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Fatal Desire: The Heart Snatcher


Chapter 1

In the dead of night, a lone traveler made his way toward his home. The trail was flanked by dense, sprawling forests and towering trees that appeared both menacing and mystical under the cloak of darkness. Despite the faint, humble shimmering of stars in the heavens, the deep, shadowed corners of the Pine Ridge swallowed the light, lending the sky an eerie, unfathomable depth.

An uncanny silence reigned over the path, broken only by the rhythmic thud of his own footsteps and the low, ghostly sigh of the night breeze. Suddenly, the silence was shattered by the guttural barking of dogs emanating from the deepest reaches of the woods. That raw, predatory sound stirred a primal fear within him. His heart began to hammer against his ribs, his breath turning into jagged gasps. Instinctively, his pace faltered; it was as if his mind was pleading with his legs to stop, sensing a danger his eyes could not yet see.

Then, as abruptly as it had begun, the barking ceased. Total silence. In that heavy, mournful stillness, an unstated realization dawned on him: a strange, unseen power was drawing near.

Out of the gloom, the image of a breathtakingly beautiful girl materialized. She approached him slowly, her rhythmic steps echoing even amidst the terrifying whispers of the Pine Ridge  caves. The pallu of her sari fluttered in the air like a protective sanctuary, a shimmering ornament of exquisite grace.

Her eyes seemed to be searching the Trail ahead, while a singular, enigmatic smile played upon her lips. Strands of her hair strayed across her face, teasing her features, and the echo of her presence began to resonate within his very soul. She moved like a radiant vision, blooming amidst the surrounding shadows.

The man found himself hopelessly transfixed by her gaze. Her eyes sparkled with a vivid intensity, as if they possessed the power to pierce through all hidden depths. Her blue eyes held a rare, intoxicating blend of mystery and magnetism—a gaze that seemed capable of pulling a man toward his own undoing.

Her nose sat perfectly upon her melodic skin, each breath she took feeling like a silent, rhythmic song. Every fine detail of her features seemed designed to bridge the gap between reality and a haunting dream. Her lips told a story of their own, curved with a potent, undeniable longing to reach a crescendo. The secrets hidden within her smile played a mysterious game, luring him deeper into her spell.

While her eyes held his curiosity captive, his gaze eventually drifted toward her form. The folds of her garments moved with a fluid grace, draped in a way that suggested a deliberate harmony. Her bosom was framed with a sweetness that felt both timeless and artistic, as if the very secrets of beauty were being unveiled before him.

His eyes traced the curve of her waist, where the pallu of her sari struggled to contain its own elegance. The unique allure of her waist exposed his own hesitant search for meaning, acting as a catalyst for the unraveling of a sublime mystery. Her light-yellow sari was enough to shroud her, yet she wore it with a freshness of spirit that felt alive. The fabric clung to her body, accentuating her curves and revealing her splendor in the most captivating manner.

The pallu of the sari draped over her arms like a delicate shroud, fulfilling every requirement of a fevered imagination. The way the fabric flowed from her shoulders to her arms made the vision of her sari feel more significant, more intentional. The color of the cloth seemed to amplify her radiance, as if the first rays of a phantom sun were illuminating her attire. Even the sound of her movement seemed to carry the essence of that light-yellow hue, as if she were taking a silent, inward joy in her own breathtaking form.

As she drew closer, a faint but intoxicating fragrance enveloped his senses, swirling around him like a physical embrace. It was a scent of "sandalwood perfume" sophistication—a heady melody of fresh blossoms mingled with the warmth of her skin and the soft texture of her silken sari. With every step she took, the aroma teased his senses, spreading like droplets of mystery and desire in the cool night air.

Her presence awakened a dormant, long-forgotten sensation within him, pulling him toward that sweet, dangerous mixture. It felt as though her very essence had been distilled into a magical potion. He closed his eyes for a moment, inhaling deeply, allowing the scent to invade his lungs. This was the fragrance of hidden secrets and unspoken cravings—a scent that rose from an internal, ancient place to exert a powerful, magnetic pull.

Her nearness forged a silent, profound connection, establishing a bond that transcended the need for words. This was the scent of untold stories and untouched passions, a fragrance that whispered of things that needed to be discovered. As she finally stood directly before him, the seductive aroma left its mark on the atmosphere, a lingering sign of a dark and beautiful encounter.


Chapter 2

In the deep, velvet folds of the night, their Trails were drawn toward one another by an unseen, tidal force that neither could resist. Beneath the oppressive shroud of the new moon, the Pine Ridge  held its breath, as if nature itself were recoiling in anticipation of this fateful collision.

The girl’s presence was ethereal, appearing to glow even in the absence of light. Her eyes were a swirling vortex of ancient secrets and burning desire. When their gazes finally locked, the fabric of time seemed to stretch and tear; the world around them dissolved into a blur of shadows. There was a heavy, intoxicating sweetness in the air—an undeniable pull that bypassed reason and spoke directly to the blood.

The rhythmic rustle of the leaves and the distant, haunting cries of nocturnal creatures amplified the vibrations between them. It felt as though the very atmosphere was vibrating with the significance of this meeting. The man felt reality fracture; to him, it seemed the world had ended right there, in the center of that dark wood. The tension of the night matched the frantic thudding of his heart, as if his pulse had become the drumbeat of the earth itself.

Driven by an unspoken understanding, they closed the distance. Their fingertips brushed, sending a jagged bolt of electricity through his spine. Her breath, hot and heavy, grazed his skin—a flicker of anticipation like a rising flame. As she pressed closer, the warmth of her body radiated against him, a delicate fire beginning to roar within his veins. The night felt like a fortress built solely for them.

In that proximity, a sweet, agonizing ache took hold—a perfect balance between the known and the terrifying unknown. It was a dance of souls that transcended the physical. With every touch, every stolen glance, a depth of emotion was reached that words were never meant to capture.

And then, their lips met. It was a moment beyond comprehension—a collision of restlessness and raw curiosity. Two spirits, lost in the web of the night, finally finding a desperate, primal solace in each other’s presence. The Pine Ridge  watched in silent witness as their realities merged, leaving them suspended in an immortal space where the boundaries of truth and desire bled into the darkness.

Within the embrace of the shadows, the girl took his hand and led him away from the suffocating canopy of the woods toward the vast, open expanse of the shore. The rhythmic crash of waves against the sand provided a hauntingly beautiful melody to their journey. The salt air brought a chilling freshness, washing away the last lingering scent of the forest.

When they reached the shore, the sand was cool and welcoming beneath their feet. The girl turned to him, her eyes reflecting the pale, ghost-like shimmer of the moon. Without a word, she stepped into his space until their bodies were nearly one, and placed her hand firmly against his chest. It was a promise of something monumental—something unutterable.

His heart hammered against her palm as her touch ignited a spark that traveled deep into his soul. Her fingers traced a delicate, deliberate trail across his skin, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. The roar of the ocean seemed to fade, eclipsed by the thunder of their shared heartbeat.

In the soft moonlight, her lips curved into a smile that was a lethal blend of mischief and invitation. With a bold, magnetic grace, she drew him toward the water’s edge. The waves lapped at their feet, a playful dance of foam and grit. As the water receded, leaving a shimmering trail behind, she looked at him as if they were the only two beings left in a hollow universe.

Their lips met again, a kiss seasoned with salt and hunger. Their emotions ebbed and flowed like the tide, crashing against the shore of their restraint. When they finally pulled apart, her eyes held a depth that no words could ever navigate. She led him further along the Black Hollow Shore, the stars above watching like silent conspirators in a cosmic plot.

She guided him back to the soft dunes, toward a secluded pocket of shadows where a different kind of intimacy awaited. Her touch was now a whisper of pleasure, every grain of sand beneath them feeling like a witness to their bond.

With a slow, deliberate grace, she began to shed her garments. The fabric fell away like a sigh, leaving her standing before him in the raw, silver light. Her smile was open, devoid of shame, as she revealed herself completely. In that moment, they were surrounded by a strange, otherworldly glow, exploring the contours of each other's forms as if seeing the human body for the first time. Every line, every curve was a truth uncovered.

They circled one another in a trance of mutual longing, the world outside this circle of light ceasing to exist. She reached out and gently pushed him back, causing him to sink into the cool, yielding sand.

With a predatory elegance, she moved to sit atop him, her body heat searing through the contact. The man was lost, surrendered to the bond she had woven. She traced the muscles of his chest, her eyes overflowing with a terrifyingly beautiful intensity. He reached up, his hands finding the small of her back as their bodies fused in the beginning of a new, dark journey.

The atmosphere was thick with a sweet, heavy joy—until the mask shattered.

As she sat upon him, her body pressed tight against his, the girl’s face suddenly distorted. The beauty he had worshipped melted away into a vision of pure horror. Long, jagged talons erupted from her fingertips, glinting like obsidian in the moonlight. Terror seized his throat as he looked into her eyes—no longer blue, but burning with a demonic, ancient hunger.

The transition was violent and absolute. The "Yakshini (Supernatural seductress)" revealed her true, hideous form, her face a mask of predatory malice. Before he could even scream, she struck with a terrifying, supernatural force.

The man’s eyes widened in agonizing shock as he felt her claws tear through flesh and bone, reaching for the very center of his being. A single, ragged scream escaped his lips before his heart was ripped from his chest. His body convulsed, a brief, frantic struggle against the inevitable, before his last breath left him and he fell silent.

The creature stood over his broken remains, a horrific, triumphant grin splitting her face. She raised her head to the heavens and let out a blood-curdling shriek that echoed to the stars:

"Yakshini! Your death!"

Her laughter rang out, a chilling, hollow sound that filled the night, celebrating the end of another soul lured into the beautiful, lethal trap of the dark.

The girl shrieked again, a blood-curdling sound that warped her features into a mask of pure, unadulterated horror. With a terrifying violence, she thrust her clawed hand into the cavernous wound in the man's chest. It was a vile, obscene gesture, as if she were desperately attempting to wring the very last drop of life essence from his already broken form. Fresh, hot blood splattered onto the cool sand, painting a gruesome, crimson mural that desecrated the pristine Black Hollow Shore. The agonizing echoes of her screams were swallowed whole by the relentless crashing of the ocean waves, as if the sea itself were recoiling from the raw, terrifying power she embodied—a force of pure, elemental evil.

In stark contrast, the village of Black Hollow, Boston, nestled deep within the state's picturesque landscape, seemed like a tranquil haven. It was a place where time slowed, and the modern world’s frantic pace felt like a distant rumor. Nature ruled here, with lush greenery and rolling hills creating a picture of serene perfection. The village was a charming settlement, neither too large nor too small, its very existence synchronized with the gentle, swaying rhythm of the trees, like a child playing in harmony with the flow of life.

The heart of the village beat around a small, bustling market, where vibrant stalls displayed fresh, locally sourced produce and the intricate handiwork of skilled artisans. The narrow lanes of the Main Street Square hummed with the cheerful chatter of villagers engaged in trade and daily conversation, a symphony of community life.

Nearby, the village St. Mercy Hospital stood as a beacon of hope and healing, its whitewashed walls gleaming under the morning sun's warm embrace. Dedicated medical professionals worked tirelessly within, their commitment providing a blanket of peace and security for the residents.

Just a few steps away, the Sheriff’s Office symbolized protection and order. Its very presence was a reassuring reminder of the village’s collective vow to maintain peace and justice.

A short distance further, a small, humble school served as the cradle of education. The air around it was often filled with the infectious music of children's laughter, their bright, eager minds soaking up knowledge like thirsty sponges. The sounds of joy from the school playground echoed through the lanes, a constant affirmation of the village’s hopes for a brighter future.

Yet, despite all this idyllic charm, Black Hollow’s most intriguing feature was the ancient, sprawling Vale Manor perched on its outskirts. This majestic structure, though ravaged by the relentless march of time, retained an undeniable, mysterious allure. Its crumbling walls and overgrown gardens whispered tales of a forgotten era, acting as a portal that connected the village to its enigmatic past.

The Vale Manor commanded a breath-taking view of the Atlantic Ocean, its weathered facade facing the endless blue expanse. The soothing, melodic rhythm of the waves crashing against the shore added another layer of tranquility and natural beauty to the village's ambiance. This ocean was more than just a body of water; it was the lifeblood of Black Hollow, a constant, powerful force that bridged the gap between the village’s past and present, anchoring the villagers’ souls to the timeless mysteries of the deep. When the tide rolled in, the villagers felt a profound, almost spiritual connection to its vastness and eternal secrets.

As dawn broke, the first golden rays of the sun illuminated the village, highlighting its rich cultural heritage. The sight of villagers starting their day, the sound of children's laughter, and the gentle lapping of the waves combined to create a unique blend of peace and vibrant life. It was this perfect fusion of natural abundance and idyllic community living that made this small village truly extraordinary—a hidden gem untouched by the chaos of the outside world.

But on this particular morning, the dawn air carried a strange, unsettling chill. A localized unease seemed to hang over the village, an unspoken premonition of darkness. While the sun was making its initial, cautious attempt to awaken the sleeping ocean, a solitary fisherman, his nets slung over his shoulder, made his way towards the Black Hollow Shore, eager to start his day's work.

Suddenly, he stopped, his heart freezing in his chest. Lying face down on the sand, right at the water's edge, was a lifeless body. A wave of shock and primal fear washed over him as the horrifying sight sank in.

Though he couldn't see the face clearly, the entire posture of the body told a tragic story. The man's form was still, the coldness of death evident even from a distance. The fisherman’s pulse began to race, a frantic drumbeat against his ribs. Paralyzed by terror for a few moments, he finally broke the spell and scrambled back up the Black Hollow Shore, sprinting towards the village to report his gruesome discovery.

News of the finder spread through Black Hollow like wildfire, igniting a mixture of shock and morbid curiosity. Soon, a small crowd had gathered, their eyes wide with apprehension as they edged towards the cordoned-off area. A palpable tension filled the air, replacing the usual morning tranquility with a thick shroud of fear. They whispered in hushed tones, their imaginations running wild with dark possibilities. Had an accident occurred? Or was something more sinister afoot, something that threatened to unravel the village’s carefully guarded peace?

Deep within their subconscious, a seed of doubt had been planted, a shadowy fear that refused to be rationalized. They drew closer to each other, seeking solace in numbers, their collective gaze fixed on the grim, mysterious figure on the Black Hollow Shore, a body that now held the ocean's darkest secrets within its silent embrace.

The sudden, piercing wail of a police siren cut through the air, signaling the arrival of authority. The crowd automatically began to disperse, creating a Trailway for the approaching police jeep. The vehicle screeched to a halt, and two officers quickly exited, their expressions grim and determined as they made their way towards the crime scene. PSI Mason Cross Rathod and Constable Cole Bennett Singh.

Mason Cross looked down at the corpse, a wave of profound sorrow and professional detachment warring within him. The sight was truly gruesome, a stark reminder of the brutality humans are capable of. The body lay partially submerged, its limbs contorted in an unnatural pose, as if frozen in a moment of sheer, agonizing terror.


Chapter 3

Mason Cross carefully turned the body over, bracing himself for the worst. But nothing could have prepared him for the horrifying reality that awaited him. The man’s face was a labyrinth of deep, vicious gashes, as if an animal—or perhaps something worse—had brutally clawed at him, transforming his once-human features into a mask of shredded flesh and clotted blood. The entire body was covered in smaller cuts and bruises, speaking of a violent struggle.

A cold dread pooled in Mason Cross’s stomach. This was unlike any crime scene he had ever encountered. The sheer level of ferocity was beyond rational comprehension.

But the most disturbing detail lay further down. From his collarbone right down to his abdomen, the man's torso was cross-crossed with crude, blood-stained symbols, carved deep into the flesh. Mud and sand clung to the wounds, a gruesome testament to the violence of the struggle on the Black Hollow Shore.

Mason Cross knelt down for a closer look, his breath catching in his throat. In the center of the victim’s chest, where his heart should have been, there was now only a gaping, raw hole. The heart had been completely, surgically removed.

The sheer, calculated cruelty of the act left Mason Cross feeling sick to his stomach. What kind of monster could do this? A chill that had nothing to do with the morning air ran down his spine. His job had taken him to many dark places, but this... this was something entirely different, a descent into an abyss of darkness he hadn't even known existed.

Around him, the villagers continued to whisper, their hushed tones carrying tales of ancient curses and malevolent entities. Stories of the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress), the demoness of local folklore, began to circulate, her name spoken with a mixture of fear and awe.

Mason Cross heard their whispers, but his rational, trained mind refused to accept such supernatural explanations. He was convinced he was dealing with a sadistic serial killer, a human monster whose warped mind reveled in creating chaos and spreading terror. He vowed to find this beast, no matter where the trail led, and bring him to justice.

As Mason Cross stood there, lost in his unsettling thoughts, a powerful presence announced itself, instantly shifting the dynamic of the crowd. The villagers fell into a respectful silence as they parted ways to make room for the newcomer.

Victor Vale, the Mayor, was a man who commanded authority with his very presence. Standing 5.7 feet tall, his physical stature, with broad shoulders and a slightly prominent belly, was a testament to a life lived fully and perhaps, heavily. He dressed in the traditional white dhoti kurta, a choice that symbolized a bridge between the village’s old-world values and his current administrative power.

But it was his face that truly held one's attention. His eyes, a striking blue that seemed to hold the very depths of the ocean, possessed a keen, penetrating gaze. It was a gaze that was both shrewd and calculating, reflecting a sharp, analytical mind that was always at work. His face was framed by a thick, imposing mustache and a well-kept beard, further enhancing his aura of authority and gravitas.

As he walked, a slight tremor was visible in his hands, which clutched a worn, old-fashioned car key. The villagers watched him, their expressions a mix of respect and apprehension. He was more than just their Mayor; he was the political linchpin of the village, the puppet master who pulled the strings behind Black Hollow’s intricate social and political web.

Mason Cross recognized him immediately. Their paths had crossed many times due to the nature of their work. Mason Cross had always been impressed by the Mayor’s commanding personality and his dedication to the village. But he also knew that Vale was a man who understood the nuances of power and wasn't afraid to use it.

The villagers, previously consumed by the gruesome discovery, now turned their attention to the Mayor, their conversations shifting from the dead man to the living power in their midst. The air was thick with a silent acknowledgement of his influence, a quiet respect for the authority he wielded. He was the unspoken guardian of their secrets, the one who navigated the treacherous waters of village politics and kept the peace.

Mason Cross’s gaze followed the Mayor as he approached the crime scene, his very presence exuding a calm authority in the face of chaos. In a world that often felt unmoored and uncertain, Vale was a beacon of stability, a symbol of order in a world that often felt on the brink of collapse. Mason Cross couldn't have known then that this meeting would be the first step on a journey that would take him deep into the heart of darkness, forcing him to confront the complexities of the human heart and the terrifying mysteries that lay hidden beneath the veneer of civilization.

Mason Cross: Hello, Mayor.

Mayor: Hello, Mason Reed. What has happened here?

Mason Cross: Mayor  , this is a truly horrific crime. The man's face is brutally disfigured, as if he was attacked by a wild animal or perhaps... tortured. And his heart... it's been completely carved out of his chest.

Mayor: (Stunned) What? His heart is gone?

For a fleeting moment, the Mayor's carefully constructed mask slipped. His eyes widened in genuine shock and a flicker of deep-seated fear mirrored the emotions he had tried so hard to conceal. A visible tremor ran through his hands, which were hidden beneath the folds of his dhoti. His breath hitched in his throat, and for a second, he looked genuinely rattled.

It was a stark contrast to his usual composed and authoritative demeanor. The news of the missing heart seemed to strike a chord within him, a chord that resonated with a dark and disturbing truth he was desperate to keep buried. But as quickly as the mask had slipped, it was back in place. He drew a sharp, calming breath and turned his gaze towards Mason Cross, his expression once again unreadable.

"Mason Cross, this is indeed a terrible and alarming event," the Mayor said, his voice controlled but with an underlying tension that hadn't been there before. "Nothing like this has ever happened in Black Hollow. We must find the monster responsible for this."

Mason Cross, lost in his own investigations, failed to notice the Mayor's momentary lapse in composure. He nodded in agreement, his focus solely on unravelling the mystery.

"I will personally oversee the investigation, Mayor  ," Mason Cross vowed, his voice filled with determination. "I won't rest until I find the person behind this heinous act and bring them to justice."

The Mayor nodded, his expression grave. He knew that the investigation could open up a can of worms, exposing secrets that were better left buried. But he also knew that he had no choice but to co-operate with Mason Cross. Any attempt to obstruct the investigation could raise suspicions and draw unwanted attention to himself.

"The villagers are scared, Mason Reed," the Mayor said, his voice laced with concern. "They are whispering about curses and malevolent entities. We must do everything in our power to reassure them and restore a sense of peace and security."

Mason Cross nodded in agreement. He knew that the psychological impact of the crime could be just as devastating as the physical act itself. He vowed to work with the Mayor to address the villagers' fears and ensure their safety.

As the sun rose higher in the sky, casting its long shadows across the Black Hollow Shore, Mason Cross and the Mayor stood there, two men united in their determination to find a killer, yet divided by the secrets they held within. They were on a collision course, and only time would tell what the outcome would be.

After Mason Cross’s detailed explanation, the Mayor slowly made his way back to his car. His usual confident stride was gone, replaced by a slow, deliberate walk that spoke of the heavy burden he now carried. A subtle tremor was visible in his hands, and his gaze was fixed on the ground, lost in thought. The gruesome image of the mutilated corpse, the shocking revelation of the missing heart, looped relentlessly in his mind, fueling a fire of deep-seated anxiety and profound dread.

He was a man who understood the value of secrets, but this... this was something entirely different. This wasn't just a simple crime; it was a potent reminder of a past he had fought so hard to bury, a past that now threatened to resurface and destroy everything he had worked for. He climbed into his car and slowly drove out of the village, the weight of his unshared burden pressing down on him.

Back at the Black Hollow Shore, Mason Cross was already busy coordinating the next steps. He directed constable Cole Bennett Singh to make arrangements for the body to be transported to the village St. Mercy Hospital for a post-mortem examination. He knew that the forensic analysis could provide crucial clues about the time and cause of death, helping them piece together the events leading up to the gruesome murder.

With that, Mason Cross slowly made his way back to his jeep and drove back to the Sheriff’s Office, his mind a whirlpool of unsettling thoughts and unanswered questions. The idyllic peace of Black Hollow had been shattered, and he knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

As the villagers slowly began to disperse, returning to their homes and daily routines, a heavy silence descended on the village. But it wasn't the peaceful silence of yore; it was a tense, expectant silence, a silence that held the promise of a storm to come. The brutal murder had left a deep scar on the collective psyche of the village, igniting a fear that no amount of rationalization could extinguish. Black Hollow was now a village in the grip of fear, waiting for the other shoe to drop.

Mayor Victor Vale parked his car in front of his massive, traditional Vale Manor. The silence of the morning seemed to magnify the tension that gripped him. He entered the house, his footsteps echoing through the cavernous hallway. In the grand living room, he paced restlessly, the gruesome details of the crime scene replaying in his mind like a twisted nightmare. The image of the mutilated body, the missing heart... it all pointed to something sinister, something that went far beyond mere human malice.

His face was a mask of tightly controlled anxiety. He knew that this wasn't just a simple murder case; it was a warning, a harbinger of doom. He was a man who understood the intricate, often dark, history of the village, and he knew that this event was linked to something long buried, something that should never have been disturbed.

" Daniel (Brother-in-law) , you look very distressed. What’s the matter?"

Daniel Hart, the Mayor’s brother-in-law, had entered the room, his voice filled with concern as he took in Victor’s agitated state.

The Mayor stopped his pacing and turned towards Daniel Hart. He hesitated for a moment, the weight of his unshared secret pressing down on him. But he knew he couldn't face this alone. He needed to share this burden with someone he could trust.

"Daniel Hart, something terrible has happened," the Mayor said, his voice strained and heavy with emotion. "A man has been found murdered on the Black Hollow Shore... brutally mutilated. And his heart... it's been ripped right out of his chest."

Daniel Hart’s face turned pale as the gruesome details sank in. He stared at the Mayor, his eyes wide with shock and disbelief.

"What do you think it means,  Daniel (Brother-in-law) ?" Daniel Hart whispered, his voice trembling with fear.

The Mayor fell into a heavy silence, his mind racing through a maze of dark possibilities and terrifying truths. He looked at Daniel Hart, his blue eyes reflecting the profound dread that held him in its grip.

"I think..." the Mayor began, his voice barely a whisper, "...someone has opened the door to the Vale Manor."




Chapter 4

Just as the heavy silence of the Mayor’s revelation hung in the air, the door creaked open, and a young man entered the room. He was a portrait of youthful vitality and restless energy, his presence instantly charging the somber atmosphere. His lips were set in a faint, knowing curve, and his eyes—sharp and brimming with intelligence—sparked with a celebratory kind of enthusiasm.

He was dressed in a pair of well-fitted, comfortable jeans and a casual T-shirt that perfectly complemented his modern, "cool" aesthetic. The shirt featured subtle, intricate patterns that spoke of a refined taste, adding a layer of magnetic charm to his lean, athletic frame. His jeans clung to his fit physique, a testament to his active lifestyle and the peak of his youth. On his feet, he wore casual sneakers that gave him the look of a wanderer, someone who lived life on his own terms.

With a voice that carried the steady resonance of confidence, he spoke: "How is everyone? Is everything alright?" His posture was relaxed, yet his eyes remained fixed with a bold, unflinching gaze that seemed to challenge the very shadows of the room.

Daniel Hart turned, his eyes widening in surprise. "Ethan Vale! When did you get here?"

At the mention of his name, Ethan Vale’s face lit up, a glimmer of excitement dancing in his eyes. Strands of his dark hair fell messily over his brow, grazing his eyes in a way that looked effortlessly artistic. His skin was glowing, looking like someone who had spent his days basking in the warmth of a long summer holiday. The sheer curiosity and zest for life in his gaze were the perfect representatives of his blooming adulthood.

However, the Mayor’s reaction was far from welcoming. He looked at Ethan Vale and curled his lip in a sneer of pure, unfiltered disdain. A dark shadow of disapproval clouded his face, as if his very soul recoiled from the young man’s presence.

The root of the Mayor’s hostility lay not with the boy himself, but with the blood in his veins. Ethan Vale was the son of a man with whom the Mayor had shared a lifetime of bitter conflict. Their clashing ideologies, opposing administrative views, and fundamental differences in character had birthed a rivalry that time could not heal.

Ethan Vale, caught in the crossfire of this ancestral feud, often found himself bearing the crushing weight of his father’s reputation. The Mayor was incapable of separating the son from the father’s perceived sins; to him, Ethan Vale was merely a living reminder of the disputes that had defined his past. Every time he looked at the boy, he didn’t see a person—he saw the ghost of an old enemy, and he couldn't help but be swept away by waves of inherited resentment.

Daniel Hart, trying to bridge the awkward gap, asked again, "Seriously, when did you arrive?"

"I got in late last night," Ethan Vale replied smoothly.

"Then where have you been all night?" Daniel Hart pushed, curious.

A beautiful, enigmatic smile bloomed on Ethan Vale’s lips. He leaned in slightly, his voice dropping to a soft, meaningful tone. "I’ve been staying at the Vale Manor."

The color drained from the Mayor’s face as a new wave of terror washed over him. The mention of the Vale Manor acted like a match to a powder keg, reigniting the memories of those ancient disputes and the dark secrets shared between his family and Ethan Vale’s father. The gap between them felt wider and more dangerous than ever.

Ignoring the Mayor's coldness, Ethan Vale stepped toward his Aunt Margaret (aunt), Margaret Vale. Margaret Vale, the Mayor’s wife, looked up, and a spark of genuine joy ignited in her eyes. Ethan Vale’s arrival brought a rare, radiant smile to her face. Sitting near her were Daniel Hart’s wife, Claire Hart, and their daughter, Sarah Hart.

Sarah Hart, a dedicated nurse at the village St. Mercy Hospital, was widely respected for her professional ethics and compassionate nature.

Margaret Vale welcomed Ethan Vale with open arms, her happiness evident in every word. Looking at him, she saw glimpses of her own son, "Adam," whose memory was a sacred ache in her heart. In Ethan Vale’s youthful features, she found a fleeting, soul-stirring comfort. Unlike her husband, Margaret Vale saw Ethan Vale as he truly was—a person deserving of affection, untainted by the bitter history of the men. She reached out, her voice tender and grandmotherly, and asked, "Where are you staying, beta?"

"Aunt Margaret, I’m staying at the Vale Manor," Ethan Vale replied politely.

The moment the words left his mouth, a shadow of profound sadness fell over Margaret Vale’s face. The flickering hope in her eyes died out, replaced by a deep-seated dread that she had tried to keep hidden.

"In the Vale Manor?" Margaret Vale asked, her voice trembling with a mixture of fear and disappointment. "But... why not with us?"

Ethan Vale let out a sharp, cynical laugh, a touch of sarcasm biting at his words. "You know as well as I do, Aunt Margaret—Uncle Victor and I don't exactly see eye-to-eye."

His blunt honesty felt like a fresh wound in Margaret Vale’s heart. She could see the painful truth in his eyes, but she also felt the mounting tension of a conflict that was far from over. She sensed that his return to that ancient house marked the beginning of a storm that would bring more struggle than she was prepared to handle.

Seeking to change the subject, Ethan Vale asked about Evelyn Vale. Evelyn had descended into a state of tragic madness fifteen years ago. Following the sudden, violent death of her husband, her mind had shattered, leaving her in a state of perpetual, helpless grief. Her daily life was a hollow shell; she rarely ate, sleep eluded her, and she remained trapped in a spiraling abyss of depression.

In the years before her mind broke, Ethan Vale and Evelyn had shared a bond of deep, playful friendship. They were like confidants, sharing secrets and spending hours in lighthearted mockery and laughter.

For Margaret Vale, the grief was doubled. The loss of her son, Adam, the light of her life had already cast her world into shadow. Evelyn’s madness was a constant, haunting reminder of the tragedy that had decimated their family.

Margaret Vale was about to respond, her mind lost in the memories of Evelyn, when a harsh, booming voice cut through the room like a whip, forcing everyone to jump.

"Who gave you permission to open the Vale Manor?" the Mayor demanded, his voice thick with authority and a strange, underlying panic.

Ethan Vale froze for a second, his mind racing to formulate a response. Then, he turned slowly, his gaze meeting the Mayor’s with a quiet, defiant dignity. "What do you mean 'whose permission'? That Vale Manor belonged to my father. Since his death, it is mine. It is my home."

"Do you have any idea what you’ve done?" the Mayor hissed, his eyes burning with a fierce, redirected anger.

Ethan Vale said nothing. A look of weary sadness and boredom crossed his face. He stared at the Mayor with a cold, unwavering intensity for a long moment, then, without uttering another word, he turned on his heel to leave.

As Ethan Vale walked away, the Mayor turned to Margaret Vale, his voice trembling with a terrifying blend of rage and catastrophic concern. "Tell him, Margaret Vale! Tell him that because of what he did last night, someone lost their life today!"

His voice cracked with the weight of an impending disaster, as if he could already hear the foundations of their world beginning to crumble.


Chapter 5

In the heavy shroud of night, Ethan Vale sat alone, staring out as the train slithered across the tracks like a metallic serpent. His face was a mask of profound contemplation, his mind drifting into other worlds as if he were holding a silent, desperate dialogue with his own soul. Outside the window, the world had ceased to exist; there was only an infinite, ink-black void that swallowed every glimpse of reality.

The train began to moan, its rhythm slowing as if it were approaching a place of grave significance. Suddenly, Ethan Vale’s eyes snapped to the window. For a fleeting second, a station board flickered past, the word "Black Hollow" etched in bold, haunting letters. The train let out a long, wheezing hiss and ground to a halt, finally delivering him to his destination.

Ethan Vale stood up slowly, the weight of his luggage a physical manifestation of the memories he carried. As he stepped onto the deserted platform, the night air struck his face—a cold, biting caress that sent a shiver down his spine. He began to walk, the hollow thud of his footsteps echoing through the cavernous, empty station like a drumbeat in a tomb.

Emerging from the station, a chilling realization took hold: he was utterly alone. There were no other passengers, no bustling taxis, no humming auto-rickshaws. The platform was a stage of pure desolation. Ethan Vale stood at the precipice of an unexpected and alien silence. He searched the darkness for any sign of life, but the roads ahead were swallowed by shadows, offering only vague, untraceable directions. He remained frozen for a moment, his thoughts swirling in a vortex of uncertainty—what now?

Stealing his resolve, he decided to trek the distance on foot. He adjusted his bags and moved into the dark. The only symphony was the rhythmic crunch of his shoes on the gravel and the occasional, mournful howl of a distant dog. His steps were tentative, each one a silent confirmation of his return to this strange, forgotten place.

Suddenly, he stopped dead in his tracks.

In the distance, a man stood motionless, staring at him with an intensity that made Ethan Vale’s skin crawl. There was something profoundly "wrong" in the man's gaze—a jagged, unhinged quality. Ethan Vale tried to give him a wide berth, moving to the far edge of the path. But as he drew level, the man erupted in a frantic, terrifying scream: "Have you come here to put your own death in your pocket? Run! Run away from here while you still can!"

The words struck Ethan Vale like a physical blow. The raw, primal terror in the man’s voice vibrated in the air, sending his heart into a frantic gallop. He stood paralyzed for a heartbeat, watching the man’s disheveled form. He’s just a madman, Ethan Vale tried to tell himself, desperate to rationalize the encounter. Shaking with a mix of adrenaline and dread, he hurried to the other side of the road, trying to outrun the echo of those words, yet they remained scorched into his mind.

Eventually, the path led him to the shoreline, where his ancestral Vale Manor stood like a silent sentinel against the sea. The ocean was restless, the waves crashing against the shore with a violent, arbitrary rhythm, sounding like voices lost in a desperate search for their own existence.

The architecture of the Vale Manor merged with the misty sea air to create a scene of haunting beauty. Its high, weathered walls, the swaying silhouettes of trees, and the mysterious swings hanging from the rafters lent the atmosphere a bittersweet melancholy. The silence here was heavy, pulling at Ethan Vale’s soul. The sandy Black Hollow Shore near the house seemed to beckon him, its mute nature reflecting the buried secrets of his own heart.

As he reached the main gate, a surge of electric excitement and profound sorrow collided in his chest. Looking at the Vale Manor, he could almost taste the dusty summers of his youth and smell the phantom scent of his parents’ presence. A faint smile touched his lips, but his eyes were filled with a deep, liquid sadness that mirrored the dark waters behind him.

Tears threatened to spill, but he choked them back. He stood there, anchored to the spot, fueled by a flicker of hope that perhaps those golden days of childhood could be reclaimed. But beneath that hope lay a jagged pain, as fresh as a new wound. A single tear escaped, tracing a slow path down his cheek as if his very spirit were being pulled toward the house. He breathed in deeply, anchoring the memories of those blissful moments—reminders of everything he had once possessed and everything he had irrevocably lost.

He pushed the gate open, crossed the courtyard, and fumbled with the keys in his pocket. The Vale Manor looked ominous in the dark, but it was the home of his blood; he feared it not. Finding the switch, he flooded the hall with light.

The sudden brightness offered a temporary sanctuary, yet he remained at the threshold, paralyzed by the weight of the past. The hall was filled with a profound, heavy stillness. He walked slowly toward a corner where an old, dusty photograph hung. In it, he and his parents were laughing—a frozen moment of a life that no longer existed. A mixture of agony and nostalgia washed over him.

Exhausted, he decided to skip the upstairs bedrooms. He slammed the main door shut, bolted it, and collapsed onto the sofa after dusting it off. He fell into a fitful sleep. But barely an hour later, he was bolted upright by a piercing, agonizing scream that tore through the night. It was the sound of a soul being destroyed, as if a heart were being ripped from a living chest. He rushed to the window, peering into the gloom, but saw nothing. Shaking, he tried to convince himself it was just a nightmare and laid back down.

He stared at the ceiling, his eyes reflecting a haunted confusion. He looked at the wall where his parents' picture hung, his heart heavy with an inexplicable longing and a growing, gnawing dread. He closed his eyes again, trying to drown out the voice of time itself, drifting back into a sleep haunted by ghosts.

The next day, after his tense encounter at the Mayor’s house, Ethan Vale walked back toward the Vale Manor. The Mayor’s harsh, grating voice still echoed in his ears, fueling a hot, white rage in his gut. His mind was a storm of cosmic frustration and bitter resentment.

In a fit of anger and exhaustion, he slumped onto a bench by the roadside. His face was a mask of agitation, his eyes reflecting the scars of the morning's confrontation. Suddenly, the "madman" from the night before appeared again, sliding onto the bench beside him. A strange, oppressive shadow seemed to follow the man, a chilling aura that prickled Ethan Vale’s skin.

"You haven't left yet?" the man asked. His voice had a haunting, melodic quality to it now, as if he were trying to touch the very core of Ethan Vale’s subconscious.

Ethan Vale, suppressing his rage, turned to face him. "No, I haven't. But why do you keep asking?" His voice was a volatile mix of irritation and a deep-seated pain he couldn't quite articulate.

The man’s eyes glazed over. "The hunting has begun again," he whispered. "Now, with every New Moon and every Full Moon, there will be a harvest. A hunt."

Seeing the shock in Ethan Vale’s eyes, the man’s face twisted into a grin of manic excitement, as if he were finally sharing the world’s most forbidden truth.

"Why?" Ethan Vale asked, his voice trembling. "Why every New Moon and Full Moon?"

The man leaned in, his eyes gleaming with a terrifying intensity. "It is a curse. The last time she hunted a man of the Vale Manor, she fell silent. But now... now she has been awakened again."

With those cryptic words, the man stood and vanished into the shadows, leaving his words to fester in Ethan Vale’s mind. Ethan Vale sat frozen, the impact of those words vibrating through him. He began to think of that "last hunt." A phantom pain blossomed in his chest, a deep, ancient agony that made his breath catch and his pulse skyrocket. A wave of nausea and realization washed over him; his soul felt as though it were being peeled back to reveal a horrific truth.

Tears began to stream down his face, his voice failing him. An emotional tsunami surged within him, drowning him in a sea of grief and sudden, sharp clarity.

The last victim... the last "hunt"... had been his own father.

Wiping the tears from his face, Ethan Vale stood up with a newfound, grim determination and headed toward the market. Lost in the agonizing memory of his father, he sought answers in the very heart of the village.

As he walked, a young man approached him from the opposite direction. With his long, flowing hair and thick glasses, he looked like a man of mysteries—someone who lived at the intersection of curiosity and the unknown. He wore a black T-shirt adorned with colorful, hand-painted symbols and a pair of worn jeans. Their eyes met, and in that instant, a spark of mutual recognition and strength passed between them, as if they were two spirits capable of communicating without the burden of speech.

The young man stopped directly in front of him. Ethan Vale searched his face, the memories of the previous night's horrors still fresh, but he couldn't quite place the stranger.

"Ethan Vale! When did you get back, man?" the boy exclaimed.

Ethan Vale looked at him seriously, noting the hidden depth in his voice. "Oh... Ryan Cole? Yeah, I got in last night. You recognized me?"

Ryan Cole’s face split into a wide, joyous grin, as if he had just discovered a long-lost treasure. "Of course, man! You’re exactly the same. How are you?"

"I'm okay, Ryan Cole. Just... this place has changed. It's good to see you."

"Seriously, it’s been ages," Ryan Cole said, a genuine warmth between them. They stood there for a moment, their bond transcending time, reading the unspoken emotions in each other's eyes.

Ethan Vale looked Ryan Cole up and down, a flicker of his old humor returning. "What’s with this look, though? Long hair? You look like a different person."

Ryan Cole laughed, a bright, spirited sound. "Oh, this? I’m a Paranormal Investigator now."

Ethan Vale’s eyebrows shot up. "A Paranormal Investigator? What on earth is that?"

Ryan Cole grinned wider, stepping closer. "A Paranormal Investigator is someone who hunts the things that shouldn't exist. I look for the unusual, the impossible. Ghosts, lingering spirits, the dark histories of cursed places... I’ve seen things, Ethan Vale. Things that defy explanation."

Ethan Vale let out a short, dismissive laugh, his modern, scientific mind recoiling at the idea. "Oh, come on, Ryan Cole. Don't tell me you believe in that. In this day and age, with all our technology and science? Ghosts and spirits are just stories for the dark." He laughed again, the sound hollow against the backdrop of the secrets he was beginning to uncover, mocking the very idea of the supernatural in a world he thought he understood.


Chapter 6

Ryan Cole smiles, buoyed by Ethan Vale’s skepticism, and says with an air of mysterious confidence, "It’s alright. When the time comes, I’ll prove it to you." His voice carries a weight of certainty, as if he is privately assuring himself that the boundary between the mundane and the supernatural is far thinner than Ethan Vale believes.

Ryan Cole: "Anyway, leave all that. Come with me."

Ethan Vale: "Where are we going?"

Ryan Cole: "Just come with me, you’ll see."

The two of them begin walking through the bustling market. They pass the village St. Mercy Hospital and come to a halt near a roadside Harbor Diner (snack stall). Ryan Cole spots a young man sitting on a wooden bench in front of the stall, surrounded by four or five children who seem to be listening to him intently.

Ryan Cole calls out, "Jake! Look who’s here!"

Jake Turner—known to everyone as Jake—looks up. The moment his eyes land on Ethan Vale, his face breaks into a wide grin of recognition. He leaps up, rushes over, and pulls Ethan Vale into a bone-crushing hug. "When did you get here, man?"

Ethan Vale smiles, a flood of childhood memories washing over him. He remembers Jake as the soul of their group, the one who could turn even the simplest moment into a story. The years of separation seem to melt away in the warmth of that embrace.

Ethan Vale: "Just got in yesterday."

Jake, brimming with excitement, turns toward the stall and calls out, "Emma Hayes! Come here!"

Ethan Vale feels a flicker of curiosity at the name. As a young woman approaches, Jake gestures toward her.

Ethan Vale: "I remember you two clearly, but... who is Emma Hayes?"

Ryan Cole laughs, the nostalgia bright in his eyes. "You don’t remember Emma Hayes? She was part of every bit of mischief we got into as kids." He pauses, a mischievous glint appearing in his eyes as he nudges Jake. "And she was this guy’s legendary one-sided love."

Emma Hayes stands before Ethan Vale, squinting as she tries to reconcile the man in front of her with the boy she once knew. After a few seconds, the realization hits her, and she beams with joy. She immediately offers them breakfast, but when Ethan Vale politely declines, she insistently commands the boy working at the stall to bring tea for Ryan Cole and Ethan Vale.

Emma Hayes: "It’s been so many years... what finally made you remember this village?"

Ethan Vale: "You know how it is—studies, then the job. I just never found the time to come back until now."

Suddenly, a grumbling voice drifts from behind them. "I’ve been waiting for you over there, and here you are, just gossiping away!"

Ryan Cole looks at Ethan Vale and winks. "And here comes the fourth member of our gang. Do you recognize him?"

Ethan Vale takes one look at the approaching figure and grins. "Is that Noah Reed?"

Ryan Cole: "The one and only 'Tortoise' Noah Reed."

The nickname had stuck since childhood because of Noah Reed’s notoriously slow pace and laid-back attitude. Noah Reed reaches the group, directed his faux-anger at Ryan Cole.

Noah Reed: "If you just wanted to hang out at the tea stall, why did you leave me standing out there in the sun? I’ve been waiting forever!"

Ryan Cole: "Hey, I ran into Ethan Vale on the way. I had to bring him here to meet everyone."

Noah Reed looks at Ethan Vale, his annoyance softening into surprise. "When did he get here? And why now? After all this time, he finally remembers us?"

Ethan Vale: "Come on, I'm here now, aren't I? At least talk to me properly."

The two embrace just as the stall boy arrives with steaming cups of tea. When Jake and Noah Reed reach for them, Emma Hayes swats their hands away. "These are for the guests! You two are always hanging around here; you don't get any."

The five friends sink into conversation, the afternoon sun beginning to dip toward the horizon as they trade stories of the years gone by. As evening approaches, Ethan Vale stands up to take his leave.

Noah Reed asks, "So, where are you staying? At your Bade Papa’s (the Mayor's) place?"

The atmosphere shifts instantly. Ethan Vale’s expression hardens, and he replies with a touch of defiance, "No, not there. I’m staying at my father's Vale Manor. That is my real home, after all."

The mention of the "Vale Manor" acts like a physical blow. Ryan Cole, Jake Turner, Emma Hayes, and Noah Reed all freeze, their faces turning pale.

"You’re staying... in the Vale Manor?" they ask in unison, their voices laced with a raw, unmistakable terror.

Jake Turner: "Are you serious? You're actually living there?"

Ethan Vale: "Yes. Why the long faces?"

Jake Turner: "Do you even know what that place is?"

Ethan Vale: "I know exactly what it is. It belongs to my father."

Jake Turner (his voice dropping to a fearful whisper): "No, Ethan Vale... you don't understand. There are two places in this village you stay away from—the shore by Vale Manor and the river (Hollow Creek) to the west. That is where the Yakshini reigns."

Ethan Vale: "I don't believe in those old wives' tales. If there was any truth to it, something would have happened to me last night. I slept there all alone."

Ryan Cole (gravely): "I’ve heard the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress) was bound, imprisoned within the house. That might be the only reason you’re still breathing."

Noah Reed (his eyes wide with dread): "Ethan Vale, that’s why I called everyone. There was a new 'harvest' last night. After all these years, someone was killed. It means she’s free."

Suddenly, Emma Hayes’s mother calls out from the distance, "Emma Hayes! Come home right now!"

Emma Hayes quickly leaves the group to join her mother. The conversation halts for a moment, the air thick with tension. An elderly man, around 65 years old, sitting at a corner of the Harbor Diner, had been listening to them intently. His white hair and the deep wrinkles on his face spoke of a life lived through many of the village’s darkest chapters.

Old Man: "You children are talking about the Vale Manor?"

Ryan Cole: "Yes, Uncle. We’re talking about the Vale Manor and the Yakshini. Do you know something?"

Old Man (his voice deep and somber): "Yes... the last time she took a soul, it was that writer who lived there. She came for him in the invisible darkness of that house. Since that day, a shroud of horror has clung to those walls. People used to think she wouldn't bother them, but after his father died, a new kind of fear was born in everyone's eyes."

Noah Reed (whispering): "Is that why the killings stopped back then?"

Old Man: "The killings didn't just stop. She was contained. The masters of three faiths came together and offered a sacrifice to quiet her. They sealed the Vale Manor forever to keep her trapped inside."

As the old man speaks, Ethan Vale’s heart fills with a crushing grief. He realizes they are talking about the night his father died. He drifts into a painful trance, lost in the memory of his father’s final days.

Old Man: "Tell me, boy... Did you open that specific room in the Vale Manor? The one that was sealed?"

Ethan Vale: "No... I was exhausted last night. I just collapsed on the sofa in the hall."

Old Man: "Then how... how did she get out?"

Ryan Cole: "Ethan Vale, are you telling us the truth?"

Ethan Vale: "Of course! Why would I lie about that?"

Ryan Cole: "Maybe you’re just saying that because you’re afraid of the Mayor or what the villagers will think."

Ethan Vale: "No. I don't believe in ghosts. Someone—a person—must have murdered my father."

Ryan Cole: "Ethan Vale, there are forces in this world we don't fully understand. Just as we believe in the divine, we must acknowledge the existence of the profane. Bad things exist in the shadows."

Ethan Vale looks at his friends, his mind a battlefield of doubt and rising anxiety. The spirituality and terror in their voices are starting to wear down his rational defenses.

Ryan Cole: "We need to go to the Vale Manor. We have to check if that seal is still intact."

Ethan Vale: "Fine. Let’s go."

Noah Reed and Jake Turner (in unison): "Are you crazy? That’s her territory, and she just fed last night! Don't you see? The door is already open. She’s out there."

Ryan Cole: "Maybe someone else broke the seal? We don't know. We have to confirm it. Besides, if she took a victim last night, according to the lore, we have fifteen days before the next hunt. We should be safe for now."

Jake Turner: "How can you be so sure?"

Ryan Cole: "I’ve researched this. As a Paranormal Investigator, this is what I do."

After a tense debate, the four friends begin the walk toward the looming silhouette of the Vale Manor.


Chapter 7

The Black Hollow Sheriff’s Office

Mason Cross sat at his desk, staring at the files from the morning’s murder, his mind circling the brutality of the crime. The shrill ring of the telephone startled him.

Mason Cross: "Hello, Mason Cross speaking."

Voice: "Hello, sir. I’m calling from the St. Mercy Hospital. Dr. Neelam needs to speak with you regarding the post-mortem."

Mason Cross: "Understood. I’ll be there shortly."

Mason Cross hung up and gestured for Cole Bennett to follow. The St. Mercy Hospital was close enough that they decided to walk, the afternoon air doing little to clear the grim fog in Mason Cross’s mind.

At the reception, Cole Bennett inquired about Dr. Neelam.

Receptionist: "She’s waiting for you in the morgue."

Cole Bennett: "Thank you."

Mason Cross and Cole Bennett headed toward the morgue, the air turning noticeably colder as they approached the heavy doors. Inside, a body lay on a metal table, draped in a sterile white sheet. Forensic tools were laid out with clinical precision. In the corner, Dr. Neelam sat in a chair, calmly sipping tea.

Cole Bennett: "Hello, Dr. Neelam."

Dr. Neelam: "Hello. I’ve been expecting you."

Cole Bennett: "Doctor, how can you drink tea in a place like this? I can barely stand to breathe in here."

Mason Cross: "Cole Bennett, we’re here for work, not a tea party."

Cole Bennett: "Right. Sorry. Please continue."

Mason Cross: "So, Dr. Neelam, what did you find?"

Dr. Neelam: "Sheriff Mason Cross, the post-mortem is complete. The level of savagery is... remarkable. The body is covered in scratches and deep lacerations that look like claw marks. However, I don't believe this was a real animal attack. It’s too precise in some places and too chaotic in others. It looks like someone went to great lengths to mimic a beast."

Mason Cross: "We suspected as much. Can you go into more detail? Specifically about the heart?"

Dr. Neelam: "Exactly. The heart was removed with a jarring amount of force. It wasn't a clean surgical extraction, but it wasn't a random tear either. It’s as if someone wanted the cause of death to look like a wild animal attack while hiding the actual, perhaps more ritualistic, method of killing."

The room fell silent, the weight of her words deepening the unease in Mason Cross’s chest.

Mason Cross: "Thank you, Doctor. We’ll take it from here. Keep us informed if you find anything else."

As they turned to leave, Dr. Neelam called out, "Sheriff, wait."

They stopped and turned back.

Dr. Neelam: "I just remembered... I looked through the St. Mercy Hospital archives. I've seen patterns like this before, but you have to go back 13 to 15 years. I’ve prepared a copy of those old records for you. You should check them against the police files from that time."

She handed a folder to Mason Cross. He and Cole Bennett began to scan the documents, the realization dawning on them that this case wasn't just a murder—it was the revival of a nightmare.

How should I proceed with the story? Would you like to focus on the friends entering the Vale Manor or the police uncovering the dark history in the records?

Ethan Vale, Ryan Cole, Jake Turner, and Noah Reed stood in the courtyard of the Vale Manor; the clock had just struck 9:00 PM. A heavy, suffocating silence hung between them as they stared at the towering main entrance, which looked like the gaping maw of some ancient beast.

Ethan Vale: "Let’s go inside. See for yourselves."

Jake Turner (his voice trembling): "Friend, think about this one more time. Is it really wise to go in at night? She has already begun her harvest."

Ryan Cole: "Don't be a coward. Nothing is going to happen."

The four of them crossed the threshold, moving through the courtyard. The dense, overgrown trees choked out the moonlight, plunging the space into a jagged darkness. Ryan Cole flicked on his mobile flashlight, the beam cutting through the gloom like a desperate blade. When they reached the heavy wooden door, Ethan Vale fumbled with the keys, the lock turning with a sharp, metallic clack that echoed far too loudly.

They stepped inside. Ryan Cole stayed close to Ethan Vale, while Jake Turner and Noah Reed lingered at the doorway, the shadows of fear lengthening across their faces. Ryan Cole eventually reached back and yanked them inside, forcing them to confront the silence. Ethan Vale flipped the switches, and a flickering, yellow light bathed the hall.

Ethan Vale: "Look, I slept right here. My things are still scattered about. Nothing is disturbed."

Ryan Cole: "Then how could she have escaped?"

Ethan Vale: "I’m telling you, there is no such thing as a Yakshini (Supernatural seductress). It’s someone else—a person—doing all this."

Ryan Cole (tilting his head upward): "What’s upstairs?"

Ethan Vale: "More rooms. Come on, let's look."

Ryan Cole and Ethan Vale began the ascent. Jake Turner and Noah Reed followed like frightened shadows, the dread in their eyes woven into a tapestry of pure terror. Reaching the upper floor, they found a long, narrow corridor. There were six rooms in total—three on the left, three on the right—and at the far end, a solitary window stared out into the black, whispering woods behind the estate.

To Ryan Cole, every door appeared firmly shut, bolstered by heavy iron locks. He began to think Ethan Vale was right; the seals looked untouched.

Ryan Cole: "Every door is locked tight."

Ethan Vale: "I told you."

But then, the atmosphere shifted. A sudden, violent gust of wind shrieked through the hallway, blowing the end window wide open. The force of the air sent a tangle of sacred threads—once laid across the floor—sliding and spiraling toward the center of the corridor.

Ryan Cole’s eyes tracked the movement. He walked forward, his heart hammering against his ribs, and picked up the broken threads. He traced their path to the very last door at the end of the hall.

There, the flashlight beam revealed a horrifying sight: the threads that were meant to bind the handle were frayed and snapped. A silver amulet, cracked and blackened as if by fire, lay discarded on the floor.

Ryan Cole (turning, his face pale): "Ethan Vale... what have you done? This door is open. She is free."

The others rushed to his side, staring at the broken seal in stunned silence. But it was Ethan Vale who looked the most shattered. He was lost in a fog of confusion; he had no memory of coming upstairs, no memory of breaking the threads or the amulet. In his mind, he had never left that sofa downstairs.

The Previous Night

Ethan Vale lay on the sofa in the main hall, drifting in the liminal space between wakefulness and sleep. A soft, cool breeze drifted through the window, carrying the rhythmic, hypnotic pulse of the waves. The moonlight spilled across the floor in silver ribbons, casting long, velvet shadows.

In that hollow silence, a voice—melodic, haunting, and impossibly sweet—vibrated through the air: "Ethan Vale... wake up."

Exhausted by the day's journey, Ethan Vale initially ignored it, dismissing it as a trick of his weary mind. But the voice persisted, drifting down from the darkness of the upper floor.

"Over here, Ethan Vale."

Groggy and disoriented, Ethan Vale forced his eyes open. He scanned the hall, trying to find the source. He turned toward the stairs, squinting into the gloom.

Ethan Vale: "Who’s there? What are you doing in my house?"

As his eyes adjusted, the shadows seemed to coalesce into a shape. A woman stepped onto the landing of the stairs. Her movements were divine, a liquid grace that seemed to defy the laws of physics. Ethan Vale felt a primal, magnetic pull in his chest—a yearning he couldn't explain.

She descended slowly, each step a masterpiece of elegance. Ethan Vale was paralyzed by her beauty. She wore a midnight-black saree with a deep-neck blouse that plunged daringly, revealing the tantalizing curve of her breasts and a valley of shadow that stirred a fierce, sudden heat in his blood. The fabric clung to her like a second skin, accentuating every provocative curve of her body, blending fantasy and form into an image of ultimate temptation. Her presence was an intoxicating storm of grace and raw, erotic power.

Her eyes held a wicked, shimmering light, and her lips were curved into a smile of exquisite malice.

Woman: "You’ve come... you’ve come to set me free."

He didn't know her, yet his body responded to her as if it had been waiting for this moment for centuries.

Ethan Vale: "I... I don't know who you are. What do you mean, 'set you free'?"

Her gaze was a mixture of ancient sorrow and predatory hunger. She seemed to be searching his soul, looking for a connection that transcended time and space. Taking a soft, shivering breath, she glided closer, the scent of her skin—like crushed jasmine and damp earth—filling his senses.

Woman: "You don't remember me?"

She pressed against him, her body a furnace of heat. Ethan Vale felt her hot, shallow breath against his neck. Slowly, she tilted her head and pressed her lips against his. The world vanished. The thudding of his heart drowned out the sea, becoming a rhythmic, tribal drumbeat.


Chapter 8

The sweetness of her mouth was a nectar unlike anything on earth, a flavor of pure, addictive sin that sent a jolt of electric ecstasy through his entire being. In the depths of that kiss, a primal need was awakened. His soul felt as though it were being drawn out through his lips, merging with hers in a moment of terrifying, beautiful unity.

Suddenly, Ethan Vale jerked awake. He was back on the sofa, gasping for air, the taste of her still lingering like a ghost on his tongue. A dream, he told himself. It was just a dream.

But then, he heard it again. The exact same voice, soft and beckoning, drifting down from the upper floor. This time, it wasn't a dream. It was a summons.

Driven by an irresistible compulsion, he stood up. He felt as though he were moving through water, his feet carrying him toward the stairs. The voice grew clearer, more urgent, leading him through the dark corridor of the second floor.

He reached the end of the hallway. The voice was coming from behind the final, sealed door. He tried the handle, but it was locked, bound by sacred threads and a heavy, engraved amulet. He searched frantically for a way in, his mind clouded by the woman's scent.

He ran downstairs, grabbed a heavy stone from the garden, and returned with a manic intensity. He smashed the lock, tore the threads with his bare hands, and hurled the door open.

As the door groaned on its hinges, the room beyond revealed itself—a vortex of oppressive, ancient silence. He stepped inside, expecting the woman from his dream. Instead, he felt a colossal, invisible force slam into his chest. He was thrown backward, his head striking the stone wall with a sickening thud.

The world spun. His heart gave one final, terrified leap before his vision went black.

Outside, the very foundations of the Vale Manor groaned. Every window and door in the mansion flew open simultaneously as if the house itself were screaming. A terrifying, triumphant shriek erupted from the darkness, echoing out across the village of Black Hollow, announcing that the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress) was no longer a prisoner. The hunt had truly begun.

Present Time:

Ethan Vale sat huddled on the stone stairs of the landing, his eyes clouded by a dense, agonizing fog of thought. His palm pressed firmly against his forehead, massaging the skin as if he could physically knead away the confusion and hollow out the darkness lurking within his mind. He was desperately scavenging through the wreckage of his memory, trying to piece together the sequence of the previous night—trying to recall the exact moment his hand reached for that lock, the sensation of the threads snapping against his skin. But the memories were jagged and adversarial, like a complex puzzle missing its most vital, central pieces.

A few paces behind him, the trio—Ryan Cole, Jake Turner, and Noah Reed—stood like sentinels of anxiety. They exchanged glances heavy with unsaid accusations and mounting dread. Finally, Ryan Cole stepped forward, closing the distance to Ethan Vale.

"Ethan Vale... Ethan Vale," Ryan Cole’s voice was a low, urgent rasp. "How could you do it? How could you open that door? She is free now, and the harvest has already begun."

The sheer desperation in Ethan Vale’s soul boiled over. He snapped his head up, his eyes searching Ryan Cole’s face for a reprieve, for an answer that he himself did not possess.

"How was I supposed to know?" Ethan Vale shot back, his voice cracking. "I didn't know some witch was imprisoned here! I knew nothing about her!"

Ryan Cole’s demeanor shifted; a clinical, eerie calmness settled over him, his voice blending deep understanding with a terrifying readiness. "Ethan Vale, she is not merely some 'witch'."

Ethan Vale’s brow furrowed, the word "witch" being replaced by a curiosity that, for a brief second, eclipsed his terror. "Then... who is she? What is she?"

Ryan Cole explained with a cautious, reverent gravity, despite the danger surrounding them. "Yakshinis are not hags or witches. They are celestial beings—goddesses of desire, of immense wealth, and hidden knowledge. Their beauty is beyond the reach of human language; they are creatures of such exquisite allure that they can ensnare the heart of any man who dares to look upon them."

Noah Reed, his voice trembling with a mixture of skepticism and revulsion, chimed in, "But how can a goddess, a divine being, hunt and slaughter humans like cattle?"

"They say she is bound by a curse," Ryan Cole replied darkly. "A curse so ancient and potent that it compels her to rain her divine fury upon mortals."

Noah Reed’s curiosity was now fully ignited, pulling him deeper into the macabre lore. "And how do you know all this? Where did you learn these things?"

Ryan Cole’s gaze turned inward for a fleeting moment before he answered. "During my training as an investigator, I immersed myself in the ancient Shastras. I studied the origins of these beings, their celestial powers, and the dark motivations that drive them."

A flicker of hope, thin as a needle, pierced through Ethan Vale’s despair. A frantic idea took root in his mind. "If there is a curse, then there must be a way to break it. Maybe that is our only way out—the key to our survival."

Ryan Cole went silent, his face a mask of calculation. "It is a possibility, Ved. But first, we must uncover the nature of that curse."

"But how?" Noah Reed asked, his eyes darting around the shadows. "How do we find a secret that has been buried for generations?"

"We look for it here," Ryan Cole said, gesturing to the sprawling decay of the mansion. "This is her domain. There must be something left behind—a talisman, a scroll, a relic—something that ties her to this world."

"Yes," Ethan Vale added, a strange energy taking over him. "And while we search, we clean. We reclaim this place."

The other three stared at Ethan Vale in stunned silence. Seeing their confused expressions, Ethan Vale offered a small, weary smile. They began their search, moving through the Vale Manor room by room, scouring for clues while simultaneously clearing years of accumulated dust and grime, trying to bring light into the shadows.

Ethan Vale paused in front of the grand portrait of his parents. Ryan Cole walked up beside him, his voice soft. "Do you miss them?"

"Only my father," Ethan Vale replied, his voice cold and flat. "He was the only one who truly loved me."

"And your mother?" Ryan Cole asked gently. "I'm sorry, but she is still your mother."

Ethan Vale didn't look at him. He kept his eyes locked on the painted canvas. "She abandoned us. She walked away and never looked back. My father raised me alone. I have nothing but hatred for her."

Turning away from the portrait, Ethan Vale redoubled his efforts, searching for any scrap of information. Eventually, exhausted and drained, the four of them collapsed onto the sofas in the main hall.

"We found nothing, man," Noah Reed groaned. "How are we supposed to learn anything at this rate?"

"We've only searched here," Ryan Cole reasoned. "We’ll have to ask in the village tomorrow. Someone, somewhere, must remember the truth."

"We can also find that old man again," Ethan Vale suggested. "He seemed to know more than he was letting on."

"Tomorrow," Ethan Vale sighed, his eyes drooping. "It’s late, and we’re all spent. Let's get some rest. We’ll go at first light."

"Yeah, let's head home," Noah Reed said, already moving toward the door.

"Why? You can all stay here," Ethan Vale offered.

"No way, not here," Noah Reed shuddered.

"Nothing will happen," Ethan Vale insisted. "I slept here last night and I'm fine."

"He’s right," Ryan Cole added, his voice low. "She has already claimed her victim for this cycle. We are safe for now."

Reluctantly, they agreed. Bone-tired, they fell into a deep, heavy sleep within the silent walls of the Vale Manor.

In the dead of night, Ethan Vale’s eyes snapped open. A voice was calling to him—the same ethereal, haunting melody he had heard before. He tried to shake the others awake, but they remained in a preternatural stupor, unresponsive to his touch.

Driven by a force he couldn't resist, he stood up and followed the sound. It led him once again to the second floor. At the end of the corridor, standing in the moonlight, was the woman.

She was draped in a translucent red saree that seemed to glow with its own inner light. Her blouse was cut so low that her deep, inviting cleavage was a centerpiece of her intoxicating form. Her lips were the color of crushed roses, her eyes a piercing, supernatural blue, and her ink-black hair cascaded down to her waist like a silken waterfall. Ethan Vale inhaled deeply, the scent of her skin—a heady mix of musk and ancient blooms—filling his lungs and shattering his willpower.

She glided toward him until she was so close he could feel the scorching heat of her breath. Ethan Vale closed his eyes, surrendering to the madness. He leaned in, pressing his lips against hers. They collided in a feverish, desperate kiss. He gripped her slender waist, pulling her flush against him, their mouths devouring each other with a raw, primal hunger. When they finally broke apart to gasp for air, their hearts were drumming a synchronized rhythm of lust and terror.

She took his hand and led him toward the bedroom. Ethan Vale was so lost in her magical aura, so utterly consumed by the taste of her, that he didn't even realize they were entering the very room he had unsealed.

Inside, she pushed him onto the bed with surprising strength and crawled over him, pinning him down. Their lips met again, tongues dancing in a wicked, expert play. Sometimes he was the hunter, sometimes she was the prey, their breath mingling in the stifling heat of the room.

Suddenly, a heavy hand slammed onto Ethan Vale’s chest, shaking him violently.

"Ethan Vale! Wake up! Ethan Vale, it’s late!"

Ethan Vale’s eyes flew open. The room was gone. The woman was gone. He was back in the hall, with Ryan Cole standing over him, the morning sun streaming through the windows.


Chapter 9

Suddenly, a heavy hand slammed onto Ethan Vale’s chest, shaking him violently as if trying to tear him away from the edge of a cliff.

Ryan Cole: "Ethan Vale! Wake up! Get up, man, it’s late!"

Ethan Vale bolted upright, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. The scent of jasmine and the warmth of those phantom lips still lingered on his skin, fading cruelly into the morning air.

Ethan Vale: "What... what happened?"

Ryan Cole: "Nothing happened, but we have to move. Now."

Ethan Vale: "Where to?"

Ryan Cole: "Did you forget? We decided to find someone in the village who knows about the Yakshini’s curse. We can't waste a second."

Ethan Vale: "Oh. Right. Yeah."

Ethan Vale stood up, his legs feeling like lead. He hurried to the bathroom to splash cold water on his face, trying to wash away the haunting beauty of the woman in his dream. Once ready, the four friends headed to Emma Hayes’s Harbor Diner.

The stall was bustling; the morning rush was in full swing. Villagers were gathered for breakfast, the clinking of steel spoons and the hum of gossip filling the air. In the corner, the same elderly man from yesterday sat alone, hidden behind a newspaper, slowly sipping his tea.

Ethan Vale: "There he is. Let’s go ask him now."

Ryan Cole: "No, Ethan Vale. Not now. Look around—it’s too crowded. People are already on edge because the Vale Manor has been opened. We don't want to start a riot or draw the wrong kind of attention."

Noah Reed: "Ryan Cole’s right. Because of your Bade Papa (the Mayor), they aren't speaking openly, but they all know you’re staying there. One wrong move and the whole village might turn on us."

Emma Hayes glided over to their table, wiping her hands on her apron.

Emma Hayes: "What are you four whispering about?"

Jake Turner: "Nothing, Emma Hayes. We were just discussing how breathtakingly beautiful you look this morning."

Emma Hayes: "What? Get out of here with that nonsense."

Ryan Cole: "Ignore him, Emma Hayes. We’re just starving. What’s on the menu?"

Emma Hayes: "Hold your horses. Chotu! Bring tea and dosa for these four, immediately!" She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "What happened at the Vale Manor last night?"

Ryan Cole: "Nothing."

Emma Hayes: "I mean... is the seal really broken? Is it open?"

Ryan Cole: "Not here, Emma Hayes. I’ll tell you everything later when the crowd thins out."

Chotu arrived with four cups of steaming tea and two plates of dosa.

Noah Reed: "Only two plates?"

Emma Hayes: "Start with those, you glutton. He’s bringing more."

The tension broke for a moment as they began to eat, the simple comfort of the food grounding them. Once the morning rush subsided and the villagers headed to their fields, Ryan Cole signaled it was time. He approached the old man.

Ryan Cole: "Hello, Uncle. How are you today?"

Old Man: "I am well, son. Just enjoying the news."

Ryan Cole: "Have another tea on us, Uncle." (He gestured to Emma Hayes for a fresh cup). "We actually need to ask you something important."

The other three gathered around the small table, their shadows falling over the old man’s newspaper.

Old Man: "Go ahead. What's on your mind?"

Ryan Cole: "We want to know about the Yakshini’s curse. Do you know the specifics of how it can be broken?"

Old Man: "No one knows the truth of the curse itself... but why the sudden interest?"

Ryan Cole: "I’ve learned she was bound by one. If we know the 'why,' we might find the 'how' to stop her."

Old Man: (He lowered his paper, his eyes turning grave). "Why don't you check the Vale Manor? I remember the Writer Thomas Vale—Ethan Vale’s father—was working on a book specifically about the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress). He spent years researching her. If the truth exists, it’s in his notes."

The four friends looked at each other, stunned. Ethan Vale’s father was writing a book about the very entity that supposedly killed him?

Ryan Cole: "Ethan Vale! Do you remember anything about the manuscript?"

Ethan Vale: "No... I don't. He was always writing, but I never knew the subject."

Old Man: "The rumors say he found out far more than he should have. He documented everything. You must find that book."

Ethan Vale: "Thank you, Uncle. But we’ve looked everywhere. The library, his office... we haven't found a single page."

Ryan Cole: "Maybe he sent it to a publisher? If it was near completion, there would be a record."

Ethan Vale: "Wait... a long time ago, I saw a bank check in his files. It was from 'Northshore Press'. That’s the only lead I have."

Ryan Cole: "Northshore Press? They were famous for horror and thrillers years ago, but they went out of business recently. I don't recall them ever releasing a book about a Yakshini (Supernatural seductress)."

Ethan Vale: "We have to go to Portland. That’s where they were based. I don't have an address or a number, just the name."

Noah Reed: "Then you guys should go. My grandmother isn't doing well, and I have to help my mother with the chores. I can't leave the village right now."

Ethan Vale: "It’s okay, Noah Reed. Ryan Cole, Jake Turner, and I will go. We’ll take the night train and be there by morning."

Before leaving, Ethan Vale decided to pay a visit to the Mayor’s house to say goodbye to his Aunt. As expected, the Mayor looked at him with sheer coldness, but Ethan Vale walked past him, heading straight for the women of the house.

Margaret Vale, Claire Hart, and Sarah Hart were having breakfast.

Ethan Vale: "Aunt, how are you feeling?"

Margaret Vale’s face brightened instantly. "Ethan Vale! Come, sit. Have some breakfast."

Ethan Vale: "I’ve already eaten, but I’ll take a cup of tea. I’m actually leaving for Portland tonight for some work."

Margaret Vale: "So soon? Don't you like it here?"

Ethan Vale: "It’s just for a few days. I’ll be back as soon as the work is done."

Sarah Hart handed him a cup, her eyes meeting his with a soft, knowing smile. Ethan Vale took a sip, the warmth of the tea settling his nerves.

Ethan Vale: "Aunt, where is Evelyn Vale? I didn't get to see her properly yesterday."

Margaret Vale: "She is in her room. She’s... having a difficult day."

Claire Hart: "Sarah Hart, take him up. It’s time for her injection anyway."

Ethan Vale followed Sarah Hart to the far wing of the house.

Sarah Hart: "She’s stable, but the episodes come without warning now. Wait here, I’ll go to my room and grab the sedative."

Ethan Vale pushed the door open cautiously. The room was shrouded in thick, heavy curtains that blocked out the morning sun, creating a ghostly, suffocating twilight. As his eyes adjusted, he saw a silhouette sitting motionless on the bed.

Ethan Vale: "Evelyn Vale? It’s me, Ethan Vale. How are you?"

Silence. The air in the room felt stagnant, vibrating with an unseen tension.

Ethan Vale: "Do you remember me? Your friend?"

Still nothing. He stepped closer into the gloom. "It’s Ethan Vale. I’m back."

Suddenly, a cold, skeletal hand shot out from the shadows behind him, grabbing his hair with a strength that felt supernatural. He was jerked backward, his scalp screaming in pain.

A piercing, feminine shriek filled the room—not of pain, but of pure, unadulterated rage.

Evelyn: "WHY DID YOU OPEN THE DOOR! WHY DID YOU LET HER OUT!"

She screamed it over and over, her voice a jagged edge of madness. Within seconds, Claire Hart, Margaret Vale, and Sarah Hart burst into the room. Sarah Hart moved with practiced speed, plunging the needle into Evelyn’s arm. The screaming subsided into a low whimper as the sedative took hold, and Evelyn slumped back onto the pillows.

As they led a shaken Ethan Vale out of the room, Claire Hart turned on Sarah Hart.

Claire Hart: "How could you let him go in there alone? You know how dangerous her episodes are!"

Sarah Hart: "I only stepped away for a second!"

Margaret Vale tried to calm them, but Ethan Vale stood there, paralyzed. In the chaos, he had almost missed it—but for a split second, before the lights were turned on, he thought he saw a dark, feminine shadow detaching itself from Evelyn’s back and melting into the floor.

9:00 PM - Black Hollow Railway Station

The station was a desolate island of concrete and rusted iron. The overhead lights flickered, casting long, skeletal shadows across the platform. Ethan Vale sat alone on a wooden bench, the night air chilling him to the bone. Ryan Cole and Jake Turner were late.

The silence of the station was absolute, broken only by the rustle of leaves in the distance. Ethan Vale checked his watch—the train was due in an hour. Bored and restless, his eyes drifted toward the tracks.

There, on the far side of the rails, stood a figure.

It was a woman, her back turned to him. She wore a deep black saree, draped without a blouse in a way that clung to every curve of her waist and hips with a sensual, almost lethal grace. Her hair was a black river, flowing all the way down to her lower back. She wore no gold, only a few simple ornaments that shimmered in the moonlight.

Ethan Vale was transfixed. The beauty of her silhouette was so overwhelming, so ancient, that he forgot to breathe. He wanted to call out, to see her face—the face from his dreams.

Just as he leaned forward, a hand dropped onto his shoulder. He jumped, a cry of terror escaping his throat.

Ryan Cole: "Whoa! What's wrong? What were you staring at in the dark?"

Ethan Vale: (pointing frantically) "Look at her! Over there, across the tracks! She’s beautiful..."

Ryan Cole looked toward the empty tracks. The moonlight hit the gravel, illuminating nothing but shadows and cold steel.

Ryan Cole: "Who, Ethan Vale? There’s nobody there. It’s just us."

Ethan Vale looked back. The tracks were empty. The woman had vanished as if she had never been there at all, leaving only the cold wind and the distant, haunting sound of a woman’s laughter echoing in his mind.

Should they proceed to Portland, or is the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress) already following them?

Ethan Vale turned back, but there was nothing behind him now but an impenetrable wall of darkness. The void was absolute, and he felt a sudden, hollow chill as he realized the woman who had captivated his very soul had vanished as abruptly as a ghost in the fog.

Ryan Cole: "There’s nobody there, Ethan Vale. You're seeing things."


Chapter 10

Ethan Vale pulled his attention back to his friends, forcing himself into the comfort of their conversation. An hour later, the train arrived, its heavy metallic shriek cutting through the silence of the night.

They boarded and began the hunt for their seats. As the train lurched forward, departing from the station, the three friends settled in for the long haul. With the rhythmic clack-clack of the tracks beneath them and a long journey ahead to Portland, they began to talk, their voices weaving through old memories and half-forgotten stories.

A cool, nocturnal breeze began to snake through the open windows and doors—a gentle, sighing chill that offered a merciful escape from the day’s sweltering heat. The air carried the metallic, nostalgic scent of the tracks, and the train surged forward with a steady, hypnotic pulse.

After nearly an hour and a half of laughter and reminiscing, the heavy weight of exhaustion began to settle over them. They knew they needed their strength; tomorrow’s task was daunting—finding a publishing house that had been shuttered for years. Gradually, the conversation died down, and their eyelids grew heavy with the burden of sleep.

One by one, Ethan Vale, Ryan Cole, and Jake Turner succumbed to the swaying rhythm of the carriage. The staccato heartbeat of the wheels on the rails and the peaceful, steady pace of the train lulled them into a deep, dreamless trance. Outside, the world flickered past in a blur of lonely lights and fleeting shadows as the train continued its relentless march, pausing momentarily at silent, sleeping stations.

At around 5:00 AM, the train finally groaned into Portland. The station was already a hive of activity, swarming with travelers waiting for their connections. Disembodied voices echoed over the loudspeakers, announcing arrivals and delays in a monotonous drone.

Woken by the announcements, Ethan Vale nudged the others awake, and they stepped off onto the platform. Since Portland was the final stop, the train sat idling, hissing steam into the morning air.

They had arrived on Platform 2, necessitating a climb over the footbridge to reach the exit. Jake Turner let out a groan of pure irritation, his muscles stiff from the journey.

Jake Turner: "Could they not have brought the train to Platform 1? My legs are killing me."

Ethan Vale and Ryan Cole shared a tired laugh at his expense as they exited the station. Outside, the chaos intensified; Cab Driversdrivers were shouting, creating a cacophony as they vied for passengers.

Ignoring the noise, the three of them found a small tea stall. After splashing cold water on their faces to shake off the remnants of sleep, Ethan Vale brought over three cups of steaming tea. They sat around a wobbly plastic table, the steam rising into the early light, and began to strategize.

Ethan Vale: "We’ve come all this way, but we are flying blind. No address, no contact number. Finding them in a city this size is going to be like finding a needle in a haystack."

Ryan Cole: "True, but we don't have a choice. We have to find them."

Ethan Vale: "Fair enough. Do you guys want anything else to eat?"

Ryan Cole and Jake Turner shook their heads. Ethan Vale walked over to the stall owner to pay for the tea.

Ethan Vale: "Uncle, do you happen to know anything about 'Northshore Press'?"

The Stall Owner: "What’s that?"

Ethan Vale: "Northshore Press. They used to publish horror and thriller novels."

The Stall Owner: "No, son. Never heard of it."

Ethan Vale returned to the table and slumped into his seat.

Ryan Cole: "What were you whispering to him?"

Ethan Vale: "Just fishing for leads. I thought maybe someone local would know."

Ryan Cole: "A tea stall owner? Why would he know about an obscure publisher?"

Ethan Vale: "I’m just desperate, okay? I thought we might get lucky. So, what’s the plan?"

Ryan Cole: "We need to talk to the auto drivers. They spend their entire lives traversing these streets; if a place exists or ever existed, they’ve probably passed it."

Ethan Vale: "Let's do it."

Ryan Cole: "Most offices won't open until 9:00 or 10:00 AM. We have a couple of hours to kill."

Ethan Vale: "Great, so we just sit here for three hours?"

Ryan Cole: "Pretty much."

They sat and talked, watching the city slowly bleed into life. By 7:30 AM, Ethan Vale’s patience had finally evaporated.

Ethan Vale: "I can't sit here anymore. Let's move."

They stood up and approached a Cab Driver driver.

Ryan Cole: "Brother, where is the main hub for book printing in this city?"

The driver looked puzzled, having only caught the word "book."

Auto Driver: "You should go to Trikon Baug. There are plenty of book shops there. You'll find what you need."

Ryan Cole: "No, I don't want to buy books. I need to find a publisher."

Auto Driver: "Like I said, go there. Ask in the book stores; those owners know the publishers better than anyone."

They piled into the auto, and the engine roared to life. They wove through the waking streets, the city coming alive with the scent of diesel and morning dust. In fifteen minutes, they reached Trikon Baug, halted by a defiant red light.

Trikon Baug was the beating heart of Portland. The main city bus station was situated here, and the area was swarming with buses starting their first routes. The streets were a chaotic tapestry of bikes and autos, a high-traffic artery filled with people rushing to their daily grind.

Ryan Cole: "Where are the shops? I don't see anything."

Auto Driver: "Patience. We have to enter that alleyway. That's where the shops are."

As the light turned green, the auto veered into the side street. The driver pointed toward a row of shops where students were already gathering to buy stationery and textbooks. Ryan Cole hopped out and approached a bookstore that had a couple of customers inside.

Ryan Cole: "Hello. Can you tell me where I can find 'Northshore Press'?"

Bookstore Owner: "I've never heard of it. What are you looking to publish?"

Ryan Cole: "I’ve... uh... written a book and I’m looking for this specific house."

Bookstore Owner: "Try Akila Chowk. Years ago, that area was the hub for publishers. Most are gone now, but a few might still be hanging on in the back alleys."

Ryan Cole thanked him and they piled back into the auto.

Ryan Cole: "Brother, take us to Akila Chowk."

They reached the square and paid the driver, sending him on his way.

Auto Driver: "I can wait if you like?"

Ryan Cole: "No thanks, this might take a while. Thank you."

Akila Chowk was a eclectic mix of mobile shops, pet stores, and seasonal vendors. They searched for a sign of a publisher, but the only prominent building belonged to the 'Akila' newspaper—the very reason the square was named as such.

Ryan Cole: "Damn it. No Northshore Press here either. We’re just spinning our wheels."

Jake Turner: (his voice thick with exhaustion) "There’s no publisher here, but there is a 'Northshore Mobile Gallery'. I mean, who names a phone shop 'Northshore Mobile'?"

Ryan Cole: "Where?"

Jake Turner: "Just back there, maybe five minutes away. I saw the sign."

Ryan Cole: "Why didn't you say something?"

Jake Turner: "Because it's a mobile shop, Ryan Cole! Not a publishing house!"

Ryan Cole: "Let's just go. At this point, I'll take any lead."

They walked toward the shop and found a man sitting behind the counter, probably in his mid-fifties, his face etched with the weariness of time.

Ryan Cole: "Hello, sir. We’re looking for 'Northshore Press'. Do you know where it moved to?"

The man froze, a look of profound shock crossing his face. It had been years since anyone had uttered that name. He looked up at them, his eyes wide.

The Man: "You’re standing right on top of it."

Should they look for the manuscript here, or is the publisher hiding something even darker about Ethan Vale's father?


Chapter 11

Ethan Vale, Ryan Cole, and Jake Turner stood before the entrance of what was once Northshore Press, their hearts pounding with a fragile hope. They believed they were finally stepping into the light, ready to unmask the mystery of the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress) that had haunted Ethan Vale’s bloodline. As they crossed the threshold, they weren't met with sleek desks, but with the intoxicating, dusty aroma of aging paper—the silent, heavy scent of literary history.

Ethan Vale walked toward a man in his fifties who was nearly buried under towering stacks of yellowing manuscripts. As Ethan Vale began to speak, the man’s eyes narrowed, searching

Ethan Vale’s features as if peeling back the layers of time.

Ethan Vale: "Hello, sir. I am Ethan Vale. Did you know my father, Adrian Vale? He was an author."

The man went still. He stared at Ethan Vale, his memory slowly igniting as he recognized the haunting similarity in the jawline and the intensity of the eyes.

The Man: "You... You are Adrian’s son? Ethan Vale?"

Ethan Vale: "Yes, that's right."

A wide, genuine smile broke across the man’s weathered face, erasing years of fatigue.

The Man: "Oh, Ethan Vale! I am Vincent Vale, the owner of Northshore Press. You are most welcome here, son."

Ethan Vale bowed his head in gratitude, feeling a surge of adrenaline. He felt he was on the precipice of a great discovery.

Ethan Vale: "You say you are a publisher, sir... but this looks like a mobile phone shop."

Vincent: (with a sad, nostalgic sigh) "Times change, Ethan Vale. The glowing screen has devoured the printed page. People want everything on their phones now—e-books, quick videos. Our physical sales withered away. Horror and thrillers, the genres your father mastered, lost their grip on the public’s imagination. And honestly? We lost our greatest soul."

Ethan Vale: "Who was that?"

Vincent: "Your father, Adrian. When he first walked through these doors, we were nothing—a tiny, struggling press. But when we published his first book, 'Angiya Baital', it was like an explosion. Our sales skyrocketed. People were possessed by his words; his writing had a way of getting under your skin, making you feel the shadows moving behind you. He made this house what it was."

Vincent’s eyes grew misty as he looked at the stacks of paper. "We won awards, we grew famous... but then came that cursed day. We lost him, and we never found another voice like his. He had a way of describing characters and scenes that made readers lose their minds with immersion. On the day he... passed... I was the first one there. I had gone to his Vale Manor to give him a royalty check and discuss his newest masterpiece. I was the one who called the police."

Ethan Vale felt a cold lump form in his throat. He was hearing the story of his father’s final moments from a witness. His voice trembled as he asked, "What happened after that day?"

Vincent: "The spark died with him. Between the loss of Adrian and the rise of the internet, we couldn't survive. Years later, we closed the doors. The last check I sent you was the final royalty from his legacy. But seeing you here... I thought maybe you had come to bring a new manuscript. You look just like him."

Ethan Vale: "No, sir. I’m not a writer. I’m searching for a specific book he was working on—a book about Yakshini (Supernatural seductress). Do you have it? Did he ever send it to you?"

Vincent: "No. When I went to see him that day, that was the very book we were supposed to discuss. But tragedy struck before a single page reached my hands."

Ethan Vale’s heart sank. Another dead end. "So... you know nothing about the contents? Nothing at all?"

Vincent: "I'm sorry, beta. I wish I could help. But if you ever decide to pick up the pen, come to me. I see that same fire in your eyes."

Ethan Vale: "No... I have no interest in writing."

Dejected and hollowed out by the journey, the three friends thanked Vincent and stepped back into the sweltering noise of Portland, returning empty-handed.

Back in the Village Black Hollow Sheriff’s Office

Sheriff Mason Cross was hunched over his desk, lit only by a flickering bulb, as he dug through the skeletal remains of the police archives. Dr. Neelam’s theory about the 15-year cycle had ignited a fire in him. With every dusty page he turned, his conviction grew: these weren't random acts of violence. They were a ritual.

He pulled out a thick, stained folder. The name on the tab made his blood run cold: "Adrian Pratap Vale."

Mason Cross squinted, trying to recall the whispers he’d heard about the Vale family. He shouted for his deputy.

Mason Cross: "Cole Bennett! Get in here!"

Cole Bennett hurried in, dropping a stack of files on his desk.

Mason Cross: "Who is Adrian Vale? Is he related to the Mayor?"

Cole Bennett: "Yes, sir. He was the Mayor's younger brother. But they hadn't spoken in years."

Mason Cross: "Why? What was the blood feud?"

Cole Bennett: "Nobody knows for sure, sir. Just a deep-seated hatred that started when they were kids."

Cole Bennett hesitated, his face tightening. "But why are you digging this up now, sir?"

Mason Cross: "Look at this file. When Adrian 'died' in that Vale Manor, the police found the walls painted in his blood—but they never found a body. No corpse, no grave. They just declared him dead and closed the case. Does that sound right to you?"

Cole Bennett: "I... I wasn't on the force then, sir."

Mason Cross: "Grab your hat. We’re going to talk to the Mayor."

Cole Bennett went pale. "Sir, is that wise? To go to his house and accuse him?"

Mason Cross: "We aren't accusing anyone yet. We’re just 'gathering information'."

They drove to the Mayor’s sprawling estate. Margaret Vale opened the door, her eyes widening in alarm at the sight of the uniforms.

Margaret Vale: "Oh! Sheriff! Is something wrong?"

Mason Cross: "Hello, Margaret Vale. We’re just here to have a word with the Mayor."

She led them into the grand hall where the Mayor sat with Anand. The Mayor looked up, his expression unreadable.

Mayor: "Mason Cross. To what do I owe the honor? Have you lost your way?"

Mason Cross: "We’re here about the recent murder, sir. Our investigation shows a pattern of similar cases from years ago—cases that were buried."

Mayor: "I was young then, Mason Cross. Like you. My father was the Mayor, and he took those secrets to his grave. I have nothing for you."

Mason Cross: "I’m actually here to ask about your brother’s murder. Adrian Vale."

The air in the room turned to ice. The Mayor’s face contorted into a mask of pure, unadulterated rage.

Mayor: (his voice a low, dangerous growl) "Mason Cross... that man was not my brother."

Mason Cross: "But Cole Bennett says—"

The Mayor shot a lethal look at Cole Bennett, who immediately withered and bowed his head in a silent plea for forgiveness.

Mayor: "I know nothing of that 'murder.' I wasn't even in the village when it happened. Now, get out of my house. I have work to do."

Mason Cross stood up slowly, the silence in the room heavy with the weight of things left unsaid. As they walked back to the car, Mason Cross looked at his deputy.

Mason Cross: "Did you see his face, Cole Bennett? The moment I mentioned Adrian, he looked like he wanted to kill me. A man who claims to be innocent doesn't react with that kind of venom."

Cole Bennett: "Maybe he just hated him, sir. Hatred doesn't make you a murderer."

Mason Cross: "Maybe. But he wasn't in the village on the day his brother was slaughtered? That’s a very convenient alibi."

Meanwhile, in Portland

Ethan Vale: "We came all this way for nothing. Absolutely nothing."

Ryan Cole: "I know. We’re back to square one. Where the hell could that book be?"

Ethan Vale: "I think we missed something. We need to go back to the Vale Manor and tear it apart, brick by brick."

Ryan Cole: "We already searched for it, Ethan Vale!"

Ethan Vale: "We were exhausted that day! We were scared! What if there’s a hidden compartment? A basement? We have to go back."

Ryan Cole: (sighing) "Fine. But let's get home first."

Ethan Vale: "It’s 4:00 PM. We have to wait two hours for the train."

Jake Turner: "Great, so we'll be reaching the village in the middle of the night? In the dark?"

Ethan Vale: "Yes. Do you want to pay extra for a bus that gets there at the same time?"

Jake Turner: "No..."

They spent their last few hours at the station. It was a sea of humanity—three different trains had just arrived, and the platform was a battlefield of luggage and shouting rickshaw drivers. Ethan Vale stood in a grueling line for 45 minutes to get their tickets while the sun began to set.

To keep their spirits up, Ryan Cole bought some "Lobster Roll" from a street vendor. The spicy potato filling, crunchy peanuts, and sweet-tangy chutney—a staple of Boston—offered a fleeting moment of comfort.

The train was delayed by 90 minutes. It finally roared into the station at 7:30 PM. Jake Turner scrambled on first, aggressively guarding two seats for his friends. Ethan Vale and Ryan Cole followed, collapsing into the worn upholstery as the train gave a mournful whistle and began the long, dark journey back toward the village—and the shadow of the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress).

Will the "Lobster Roll" be their last peaceful meal, or will the darkness on the train find them before they reach the village?


The train journey stretched deep into the shadows of the night, and they finally pulled into the village station around 2:00 AM. Only a handful of weary travelers disembarked, disappearing into the gloom. Exhausted to their very bones, the trio searched for a way home; fortunately, they found a lone Cab Driverswaiting like a sentinel in the dark. Upon reaching the Vale Manor, they didn't even have the strength to climb the stairs; they collapsed right there on the cold floor of the main hall, surrendered to a dreamless sleep.

The next morning, Ethan Vale, Ryan Cole, and Jake Turner sat huddled around a table at Emma Hayes’s Harbor Diner. Soon, Noah Reed joined them, his face etched with anticipation.

Noah Reed: "Did you find anything out about that book?"

Ethan Vale: (shaking his head dejectedly) "No, Noah Reed. We came back empty-handed."

Noah Reed: "So, what’s the next move?"

In the midst of their grim silence, Emma Hayes arrived with Chotu, carrying plates of steaming breakfast. She pulled up a chair and joined them. Ethan Vale recounted the entire Portland ordeal: the closed publishing house, the mobile shop, and the dead end.

Noah Reed: "So, are you thinking of tearing the Vale Manor apart again?"

Ryan Cole: "We don't have any other choice right now."

Ethan Vale: "Exactly. We need to finish this breakfast quickly; time is slipping through our fingers."

Emma Hayes looked at them, a flicker of desire to help in her eyes, but her gaze shifted back to her bustling shop.

Emma Hayes: "I want to come with you, but my mother isn't here today, and I have to manage the counter."

Ethan Vale: "We understand, Emma Hayes. Don’t worry, we’ll handle it."

After finishing their meal, they marched back to the Vale Manor. They spent days scouring every nook and cranny—probing wall panels, checking floorboards, and searching for any hidden lever that might lead to his father’s secrets. Despite their relentless efforts, they found nothing.




Chapter 12

Days bled into weeks, and their search turned into a cycle of despair. They questioned the villagers, but no one knew of the book, and the mention of the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress) only brought fearful silences. Fifteen days passed in a blur of frustration.

The Night of the Full Moon

The full moon hung in the sky like a bloated, silver orb, bathing the world in an eerie, supernatural glow. On the deserted Black Hollow Shore, a man—staggering and heavily intoxicated—wandered along the shoreline. The rhythmic, thunderous crashing of the waves filled the air. In his drunken haze, he suddenly heard a sound that pierced through the roar of the ocean—the sweet, melodic tinkling of anklets.

He spun around, and his breath caught in his throat. Standing there, bathed in the pearlescent moonlight, was a vision of impossible beauty.

The Drunkard: (spellbound) "Who... who are you?"

With a smile that was both predatory and divine, she replied in a voice like silk, "I am the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress). I am your death."

The night was a masterpiece of chilling beauty. The moon, like a giant glowing pearl, cast a silver bridge across the black water. The sand, kissed by the moonlight, glittered like a million fallen stars. The ocean hummed a gentle, rhythmic lullaby with every surge and retreat.

A refreshing chill hung in the air, harmonizing with the flow of the tide. The cold wind whispered secrets of the deep through the waves, sending a primal shiver down the drunkard's spine. As he wandered deeper into this ethereal world, his staggered footsteps left deep imprints on the wet, cold sand—a place where the earth, sea, and sky danced in dark unity.

The silver radiance illuminated his unsteady path, casting long, distorted shadows that seemed to writhe with the moving water. He pushed forward, the intoxicating scent of salt and the mysterious fragrance of the night wrapping around him like a shroud. He was a mere wanderer, ensnared by the moon’s magic, utterly unaware of the transcendental horror awaiting him.

In this beautiful setting, amidst the roar of the waves, the sound of the anklets grew louder. The man turned toward the melody.

Through his blurred vision, he saw a woman draped in a pristine white saree. She looked incredibly sensual. The fabric was wrapped around her in a provocative manner, barely containing her. Her white blouse offered a tantalizing view of her deep cleavage. Her fair, slender waist and navel were exposed, radiating a raw, erotic heat. In the translucent fabric of the saree, the silhouette of her lower body was partially visible, teasing the imagination.

Bathed in the moon's glow, her skin seemed to emit a soft, otherworldly radiance. The breeze played with her long, ebony hair, the strands dancing in the night air. Her deep, expressive eyes held a hypnotic allure, shimmering with an enchanting invitation. As she looked at the drunkard with a mysterious smile, her lips—painted a deep, blood-red like crushed roses—parted slightly. Her presence was a breathtaking vision of grace and temptation that left an indelible mark on the man's fractured senses, drawing him deeper into the night's dark spell.

Seeing her, the man’s heart became drenched in carnal desire. With stumbling steps, he moved toward her.

Drunkard: "What is a beautiful woman like you doing all alone in this desolate night?"

The Woman: (with a sultry smile) "I have been waiting... waiting for my companion."

The man looked around mockingly. "What fool would keep a goddess like you waiting here alone?"

As he spoke, he lost his balance, stumbling forward. The woman caught him, her arms strong yet soft. The moment her skin touched his, an electric shiver raced through his entire body. He looked into her eyes, lost.

Drunkard: "Thank you for catching me. But who will save me from falling in love with you?"

The Woman: "It was you I was waiting for."

Hearing this, the man was overcome with a manic joy. "An angel like you... waiting for me?"

The woman simply smiled, a look of pure hunger in her eyes. The man pulled her close, burying his face in her neck, inhaling the intoxicating, musky fragrance of her skin. He began to kiss her body with a desperate madness, eventually finding her lips with his own.

The moment their lips met, he felt as if he were tasting the sweetest nectar ever known to man. The kiss was more intoxicating than any liquor. He kissed her with a ferocity as if she might vanish into the mist. After a long, breathless encounter, he pulled back, gasping for air.

The Woman: (teasingly) "Tired already?"

Drunkard: "I’ve only just begun."

He began to peel the saree away from her body. As the fabric fell, her skin seemed to soak up the moonlight, glowing with a brilliance that was almost blinding. After admiring her for a moment, he freed her breasts from the blouse, squeezing them with a raw, lustful intensity. The woman moaned with every touch. When he tasted her skin, he found it even sweeter than before. He sucked at her like a man possessed.

Slowly, they both shed their garments. He began to kiss every inch of her, his mind surrendering to a primal void. He pushed himself into her. With every crashing wave, he drove himself deeper. With every thrust, the woman’s back rubbed against the coarse, wet sand. After a while, the woman took the lead, moving on top of him. Her sand-covered back glittered in the silver moonlight as she moved with a rhythmic, carnal grace to the sound of the ocean.

Soon, the man’s breathing became heavy and labored. Realizing his strength was failing and he could no longer satisfy her hunger, the woman’s face began to distort. The beautiful vision began to rot. Within seconds, the sensual woman transformed into a withered, ancient hag. Her fingernails grew into long, jagged talons.

The man had his eyes closed in ecstasy when he felt something sharp raking across his chest. He thought it was a playful scratch of passion, but the sting quickly turned into a searing, agonizing pain. He snapped his eyes open and saw the horrifying face of the old woman looming over him.

Drunkard: "Who... who are you?"

Woman: "I am Yakshini (Supernatural seductress). I am your death."

With those words, she lunged. Her talons tore through his eyes and face. Then, she raked her claws across his chest, opening deep, weeping gasps in his flesh. Finally, she drove her hand deep into his chest cavity. She gripped his heart and ripped it out. With a final, gurgling scream of absolute agony, the man’s soul left his body.

She stood over the corpse, letting out a blood-curdling, triumphant shriek that echoed across the dark waters. In her hand, she held the still-quivering heart. She brought it to her mouth and began to tear into the raw flesh, chewing it ravenously. The remaining blood sprayed across her face and flowed down her body. It was a sight of pure, unadulterated horror. As she consumed the heart, her form shifted back—the blood-stained, gore-covered body transformed back into the glowing, sensual woman. She screamed one last time, turning the beautiful night into a waking nightmare.

The Morning After

The sun rose, casting a harsh light over the village. Ethan Vale and Ryan Cole were asleep in the Vale Manor when a violent, frantic pounding at the main door startled them awake. Ethan Vale stumbled downstairs, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, and swung the door open. Emma Hayes stood there, trembling.

She was gasping for air, her face flushed as if she had run a marathon. Tears were streaming down her face.

Ethan Vale: "Emma Hayes! What happened? Why are you crying?"

Emma Hayes: (sobbing hysterically) "Ethan Vale... Ethan Vale..."

Ethan Vale: "Come inside. Calm down and tell me what’s wrong."

Emma Hayes: "The police... They've taken Jake Turner and Noah Reed! They’ve arrested them!"

The Black Hollow Sheriff’s Office

Inside the village lock-up, the morning sun cast long, barred shadows across the floor. Sheriff Mason Cross sat on a chair, his seasoned, weathered face marked by years of dealing with the dark side of humanity. In his hand, he gripped a heavy wooden baton.

Jake Turner and Noah Reed sat on the floor of the cell, their backs against the wall, looking disheveled and broken. Their eyes were bloodshot, showing a mixture of defiance and absolute terror. Mason Cross leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. His voice was cold, sharp, and commanded total authority.

Mason Cross: "Jake Turner, Noah Reed... what were you two doing at the Black Hollow Shore last night? A man lost his life there, and you two were the only ones found at the scene."

Jake Turner: (voice trembling) "Sir, we didn't do anything! We were just heading back to the Vale Manor."

Mason Cross: "The Vale Manor? Why?"

Jake Turner: "To meet our friend Ethan Vale. It’s his house. We all stay there together."

Noah Reed: "Yes, sir. He’s telling the truth."

Mason Cross: "Then why were you sleeping on the Black Hollow Shore? Why didn't you go to the Vale Manor?"

The tension in the cell spiked. Sweat beaded on Jake Turner’s forehead.

Jake Turner: "Sir... we had too much to drink last night. We weren't in our right minds. We passed out! How could we kill anyone in that state?"

Mason Cross: "Don't lie to me. If I find out you’re hiding even a shred of truth, I will rip you apart."

Jake Turner: "Look at us, sir! Do we look like people capable of such a brutal murder?"

Mason Cross knew in his gut they weren't the killers, but he wasn't about to let them go without a thorough investigation. Meanwhile, Ryan Cole and Ethan Vale arrived at the station and found Cole Bennett.

Ryan Cole: "Cole Bennett sir, why have you arrested Jake Turner and Noah Reed? Where are they?"

Cole Bennett: "They are with Mason Cross sir. He’s questioning them."

Ryan Cole: "You know them, sir! They wouldn't kill a fly."

Cole Bennett: "I know, but they were found at the crime spot. They were drunk, lying on the sand just a short distance from the body."

Ryan Cole: "Idiots! Why couldn't they drink at the Vale Manor?!"

Ethan Vale: "How long will they be kept here?"

Cole Bennett: "Until Mason Cross sir is satisfied."

Mason Cross stepped out of the interrogation room and looked at Cole Bennett.

Mason Cross: "Cole Bennett, go to the Sunny Bar. Get the CCTV footage. I want to see exactly what time they left for the Vale Manor."

Cole Bennett: "Right away, sir."

Ethan Vale: "Hello sir, how much longer do our friends have to stay here?"

Mason Cross: "And who are you?"

Ethan Vale: "We are their friends."

Mason Cross: (sternly) "They stay until my investigation is clear."

Ethan Vale: "Sir, you can't hold them without a warrant or proof."

Mason Cross: (flaring up) "Are you going to teach me how to do my job? Who do you think you are?"

Ryan Cole: "Sir, he is the Mayor’s nephew."

Mason Cross: "So?"

Ryan Cole: "Sir, we’re just worried. They are innocent. They were just drunk."

Mason Cross: "Let me do my work. Get out of here."

Ryan Cole and Ethan Vale waited outside, pacing nervously. Meanwhile, Cole Bennett reached Sunny Bar. The place was quiet during the day, draped in dim light. He met the owner, Rajesh.

Rajesh: "How can I help you, officer?"

Cole Bennett: "I need the CCTV footage from last night."

Rajesh: "Of course, sir. Follow me."

They went to the back office and copied the footage. Cole Bennett rushed back to the station and handed it to Mason Cross.

Mason Cross: "You’re fast, Cole Bennett. Are those two your relatives or something?"

Cole Bennett: "No sir. Just fellow villagers. I don't believe they are killers, but I understand why you suspect them since they were at the scene. I just hope they are innocent."

Mason Cross: "Alright then. Let's see what the cameras have to say."


Chapter 13

Mason Cross slammed the thumb drive into the computer port, his jaw set in a hard line. The screen flickered to life, casting a cold, blue glow over their faces as the grainy footage began to roll.

Mason Cross and Cole Bennett watched the time stamp. At 10:00 PM, Jake Turner and Noah Reed entered the bar, their movements already loose and carefree. They found a table in the corner and began to drink, glass after glass, lost in their own world. Mason Cross fast-forwarded through the hours, his eyes darting between the clock and the two boys on screen. Even as the clock struck 1:00 AM, they were still there, slumped over their drinks, clearly incapable of any coordinated movement, let alone a ritualistic murder.

Mason Cross: "Cole Bennett, look at this. They didn't leave Sunny Bar until well after 1:00 AM. And Dr. Neelam was precise—the time of death was between 12:00 and 12:30 AM."

Cole Bennett: (a wave of relief washing over him) "Sir, that’s it then. They’re innocent. They were just two drunks in the wrong place at the wrong time."

Mason Cross: (sighing, his suspicion tempered but not extinguished) "For now, yes. But they remain my primary witnesses, and I don't like coincidences. Let them go, Cole Bennett. But keep a tail on them."

Cole Bennett’s face lit up with a rare smile. He hurried out of the office and opened the heavy iron gate of the lock-up.

Noah Reed and Jake Turner stumbled out of the cell, blinking against the morning light. They looked at Cole Bennett with profound gratitude, their earlier bravado completely vanished.

Cole Bennett: "Go on, get out of here. But take this as a warning—stay sober and stay out of trouble. Next time, you might not have a camera to save you."

The two boys thanked him repeatedly, their voices cracking with relief. Just as they were about to leave, Mason Cross stepped out of his office, his presence looming over them like a dark cloud.

Mason Cross: "You’re free for the moment. But make no mistake—you are not to leave this village without my express permission. If I find out you’ve crossed the border, I’ll bring you back in chains. Am I clear?"

Jake Turner: "Crystal clear, sir. Thank you, sir."

Jake Turner and Noah Reed hurried out of the station, nearly tripping over their own feet in their haste. Outside, they saw Ryan Cole and Ethan Vale waiting anxiously. Standing slightly apart was Emma Hayes; she had arrived late and stayed with the others, her face a mask of worry and exhaustion.

As soon as they reached the group, Emma Hayes didn't offer a hug or a sigh of relief. Instead, she marched up to them, her eyes flashing with a fury that made them flinch. She began to scream, her voice trembling with the weight of the terror she had felt all morning.

Emma Hayes: "You absolute idiots! How many times did I tell you? How many times did I warn you about drinking? But no, who listens to Emma Hayes? You had us all scared to death, thinking you were going to rot in jail for a murder you didn't commit! Don't you dare speak to me. I’m done with both of you!"

She didn't wait for an apology. She turned on her heel and stormed off toward her home, her shoulders shaking with silent sobs of anger and relief.

Jake Turner: (looking at his feet, voice barely a whisper) "I’m sorry, guys. We really messed up."

Ethan Vale: (his voice cold and sharp) "Messed up? You’re fools! We’re supposed to be finding a way to stop this nightmare, and instead, we’re wasting time proving you’re not serial killers. We haven't found the book, we haven't found a lead, and now we’re on the police radar."

Noah Reed: "But we're out, Ethan Vale. We’re innocent."

Jake Turner: "No, we aren't 'clean' yet. Mason Cross still looks at us like we’re hiding something. He’s waiting for us to trip up."

Ryan Cole: "Let’s get back to the Vale Manor. Standing here in the middle of the street is just inviting more trouble. By the way... do you even know who was killed last night?"

Jake Turner: "No... who was it?"

Ryan Cole: (his eyes dark with a new kind of dread) "Walter Graves’s son. The village is going to be a tinderbox by evening."

Will Walter Graves's vengeance reach them before the Yakshini (Supernatural seductress) does, or is the next full moon already drawing closer?

Back in the Vale Manor, panic spread through the room. Walter Graves’s son was dead, and suspicion was already turning toward Ethan Vale.

In rage, Ethan Vale ripped his father’s portrait from the wall.

Behind it lay a hidden cavity.

Inside: an old leather journal.

The Yakshini (Supernatural seductress)’s Bound.

Its pages revealed the truth.

The curse was never upon her.

It was upon the Vale bloodline.

Generations ago, an ancestor traded honor for wealth, land, and power. In return, every fifteen years, one Vale heir had to surrender himself to the Yakshini—body first, then a human heart.

Ethan Vale’s father had refused.

She tore him apart.

Now the debt has returned.

That night, jasmine flooded the halls.

Ryan Cole and the others fell into an unnatural sleep.

Ethan Vale walked alone to the master bedroom.

She waited there.

More beautiful than moonlight.

Red saree loose on her body. Eyes glowing blue.

She touched his face.

“The blood remembers.”

He wanted to run.

Instead, he knelt.

She drew him to the bed.

Their bodies met in fevered surrender—pleasure so sharp it became pain. Each kiss emptied him. Each embrace drained years from his soul.

Whenever he closed his eyes, she was divine.

Whenever he opened them, she was monstrous.

At dawn, Ethan Vale lay broken.

She stood radiant above him.

“You serve better than your father.”

The bedroom door crashed open.

Sheriff Mason Cross. Villagers. Ryan Cole.

They saw no celestial woman.

Only Ethan Vale.

Alone.

Covered in blood.

And beside him—

the missing heart of Walter Graves’s son.

Ethan Vale screamed.

“She’s here! She’s behind you!”

No one moved.

From the corner shadows, two blue eyes glowed.

Mason Cross locked handcuffs around his wrists.

As they dragged him away, the Yakshini smiled.

“Fifteen years passes quickly.”

.

.

.

.


Reader Reviews & Feedback

Dear Readers,

If you enjoyed reading Fatal Desire: The Heart Snatcher, I would be truly grateful if you could take a moment to share your honest review on Amazon Kindle. Your reviews help other readers discover the book and mean a great deal to me as an author.

Please feel free to share your thoughts about the story, the characters, the suspense, the emotional journey, or any moment that stayed with you long after reading. Whether you loved it, found it intense, thrilling, haunting, or have suggestions for future books—every review is deeply valued.

You can leave your review by visiting the book’s page on Amazon after finishing the story.

Thank you for reading and supporting my work.
— Just Like You
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