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Content Warning


Graphic descriptions of murder and dismemberment 
Serial killer content with detailed crime scenes
Aggravated physical assault and battery 
Rape (off page)
PTSD and trauma responses because of rape
Sexual assault
Coerced sexual acts
Psychological manipulation
Obsessive/stalking behavior
Blood play
Objectophilia 
Power imbalances in sexual relationships
Revenge-motivated sexual relationships
Morally black and gray characters
Novella-length stories in a series (this is book 1 of 5)
Cliffhangers!
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Play List


1. “Closer” - Nine Inch Nails 
2. “Hurt” - Nine Inch Nails
3. “Tear You Apart” - She Wants Revenge
4. “Enjoy the Silence” - Depeche Mode
5. “Seven Devils” - Florence + The Machine
6. “Howl” - Florence + The Machine
7. “Rabbit Heart (Raise It Up)” - Florence + The Machine
8. “The Devil Within” - Digital Daggers
9. “Control” – Halsey
10. “Nightmare” – Halsey
11. “Gasoline” - Halsey
12. “Paint It Black” - The Rolling Stones
13. “Dead Inside” - Muse
14. “Pumped Up Kicks” - Foster the People
15. “Black No. 1″ - Type O Negative
16. “Demons” - Sleigh Bells
17. “Haunted” - Beyoncé
18. “Bury a Friend” - Billie Eilish
19. “You Should See Me in a Crown” – Billie Eilish
20. “Bad Guy” - Billie Eilish
21. “Skin” - Rihanna
22. “Criminal” - Fiona Apple
23. “Twisted” - MISSIO
24. “Look What You Made Me Do” - Taylor Swift
25. “Shitlist” – L7
26. “Pretend We’re Dead” – L7
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Sera


My body isn’t a temple. It’s a mausoleum. And I bury things in it every night. 
I sometimes wonder what archaeologists would find if they excavated me—memories calcified into bone, rage preserved like amber, grief packed in salt. The things I’ve swallowed would fill a museum.
The things I’m about to do would burn it down.
I come to town when the storm does, and the first fat raindrops hit my windshield as I pass the rusted sign for Wichita, Kansas.
Lightning cracks the sky open. For a single white-hot second, I see this place for what it is: a collection of fading buildings huddled together against the darkness, like teeth in a rotting mouth.
I ease off the gas. No reason to hurry now that I’m here. The rain picks up, drumming on the roof of my car like impatient fingers. Through the blur of water on glass, I see empty storefronts with newspapers in their windows. A church with a crooked steeple. A diner that looks like it’s been closed since the eighties, though the flickering neon sign still says OPEN.
Someone stands in the shadowed parking lot watching me pass. 
My GPS chirps, the robotic voice too cheerful for this place. “Turn right in 500 feet.”
The road winds uphill, and here, the houses grow sparser, older. Trees close in on both sides, branches stretching over the pavement like grasping claws. The storm intensifies, as if trying to push me back the way I came.
I turn onto a pockmarked gravel driveway. At its end looms a house—three stories of a weathered Victorian, silhouetted against the storm-dark sky. Black shutters hang askew from tall windows, and dead vines cling to the siding like veins on an old woman’s hand.
It’s absolutely perfect.
I kill the engine and sit, listening to rain hammer the car roof. From here, I can see a curtain shift in an upstairs window, though there shouldn’t be curtains or anyone to rustle them at all. The house is supposed to be empty.
Maybe it isn’t.
The thought doesn’t scare me. Nothing does, not anymore. Fear seems like a luxury for people who still believe the world has rules.
I grab my purse and step out into the deluge. Water soaks through my clothes immediately, plastering my black hair to my skull. I stand in the rain, letting it hit my upturned face, and study the house.
The For Sale sign dangles from one hinge, swinging violently in the wind. 
“I’m here,” I whisper, though I’m not sure who I’m talking to.
The house, maybe. Or the man across town who doesn’t know I’ve come for him.
A car splashes up the drive behind me. Headlights catch the falling rain, turning it to silver needles. A car door slams, and heels crunch on gravel.
“Ms. Vale? I’m so sorry I’m late.” The woman’s voice is strung tight with forced cheer. “This weather is just dreadful.”
The realtor is petite, middle-aged, clutching a leather portfolio over her head in a futile attempt to stay dry. Her blonde bob is already plastered to her cheeks. She winces when she peers at me, likely because I applied my eye shadow with a razor blade this morning.
No, not literally. I just like my eye wings lined extra sharp.
“Let’s get you inside.” The realtor fumbles with keys, dropping them once before managing to keep them in her grip. “I’m Meredith Byers. We spoke on the phone.”
I nod, not bothering with pleasantries. Her smile falters, but she recovers quickly.
“Shall we?” she asks, already moving up the cracked stone path.
The porch steps groan under our weight. Meredith’s heels click across the wooden boards as she hurries to the front door. More fumbling with keys. More nervous glances at me, at the sky, at her watch.
“This house has been vacant for a while now. The previous owners left rather suddenly,” she explains, her voice pitched too high. “Hence the…well, the condition inside. But the structure is sound. The inspector found no major issues.”
Liar. I can hear it in the way her words rush together.
The key turns in the lock, and the door swings inward on its own, as if pulled by invisible hands. Meredith steps back, letting me enter first, and I step over the threshold. 
The air inside feels thick and cold. It smells of dust and something else, something sweetly chemical beneath the mustiness. When Meredith hits the lights, I see that the foyer is cavernous, with peeling wallpaper and a grand staircase rising into shadows. A crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling, gray with cobwebs.
The house breathes around me, in, out, the sound of settling wood.
Meredith hovers near the door, not coming fully inside. “As you can see, it’s quite spacious. Four bedrooms upstairs, two bathrooms. The kitchen was updated in the nineties.”
“And the basement?” I ask.
Her smile freezes. “Oh, there is one, yes. But it’s not…accessible at the moment. The door is sealed for safety reasons.”
But Meredith, sweetie, remember five seconds ago? When you said the structure is sound? That the inspector found no major issues?
Shaking my head, I walk deeper into the house, my wet shoes leaving prints on the wooden floor. In the sitting room, rain lashes against tall windows. Lightning flickers, casting my shadow, long and distorted, against the wall. For a second, it doesn’t look like my shadow at all.
“Tell me why the basement is sealed,” I demand without turning around.
Silence stretches between us. I can almost hear Meredith calculating how much truth to tell me.
“It’s probably nothing serious,” she finally says. “A leak, some mold. The previous owners decided it wasn’t worth fixing before they left.”
I wonder how many lies she’ll tell before we’re done here.
I move to the staircase, running my hand along the banister. The wood is smooth beneath my fingers, polished by years of hands. How many? Whose? I imagine them all—families, children, lovers, ghosts—touching this same spot where my hand now rests.
“Tell me about the previous owners,” I say.
“The Mulligans? Lovely couple. He was in finance, I believe. They had to relocate for his job.”
I turn to face her. Her mascara has started to run, leaving faint black trails down her cheeks.
“And before them?”
Meredith shifts her weight from one foot to the other. “I’d have to check the records.”
“No, you wouldn’t.” I step closer. “You know exactly who lived here and when they left. And why.”
She glances toward the front door, seeming to calculate the distance. “Ms. Vale, if you’re not serious about the property—“
“I’ll take it.” I pull an envelope from my purse. “Cash. Like we discussed.”
Meredith stares at the envelope, conflict clear on her face. Responsibility versus commission. Warning me versus washing her hands of whatever happens next.
“Are you sure you don’t want a second viewing?” she asks, even as she reaches for the envelope. “Perhaps once the weather clears—“
“I don’t need a second viewing.” I hand her the envelope. “I already know what this house is.”
She holds the envelope like it may bite her. “And what is that?”
I smile, all teeth. “Exactly what I need.”
Meredith opens the portfolio on a small table by the door, her movements jerky. Papers appear—contracts, disclosures, all the bureaucracy that’s supposed to make this transaction normal. We pretend together, two women performing a ritual of signatures and initials while thunder growls outside.
“You’ll need to sign here. And here.” She points with a manicured finger that trembles slightly. “This is the disclosure about the basement. By signing, you acknowledge that you’ve been informed not to enter it until proper remediation can be completed.”
I sign without reading. The basement is exactly why I bought this place.
When all the papers are signed, Meredith hands me a set of keys with obvious relief. “Congratulations, Ms. Vale. The house is yours.”
She doesn’t say, “Enjoy your new home.” Even she can’t manage that lie.
Then she’s gone, fleeing through the rain to her car without looking back. I watch from the window as her taillights disappear down the driveway, swallowed by the storm and the trees.
Alone now, I listen to the house, the rain on the roof, the wind moaning through cracks in the windows, the subtle shifting of old joints. And beneath it all, something else. A waiting sound.
“It’s just you and me now,” I say to the emptiness.
I explore slowly, methodically, the way I do everything. Everything is outdated, and the ceilings all have water stains, brown blooms spreading like cancer. 
I stop in front of the basement door next to the laundry area. It’s been nailed shut, boards crisscrossed over its surface like a warning. Or a cage. The wood around the nails is splintered, as if someone tried to tear them out.
I press my ear against the door, but I hear nothing at first. Then a soft scratching sound, like fingernails against wood. Or claws.
The hallway light flickers overhead, casting shadows. I check the thermostat mounted on the wall nearby. It’s set to seventy degrees, but the temperature display reads forty-two. Cold for October, even with the storm.
Something brushes against my ear, a whisper of air, too deliberate to be a draft. I spin around.
Nothing. No one. Just the empty hallway stretching back to the foyer.
Then I hear it. A footstep from below in the basement. One heavy tread, followed by another. Then silence.
I back away from the basement door, one step at a time, keeping my eyes on it. The boards seem to bulge outward, though that must be a trick of the light. My back hits the opposite wall. I wait, my breath held.
Nothing moves. Nothing breaks through.
Slowly, my lips curve into a smile.
It’s getting dark outside, the storm bringing night early. I have a few supplies in my car, like an air mattress, a duffel stuffed with clothes, some groceries. I didn’t hire movers because I sold almost everything before I left Kansas City, so now all I have is myself, this house, and a plan. 
I make trip after trip in the rain, carrying things inside. The storm shows no sign of letting up, lightning still cutting jagged wounds in the sky.
By the time I’ve set up the air mattress in the main bedroom and eaten a sandwich, it’s fully night. I don’t bother turning on lights as I move through the house. Darkness and I are old friends.
I’m not healing. I’m not growing. I’m hunting, and I need the dark to see what I’m after.
I stand at the window, watching rain streak down the glass. In the distance, through gaps in the trees, I can see the lights of Wichita. Somewhere down there, he is going about his evening. Eating dinner, perhaps. Watching television. Sleeping peacefully in his bed.
Not for much longer.
Thunder cracks, so close it rattles the windows. For an instant, lightning illuminates the yard—and a figure standing at the edge of the trees. Tall, still…and watching the house. Watching me.
When the next flash comes, there’s nothing there.
I smile again, wider this time. “Come in out of the rain,” I whisper against the glass. “I don’t bite.”
Later, I lie on the air mattress, listening to the storm rage outside and the house creak around me. Sleep feels far away, so my thoughts drift to him. How he’ll look when he sees me again. If he’ll even recognize me. I’m not the same woman he destroyed. I’ve evolved into something new. Something that can hurt him back.
The ceiling above me darkens, a shadow spreading like ink across the peeling paint. It moves wrong, not following the path of tree branches outside the window, not cast by anything I can see. It pools directly above me, thickening until it seems solid.
I don’t move. I don’t breathe.
“I know you’re watching,” I whisper into the darkness.
The house creaks in reply, a long, drawn-out groan of settling wood. Or an acknowledgment.
From downstairs comes a sound—the basement door rattling in its frame. Just once. Hard enough to shake dust from the ceiling. Then silence.
I close my eyes and smile into the darkness. “Home sweet home.”
No one answers, but something hears me. I can feel it, settling over me, curious and hungry.
My blanket flutters suddenly with a burst of cold air. Something that shouldn’t be on the mattress with me nudges my inner thigh, something hard. Something made of frigid glass. Wiggling slightly, I make it roll away, but then it smacks into my thigh again.
Is that…?
My empty wine bottle. I reach down to feel the curve of the neck, which presses lightly against my underwear and the lips of my pussy underneath.
But I didn’t put the bottle there. It sat right next to my head on the floor only seconds ago.
I run my fingers along the smooth glass of the bottle, tracing the contours and pressing it more firmly against my pussy. The sensation is electric, sending sparks through my nerves, coaxing my body to respond. I shift again, this time spreading my legs wider.
Heat mounts in my core, a steady pulse that spreads outward, igniting my blood. I lift my hips slightly, nudging the bottle underneath my panties.
Awareness skates over my skin like a physical caress. I don’t know how I know, but I know: I’m not alone in this room.
It’s watching me.
It’s putting things under my blanket for me.
It’s curious about what I plan to do next.
I begin to move, slowly at first, rocking my hips against the bottle. The friction on my clit is delicious, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. The muscles in my thighs tense, and my toes curl as I allow my body to take over, moving instinctively, seeking more.
The bottle rolls against my clit, the pressure and the hard glass creating a contrast that sends me spiraling. I grip the neck of the bottle, holding it in place as I grind against it, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. The sounds of the storm outside seem to sync with my movements, the thunder and the pounding rain adding a wild rhythm to what I’m doing to my body.
But then another blast of cold air flutters the blanket. My nipples peak into aching points beneath my T-shirt, and I shiver.
And suddenly I’m not fucking an empty wine bottle anymore.
I’m holding a loaded gun between my thighs. My loaded gun, from my duffel bag that should be all the way downstairs.
That’s where I left it anyway. The gun’s always loaded now, just in case.
My body is still begging for release, though. Carefully, I start to bring the gun out from under the blanket to set it aside so that I can continue fucking the bottle.
But a growl emits from directly over my face. My pulse spikes.
Message received. From whom or what, I have no idea.
Keeping my fingers as far away from the safety and the trigger as possible, I lower the gun beneath my panties and rub my clit with the barrel. Then I slowly push the neck of the wine bottle inside my pussy.
I let out a loud moan, the sound echoing through the empty house, and I push and pump harder, faster, chasing the sensation that’s building deep within me, a coiling tension that promises release.
The shadows on the ceiling swirl as if in response to my movements.
This is fucking stupid, reckless, necessary. I don’t stop, can’t stop, as the pressure builds, pushing me closer to the edge. I could shoot my damn clit right off.
The danger in that possibility only makes me writhe harder. The house seems to breathe with me, the creaks and groans matching the wild rhythm of my hips.
The cold steel bites at my clit as I grind the gun barrel against it, the ridges of the sight catching my swollen flesh in a way that makes my vision blur. Still stuffed with the wine bottle, its neck stretching me wide, I can feel the cool glass warming from my heat.
The bottle inside me shifts on its own and rotates, going in deeper, as if an invisible hand between my thighs is twisting it. I cry out, my back arching off the mattress. The stretch burns. It’s both too much and not enough.
I’m so wet that I’m dripping down the bottle’s neck. The gun’s muzzle grinds over my clit, relentless. It’s not me moving it or the bottle anymore. Something else has taken over, and the gun pistons against me, hard, fast. The bottle pulls out almost all the way, then slams back in. I cry out loudly.
The cold metal seeps into my bones, but my cunt is on fire. The contradiction tears a sob from my throat, and tears stream down my temples and into my hair.
The bottle fucks me in brutal, short strokes. The gun drags over my clit until I’m raw. Lightning flashes outside, bleaching the room white for an instant.
And then it happens. I scream, not in pleasure, but in fucking ecstatic ruin. My body locks, back bowed like
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