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I used to sleep.

Now I just close my eyes and see red and black.

My apartment was a tomb of fluorescent lighting and printed insanity. Every inch of the living room wall was covered in her. Crime scene photos, surveillance stills, pieces of charred graffiti she’d sprayed on walls before she vanished like smoke. In the center of it all was the same photo I kept coming back to...her face caught mid-laugh outside a burning chemical plant two years ago. White hair in those blood-red and black pigtails, scarlet lips peeled back over perfect teeth, like she’d just heard the funniest joke in the world while the sky behind her rained fire.

Lola Pike.

I hated how hard my cock got every time I looked at that picture. Still do.

I took a pull from the bottle of cheap bourbon on my desk, the one with no label I’d bought from the corner store at 2 a.m. The burn felt good. Everything else in my life was bullshit.

Two years ago I was golden...28 years old, the youngest senior investigator in the Bureau’s Domestic Terrorism unit. They called me "the closer." Nice little nickname. Then she happened.

First time was a armored car heist in the Theater District. Nothing special, except the driver and both guards were found laughing so hard they’d pissed themselves, high on some custom aerosol she’d cooked up in an abandoned lab. The truck was gone. In its place she’d left a giant red heart spray-painted on the pavement with the words:

Come play with me, Agent Greer.

I became obsessed the way other men become alcoholics.

My captain, Morales, started noticing when I stopped going home. Then when I stopped sleeping. 

“You need to drop this, Dominic,” he told me six months in, after she blew up an empty warehouse just to send me a message written in thermite. “She’s playing you. This isn’t about the case anymore.”

He was right. I told him to go fuck himself.

Because by then she was leaving me personal invitations.

A pair of her panties nailed to my car hood with a playing card that read I’m getting wet thinking about how angry you are right now.

A voicemail left on my work phone of her moaning while she got herself off, whispering my name between gasps. I still have it. I listen to it when I’m weak.

I’m weak a lot these days.

I crossed to the window, looking down at the rain-slicked street. Thirty years old and I already looked like I’d aged ten. The stubble on my jaw was turning into a beard I couldn’t be bothered to shave. My body was still strong—gym and rage will do that—but my eyes had that dead shine. The kind men get when they’ve been staring at the same monster too long and started to like the way it smiles back.

My phone buzzed on the desk. Unknown number. I already knew who it was.

I answered without speaking.

A little giggle slid through the line, the kind that went straight to your dick and your kill switch at the same time.

“Evening, sugar,” that broken-honey voice purred. “You still staring at my picture? I bet you’re hard right now. I bet you’re touching yourself while you look at what a bad girl I’ve been.”

I said nothing. My grip on the phone tightened until the plastic creaked.

Lola made a soft, sympathetic sound. “Poor Dominic. So much rage. So much need. You’re gonna come looking for me soon, aren’t you? I can feel it. Your cock and your pride won’t let you stay away much longer.”

She hung up.

I threw the phone across the room. It shattered against the wall right next to a blown-up photo of her newest masterpiece—a sixty-foot smiley face made of C4 on the side of a federal building. She’d signed it with her signature tag: Property of Lola, If you can catch me, you can fuck me.

I stared at those words until they blurred.

She was right.

I was going to find her.

And when I did, I wasn’t sure if I was going to arrest her...

...or wrap my hand around that pretty throat and finally give her what she’d been begging for.

I sat down at my desk again, pulled the newest file toward me, and opened it.

A 47-carat blood diamond known as Diablo’s Tear had been stolen from a private collector three nights ago. The thief left behind a calling card. A playing card with a crude drawing of a bomb and two words written in perfect red lipstick: Boom, baby.

My dick twitched against my thigh like a traitor.

I smiled for the first time in weeks. 

“Got you, you psychotic little bitch.”

I cracked my knuckles, took another pull of bourbon, and started reading every detail of the heist like a man reading dirty letters from the woman he’s going to ruin.

Two years of foreplay was enough.

It was time to go shove my badge and my cock into the maddest woman on the East Coast.

And God help us both when I finally caught her.
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I stood in the middle of what used to be the private vault room of Carlisle Auctions, hands in the pockets of my leather jacket, staring at the word she’d sprayed across the shattered display case in dripping red letters.

WET.

Underneath it, in smaller black script: for you, Greer.

Forensic techs moved around me like ghosts. Nobody wanted to look me in the eye anymore. I didn’t blame them. I probably looked like a man who’d spent the night fucking the devil and was already jonesing for round two.

The diamond was gone...Diablo’s Tear. Forty-seven carats of perfect red. Worth enough to buy a small country. Lola hadn’t taken any of the other stones. Just that one. She’d left the rest scattered on the floor like cheap candy.

She wanted me to know this wasn’t about money.

It was about me.

I crouched down next to one of the three guards. The poor bastard was still twitching, eyes wide, pants soaked. She’d hit them with something new this time. A custom aerosol that turned grown men into drooling messes. The lab boys were going to have a field day with it. I already knew what they’d find, her signature chemical flourish. She used to be a brilliant chemist. Now she was just brilliant at breaking people.

“Same as the Laughing Gas incident in ’22,” I muttered, more to myself than the tech taking photos. “Only this version makes you nut instead of laugh.”

My new partner, Ramirez, hovered ten feet away looking nervous. Kid was twenty-four and still believed in rules. Cute.

“Agent Greer,” he said. “Captain’s on his way. He specifically said not to touch anything until...”

“I’m not touching. I’m looking.” I straightened up and wiped my hands on my jeans even though they were clean. “She wants me to see this. That’s why she timed the security loop to restart at exactly 4:17 a.m. She knew I’d be here first.”

Ramirez swallowed. “You talk about her like she’s your ex-girlfriend.”

I gave him a flat look. “She’s worse.”

I followed the trail of red and black handprints down the hallway. She’d cartwheeled. I could see the smeared prints where her combat boots had landed. At the end of the corridor she’d left me another present.

Mr. Bang had been here.

The mallet’s head had crushed the marble floor in one perfect impact crater. Next to it, spray-painted in her childish scrawl: He’s been dying to meet you, Detective. Come say hi.

Beneath that was an address. Just three words painted in the same red lipstick she used.

Under the Empire.

I felt my pulse kick hard in my throat.

The Empire Theater. Abandoned since the ’98 flood. The main building was condemned, but the real shit was underneath...old speakeasy tunnels, dressing rooms, storage vaults that went four stories deep. The perfect playground for someone who liked to mix sex, explosions, and theater.

She was waiting for me down there. I knew it in my bones.

My phone rang. Morales.

I answered it while still staring at her handwriting. I could almost smell her on the wall—gunpowder, bubblegum, and that sweet chemical burn she left behind like perfume.

“Tell me you’re not at the scene, Greer.”

“I’m at the scene.”

A long sigh that sounded like a man watching his best horse run into a burning barn. “Goddammit, Dominic. We have a tactical team for this. You are not...”

“She’s underground. Empire Theater. She left me an invitation.”

“You are not going down there alone. That’s an order. I’ve got SWAT staging in forty minutes. We do this by the book.”

I laughed once, dry and ugly. “The book doesn’t work on her, Captain.”

“Stand the fuck down, Agent. That’s not a suggestion.”

I looked at the handprints on the wall. I pictured those same hands wrapped around that ridiculous mallet. Pictured them wrapped around my throat while she rode me and laughed.

“I hear you,” I said.

Then I hung up.

Ramirez was watching me like I was a lit fuse. “He sounded pissed.”

“He usually is.” I pulled my backup piece from the ankle holster and checked the mag. Habit. “Go back to the field office, kid. Write a nice report. Use lots of big words.”

“Greer... don’t do this. She’s crazy. Like, actually doesn
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