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Ω PLAYLIST Ω

1. Inbred by

Ethel Cain

2. Underwater by

Mackenzie Arromba

3. EVIL by

Melanie Martinez

4. Daddy by

Korn

5. I’m Not Jesus (feat. Corey Taylor) by

Apocalyptica

6. Lost by

The Cure

7. Bury a friend by

Billie Eilish

8. labour by

Paris Paloma

9. Oscar Winning Tears by

RAYE

10. Margaret (feat. The Bleachers) by

Lana Del Rey

11. Gun by Doja Cat
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Dedicated To

Every man who’s ever hurt me.

Fuck you.

TRIGGER WARNING

THIS BOOK IS INTENDED FOR ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. IF YOU ARE BELOW THE AGE OF 18, PLEASE RECONSIDER READING THIS.
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There are no such thing as haunted houses; there’s only homes filled with haunted people.

1

Lucille

I bought a gun today.

You can’t live in a world full of haunted souls and return to a home full of demons without protection. I carry it with me in a locked square safe in my purse everywhere I go. To work at the studio. At “home”. At university. At Jason’s. At Carmen’s. The bathroom. Etc.

When I enter my criminology class on Monday, my gun rests in my Ted Baker London white bag, secured in place.

The lecture continues, and my phone pings next to the safe in my bag during class. I pull it out while my lecturer pulls up slides of criminal cases for the assignment.

Jason Arman: Come over tonight. The podcast episode from last week was lit.

My stomach churns at the message. I wasn’t in the mood today. Last night, the Demon wouldn’t let me sleep. He crept into my room, and I felt his heavy breathing reverberating through my small sanctuary. I pretended to be asleep and held still when his hand touched my shoulder. My heart hammered in my chest so hard that I thought I was having a heart attack.

He left without a word.

I’d downed 300 milligrams of antidepressants that morning.

Lucille: I can’t. I have an assignment. Raincheck?

I put my phone away and typed notes on my MacBook. When I walked off campus and into the parking lot, I got into my Yaris and drove home. I stopped for lunch at a Starbucks on the way.

At home, I took out my lunch, a jumbo muffin and a latte, then started typing away on my assignments.

I checked Soundcloud and saw that my podcast episode from 10 hours ago had garnered two thousand plays. It was a true crime podcast. Tonight’s episode was on Jeffrey Epstein. Last night’s episode was on Celebrity Satanic cults. I was thinking P. Diddy for the next one. I called my podcast EXPOSÉ. I talked about random creepy shit in the world. Jason liked to edit or join in sometimes. He was a friend from high school. The only friend I still had from that awful time in my life. He was pansexual. I let him finger me sometimes.

I got another text after I clicked “submit” on my assignment for criminology.

Carmen: There’s an opening at SLUTS. Want to come? My manager wants you to play Wrecked on Friday. He’ll pay you a thousand Rand.

Well, shit. I couldn’t say no to that.

Lucille: I’m in.

Carmen: Fire. See you at 9 p.m. for soundcheck. You’re on at 10 p.m.

Lucille: 👌okay

I heard my door creak open behind me. I turned around to see my mother at the door. She walked in, her Louboutin shoes clicking against my bedroom tiles.

“Lucille?” Vanessa spoke.

“Mom?” I answered.

“What’s up? How are you?” She looked ashy and tired. She had come in from work, as shown by her work attire. She had her pencil dress and satin black blouse on. She was a public defender at a firm in the city.

“I’m good,” Lucille said.

“Your sister is coming home this weekend from boarding school.” Her mother informed.

“Mickey’s coming?” Lucille asked with a tired expression.

“The school semester ended. She’s spending time here for the holidays.”

“Okay.”

“Can you take her out? The cinema. The Ed Sheeran concert? Whatever she wants.”

Ugh, I forgot that my sister had the worst taste in music. I was an Avril Lavigne, Korn, and The Cure type of girl. I was so not the pining type of girl. I was a “fuck love” girl. Not an eternal optimist.

“I’m busy with university. Can’t you take her?” I protested.

“Honey, I’m swamped with work. Your father is in Ireland. I don’t have time.”

I shivered.

Your father.

That’s not a term I’d refer to Him as.

“Ask Maisie then.”

Maisie was their housekeeper.

“I doubt your sister wants to go to a concert with the maid.”

“Fine. Whatever. I’ll take her to the concert.”

“Thank you, honey.”

“I’m going out on Friday. I have somewhere to go.”

“The studio?”

“Yeah.” I lied.

I wasn’t about to tell my mother I was performing at a rave. I was insane, but not suicidal.

“That’s okay. Get home early.”

“Midnight. Promise.”

She pursed her lips but didn’t say anything. She nodded, brushed my shoulder, then left.

On Friday at sound check, I performed my debut album from a year ago, Wrecked. It took 45minutes. By 9:49, we’d choreographed the whole set, and there were 500 people in the crowd. I performed at 10 p.m. after the opening singer finished their two songs. He’d gotten the crowd riled up, so by the time I performed my set, they were rowdy and wild. I performed 8 songs. My viral song “Wrecked” got everyone going insane.

Everyone sang along in a roar under flashing lights, inebriated on all the booze and drugs the bar offered.

“Fucking wreck me like a train

Fucking fuck me like a ‘star

Kiss me ‘til I die

Hate me ‘til I lie

Surrender your body

Turn me over

Wreck me!

Wreck me!”

It was a night of screams and sin. It was ravenous, exhilarating and insane. I wore my black corset and tiny leather panties. My hair was in a ponytail, and mascara ran down my face. My screams echoed through the crowd via the microphone.

I felt like a Goddess—the Goddess of Hell.

When I walked off the stage at 11:32 p.m., a tall black man came up to me. He was tall and handsome. He came with an offer I couldn’t refuse.

“Lucille Vicente? I’m Anthony Vandross. I’m a producer at Rocking Records. Your set was mind-blowing. You and I can make a deal. Do you want to be a star?”

Little did I know, I was about to make a deal with the Devil.

2

The Demon

Little daughter

So sweet and innocent

Your cherry is warm and hot

Your cries, so quiet

Your body, so tiny

Your heat, so fiery

I sink into you every night

I call you up

I hear you, die

I take your soul

I steal your breath

I carry your mind

Do you want me?

Like I want you?

I love you, sweet summer child.

3

Lucille

Micke was quiet on the drive to the FNB stadium.

“Are you okay? You’re so quiet.” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she hummed.

She looked awful. Her face looked tired, sunken, and sallow. It was pallid, and she looked green with sickness. Her brown hair was dry with dead ends. She had bags under her eyes.
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