
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Splinter

        

        
        
          Splinter: The Jodi Daniels Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Dorian Blackcraft

        

        
          Published by Dorian Blackcraft, 2025.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Dorian Blackcraft

	    

      
	    
          
	      Splinter: The Jodi Daniels Series

          
        
          
	          Splinter

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Red Season

          
        
          
	          No Other Gods

          
        
          
	          Steel Pirates

          
        
          
	          Monetary Games

          
        
          
	          Thy Art Is Murder

          
        
          
	          The Secrets Of Society

          
        
          
	          Conspiracy Of Truth

          
        
          
	          In This Life Or The Next

          
        
          
	          The Readers Sin

          
        
          
	          The Somerset Manuscript

          
        
      

      
    
    


I

The trailer shook with the low, uneven thrum of trucks rumbling down the cracked asphalt outside. Inside, the smell of stale smoke, spilled beer, and the sharp tang of sweat clung to everything—curtains, cushions, and the thin, sagging mattress Jodi Daniels called a bed. He pressed his hands to the counter, knuckles white, trying to shrink into the peeling linoleum and cracked walls. His father’s voice tore through the small space.

“Jodi! You little—”

The words broke off as his father stumbled over a bottle, cursing, sending brown liquid spilling across the floor. His mother cackled from the sagging couch, half-naked, fingers twitching as she waved a cigarette like a wand. They barely noticed him. They barely cared. He had learned early that his existence was optional.

He pressed his face to the cold linoleum, listening to the creaks of the trailer under the weight of his parents. Outside, the fog from the Juniata River rolled along the trailer park, curling around the rusting mailboxes, the broken swings, and the scattered bottles like some living thing. He imagined it seeping into the trailer, covering him, swallowing him completely.

School was no reprieve. Walking down the hallways of Port Royal Elementary, he felt the weight of every gaze before it landed on him. “Jodi... Jodi freak!” The whisper came before he even reached the lockers. He pressed himself against the wall, trying to disappear. A kick slammed his locker shut, sending a folder clattering to the floor. Laughter cut sharp through his ears, and a camera flash caught him sprawled across the linoleum. Mouth open, eyes wide, frozen in humiliation.

He wanted to scream. He wanted to fight. But silence was survival. He’d learned that the hard way. So he cataloged everything instead—names, insults, shoves, sneers. Every slight etched into his mind like a ledger.

At night, under his thin blanket, he whispered to the dark: If I had someone like Splinter... someone who would see me... maybe I wouldn’t have to vanish every day. The T.V. flickered, shadows dancing across the ceiling. Monsters moved in the shapes of his imagination. The wind rattled the trailer siding as if answering back, whispering in tongues only he could hear.

His rituals had begun early. Fingers dug into his scalp nightly, ripping at patches of hair until the skin screamed. Blood mixed with strands of hair, metallic against his nose. He stared into the cracked mirror, blinking back tears, but the pain was control. Tangible. Predictable. His alone.

Port Royal itself felt hostile. Streets were narrow, lined with sagging buildings and rusting mailboxes. Broken bottles littered the cracked asphalt. Shadows pooled in corners, stretching long under the weak streetlights. Every step, every creak of gravel under his boots, every

shifting fog tendril was a test, a rhythm. He moved silently, watching neighbors, classmates, and strangers, cataloging them all for the ledger in his mind.

After school, he trailed a group of boys walking home, laughter bouncing off the cracked asphalt. He had no access to the joke, only its echo, only the sting. His hands curled into fists, nails biting into palms. He followed at a distance, cloaked in fog. A stray dog barked suddenly. He froze, muscles taut. Imagined the smallest, most precise strike, then withdrew. The dog slunk back. Silence returned.

The cafeteria was no less cruel. Lunch trays collided. Mashed potatoes slid across the floor. Boys laughed, leaning close to mock him. One whispered, “What’s the matter, Jodi? Gonna cry?” He imagined his hand closing around a knife, the arc silent, perfect. The bell rang before anything happened. He walked out, stomach twisting, mind humming with quiet, deadly thoughts.

Home smelled worse than ever—vomit, alcohol, rot. Parents sprawled on the couch, oblivious. Jodi stepped carefully over shards of glass and sticky puddles, imagining the swing of a blade. The adrenaline hummed, cold and steady. Outside, fog from the river curled around the trailer park, twisting along the ground like fingers reaching for him. He imagined tossing shapes into the water, letting it swallow them whole. Shadows danced across the surface, whispering of violence to come.

He crouched on the sidewalk one night, boots scraping gravel, eyes scanning the mist. Every sound was a test: a trash lid shifted, a branch snapped, footsteps that might be real or imagined. Shapes formed in the fog—maybe children walking home, maybe nothing. The suspense made the pulse jump in his ears. Each step was careful, deliberate, measured. His ledger of grudges ran long: classmates, teachers, neighbors, parents. Ghosts waiting.

Even in dreams, he moved silently among the faces of tormentors. Screams hung frozen, muted, unrelenting. He struck with surgical precision. Restless hands curled tight into fists when he awoke. Exhilaration coursed through him.

The wind rattled the trailer siding. A scraping sound came from the roof—branch? Something else? He pressed flat against the mattress, eyes wide. The night was alive. Fog drifted along the riverbank, curling, twisting. Shadows whispered threats, hinting at what was to come.

And yet, sleep came. For now, the boy who had been invisible, ignored, mocked, was gone. But the night promised more. Something waited. Something patient. Something unstoppable.

II

The morning fog hung low over Port Royal, curling along cracked sidewalks and the skeletal branches of bare winter trees. Jodi walked the same path to school he had for years, boots crunching on gravel, fingers tucked tight into his pockets. He kept his head down, eyes flicking to the ground, but every glance upward reminded him: the town had never been kind. Not the teachers. Not the neighbors. Not the students.

Inside the school, the hum of fluorescent lights was almost painful. Lockers slammed, sneakers squeaked, and laughter cut sharper than glass. His name, Jodi, was already floating in the air before he reached the first locker. “Jodi! Freak!” followed by a snicker. He pressed himself against the wall, as small as a shadow, trying to become invisible.

One boy stepped close, elbow nudging his ribs. “You got anything to say, Jodi? Or you gonna cry like a girl?” His voice was low, but every word punctured Jodi’s chest. He imagined swinging a metal lunch tray, imagining the splintering chaos, imagining their panic. A dull thrum of excitement rose in his stomach, sharp as adrenaline. He took a slow, controlled breath. Nothing happened. The moment passed.

In the cafeteria, the seats were full, the air thick with the smell of grease and disinfectant. He slid into a corner, unnoticed at first, though not for long. A tray collided with his shoulder.

Mashed potatoes squelched against his sleeve. Laughter erupted around him. One boy leaned close, eyes glinting. “What’s wrong, Jodi? Gonna cry today?”

He felt the heat rising in his chest, a rising tide of fury and humiliation. His fingers twitched, imagining a silent strike, precise and sudden, the way his mind had practiced for years. But he only clenched his fists under the table, counting seconds, heart hammering, breathing slow, methodical. The camera flash of a student phone lit his face, and someone else laughed, the sound echoing like a bell tolling.
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