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Triggers


(For the love of all that is unholy, do not skip)





Graphic descriptions of murder 

Aggravated physical assault and battery 

Rape (off page)

Rape (in a dream)

Rape of a rapist (implied)

PTSD and trauma responses because of rape

Physical aftermath of rape

Suicide

Suicidal ideation

Graphic torture scenes

Body desecration

Psychological torture

Psychological manipulation

Domestic violence (mentioned in backstory)

Child abuse (mentioned in backstory)

Blood play

Knife play

Breath play

Restraint

Cum-stuffing

Squirting

Revenge-motivated sexual relationships

Morally black and gray characters

Novella-length stories in a series (this is book 5 of 5)
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Play List


(In No Particular Order)





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








  
  

Chapter 1
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Sera





The cold fire in my veins is screaming. The kind that makes you want to run in every direction at once, but you arrive at none. 

Daddy already poured himself out of the house like a black tide to search for Eddie, who is…not dead.

He’s not. Daddy will find him before it’s too late and save him just like he saved James. I have to believe that.

An engine sounds from outside, loud, pushed to its limit, the roar of a car being driven by someone who does not give a single solitary fuck about the transmission. Tires shriek on asphalt, then headlights blaze through the living room's tarp-covered bay window.

It’s James's van.

I see it through the front door, still open after Daddy’s departure because all I can do is wait for him to come back.

His stereo speakers blast through his open windows. "Twisted" by MISSIO. The bass shakes through the foundation and into the soles of my feet.

James drives his van straight across my lawn, over the sidewalk, and parks it so close to the porch that the bumper kisses the bottom step. The headlights die, the engine cuts, and the night goes deadly quiet again. 

He crashes out of the van and fills the doorframe. His eyes are wild, flickering blue-black-ember in rapid succession like a strobe. Shadows trail from his fists, coiling and snapping, his body vibrating with violence that has nowhere to land. 

"Prayer." He crosses the distance in three strides, his hands on my face, my shoulders, my arms. "Ye all right? Are ye hurt?"

I shake my head even though I’m far from all right. My hands are shaking. I didn't notice until his steadied them in his firm grasp.

James reads my face, and whatever he sees there makes his jaw clench so hard the muscles cord along his neck. He pulls me against his chest, one arm crushing me to him, the other still trailing shadows that whip and coil around us both. His heart beats fast and furious, and I realize he's as terrified as I am for Eddie. 

Then he looks up, and his face changes. His expression sharpens into something colder as his ember-flecked eyes sweep from the tarp-covered bay window to the tarp-covered kitchen window.

"These arenae windows," he says. "These are invitations for Vincent. Who the fuck knows what he’ll do next, Prayer. These tarps wouldnae stop a determined child, let alone a man with a gun and nothing left to lose."

I shiver in his arms as my gut churns. He's right. Vincent just murdered his wife and staged it to look like Red Hands did it. He just shot a cop in a public parking lot. The man has crossed every line there is to cross, and a man with no lines left is a man with no limits.

My worry has stalled my brain and turned me into a fucking idiot. Without Daddy here, without James, I only have myself and my shadows. Would that be enough to stop Vincent if he's already here, already inside, crouched in a dark corner of this broken house waiting for me to turn my back? 

The thought hits like a bucket of ice water.

"James." My voice drops. "Do you think he’s already here?"

His eyes snap to mine. The embers flare.

James releases me, strides to the front door, and hauls it shut. The hinges shriek. The frame is still cracked from Daddy's assault during my kidnapping, the wood splintered along the grain, and the door doesn't sit flush anymore. There's a gap at the top wide enough to slide a hand through and another at the bottom where the threshold has warped.

After he locks it, we move together in shared paranoia. James pulls the shadows tighter around his fists until they solidify into something that looks like gauntlets made of frozen smoke. I draw my gun. The weight of it is a small, hard comfort in my palm.

As one, we check the entire house from top to bottom.

When we come back upstairs from the empty basement, I let out a breath I've been holding since the thought first entered my skull. The house is ours. For now.

“I have boards, nails, and hammers,” I say, gazing at the hardwood.

James thumbs my chin so I look up at him. “The house isn’t your fault, Prayer. Let’s make it safe for ye, aye? Wait here. I have shit in my van to help.”

He goes back outside, and when he returns, he's carrying a toolbox, a drill, and plywood. What else does he have in the back of that van that can help clean up messes of all kinds? The man is a walking contingency plan wrapped in muscle and bad intentions.

After we’ve gathered more supplies from the shed out back, we get to work.

I hold the sheets of wood in place while he drives screws through it on either side of each frame. The drill screams with each screw, a high-pitched whine that sets my teeth on edge, but the plywood holds. It's not pretty. It's not even particularly secure against someone with a crowbar and motivation. But it's better than tarps and duct tape.

And it serves as a speed bump. Speed bumps buy seconds, and seconds are the currency of survival at the moment.

I sit on the kitchen floor with my back against the solid wall. James sits beside me, close enough that our shoulders touch, his shadow-wrapped hand resting on my thigh. My gun is in my lap. The knife is in my boot.

"He'll find him," James says. 

Then why is it taking so long?

I listen for something I can't hear—the pulse of my bond with Daddy, stretched across the distance that separates us. He's out there. He's searching. The vast, hungry dark that chose to come back to its cage because I was in it is now tearing through the night to find the man who protects me with his mind.

“How long did it take to heal you, James?” I ask quietly.

"I dinnae ken." James's voice is quiet, not the playful lilt or the dangerous purr I’m used to. “I think it took a while.”

"Eddie held me in the hospital," I say. "He took the nail polish off my hands."

James's jaw works, and his throat bobs.

"If Eddie dies," I say, and my voice is a thing I don't recognize, flat and cold and filled with shadows. "I will burn this city to the ground. I will start with Vincent's house and end with his bones, and I will not stop, and I will not be stopped, and whatever is left of me when it's over will not be worth saving."

James looks at me. The embers in his eyes glow steadily, twin coals in the dark.

"Aye," he says simply. "And I'll hand ye the match."

“This is the same feeling I had when I thought you were dead, James,” I whisper. “And when I watched the video of Red Hands torturing you over and over.”

He squeezes my thigh. “I ken.”

“I’m sorry.” Those words are so shallow for what I truly feel.

He brushes his fingers over my cheek. "Dinnae apologize. You've never done one thing wrong."

I huff out a humorless laugh. I’ve done plenty of things wrong.

James's shadows pulse in time with my heartbeat, or maybe mine pulses in time with his. We're connected now, both of us tethered to the same darkness, and in the silence of this boarded-up house, I can feel the thread that runs between us humming with shared fear.

"When I was wee," James says, "and Da was on a tear, I'd hide in the cupboard under the stairs. There was a crack in the door, just wide enough to see through. I'd watch his boots go past. Back and forth, back and forth. And I'd think, if I just stay quiet enough, if I just stay still enough, maybe he'll forget I exist."

He pauses. The shadows around his hands darken.

"He never forgot. But the waiting was always worse than the beating. The beating had an end. The waiting didnae, but I’ll wait with ye for as long as it takes."

My chest aches. The cold fire inside me dims to something warmer, something that hurts in a different way. I press closer to him, and he loops his arm around my shoulders and holds me.

We sit in the dark and wait for Daddy to bring our Mind home.

James’s right though. Waiting is worse. Waiting is its own kind of violence. It doesn't cut or bruise or break bone. It just sits on your chest and presses down, slow and patient, compressing your lungs until each second is a year and the silence between heartbeats stretches into a void wide enough to lose yourself in.

But we can’t do anything other than wait.








  
  

Chapter 2
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Azhrael





I find him by the smell of his blood, the way a river smells the sea. 

The city is a grid of shadows, and I move through them easily into alleyways, into the drainage ditch beneath the overpass, under every parked car. I taste the air, taste the night, taste the fading warmth of a man who is leaving this world one heartbeat at a time.

There.

A parking lot in front of a forgettable beige building. A car with its driver's side window shattered, glass scattered across the asphalt in a glittering constellation. The dome light on. A phone in the footwell.

On the ground beside the open door, in a spreading lake of blood so dark it looks like oil, lies the Mind.

He is on his back. One arm flung out, hand curled around nothing. His shirt is so saturated it no longer absorbs but merely channels, blood running in rivulets down his ribs and pooling in the hollow of his hip before overflowing onto the asphalt.

His eyes are closed. His face is the color of concrete.

Two gunshots. The shoulder, which has bled long enough to create the lake beneath him. The chest, still pulsing weakly with each contraction of a heart that doesn't know it should stop. 

His heartbeat is wrong, though. Where Sera's heart is a stubborn drum and James's is a war beat, Eddie's is a stumble. A stagger. The rhythm of a man walking downstairs in the dark who has missed a step and hasn't yet hit the bottom.

He is very close to the bottom.

My shadows surge around his body. The temperature plummets. Frost erupts across the asphalt in radiating ferns, crystallizing the blood at its edges into a dark, glittering crust. The streetlight above us buzzes, flickers, and dies.

I press my awareness into the wounds. His shoulder is a ruin. His chest is the executioner because the bullet is lodged in his lung. The lung is collapsing, filling with blood, drowning him from the inside. Each breath pulls less air and more fluid.

The Mind has minutes. Perhaps less.

I could freeze the bleeding the way I froze James's. James's soul was already feral, already oriented toward violence and devotion. He didn't need convincing. He needed permission.

Eddie is different.

A man who built his identity on order and reason and law, brick by careful brick, a wall between himself and the chaos he knows lives on the other side. He follows procedure not because he believes in the system but because the system is the only leash he trusts to hold the darker impulses he's spent decades pretending don't exist.

I have seen those impulses. I visited him in his dreams while he slept in Sera's house. I saw the rooms he keeps locked. The version of himself that likes to watch from behind the glass of his own discipline with patient, hungry eyes. 

He chose the right side every single day, even when it cost him. Even when Sera walked into his life trailing the type of shadows I had nothing to do with. He chose the right side, and then he chose her anyway.

Still, a man like that does not sell his soul easily.

But a pact requires consent. The words must be spoken. The will must be present. The soul must be given, not stolen.

And he is unconscious.

I lean close. My form solidifies, a face emerging from the dark, features assembling from shadow and cold and the memory of what faces look like. 

"Eddie." His name in my mouth is different, almost formal, the way you speak to someone whose judgment you respect, even if you are the thing that lives under their bed.

Nothing. His eyelids don't flicker. His heartbeat continues its drunken stagger toward silence.

I let my shadows go deeper until I sense him within, still there, still clinging to life.

You’re dying, I tell him, mind to Mind, meaning pressed into meaning. You know this. And you know I can save you.

His awareness sharpens. 

The cost is absolute. Your soul. Bound to me. You will be mine the way Sera is mine, the way James is mine. Tethered. Changed. Stronger. But less you, more me.

A long silence. 

Then, Haven't been me since I met her.

The truth of it resonates through the dark between us. He stopped belonging to himself the moment he chose to lie for Sera countless times, to bend the law he swore to uphold because a woman with shadows in her eyes looked at him and saw something worth trusting. Every choice after that was him following her down a dark path.

Now he's here. At the end.

Vincent. His awareness presses and sharpens. 

Still out there.

A pause, a movement from within, then, Do it. 

Two words. The same two words James spoke on Sera's floor. 

The decision to continue existing not because life is precious but because there is something left undone. A monster still walking free. A woman he loves still in danger. 

I do not hesitate.

More shadows enter him the way water enters stone, finding the cracks, the fissures, the wounds. I seep into the shoulder first, threading through shattered bone, filling gaps with cold that hold the pieces together.

His body convulses on the asphalt. His back arches. His right hand claws at frozen blood. But he doesn't wake.

The lung is the critical work. I slide farther into his chest. My shadow-tendril grips the slug and draws it backward along its entry path.

The bullet exits in a gout of dark blood and lands on the asphalt with a small, wet tink. I seal the wound behind it immediately, shadows flooding the channel, displacing blood.

Through it all, I feel his soul.

It’s structured, a library with every book shelved, every drawer labeled, every door locked. 

But beneath the order, in the basement of the library, behind a door locked with a lock that has no key—

The dark room.

Where he keeps the rage that has no outlet. The hidden desires. The part that watched Sera smile with blood on her hands and felt not horror but hunger.

I do not open that door, but I brush against it as I pass. The lock shudders, and what lives behind it feels me too.

The pact between us settles into place. The cold seals the last wound. The shadows withdraw to just beneath his skin, invisible but structural. His breathing steadies. His heartbeat finds its rhythm, underlaid now with the echo of my pulse beneath his.

Sera’s dark court is now complete.

His eyes open, clear, sharp, more acute than they were when he was merely human. He blinks at the dead streetlight, at the frozen blood, at the shattered window of his car. At me.

"Vincent." His voice is raw but steady.

One word, spoken like a target.

He shoots up into a sitting position and immediately spots the bullet I just took out of him. He picks it off the asphalt and puts it into his pocket.

Evidence, even now, even after dying and being remade by a devil in a pool of his own blood, the detective collects evidence.

He gets in the car, starts the engine, and drives away, signaling at the intersection.

And I follow, beneath the car, around it, in every shadow the headlights cast. I am the road beneath his tires and the night above his roof and the cold air bleeding through the shattered window.

Vincent Harrow has no idea what is coming for him.
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