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​Blurb

NO SEED

A Detective Thriller by an Author Who Knows the Price of Blood and Silence

When Marine Jack Ryans returns home after his third tour in Afghanistan, all he wants is to hold his wife — and finally see the face of the son she was carrying.

Instead, he finds an empty house. A shattered vase on the floor. Drag marks across the hardwood. And no word — not a call, not a note, not a trace.

His pregnant wife has vanished.

The official investigation goes cold before it begins. The local police offer sympathy — and nothing more. But deep in the mist-shrouded forests of Oregon, behind high fences topped with barbed wire and a wall of silence, lies a community that doesn’t appear on any map. They call themselves The Pure.

Their faith is older than the nation. Darker than war.

And soon, Jack uncovers the truth: his wife was taken as an offering to the last priest of the Skoptsy — fanatics who for centuries have cut out the "sin of the flesh" to purify their souls. They don’t want to kill the child.

They want to make him a new angel.

There’s no law left to save them. No justice in waiting.

Only one path remains: gather his brothers-in-arms, cross into the forbidden woods, and storm the heart of darkness to take back what is his — from those who believe the world can only be saved when not a single seed is left.

A brutal, atmospheric thriller rooted in real history.

About how far a man will go to protect what he loves.

And how deep evil can bury itself beneath the mask of holiness.
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​PART I: THE DISAPPEARANCE



​Chapter 1: The Empty House
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The black Hummer rolled to a stop at the gate, its lock twisted out of shape. Jack Ryans killed the engine and closed his eyes for just a second.

Home. His home.

In three days, Emily was due to give birth. He’d brought her a ring—not a new one, but the old one, engraved with “Always”, lost in Kandahar and miraculously found in a bazaar junk stall from an old man whose eyes were full of dust and prayer.

He smiled.

The first real smile in two years.

He stepped out. Oregon air—damp, cool, thick with pine and rotting leaves—hit his face like a slap of reality. No sand gritting between his teeth. No distant gunfire. Just wind in the treetops and the far-off cry of an owl.

Peace. Home.

He walked up the path, past the flowerbed of wilting asters—her doing. Emily used to say flowers were “little hopes planted in the earth.” He’d laughed then: “Too poetic for an English teacher.”

She’d shot back: “And you’re too much of a warrior for a future father.”

The key turned in the lock too easily.

Too smooth.

The door didn’t creak. It was already open—just a crack.

Jack froze on the threshold.

“Emily?” he called, forcing calm into his voice. Like everything was normal. Like he was just coming home from work.

Silence.

Not the silence of an empty house. This was different—tense. As if the walls were holding their breath. As if someone had just stopped whispering.

He stepped inside.

First thing he saw: the shattered vase.

The crystal one, etched with swans. Their anniversary gift. It lay near the living room entrance, shards scattered across the floorboards like ice after an explosion. Inside—withered daisy stems. Her favorite.

Second thing: blood.

Not a pool. Not spatter.

Three dark drops on the pale wood. One by the vase. One at the base of the stairs. The third on the banister—as if someone had stumbled, reached out, gripped it to stay upright.

Jack slowly set down his rucksack. His hand moved instinctively to his belt—to the Glock he hadn’t worn in the house since returning from his last tour. But the gun wasn’t there. Only the empty holster. He’d left it in the trunk. “Home isn’t a combat zone,” he’d told himself.

He approached the stairs. On the steps—footprints.

Not shoes. Bare feet. Smudged, as if someone had run—but been dragged. Or tried to fight their way forward.

“EMILY!” he shouted now, raw and hoarse, his voice cracking like it did the first time he heard about his squad being wiped out.

No answer.

He stormed into the bedroom. The bed was made. On the nightstand—her book, open to a page with a bookmark: Pride and Prejudice. Her favorite. Slippers on the floor. A cold, empty teacup beside them.

Bathroom—everything in place. Towels hung straight. Toothbrushes side by side. Hers—with a pink handle.

He returned to the living room. Stood by the window. Beyond the glass—their garden. The baby swing he’d built himself, following an online tutorial. Empty. Swinging in the wind.

That’s when he saw the note.

On the coffee table, under a glass paperweight shaped like a globe. Paper—torn from her notebook. Handwriting—hers, but shaky, as if written in darkness or fear.

Jack... if you’re reading this — I didn’t leave. They’re watching from the woods. Don’t trust anyone. Especially those who say they want to help. They knew you’d come back. They’ve been waiting for you. I’m sorry. I love you. And him.

Signed: E.

Jack crushed the paper in his fist until his knuckles turned white.

They’ve been waiting for you.

Who were they?

He moved to the window. Pushed the curtain aside. His gaze fell on the forest beyond their yard—thick, dark, like a wall. And then—movement. Between the trunks. A shadow. A person? Or a deer?

But deer don’t hide.

He jerked back from the window. Heart hammering—the same rhythm as in that Uzbek village where every step could be your last.

Phone. Where’s the phone?

He found it in his rucksack. Cracked screen, but alive. Dialed.

“Mike? It’s Jack.”

“Jack? Jesus, man! You’re home? We thought you weren’t back till tomorrow...”

“Emily’s gone.”

“What do you mean, gone?”

“She’s not here, Mike. The house is empty. There are signs... blood... a note. She wrote, ‘They’re watching from the woods.’”

“Hold on. Where are you?”

“At home. In Black Hollow.”

“I’m leaving now. Stay put. Don’t touch anything. And... Jack?”

“Yeah?”

Breathe. Just breathe.

Jack sank onto the couch. Still clutching the note. His eyes wandered the room—over the photos on the wall. Wedding day. Picnic. Ultrasound printout: “Boy!”

He remembered how Emily laughed when he first placed his hand on her belly and felt the kick. “He’s saying hello, Dad,” she said.

Now—silence.

Not just silence.

Emptiness.

He went to the hall closet. Opened it. Her coat—still there. Purse—too. Car keys—hanging on the hook. Phone—on charge in the kitchen.

She didn’t leave on her own.

She was taken.

From the woods.

He stepped onto the porch. Wind stronger now. Somewhere far off—a dog barking. Not theirs. Foreign. Angry.

He looked up. Above the pines, clouds drifted slow and heavy. And then—light. A brief flash. Deep in the forest. Not headlights. Too high. Too... ritualistic.
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