stomach.




She sat in her pristine Acura RDX, parked across from her new listing on Capitol Hill. The property, a sleek, glass-and-steel cube, usually filled her with a professional pride. Not today. Today, it felt like a target.




Her phone buzzed. It was Nariah, her best friend and the only person who could reliably make her laugh on a Monday. Analeia answered, trying to inject some normalcy into her voice. “Hey, Nariah. What’s up?”




“Don’t ‘what’s up’ me, Ana. Have you seen the news? Or the department email?” Nariah’s voice, usually a bright, bubbly cascade, was tight with uncharacteristic fear. Nariah worked for a tech startup, miles away from the cutthroat world of real estate, but she knew Analeia’s colleagues.




“I just woke up,” Analeia lied, though she’d been awake since 4 AM, staring at the ceiling. She’d already seen the email. Urgent Advisory: Real Estate Community Safety. And beneath it, the chilling news links.




“Merle Schaeffer,” Nariah whispered, as if speaking his name too loudly would summon something terrible. “And now Melanie Tate? Two in a week, Ana. And the way they found them. On the lawns. It’s…it’s too much.”




Analeia tightened her grip on the steering wheel. “I know.” Merle Schaeffer, Farrington Homes’ golden boy. Melanie Tate, the formidable queen of luxury listings. Both found dead on the manicured lawns of their latest, high-end properties. No forced entry. No robbery. Just bodies, laid out almost ritualistically, in the heart of the city’s most coveted neighborhoods.




The Seattle Police Department, bless their overworked hearts, were calling it “isolated incidents.” But no one in real estate believed it. Not after Melanie, whose murder felt like a chilling echo of Merle’s.




“Are you sure you want to go to work today?” Nariah asked, pulling Analeia from her morbid thoughts. “Maybe you should just lay low. Take a sick day. Call in a case of extreme existential dread.”




Analeia managed a weak chuckle. “And let the market crash? Besides, I have two showings today. Can’t just abandon them.” The truth was, staying home felt worse. It would only amplify the fear, let it fester in the quiet of her empty apartment. Better to be busy, to pretend that the world wasn’t suddenly a much more dangerous place for someone who held an open house.




“Just be careful, okay?” Nariah pleaded. “Text me when you get home tonight. Text me after every showing. Hell, text me when you move from room to room inside a house.”




“I will,” Analeia promised, though she knew she wouldn’t. She needed to present a semblance of normalcy, even if her insides were churning.




Ending the call, she looked at the glass house again. Her listing. A five-bedroom, four-bath masterpiece with an unobstructed view of the Space Needle. It seemed to shimmer under the relentless rain, a beacon, or perhaps a tombstone.




She checked her purse, feeling for the familiar weight of her small, pepper spray canister. A pathetic defense against a killer. She also had her brokerage-issued panic button, a tiny device linked directly to security, but what good was it if the killer struck fast and silent, leaving bodies on lawns?




Analeia Lunaire was a survivor. She’d clawed her way up in Seattle’s hyper-competitive real estate market, leaving behind a less-than-stellar past in a small, arid town in Eastern Washington. She’d reinvented herself, polished her edges, and built a successful career from scratch. She wasn’t about to let some psycho in a rain slicker derail her.




But the cold truth was, she was scared. This killer wasn’t breaking in; they were already there. They knew the routines, the vulnerabilities of agents showing empty homes. And Analeia Lunaire was one of the last ones left.




She took a deep breath, the scent of fresh rain and damp earth filling her lungs. The killer was out there. And they were coming for real estate agents.




Analeia Lunaire was next on the list. Unless she found them first.














