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    Hello again, if you're joining us from the first two tomes, welcome back, if this is your first time, I highly suggest you check the other two out first!.
 
All previous warnings still apply, but this tome has the added warning of: Stan is a disgusting, horrible person who deserves to die a brutal death, but death moves slowly.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Run child, for the Light exists in the hearts of men who believe themselves better than the Devil. ~ UNKNOWN.

      

    


​

THIS IS TOME 3 OF ACT 1 of The Vampire Scriptures Series.

It serves as a prequel to Act 1, Tome 1: Nyxhaven and  Act 1, Tome 2: O Death, Take Her Gently, the grand finale of Sanctuary’s life.

It is the final Tome of Act 1 and the final Tome in the No Sanctuary For Thy Soul Arc.

Reader discretion is highly advised. The content contained within is not for everyone, and the same warnings from before apply for this final Tome of Sanctuary’s existence.
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THE FANGIRL’S MEMORIES of childhood were shards of stained glass—painful to touch, beautiful,  and eternally bleeding.

They drifted through the blackened, burned out temple of her dreams, unreachable except when the night dragged them up wet and reeking of something sweet left too long in the sun. 

Back then she was only a girl. 

Just a girl. 

One small face floating in the faceless crowd, not yet hollowed out, not yet cracked open and seeded with obsession. Nothing of the future ever crossed her young mind, and it never would. Sh had not suffered strife nor grief, nor pain. All the dripping, ugly things that waited farther down the road like patient, smiling lovers holding knives behind their backs.

Delusion had not yet sunk its hooks into the soft pink meat of her innocent little heart.

She remembered laughter before anything else.

The sounds of her sisters dancing barefoot across the cracked marble floor of their mansion, while the cassette player bled tinny pop songs through speakers that crackled like diseased lungs. Hairbrushes became microphones. The living room became a trembling stage lit by hope they all thought would be eternity.

Anne strutted between the sagging furniture like a future goddess of spotlights, all hips and drama and glittering hunger. Jessie spun in her glittery pink dress until she collapsed against the couch in breathless, holy laughter that sounded like the last beautiful gasp before drowning. 

The youngest sister sat curled at the end of the sofa, clutching her black-and-white stuffed rabbit, a gift from their older brother, to her chest like a shield made of childhood.

She was rapidly clapping and hopelessly off-beat, trying to sing words she barely knew.

Their voices tried to harmonize but always fell into playful, off-key chaos—sweet as rotting fruit.

Frank, their big brother, sat cross-legged in the loveseat, quiet as grave-dirt was cold, long black hair hanging across one grey eye like a mourning veil. He rarely joined them. He never left them either. Sometimes his mouth curved into small, secret smiles when Anne became especially theatrical or Jessie tripped over her own feet.

The Girl collected those smiles like fragile bones, rare and precious and already doomed."Sing it again, Annie!" Jessie giggled, while the Girl swayed side to side, inventing tiny nonsense songs from half-heard lyrics.

The eldest sister grinned, voice sliding into an exaggerated sultry purr that tasted of futures Anne saw behind her eyes at night. "Life’s a fairytale, now dance the dance of love!" She belted the words into her beloved blue hairbrush like it was the holiest of staffs.

“I wanna sing too!” The Girl cried suddenly, launching herself off the couch in pure, wild joy.

Her sibling laughed and scooped her up, pressing the hairbrush into her tiny hand as though passing down something only the four of them would ever understand. "Come here, munchkin. You’re our backup singer."

She spun her little sister around and around until the world blurred into color and laughter and light. 

Back then, the Girl had not yet learned what it meant to fall. 

When Anne finally set her down, she screamed the lyrics at the top of her lungs, making Jessie double over in helpless, gasping laughter.

Their parents watched from the doorway like ghosts who hadn’t yet realized they were dead.

Nancy had just come home from work, exhaustion hanging off her in heavy, visible layers. Dark circles bruised the skin beneath her eyes like thumbprints from some jealous, fucking god. Her thick blue work jacket smelled of cigarette smoke, wet dirt, damp grass, industrial chemicals, blood and dead flowers left too long in warm water. 

Mud and darker clumps she never spoke about, clung stubbornly to her heavy steel-toed boots.

Stan crossed the room and kissed her too long at the waist. Nancy barely returned it. “You’re workin’ yourself too hard again, Nance,” he commented quietly, hand lingering like it had invisible rights. 

She yanked his hand away when she thought the children couldn’t see, eyes flashing with something tired and disgusted. “I have enough to deal with with those psycho fucking circuit fingers back in The Cow Pens, I just got off work, you know I had to stomp a man’s head in today?”

Stan frowned while he listened to her but said nothing as she carried on.

“He was too scared to work a fucking day shift because we were low on drugs. Half of those stains on society act like the other half are some weak babies and the other half, the biggest half, act like they get sooo tired in the fucking day time we have to pump them full of those drugs just to keep them awake!”

He sighed, “Yea I know, your job is nuts.”

Nancy continued with a scowl. “And ooh those freaks think they’re so entitled to shit, the other half are the only ones who work outdoors in the daytime, and the lazy half work inside. I’m fucking tired Stan, can you understand that? So working hard or not, I told you, I made it very clear! After three I was done.” 

“Well listen here Nance...!-” The argument hissed between them like snakes in shallow grass. Words about bodies. About more children. About a life Nancy had never truly wanted. 

The Girl heard none of it. 

She only saw her mother walk to the front door and shrug off the blue work jacket. Nancy fanned it out, revealing the beautiful constellation lining inside—greens, purples, pinks, silvers, reds, stars connected by delicate silver threads. For a moment, that jacket was the most beautiful thing the Girl had ever seen.

I love the stars.

She watched her mother carry the heavy boots toward the basement door, dried mud and something darker crumbling onto the tile like old blood flaking from a wound that would never close.

Then came dinner and her father’s lap.

Stan always lifted her into the booster seat with exaggerated care before pulling his chair close. “Where’s my little Scuttle Bug sitting tonight?”

“Next to you!” she answered every time, beaming with innocent love. Sometimes he pulled her straight into his lap instead. She leaned back against his chest, comfortable, adored, while the family talked around them. His arm wrapped tight around her waist beneath the table. Sometimes his fingers spread too wide across her stomach, rubbing slow, possessive circles.

Sometimes he squeezed until she squirmed. Sometimes his hand slipped under her shirt, thumb brushing too low, too close. “Quit wrigglin’, Scuttle Bug,” he’d whisper into her hair with a soft laugh, while everyone else kept eating like nothing unholy was happening beneath the tablecloth.

She didn’t understand.

The Girl thought affection was supposed to feel heavy. She thought love meant being held so tightly you could barely breathe. She never noticed Anne’s quick, uneasy glances. Never noticed Frank’s grey eyes lingering too long until Stan’s glare made him avert his gaze. Nancy saw nothing at all, she was already halfway gone, drowning in exhaustion and schedules and the slow, wet death of her own heart.

At night it was worse. He would come into her room after the house had gone quiet, pull her onto his lap just like at the table, and rock her. Harder. Faster. Strange, wet noises into her hair. Sweat dripping from his face onto hers. Kisses on her mouth that tasted of pondscum and ownership.

“You’re so good for Daddy.”

She thought it was a game. A special kind of piggyback ride. She smiled up at him, innocent, loving, while something inside the house began to rot from the inside out, black and sweet like dying.

Frank walked in one night and saw their father’s hands inside her pajama bottoms.

He attacked Stan like a cornered animal.

Those hands dragged him away with a dirty shirt stuffed in his mouth and a fist twisted in his long black hair. From then on, the bedframe in Frank’s room took up the terrible rhythm that had once belonged to hers.

One such night, Frank stared at the cracks in the ceiling while his father rutted into him like a beast trying to crawl back inside its own womb. Each brutal thrust felt like bones smashed open on sea-beaten rocks. Sweat and whiskey and rage filled the air thick enough to drown. The shirt in his mouth tasted of copper and shame and surrender.

He wished he was dead.

It was a quiet, constant prayer settling behind his ribs like a second, heavier heart.

If he were dead, the pain would stop.

If he were dead, his sister might stay innocent a little longer.

If he were dead, maybe the house would finally finish eating them all.

But the ceiling only stared back, cracked, indifferent, offering no escape.

And Stan used him like it was love.

Like it had always been love.

Finally, the man removed himself, a wet sound made Frank’s stomach vomit flip in disgust.

The older male collapsed beside him for a few heavy breaths, one possessive hand still resting on Frank’s bruised hip.

“You brought this on yourself,” Stan stated this hoarsely.

His father, his rapist, was glaring at something that wasn’t there as he spoke. He was saying other things to his son, about how Nancy was a bull dagger, a lying whore. So many words spilled from Stan’s mouth full of the hate that he felt toward everyone, that the teen closed his ears to shield himself from the noise.

“You’re all ungrateful for the hard work I put in down at that shitty fucking job that never-” Stan’s voice faded, into the sounds of the neighborhood around them settling in for the night.

Frank just turned away from him, facing the wall, shoulders shaking.

He said nothing.

Felt nothing.

He wished he was dead.
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FRANK ALWAYS TOOK LONG showers every morning.

The Girl could tell by the way the water would still be running even after their mother got the pancake stack just right. Then he’d always come to breakfast with a black eye, or a bruised lip, or too big bug bites from too big bugs hidden under long shirts.

He’d often be unable to sit down properly.

Nobody ever said anything about it, or even asked him if he was ok.

Her father never even looked at her room again after that night.

The Girl always wondered, why?

Instead he would disappear with Frank into his room right next to hers, and the strange sounds of what she assumed was the tv but it sounded like their voices in pain would start.

Then the loud banging would happen like every other night since their dad stopped reading her bedtime stories or playing lap piggyback ride.

It made her upset and jealous that Frankie got all daddy’s bedtime stories and everything and she would voice her upset frequently.

Once, she’d hopped out of bed and ran to Frank’s room, slamming her tiny fist on the door with a pout.

Frank would answer, shirtless, bright red bruise marks along his neck to shoo her back to bed. He’d tuck her in “I promise to come read you a story every morning ok?” He said this as he kissed her forehead. 

She nodded vigorously “Pinky swear!”

Frank would chuckle and hold out his pinky, “Pinky swear.”

Their interlocked pinkies would be one of the last innocent times of her life.

Every morning, Frank would get up early and read to her, just like he promised.

But what stayed with her most clearly from those years was the day she tore Ghost open. 

What stayed with her more clearly was the day she tore Ghost open.

Frank had given her the stuffed rabbit years earlier after it stopped being one of his childhood toys. She dragged it everywhere. Outside one afternoon she tripped hard against broken pavement and split the rabbit’s back seam wide open.

Stuffing spilled out across the sidewalk.

The Girl cried hard enough to make herself hiccup.

Frank sat quietly at the kitchen table later that night sewing the damage shut while she watched beside him, sniffling miserably.

Instead of stitching the tear closed normally, he carefully sewed delicate white moth wings over the damaged seam.

“There,” he said softly once he finished. “Good as new.”

The Girl hugged the rabbit tightly against her chest.

“I’m gonna call him Ghost.”

Her brother  looked up slightly.

“Ghost?”

“Because of his wings.”

That made him laugh quietly under his breath.

“Ghost it is.”

After breakfast came adventures.

The beach. The park. Long drives with the windows rolled down while music screamed through blown speakers. They’d drive past huge buildings with fenced yards full of people feeding odd little baby cows.

She once asked her mother “Mommy, who are they?”

Nancy would glare out the window as they drove past the facility, “Mommy’s work, sweetie. They’re not people, they're just dirty yucky wheels in a machine mommy makes move so we can all eat. Ew right?”

“Ew!” She’d repeat turning her little nose up at the singed and dirt covered workers before they faded from sight.

Nancy turned to smile at her “That’s right Baby Star, ew.”

Aside from avoiding those sore spots on the horizon, the Girl loved spending time with her sisters in the car. Jessie turned everything into fantasy. Trees became monsters. Rocks became sleeping giants. Clouds held creatures only she could see. Anne always fought for control of the music while Frank sat with his notebook balanced on one knee.

She and their sisters would always strain to lean in their seatbelts around him listening to whispered horror stories that made them laugh and shriek at the same time.

Their parents laughed a lot back then.

At least she remembered those moments. But sometimes her dad got quiet. Sometimes she caught him staring at her through the rearview mirror instead of watching the road ahead.

Something in his expression shifted during those moments.

But she only smiled back and kept singing along to the radio.

His eyes always stayed on her too long.

But she was only a girl.

She thought she was safe.

At night, when the house finally settled down into softer noises, and their father was off at a bar somewhere, she liked watching Frank write.

Anne hummed quietly to herself in the kitchen while Jessie sprawled across the carpet sketching creatures into her notebooks with her tongue sticking slightly between her teeth in concentration.

Frank sat beneath the kitchen light with his battered notebook open in front of him, pen scratching steadily across paper for hours at a time.

The Girl watched him from the couch while hugging Ghost tightly against her chest.

His stillness fascinated her almost as much as her sisters’ chaos did.

Eventually curiosity dragged her across the room.

“Hey Frankie,” she asked softly. “What’re you writing about?”

Frank smiled at her a bit, the smallest of smiles she’d ever seen, grey eyes hidden beneath strands of black hair.

“My dreams.”

That answer stayed with her.

Long after Anne’s blue hairbrush microphone lay broken into pieces and covered in cobwebs. Long after Jessie’s sketchbook was left on the dust covered floors. Long after Frank and his notebooks vanished.

Years later, when she found herself writing because she didn’t know what else to do with the things inside her head, she would remember the way he said it.

My dreams.

Like even terrible things deserved somewhere to exist outside the body.

Movie nights belonged to everybody.

Blankets piled across couches and floors. Bowls of popcorn balanced on knees. Frank picked horror movies. Anne wanted musicals. Jessie loved fantasy stories. Stan always chose action films full of explosions. Nancy liked old science fiction movies with cheap practical effects.

The Girl didn’t care what they watched as long as everybody stayed in the same room together.

Sometimes she looked away from the television and caught Stan staring at her instead.

He wasn’t smiling.
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THE DAY EVERYTHING ended started beautifully.

Sand between their toes, sun on their shoulders, music on Anne’s speaker, salt in their hair. Jessie drew pictures of fantastic beasts and other creatures in the wet sand like she did in her sketchbook at home, crouched low as the tide kept trying to erase them.

The Girl tried to copy her, laughing when the waves washed everything away before she could finish anything properly.

Stan carried her most of the time on the walk back to the car. Not all the way—just when she got tired, or when he decided she was tired. He would lift her into his arms or settle her against his hip.

Stan would sometimes pull her into his lap if they were sitting down somewhere for too long. “Scuttle Bug getting slow,” he’d say with a low laugh, tightening his arm around her waist like it was normal, like it was nothing at all. She always laughed too, because everyone else was laughing somewhere nearby.

“We’ll come back next weekend,” their mother promised as they packed up towels and bags. Her voice was already halfway somewhere else, counting lists in her head. “With a picnic. Hopefully Frankie comes with us next time, he’s always sick all the time, it’s such a god damn headache.”

On the drive home, the Girl fell asleep between her sisters, warm and heavy from the sun, her head tilted against Jessie’s shoulder. She didn’t hear the steadily rising argument between her parents and older brother on the phone as they drove.

Anne ignored the commotion completely, humming a song under her breath while watching the passing road. Jessie counted clouds through the window, whispering to herself, trying to turn shapes into animals so she wouldn’t think about anything else.

Stan kept glancing at the rearview mirror.

Not at the road for long stretches.

At her.

The Girl’s dreams were filled with her sisters’ voices before she woke to something else entirely. Something louder. Something tearing through everything at once.

One second she was curled between Anne and Jessie, still warm from the beach, her head resting against Jessie’s shoulder. Stan’s voice was somewhere up front, half raised, half distracted. Nancy’s hands were on the wheel, steady but tired.

Then a flash of headlights filled the entire car.

Too close. Too fast. No time left for anything to change.

The sound came next, like the earth itself giving way under pressure, followed by the horrific crunch of metal folding in on itself. The semi plowed into the rear passenger side. Her side.

The impact snapped her body sideways, slamming her skull into the window. Glass shattered in a blinding spray, jagged shards slicing into her cheek, her arms, her thighs. Anne’s elbow drove into her ribs as the seat crumpled beneath them. 

Jessie’s body bucked once against her shoulder, a sudden violent movement that stopped almost immediately afterward.

The car spun.

The Girl couldn’t breathe. 

Ringing in her ears was outlined by static and the squelch of bending metal and someone—maybe her—screaming.

Blood that was not her own soaked into a puddle inside her mouth.
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THE GIRL BLINKED THROUGH smoke and the stinging burn of gasoline fumes. Eventually her mind caught up with what was happening, and realized she couldn’t feel her legs. Something warm and thick dripped down her neck. Jessie’s head was slumped against her shoulder, unnaturally heavy, hair sticking to her face in blood smothered strands. 

The Girl tried to move. Couldn’t feel her arms either, tried to scream, but only blood came splattering from between shuddering lips.

Her body didn’t belong to her anymore, as the blood dripped down her chin in thin, almost shiny rivers, tired eyes just stared at Jessie’s hand.

Still holding hers, an arm around the Girl’s waist. Her sister’s eyes were open, but wrong. Unfocused. Not seeing anything at all, but the grip her sister had on her had turned crushing in those final moments..

Anne’s body meanwhile, was folded against the back of the front seat like a broken doll, neck bent like an accordion of shattered bone, her hair matted with blood. 

The window beside her was spiderwebbed with red. 

Her eldest sister’s arm was still wrapped tightly around the ribs of the Girl, grip mostly her skeletal and shredded bloody fingers digging in. But it was still there, Anne’s bloody elbow twisted and embedded deep against her side.

The Girl looked down at it first. Then at her sisters. Then at the seat between them.

More blood.

It soaked everything. Every seat, the windows, the floor. Ghost was pinned near her feet, one button eye gone, half submerged in the spreading red across the floor.

Her mother was screaming in the front, over and over, voice breaking apart into something unrecognizable. Stan’s arm was twisted at an angle it shouldn’t have been, bone sticking through skin like chalk forced through paper. He was still conscious, still making sound. But it didn’t feel like sound anymore, it was noise happening somewhere far away.

Everything smelled like gasoline and copper and burning plastic. The air inside the car was thick with it, sticking to the back of her throat, making every breath feel like the quills of a porcupine had made a home in her lungs.

And then—

Even the silence died.

No more music, or laughter or any voices trying to pretend everything was normal.

The only remaining sound came from the faint hiss of the engine dying somewhere under the wreckage, and the reek of death settling into every surface.

Sirens came too late.

The bridge highway they were on began to creak slowly, a fatally wounded beast still trying to stand.

Screaming replaced shouting.

The Girl felt hands on her.

Pulling her away from Jessie and Anne.

A memory of crying. Screaming. Trying to hold on to her sisters as tightly as she possibly could, because that was the only thing still connected to anything she understood.

Covered in blood she cried out, kicking her little feet as they pulled her. She finally came away with Anne’s arm locked around her ribs and Jessie’s arm still tightly hugging her waist.

She didn’t understand at first that they weren't supposed to come apart like that.

The child stared blankly at her older sisters’ severed arms as they were tucked into a medical bag, still half curled as if it had simply let go a moment too late. Medics rushed her and her parents and the others away from the shaking, groaning bridge.

The structure beneath  soon began to fall into pieces that splashed into the water..

She lost consciousness in the arms of a medic, watching the distant wreck of the car still holding her dead sisters. Soon enough the car and every other around it began to tilt, then they all vanished into the huge crashing waves of the angry river below.

Afterward, she remembered the hospital.

White. Too white. Buzzing fluorescent lights overhead that never stopped humming. The smell of bleach and burnt wires sitting in the air filled her mind with haze. The Girl’s arms and head were wrapped in thick bandages where glass had cut her open. Her cheeks burned whenever she blinked and the sounds of machines surrounded her like some robotic orchestra of suffering.

Both of her parents were in beds opposite her. Frank was sitting in a chair by a wall in the room.

Anne and Jessie were....

Nancy gave a loud wail at the ceiling, her bandaged torso revealed when the blanket slipped off her. “You promised, Frank! You promised you’d come with us this time! You could have done something...You should have been there...!!!”

Frank sat slumped in the chair against the wall, his long black hair shadowing his face. His notebook was closed tight on his lap, his fingers pressed white around the spine. He didn’t look up. Under the hospital lights, his skin looked wrong, too pale, too thin, almost sickly translucent.

Fingers dug into his notebook so deep they ripped the binding.

Stan spoke up, arm in a sling, face marked with bruises. “We were on the damn phone with you! Arguing with you, while we were on the road, and now they’re gone!” He coughed into his good hand, but he only grew louder. “You’ve been a problem since you were a kid. Since the first time the sun burned you, when the food we fed you made you vomit up blood, you screamed like it was killing you. We tried. We tried the creams, the doctors, all the treatments, and nothing ever worked. Nothing ever fixed you.”

Frank lifted his head an inch, bloodshot eyes dull, but he didn’t speak.

Stan glared harder, his face twisted. “You’re not sick. You’re diseased. A freak. Hiding in the dark like some rat. And because of you...because we were fighting with you, they’re dead!”

The words were lightning striking the ground.

The Girl clutched her stuffed moth-winged rabbit against her bandaged chest, its fur stiff with dried blood, and wished she could disappear into the sheets.

Nancy’s fury shifted, trembling, her gaze landing on her youngest instead. Her voice was jagged, bitter. “And you...” She pointed at the bed. “If you had just woken up...” she trailed off, but the accusation hung in the air.

The Girl was too young to understand, but the look on her mother’s face made her want to burst into tears.

The silence was only by the beeping and the ragged breathing of people splitting apart.

Frank didn’t answer. His hands stayed locked around his notebook; tendons standing out white under his skin, holding it the way drowning people cling to driftwood.

That was how she remembered it, her parents’ grief turned poisonous, their blame slicing in every direction. Frank sitting just as dead in the corner, his quiet stare more terrible than their shouting.

And her sisters...

Anne and Jessie were...
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YEARS PASSED, GRIEF filled the house like floodwater. 

Her mother stopped smiling. 

Stopped cooking.

Screamed if the Girl didn’t wash the dishes even though she could barely reach the sink at first. Nancy unraveled, piece by piece, swallowed by guilt she never voiced but always aimed at her only remaining daughter.

Because she had fallen asleep and Frank wasn’t there.

Her mother would always say that she’d handle things, that life would be better, she just needed space from her every so often.

The Girl didn’t understand what that meant and she still didn’t.

Her mother never handled anything anymore, much less being near her. Her father stayed out at all hours of the night and the Girl grew older and felt like her life simply wasn’t hers. Like this was just some bad dream that she’d wake up from at any point. Her mother had taken to yelling at her over the smallest things and her father was no better. 

Time passed like the grime in the sink in those days, no more joy, no more laughter. Nothing that could even be thought of as happiness even haunted the halls of their home anymore. Frank drifted from room to room in silence, their parents disdain toward him whispered in hushed tones. 

When her father wasn't drinking at lonely bars, his grief manifested differently. He clung to the Girl with an intensity that she couldn’t shake, his attempts to comfort her feeling more like chains than love.

The brown haired girl sat quietly at the kitchen table, her eyes focused on the half-empty plate in front of her. It was the morning after her eighth birthday, but there was no birthday cake to show for it; no presents, no cheerful greetings. Her parents had barely noticed. 

The day had passed in a haze of grief, too consumed with the pain of Jessie and Anne’s deaths to mark the passage of another year of her life.

Her mother had been barely speaking and distant, as if she had forgotten what it felt like to celebrate anything. Nancy had spent most of the day sitting at the table, staring into space, her fingers tightly gripping a cup of coffee as though it were the only thing holding her together.

Her father had been quieter than usual. He had tried to make the day feel normal, had asked her if she wanted to do something special, but there was no joy in his eyes, no real effort behind the question. It was more like he was going through the motions, just as Nancy was, just as they both had been doing since the accident.

“I’m sorry, sweetie,” Nancy had whispered as she tucked the Girl into bed that night. "We... we’ll make it up to you next year."

But the Girl knew it wouldn’t be any different. She could feel the weight of her parents’ grief and it was smothering everything
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