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Chapter One

Priscilla walked down the crowded streets, her hands tucked tightly inside the pockets of her red leather jumpsuit and knee-high boots. People stared as she walked by, heels clicking against the pavement with her head held high.
She’d always been an oddity. With her half-black and half-white shiny long hair that hung straight down her back, she’d always been subjected to stares and glances. But she’d learned to embrace them, to raise her chin to the sky and declare that she, Priscilla Greer, was the most different and, in her opinion, the most fashionable.
She pulled a gloved hand from her pocket, pausing midway down the street. In her hand was a flash drive, one that contained all the work she’d conducted over the past three weeks. She smiled to herself, thinking of what the publicist’s face would be like when he saw the new photos.
Down the street a little further, she turned into a small building, one that looked unassuming from the outside. Inside, however, there were rows upon rows of people working—binding magazines and working on layouts. It was a small team considering the size of the company, and the fact that they were the most prominent magazine label within the city.
“I’m here to see John,” Priscilla said to the receptionist, who looked her up and down with a wide-eyed expression.
“Priscilla,” the woman said, bowing her head. “Is that a new dress you’ve made?”
“Lovely, isn’t it?” Priscilla said with a half-smile. “Is John in right now?”
“Yes, uh…,” the woman said, typing furiously on her keyboard. “Give me one moment…”
She was new, and Priscilla knew that. The woman had been working there for a little under a month, but she already knew who Priscilla was. Most people did, and those who didn’t were quick to learn.
“John will see you now,” she said, standing up and gesturing toward the office.
Priscilla nodded politely and walked inside, pushing her way through the frosted glass door and emerging on the other side. John was seated at his desk, his long gray hair brushing the tops of his shoulders.
“Miss Greer!” he said in his thick Australian accent, standing and beholding her outfit. “What have you brought me today?”
She pulled out the flash drive and handed it to him before taking a seat. “I think you’ll find more than enough to work with on there.”
He plugged the drive into the side of the computer and sat down, waiting as the files loaded up. “When will you allow me to have a taste of what you’re working on? I get to see all these wonderful outfits, but I think it would be wonderful if I could get some of my own models in them. Diversify a little bit.”
She gave him a sideways grin, drumming her fingers on the solid oak desk. “Oh, John, you know I can’t do that.”
He raised an eyebrow at her. “I know. A man can dream, can’t he?”
When the images finally loaded, he turned the monitor so they could view them together. He sorted through them, making vague comments on some but generally loving them all.
“How do you get the beading to look like that? What sort of plastics do you use?”
Priscilla grinned, crossing one leg over the other. She chewed on the inside of her cheek, smiling at the man. “A designer never shares her secrets, John.”
“I know, but—”
“Listen,” she said, cutting him off and leaning back against the chair. “My rates are going up. I have many people approaching me now and asking if I can work for them, at nearly double your price. What can you do for me?”
John took a deep breath. “Alright. Name your price, and we’ll pay it. Our readers expect to see something new from you every week, and would be devastated if they learned that you’d be going elsewhere.”
Priscilla smiled at him, and then let him give her his offer.
***
The coffee shop was small and crowded, but one of Priscilla’s personal favorites. The smell and taste of their French-pressed coffee was divine, and nowhere else in the city had scones quite like them.
She sat alone at a table and waited, sipping her coffee and sketching ideas on the small notepad she carried everywhere with her. The new dress she had in mind would be tough to create, but she was sure she’d be able to do it. After all, she was Priscilla Greer, and no design was out of her reach.
“—Harold. Come, you big oaf, and don’t drop those pages.”
She looked up to see her assistant, Jasmine, walking in with her husband. The two of them were carrying bundles of pages that were slipped haphazardly into brown folders and nearly spilling out. Jasmine was a very tall, very slim woman whom Priscilla trusted with her life. Her husband, Harold, on the other hand, was a clumsy man who often didn’t know his left shoe from the pavement he walked on.
Priscilla closed her notebook and smiled up at them. “What do you have for me?”
“You’re still in the top!” Jasmine beamed, sitting down on one of the seats across from her. “Obviously. Most people are trying to copy you at this point, but failing miserably. They can’t quite seem to capture the… life your outfits create.”
Priscilla knew that already, but nodded acceptingly. “What else?”
Harold sat down as well, dumping his armload of pages onto the table and nearly knocking Priscilla’s cup over. She raised an eyebrow at the man, who chuckled nervously and opened the folder.
“Mastir’s company is falling behind, majorly. Their numbers have dropped significantly over the past month.” He sounded slightly out of breath as he spoke, but Priscilla knew that was just the way he always sounded.
“Numbers, Harold. I want numbers.”
“Forty-three percent,” Jasmine explained, pulling the folders away from her husband. “They’re down by forty-three percent ever since you released the statement that they’d turned you away.”
“Well,” Priscilla said, tugging on a few strands of her silver-white hair, “everything I said was true.”
“Except for the fact that Giselle Mastir spat in your face,” Harold pointed out.
She took a bite from her scone, a grin on her face. “She did, metaphorically. I’m almost surprised that number isn’t higher. What a shame.”
“Just give it time,” Jasmine offered. “The harder Mastir tries to regain company losses, the deeper of a hole they’ll dig themselves. You don’t have to lift a finger.”
Priscilla examined her perfectly manicured hand and nodded. “I did just get them painted.” She’d done them blood-red, to match the dress she currently sat in. “But I’m not afraid to get dirty, if that’s what it takes. The fashion industry is a very competitive place.”
“Absolutely,” Harold agreed and shared a look with Jasmine. “Listen, we have some news…”
Priscilla looked between the two of them, frowning. “What sort of news?”
“We got an inside scoop of Fashion Daily,” Jasmine said eagerly, flipping through the pages and pulling out a small stack filled with what Priscilla knew would be precious insider information. Her assistants accomplished things she knew she never could, blending in and sneaking into the different labels to get crucial information before it came out publicly. She liked to be prepared. “It took a lot of string-pulling, but we finally did it.”
“But,” Harold cut in. “The bad news is that, apparently, they’re trying to surpass you. They’re doing Wild Wednesdays, in which they bring in designers that they’d never worked with before and bring out their most crazy creations.”
Priscilla allowed some time to drink in that information. After a few moments of deliberation, she shrugged. “No matter. I’m confident in my abilities. I’m working on something new.” She lowered her voice. “Something I’ve never tried before.”
Jasmine’s eyes widened, but Harold reached across for one of Priscilla’s scones. Without looking at him, she slapped his hand away. He flinched and reeled his hand back, shooting her a surprised glance. She barely paid him any heed.
“Don’t you say that every time, though?” Harold asked, rubbing his hand. “I remember just last week, you—”
“Hush,” Jasmine said, brushing aside her curly black hair and leaning forward on her elbows. “What do you have in mind?”
Priscilla looked around for any signs that people were listening, before uncrossing her legs and leaning forward. “A ball gown,” she whispered. “But not just any ball gown. I’m taking inspiration from the past, and mixing it with elements of the future. It will be amazing, just you see.”
Jasmine bit on her bottom lip. “That’s risky, even for you. How can you make a ball gown futuristic?”
“With the right materials, of course,” Priscilla declared, leaning back against her chair and picking up the last scone. She bit down into it, revelling in her ideas.
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Chapter Two

As Priscilla stepped into her house that evening, she whistled to herself. She set the flash drive down on the front table by a blue vase filled with elegant roses that could never die. They’d been a gift from a man who once pursued her, though she’d had no interest. Still, she’d enjoyed the gifts.
Her house had always been clean. Always neat, always tidy with everything in a designated place in her home. It was the way she’d been raised, and was the way she carried on her late mother’s legacy.
There was never a single thing out of place, except for the mannequins. They stood around in nearly every corner of the house with varying degrees of finished projects. Sometimes she gave up on an idea only to come back to it later, but she could never allow herself to entirely scrap a project. To her, it was entirely wasteful. The half-finished projects were a constant reminder of where she’d been and where she wanted to go.
Instead of heading over to her work station, she went straight into the kitchen and grabbed herself a small glass of water. After a day of running around the city looking for people to purchase her photos, she was parched. She knew she was perfectly capable of selling the pictures online, but she liked to hand them over in person. It was more personal that way.
As she drank from the glass, she felt a small prick on her bottom lip. She pulled the cup away and saw a small chip on the rim, just small enough not to be noticed. Her free hand reached up to her face and touched her lip, and when she pulled it away, she saw a small amount of blood. She stared at it for a moment, in a trance.
Then it came to her. A slit down the side of a pale-colored dress and red stockings underneath. It would look brilliant! The contrast, the meaning…
She quickly dumped the rest of the water out into the sink and threw the glass in after it. She had to get to work, but first, she needed the right materials in order for it to look the way she wanted it to. Most fabrics and leathers weren’t the right colors, weren’t the right textures. And threads broke so easily, with tension strength abysmally low.
Priscilla made her way around the corner and pulled open a door that led down a staircase, where another door rested, solid and made from iron. She stopped after the first few steps, closing the wooden door behind herself. As she descended lower and lower, she felt the air become darker, danker than it had been.
But when she reached the bottom, the door had no handle. It appeared to be flush with the wall, with no way to get inside. She knew no amount of pushing on it would open it… as she’d designed it that way.
Instead, she leaned forward and whispered a few lines that had no meaning in English. The words rushed from her breath at the same time as she twirled her fingers in the air. When she was finished, she waited a few moments. At first, nothing happened. But then…
A faint click sounded from within the door. Now, when she touched her fingers to the cold metal, it swung open without a hitch. She stepped down the final step and into the room, where her eyes quickly adjusted to the low light available.
She flicked on a switch, and a dim light flooded the room. She glanced around to see nearly a dozen cells, half of which were filled with people. Most were sleeping on cots, but many were pressed up against the bars, crying and screaming at her.
“Please, let me out,” one woman called out. “I’ve done nothing to you!”
“What do you want? I’ll give you money, but you have to set me free!” A man screamed toward her. “I swear, I won’t tell a soul what you’ve done.”
One person thought it was wise to spit in her direction, calling her foul names and sending her death threats. She glanced over at him, tilted her head to the side, and reached out her arm. She was still many feet away from where he was standing, and was nowhere near the cell itself. The man choked out, eyes bulging. His hands reached up, clawing at his throat as he fought to get breath down into his lungs. She squeezed her hand, and the man thrashed wildly.
Then she lowered her hand. The man dropped to his knees, choking and sputtering as he gulped down breaths of air, wheezing.
The rest of the people stopped shouting. One girl was sobbing, but Priscilla paid her no heed. Instead, she walked down to the end of the row of cells and to her workbench. Atop the bench was a pile of pale leather that had already been tanned and treated.
Looking around at her selection, she debated on whether she needed to make more bone beads soon. Her supply was running low, and she hated not having the materials when she was feeling inspired. Deciding that her new project wouldn’t use beads, she settled on grabbing a vial of blood instead. It would help her get the stocking to be the right shade of blood red.
She picked it up along with the bundle of leather, slinging the bundle over her shoulder. Skin was heavier than she’d expected, and a lot stretchier. She turned to walk back out of the cells, ignoring the faint pleas of those who still hadn’t gotten the hint.
Then she walked out of the basement, and whispered the same words as before but in reverse. The door locked itself behind her, sealing the prisoners inside. She was confident that their voices could not be heard throughout the house, but just to be safe, she reapplied the silencing charms.
With the large bundle of human skin in her hands, she trapsed back up the stairs and into her main workshop area. Picking a new mannequin from her collection, she draped the leather over its shoulder and got to work.
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Chapter Three

Priscilla worked on the design late into the night, trying her best to get it finalized before the next day. She loved when the rush of inspiration filled her, ridding herself of the void that often came when she worked on one thing for too long.
It wasn’t until the sun rose the next morning that she finally finished. The dress was lovely and form-fitting, and she couldn’t wait to try it on. She pulled it carefully from the mannequin, holding it up to admire the finished product. She still hadn’t made any accessories to go along with it, but she was almost certain that she had a necklace of pearl-like beads that would go with it perfectly.
Heading off to the bathroom, she pulled off her other dress, allowing it to fall to the floor in a heap. She pulled on the other dress, adjusting it over her frame a few times until it sat perfectly upon herself.
Priscilla Greer turned to behold her reflection in the floor-length mirror upon the back of the door. It was a little more scandalous than she usually attempted, with the slit traveling high upon her thigh and the neckline dropping dangerously low. A necklace would certainly suit it, she decided. But bracelets were out of the question, since the sleeves were too long for such things. But rings would be perfectly acceptable.
Another day, another flawless design. She would have to take photos another time when Jasmine was around, so she could achieve the perfect lighting and angles. The perfect dress meant nothing if it was captured in the wrong way.
But just as she was thinking about her assistant, she heard a knock on the door.
“Coming!” she called out and swiftly left the bathroom. If it wasn’t another solicitor, there would be only a few people whom it could be, and both of whom worked for her.
Across the foyer, she bent over and peeked through the small hole. Jasmine was standing on the other side, nervously shifting on her feet. Priscilla’s brows drew together. She hadn’t made an appointment with Jasmine to come over, and what had made her so nervous?
She opened the door and allowed for the woman to come inside. She didn’t have to worry about covering up any of the materials that she had used, because Jasmine was well aware of what all the outfits were created from.
“Harold isn’t with you, is he?” Priscilla asked, looking around behind her for any signs of him. He, on the other hand, was not privy to her side-hobby. She’d deemed him too dim-witted to understand, and would likely spill the secrets the moment he could.
“No, he’s back home. I came over because, well…”
“Spit it out,” Priscilla said eagerly, leading her over to the kitchen. “Would you like some tea?”
“No, but thank you,” Jasmine said politely, though she did take a seat at the kitchen table. She ran her hands over the tablecloth. It, unlike the clothing Priscilla created, was made from linens. She didn’t think that a leather tablecloth would have worked out very well.
“Why are you here?” she asked bluntly.
Jasmine gulped, fidgeting in the chair, though Priscilla couldn’t tell if her nerves were from fear or from excitement, or perhaps a mixture of both. Her assistant was always so hard to read. “Roderick Peck contacted me, and he wants you to design outfits for his upcoming tour.”
“Roderick Peck, as in the rockstar Roderick Peck?” Priscilla asked, her mouth falling open. He was only the most well-known musician of her time, and tended to wear very lavish, extravagant clothing that nobody else would deign to try. He was a true pioneer of the fashion community, and someone Priscilla actually admired. “What did you say?”
“I said I’d have to talk to you first,” Jasmine explained. “I know you don’t like people wearing your clothes, and I agree because… well…”
“Your reasoning and mine are very different,” Priscilla reminded her. “But I’m intrigued by his request. Do you know when he’d need these items?”
“He didn’t say,” her assistant responded. “But… aren’t you wary? People have been saying for months that there’s something off about him. He’s impulsive, and some even say that he’s crazy.”
“And you believe the common folk?” Priscilla snapped. “All they want is to tear down those who are more successful. Roderick Peck is a brilliant mind and an incredible musician.”
Jasmine nodded, thoughtfully. “I’d actually take that tea now, if you don’t mind.”
Priscilla pursed her lips but didn’t say anything. She got to work filling a kettle up with water, and put it on the stove to boil. While she waited, she assembled various tea bags, along with sugar and milk, onto a tray. She pulled a few teacups from the cupboard and put them on top as well.
“I think I’d like to accept,” Priscilla said after a few moments of thinking to herself. The kettle whistled, indicating that it was ready, and she poured the tea into the two cups and brought them over to the table. “It’s something new. A challenge, if you will. I’ve never made clothing for a man before. It should be fun.”
“Are you sure?” Jasmine asked, putting her tea bag into the cup and allowing it to steep. She dropped in three spoonfuls of sugar before stirring, keeping her eyes on the cup the entire time. “I mean, there are risks…”
“Risks are what makes it fun!” Priscilla exclaimed, taking a sip of her own tea. She put no sugar in hers, though she did like to add in a splash of milk on occasion. “What is life without risks, Jasmine? I’m in. I’m feeling… inspired.”
Jasmine nodded and took a sip of her own tea. She cringed at it, set it down, and added another two spoonfuls of sugar.
“I’ll let him know your decision,” she said, nodding. “Do you have any design ideas in mind?”
“I’d like to create a story,” Priscilla explained, nodding to herself. “Something to show a progression over the days. Of course, I’d have to discuss it with Roderick before beginning, but… I think this will be good!”
“So, just in case he asks, would you like me to say yes if he asks to come in the house?” Jasmine pulled out a notepad and started to flip through the pages until she came to a blank one. She brought out a pen, placed it on the pad, and began to write.
“I say… yes.”
Jasmine paused and looked up at her. “Do you think that’s a good idea?”
Priscilla waved her off. “You worry too much. I’ll just make sure to clean up before he comes over. No issue there.”
“And what if he finds out about… you know?” she added with a wince.
Priscilla laid a hand on her assistant’s shoulder. “I’ll be fine. You will be fine. Alright? How long have we been doing this for?”
Jasmine nodded, hanging her head. “I know. I just—”
“Do you have faith in me?” Priscilla asked. “Are you confident in my abilities?”
“Always,” Jasmine answered immediately. “But—”
“Then I don’t want to hear it.” Priscilla waved her hand in dismissal. “Call Roderick Peck back and let him know that I accept his offer, and would love to work with him.”
Jasmine left her half-finished tea and walked back out the door. Priscilla smiled after her, wondering what it would be like to have someone try on her outfits for once. She wondered what Roderick’s face would look like when he beheld the masterpieces she created.
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Chapter Four

Priscilla was hard at work creating beads. If there was one thing she knew about Roderick Peck, it was that he loved having beads all over his outfits. Sequins were another one of his specialties, but she already had an idea for that. Beads, on the other hand, took up quite a lot of time.
First and foremost, she had to select the perfect pieces to work with. Next, she had to cut them to size. After that, it was a long while of grinding down each one until they were perfectly round and smooth. Then she had to drill a hole through the middle, ensuring that she got it as directly through the center as she could.
As she was working, she flipped on the television to entertain her mind. The news channel came up first, and she went to click away but paused when she saw the headline.
“Roderick Peck, the famous musician, is under suspicion for allegedly being creepy with fans. Some think that he has—”
Priscilla rolled her eyes and changed the channel. People really had nothing better to do than make crazed allegations toward famous people. Another news station popped up, and that headline really caught her attention. Evidently, someone else had gone missing within the city she lived.
“Daniel Smith is the newest missing person in the recent string of disappearances. His family members say that he went out for an evening stroll late last night and never came home. The police are investigating, but so far, there’s nothing…”
Priscilla tuned the lady out, looking around for another chunk of bone to start filing, but there wasn’t any. She looked into the bowl that she was using to put them in once they were polished, and it was barely a quarter full. Certainly not enough for what she’d need them for.
With a deep sigh, she pushed herself off from the couch and headed toward the basement. She’d need more bones if she was going to be able to fulfill her personal quota for the day. Making beads was an incredibly tedious task that bored her to no end, but she found that it was better to make them beforehand so when she did get into making her outfits, she didn’t have to worry about making them.
After unlocking the door with the string of spells, she pushed her way inside. She just had a fresh batch of bones cleaned the other day, which would be perfect to make the beads with.
“Hey!” someone called, someone new. “Hey, you! Crazy lady!”
Priscilla stopped and looked at the man. His dark brown hair was short and curly, terrible for making threads. Though his back and shoulders were very broad, providing a lot of skin to work with. And besides, everyone had bones.
“Yes?” she asked innocently. “What is it, Daniel?”
“Let me go!” he demanded. “I’ve changed my mind. I don’t know what sort of dark magic you used to convince me to come, but I would like to go home now.”
“You see,” Priscilla drawled, walking over, “Dan, you’re here forever now. You chose to follow me, regardless of what that means for you now.”
“You’re a witch!” the guy shouted. “An evil, conniving witch!”
Priscilla shrugged, tilting her head back and forth. “Perhaps. But if I’m a witch, then that means you’re really not doing well to get yourself out of here. If I were you, I’d be quiet and accept your fate.”
The man cursed at her, but she brushed him off and stepped across to a woman who was seated, curled up in the furthest corner. She’d been there the longest out of all her current collection, and had undergone the most donations to her cause. Her left and right arms were nubs where Priscilla had detached the limbs and healed them with her sorcery, and the woman’s hair was nearly down to her chin now.
Priscilla couldn’t resist keeping her. She had such beautiful, flawless hair that was strong and picture-perfect for making threads. But she wasn’t the one Priscilla had her sights on for today. To the left of her was a man who had just recently broken down and accepted his fate. She could tell when her humans were faking or truly broken, and this man was ripe for the picking.
Snapping her fingers, the cage door swung open with a loud, squeaky clank. The man didn’t so much as move, and just sat there, waiting. It wasn’t until she stepped over and loomed that she could tell he was sobbing quietly into the pile of straw that he was lying on. He bit down on his bottom lip to try and suppress any sounds, but the shaking of his chest gave him away.
“I need something from you,” Priscilla said evenly, crouching down next to him and grabbing the filthy rags that were his clothes.
Continuing to cry, he didn’t object as Priscilla hauled him to his feet and dragged him from the small cage. Daniel started cursing at her and coaxing the man to run. But Priscilla only rolled her eyes and spat out a sentence that had his mouth snapping shut onto his tongue, filling the air with the slick scent of blood.
Over to her table, Priscilla threw the man down onto a wooden table and strapped down all his limbs. She went over to a small rack that had all the tools she needed. Though she could get the job done well enough with her spells and incantations, she preferred getting her hands dirty. It made the final product so much more fulfilling.
The man started to cry harder, then, but still didn’t plead or beg. Still, she cast a silencing charm on the basement, just in case her previous one had worn off the slightest bit. She didn’t mind them screaming, so long as they didn’t cause any unnecessary attention from outside visitors.
Raising the bone saw inches above the man’s leg, she readied herself. Then, with a forceful downward pull of the serrated edge, she cut through layers of skin and muscle. Blood erupted from the wound, spraying everywhere and even onto her face. The man, whose name she never bothered to learn, screamed out in pain. Priscilla smiled, and she pushed the saw forward again in preparation for another pass.
Quickening her pace, she eventually reached the bone. She could tell by the way the saw cut into the hard, solid material of the bone, and then she began to cut through it. She couldn’t hear anything above the man’s screams, as she never gave her victims anything for the pain from fear that it might taint their precious bodies. As it was, she already had to be extremely careful of keeping the place as clean as possible.
Once she had cut through the leg, she ripped it away, tearing off the last few bits of flesh along with it. The guy was panting, bleeding out while strapped down to the table. With another snap of her fingers, the bleeding slowed, and eventually stopped altogether. She grabbed some bandages from the shelf and wrapped one of them around the new nub of a leg, and the other around the part she had just cut off.
Priscilla placed the leg down onto the table that she had filled with different materials for her projects before unstrapping the man.
“Why?” he managed to croak out, his voice hoarse.
“Why?” Priscilla asked, helping him to his feet and allowing him to hobble back to his cage, using her shoulder for balance. “Well, because I can.”
She spared a glance toward Daniel, who had vomited at some point in his own cage. He now sat, ashen on his bed of straw, looking like he’d just seen a ghost. Well, at least it had shut him up.
After making sure the legless body was now secured inside the cage, she went back over to his leg on the table. The next part was probably her least favorite part, but it had to be done. Taking the flesh and meat off the bones, and preserving anything that could be saved for later.
First, the skin. She peeled it off as best as she could, keeping it all in one piece. That would later be stretched and tanned, but for now, she placed it inside a large tub filled with a cleaning solution to get rid of the blood.
She managed to get a few vials of untainted blood into bottles for her to use to dye with later, but what she was really after were the bones. The leg bones were fine, but the foot bones were textbook for creating beads and other small, detailed pieces.
Cleaning them off the best she could in the solution, she then dried them off using a towel and marveled at how white the man’s bones were. Absolutely remarkable.
She selected a few for their size and shape, making sure they didn’t have chips or deformities in them. She ran her fingers along the smooth, white bones. There was no material like it in the world. Nothing that quite captured the feeling and, as Jasmine had put it, life of the pieces quite like human bones.
After quickly vanishing the blood from her body part and clothing, she hauled as many pieces of bone into her arms as she could grab, and made her way toward the open door that led upstairs. But as she reached the base of the stairs, the doorbell rang.
She froze. If it’s Jasmine, then all would be well. But if it’s anyone else, especially Roderick Peck, she was in trouble.
“Down here!” Dan screamed as loud as he could. “Help, we’re down here!”
She swiveled around, anger and hatred burning in her eyes. “Be quiet,” she growled, her voice low and threatening.
Dan continued to yell, and she threw out her hand. After muttering a few words under her breath, the man’s voice was taken away from him.
His mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. He glared at Priscilla, but she was already making her way to the exit. She put the bones down gently on the floor, stepping up the first set of stairs and throwing the charm back onto the door to seal it shut.
The doorbell rang again, and she nearly sprinted up the steps. She took in the living room where she’d been working, and determined that there was nothing overly suspicious in there. She reached out a hand and unlocked the door with a quick burst of magic, twisting the lock and shuffling over to open the door with her hands.
But on the other side wasn’t Roderick Peck; it was Harold. The stout man shuffled in through the door, ignoring Priscilla’s protests.
“Jasmine told me not to come,” he was going on and on, “but you need to know this. It’s bad; oh, it’s very bad.”
She ushered him past the living room and into the kitchen, where he dropped all of the papers that he was holding onto the floor. He bent down to pick them up, and she stood before him, arms crossed over her chest.
“Harold,” she muttered, clearing her throat.
“Miss Greer, you know I’m loyal. You know that! And, well, you know that I have your best—”
“Harold!” she yelled again. He looked up, mid-grabbing one of the pages that had fallen. She pinched the bridge of her nose, taking deep breaths. “What happened to calling before you show up?”
“Phone’s dead,” he deadpanned. “And this can’t wait.”
“Fine, what is it?” she asked, but suddenly, he was mute. “Hello?”
“Was someone shouting in here earlier?” he asked, his brows drawn together.
Priscilla’s mouth went dry. “Uh, no. That was the television,” she explained, brushing him off. “Now, what’s going on?”
“Giselle Mastir is planning something big. Really big. I mean, monumentally big—”
She had almost forgotten all about the magazine races. It was only a few days ago that it was the most important thing on her mind, causing the most amount of thrill and excitement. Now, it just felt small compared to what she was about to get into.
“I don’t care,” she said. “Let the woman do what she wants.”
Harold’s face fell. “Oh.”
“Right now, we have to focus on Roderick Peck and coming up with designs. Which you rudely interrupted me from.” She stood, towering over him with a sneer on her face. Had Jasmine not told him anything about the new plans?
“Oh, okay. You don’t want to hear what I had in mind?” he asked meekly, bending over to pick up the rest of the pages.
“Listen, I’m sure you did well. And I appreciate your concern, but Mastir isn’t on my radar anymore. Not right now. So, move along, and see if you can make yourself useful some other way.” Her hands clenched into fists and unclenched, and she fought to control her temper. He had almost ruined everything.
“Okay,” he said. “I’ll see you tomorrow?” he suggested. “Perhaps I could help you—”
“Out, Harold!” she yelled, pointing at the door. “And please, call next time to avoid this embarrassment.”
The man left, and Priscilla rolled her eyes. She’d panicked so much over nothing.
She really needed to get some stress out, and perhaps get some more people for the cells downstairs. She’d need a lot more fingernails and toenails if she was going to use them as the main decorative sequins for many of Roderick’s outfits.
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Chapter Five

The next day, Priscilla could hardly contain her excitement. Roderick was arriving, and she was more than thrilled to finally see him in person and show off the ideas that she had sketched in her book. It had been difficult getting the male anatomy down—especially Roderick’s tall, lean figure—after having only done her own for so long. And yet, she’d persevered and found the challenge actually quite fun.
“Everything’s in order, correct?” Jasmine asked, her eyes wide and holding a clipboard against her chest. Priscilla sat down on her couch, lounging as she peered through the large open window and awaiting his arrival.
“Yes,” Harold said, looking over his own clipboard and checklist. “It appears so.”
But Jasmine wasn’t looking to Harold, but rather to Priscilla. She continued to wait for an answer, her eyes flitting to the door that led downstairs.
“Thank you for your concern, Jasmine, but I am quite competent.” Priscilla had, in fact, ensured that every precaution had been taken to seal the doors shut and ward against anybody going in or out, except for herself.
Jasmine appeared to release tension from her neck and shoulders, slouching over slightly. Priscilla honestly didn’t see what the big deal was with using humans for her fashion. After all, everybody seemed to love the style, creativity, and materials she’d used. What difference did it make if she chose to use people over animals?
Finally, she watched as a large black SUV pulled into her long driveway, coming to a halt in front of the front door. At first, a female stepped out, her ginger hair pulled up in a tight bun atop her head. She wore a tight skirt and a blazer, the picture of wealth and professionalism.
The man who stepped out next, however, made her mouth fall open. The man was in an all-black leather suit with the front open to reveal a sequin-patterned blue shirt underneath. But it wasn’t what Roderick Peck was wearing that blew her away the most. No, she certainly had ideas to make that better. But his face and his build… he was even more handsome in person! 
He ran a hand over his short to medium-length blonde hair, saying something to his assistant that Priscilla couldn’t hear through the glass. She stood, though didn’t move. Sure, she’d seen photos and videos of Roderick online, especially since she had to create the sketches based on his appearance, but the way he moved and appeared without all the stage lighting and filters made it seem so much more real. She was entranced by him, and she wasn’t sure if it was a good thing or a bad thing. Not yet.
Finally, the duo disappeared from Priscilla’s view, and a few moments later, there was a knock on the door. Jasmine rushed to answer it, but Priscilla held up her hand. She counted to five in her head, then lowered her arm and nodded.
Her assistant stepped forward and gracefully pulled open the front door to reveal Roderick in his full glory. The two came inside, and Priscilla advanced to extend her hand out to the man who had captured her eye. He took it, and when their two hands collapsed together, she almost swore she felt sparks.
She put on her best humble smile. “Roderick Peck. I have to say, it’s a real pleasure to meet you, and an honor to be helping you with your designs.”
She placed a hand upon her heart and dipped her head slightly. It was entirely a façade, as she knew Roderick was the one who should be honored at her working with him.
“The pleasure is all mine,” he said with a bright grin that melted her heart. “Your outfits are legendary, and the moment I saw that newest issue, I knew I had to immediately fire my old designer.”
She smiled, though this time, it wasn’t forced. “Wise choice.”
“It is indeed. I mean, I don’t know how I held onto him for so long. You, my dear, have wonderful skin that can’t be beat. And your hair?” He reached out and stroked from the top of her head down along her chin. “Stunning.”
“Thank you,” she said, blushing slightly. But the woman next to him shuffled on her feet louder than necessary, drawing his attention.
“This is my assistant, Anna,” he said, turning and gesturing to the woman who stood a few feet away, practically glaring at Priscilla. “She’s my acting manager, and helps with everything except getting me dressed in the morning.”
Anna cleared her throat, the sound small and hardly noticeable.
“Of course, she’s also done that on occasion.”
Priscilla didn’t quite care about the other woman, but she shook her hand anyway and laughed politely at the joke. The woman’s grip was tight and firm, and seemed to convey a subtle snide warning. Priscilla chose to ignore it.
“These are my assistants,” Priscilla declared, placing an emphasis on the plural. “Jasmine and Harold. They are at your disposal.”
After all the pleasantries were out of the way, she showed him the designs that she’d been creating, going in chronological order in which she’d prefer him to wear them. In her opinion, they were incredibly stunning and likely her most creative work yet.
“Have you begun the process of making these yet?” Roderick asked, looking up at her with a gaze that made her forget who she was and why she was there. For the first time in her life, she felt completely speechless.
After a few moments, she cleared her throat and shook her head. She had to stay focused, and she definitely couldn’t screw this up. “Somewhat. Some pieces I wasn’t sure would be possible, so I created sections, just to be sure.”
In fact, she’d been up the entirety of the night before working away at those designs. Now, she was glad she had, as this gave her an opportunity to keep him around for a while longer.
Over at her design corner, she explained that she’d need to get his measurements and create a fitted mannequin before she could start.
“That is no problem,” Anna jutted in. “We have plenty already at the mansion. We could have someone come and drop a few off sometime this week.”
“Nonsense, Anna. I’ll bring them myself,” Roderick said, grinning at Priscilla, who felt heat rush to her cheeks.
When Priscilla showed him the various scraps of fabrics haphazardly thrown together and tossed over the mannequin, she felt a sense of pride within herself. She really was one of the best designers within the city, and possibly even in the world. When Roderick went on his tour, her designs would be displayed for all to see and marvel at.
“This is amazing! I’ve never seen anything like it before,” Roderick said, pinching a piece of red-dyed fabric that appeared to be stitched together with white, crescent-moon staples. He laughed, standing up straight. “Almost looks like human nails to me.”
Priscilla and Jasmine stiffened while the two men laughed.
Roderick smiled at her, patting her shoulder. “I’m kidding, of course! But this red, it does seem like the color of blood, doesn’t it, Anna?”
Anna’s face remained completely neutral. “Sure.”
“I mean, it’s brilliant!” Roderick exclaimed, and then continued to point out the small details that Priscilla had implemented to bring her creation to life. “I don’t know how you do it, but all these creations are so… beautiful. Like the embodiment of life.”
This continued on for about an hour, with them conversing about the different techniques that she’d used, and it almost felt like the assistants around them fell away. In fact, Priscilla had entirely forgotten that they were even there until Jasmine suddenly said, “does anyone want tea?”
“No, we should get going,” Roderick said with a deep sigh. “I have a meeting with my producer about fifteen minutes ago. However, Miss Priscilla, I’d love to catch up soon.”
Soon would be great. Priscilla told him so.
“How about later this afternoon? I could have a driver come pick you up and meet me for dinner.” He said it so casually that she almost didn’t pick up on the implications. Anna, it seemed, was in the same boat as she bristled, standing up tall and staring intently at her boss. 
“I’d love that,” Priscilla whispered quickly before Roderick’s assistant could interject. 
Roderick grinned, and he grabbed her hand to plant a brushing kiss on her knuckles. Priscilla’s heart fluttered in her chest, and she bit her bottom lip.
Roderick soon left, Anna in tow behind him. Priscilla found herself smiling dreamily after the man, but then vaguely contemplated about how she could kill Anna in order to keep her new obsession for herself. It involved the basement downstairs, and a whole lot of magic.
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Chapter Six

Priscilla walked into the restaurant in her beautiful, floor-length red dress. She’d worn it before, but only once—and for a photo shoot. The beading around the bottom was made entirely out of one of her favorite human’s bones. Too bad the woman had to die in order to make the coloring for the dress.
Her high heels bit into the bottom of her feet, but she didn’t acknowledge or even register the pain. She continued into the dimly-lit seating area, noticing Roderick as he sat in a booth, already sipping a glass of wine. She headed over, ruffling her fingers through her hair on the black side. Roderick saw her and placed down the glass, the red wine staining his lips.
“Hello, again,” he said, his voice deep and sultry, sending a shudder down her spine.
“Hello,” she responded, sliding into the seat across from him. There was already a glass waiting for her, and Roderick poured wine into it. “This is a very nice place.”
“You think?” he asked, looking around. “I’ve never been, but I saw that the reviews were great. So far, I’m impressed.”
They launched into conversation, the words flowing from her mouth easier than ever before. Often, she struggled to maintain even the most basic of conversations, finding people too bland for her attention. But Roderick captured just that, and more importantly, her heart.
“So, why did you become a singer?” she inquired when the appetizers came, balls of smoked salmon and caviar. She had to admit, it was better than she’d anticipated.
“My father, mostly,” he admitted, then took a moment to chew thoughtfully. “He was amazing at what he did, and people loved him for it.”
“Was he as eccentric as you?” Priscilla asked, refraining the urge to place her chin in her hand and rest it upon the table.
He gave her a half-shrug, his mouth twitching upward. “Not exactly. He was a very proper, very well-groomed man. I don’t think I ever saw him in anything but a suit. I was put into music lessons as a young child, but it came naturally. As I grew older, and as he eventually passed away, I wanted to do as he did, to entertain people and make them happy. Only—I wanted to do it my way. With all the glam I could muster, and the best outfits my inheritance could buy.”
“I’m glad you did,” she responded, and he gave her an honest, appreciative grin. “What you do… it’s amazing.”
“Enough about me,” he said, dismissing her with a wave, though she could see that a small smirk appeared in the corner of his mouth. “How did you start doing what you do?” He gestured to her outfit.
“My mother was a beautiful model, and she adored anything fashionable. She raised me in dresses and glamor, with only the most expensive outfits to adorn me with. I started making my own outfits when we couldn’t find anything I liked, and the rest is history.”
“And your father?” he asked, taking a sip of his wine. They had finished their appetizers, and now waited on the waitress to come around and bring them their main course. “What was he like?”
She took a deep breath. The memory of it still ached her heart, or whatever was left of it. “He killed my mother when I was fourteen. Up until then, he seemed normal, completely normal, but when the police arrived to do a sweep through our house, they found a basement filled with dead bodies. He’d apparently been killing people for years.”
That got Roderick’s attention, but he wasn’t shocked or disgusted. He was dazed for sure, but slightly in awe. “Really? Wouldn’t his name have been on the news?”
“Probably not. The police wanted to keep it quiet to protect me.” She still remembered going to school afterward and facing her classmates, who had somehow found out about the incident. She had lost both her parents in the span of a week, and all they had to say about her was that she would turn out just like one of them. They were awful human beings.
“How courteous,” he said, leaning back against his chair. “That’s amazing. Being the daughter of a serial killer? Your life must not have been boring.”
“I suppose,” she said, noting but dismissing the way he smiled to himself.
“I mean, you could have learned so much from him!” He seemed to be off in a dream-like state, but then shook his head. “How marvelous! Say, why don’t we get another bottle of wine?”
The conversation turned from there, and launched right back into their normal chat about each other’s lives. She was especially interested in how he dealt with the magnitude of fame that he had, and how he was able to keep his private life separate from the public image. He offered quite a bit of insight on the matter, and she felt like he was really knowledgeable on a lot of subjects.
But then, halfway through the main course, he got a phone call.
“I wouldn’t normally pick this up, but it’s Anna,” he said apologetically and quickly picked the phone up off the table. “Hello?”
Priscilla could vaguely hear Anna’s voice on the other end, and that annoyed her. She clutched her fork in her hand and clenched her jaw at the sight of Roderick on the phone with his assistant, who was likely in love with him.
“Oh, no. I’ll be there right away,” he said and hung up. He looked over at Priscilla with an extremely regretful expression. “I have to go; it’s urgent.”
“Oh,” Priscilla mumbled, trying to sound encouraging but failing miserably. “Okay.”
“But,” he said, reaching across the table and grabbing her hand, “I’m not ready for this night to be over. Why don’t you come with me? That way, we can hang out at my place for a while after.”
Her heart leapt at the offer. An open invitation to come over to his house? Yes, please!
Roderick rushed for the check and paid swiftly on his card. The two of them stood up and made their way toward the exit, him draping his jacket over her shoulders, claiming so she wouldn’t get cold. The driver was already waiting outside, and they both slid into the back seats. 
The entire way back to his house, Priscilla completely forgot all about Anna’s interruption, and the reason they were heading back in the first place. The two of them laughed together, drinking wine and champagne, and anything else he had stashed in the vehicle. Apparently, according to him, he had never brought another woman home to his house. He explained it as being for his own privacy, and it made Priscilla feel even more special.
When they got there, Anna was already waiting on the front steps of the mansion. Priscilla gawked at the exterior of his home, which was nearly the size of an entire castle. She’d known he was famous and had to be extremely wealthy because of it, but she’d never guessed to what extent he’d flaunt his wealth.
Roderick walked across the pathway without so much as blinking at the size of his own house. Which made sense, she supposed. She had a larger home than most, and she’d never stared at or admired her house from the outside since she bought the place.
“Why did you bring her?” she heard the woman ask. Priscilla rolled her eyes, standing next to Roderick and looping her arm through his. “She… she…”
“She can be trusted,” he told his assistant, looking down at Priscilla and grinning. She was completely infatuated. He trusted her, and she was the happiest woman on Earth. “Besides, if it turns out that we can’t, we always have Plan B.”
Plan B? Priscilla was curious, but didn’t say anything since she didn’t have the opportunity. Anna launched into details about how a cage had been left unlocked, and they had escaped.
“They?” Priscilla inquired at the same time when Roderick expressed his own question.
“How could this have happened?”
“Do you have dogs?” Priscilla asked, looking between the two of them. It was the most logical answer, in her opinion. She remembered Roderick mentioning dogs, but he’d never stated that he currently owned any.
“No,” Roderick said, a grin spreading across his face. “Come, let me show you.”
“What about the missing—” Anna cut herself off before she could say more.
“You’ve got a handle on it, right?” Roderick called, not even looking back at the woman. “Let them go, for all I care. What could they do?”
“I could help you find them, if you’d like,” Priscilla offered, purely to sound more giving than she really was. In reality, she wanted nothing more than to spend more alone time with Roderick and get to know him. He was fascinating, and tickled her nerves in just a way that made her feel as if she wasn’t quite so lonely anymore.
The two of them went through his house until they came to a bunch of stairs leading down into a basement. He unlocked the door and pushed it open, gesturing for her to go first. She cocked her head to the side, debating if she should go down. But he flashed her a grin, and all common sense went out the window. Besides, he still didn’t know about her powers, and she could always overpower him with a few simple words or a snap of her fingers, as were the perks of being a witch.
That was when she heard it. The very familiar cries of people weeping in corners, calling out for help to their parents or to a god.
“This is my hobby,” Roderick said happily, splaying out his arms while standing in the center of a circular room, prison cells around the entire outside. Most of them were filled with human bones and piles of decaying flesh, however, as if he hadn’t bothered cleaning them out and, instead, kept shoving more and more people down there. “When my father died, I found that I wanted to experience it again and again. So, I went around killing people who looked like my father, getting that same rush and feeling from it. But then, I decided to just kill for myself. I have a more varied demographic since then. But since I travel so much for tours, the police haven’t even begun to suspect me.”
Priscilla took a step back. “All those bodies.” A waste, in her opinion. He left them to rot, desecrating and dishonoring their souls. Was he about to try the same thing on her?
“It’s a lot, I know. But I figured you, out of anyone else, would understand.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she forced out, still backing toward the exit.
“Of course,” he said, his voice deepening slightly. “Priscilla, don’t lie to me. I know your secret.”
She raised her hand, but felt something sharp stab into her neck. Seconds later, her vision went blurry, and her magic sputtered to a halt in her veins. She attempted to lift her hand, tried saying the words that surely should have had Roderick begging on his knees, but nothing. Anna stepped around her, watching as she wobbled on her feet.
“What have you done?” she demanded, and everything went dark.
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Chapter Seven

When Priscilla awoke, she was strapped down onto a table, not unlike the one she had in her own basement. She could feel her powers just out of reach, though they still desperately tried to draw the poison from her system.
She gasped and sputtered, expelling fluid from her lungs that had gotten trapped there. She strained against the leather binds, and they painfully dug into her flesh.
Roderick was a killer? Sure, Priscilla had killed before and would actively say she was doing terrible things, but she made the people into art. She kept them alive by sewing them into items of clothing that she could wear. He was killing for fun, for pure pleasure. It surely wasn’t the same thing, right?
Besides, he used poison, which meant that, immediately, the blood was tainted for his victims. So, even if she had wanted to join forces with him and work together, she couldn’t have him killing people with poison. It destroyed the properties of the blood, coagulating it in the worst of cases.
As a result of her wandering thoughts, she came to one logical conclusion. She had to leave. But how could she do that when she was on the brink of death and unable to access anything to get herself free? Normally, she’d rely on her magic or on her wits to get herself out, but this time, she had neither.
She strained again against the leather—what type of leather it was, she wasn’t sure—but to no avail. But then, she heard footsteps, and her heart started to race in her chest.
Roderick stepped down the stairs, opening the door and out into the middle of the circle room. She was off to the side, right next to a pile of putrid-smelling bodies.
“You’re not dead? Interesting.”
He reached into his pocket and pulled out another syringe. Priscilla strained and thrashed, but he was able to stick it into her neck and inject more of that foul substance into her.
He loomed over her figure, two different knives in his hands. He looked at her up and down, examining as her body laid out on the table before him. This was not how she’d envisioned the night ending.
“You’re resilient, I’ll give you that. But hey, now I get to see what you’re made of while you’re still alive and breathing. Not that you’ll last long with the poison, however. How neat.” 
He lowered the largest of the knives down upon her abdomen, and she steamed. Not in pain, but in fury for him being able to lock her up like this.
As she screamed, she felt a large gust of magic surge through her, as if she’d just awoken its dormant essence. Roderick was blown back and off his feet.
Priscilla didn’t allow him time to recover. She threw herself from the table and up the stairs, running out onto the street before she knew what was happening. The wind pushed at her heels as she took off down the street, barefoot but still clad in her red dress. It was dark out, but people still wandered around, turning to look at her with worried expressions on their faces.
She just had to make it home. There, the place was warded, and she could recover and allow her body to expel the poison for a second time in complete safety. Never before had she experienced something so heinous, and so… like what she’d inflicted for years. Was that how her humans had felt for so long, and she’d ignored it for her own gain? Surely not! They were a lot more primitively-minded than her. Besides, she was able to get herself free.
When she finally made it back to her place, she threw open the door and dashed inside. The spells on the house would keep Roderick out, as people were only allowed to come inside if she allowed it. Jasmine was the only person other than her who was allowed inside the home, and even then, there were special restrictions.
She collapsed onto the couch, slumping forward. She could almost feel the poison coursing through her veins, burning and stinging as it worked its way through her body. She was home, and she was safe. Tomorrow would be tomorrow, and she could figure out the repercussions then.
Priscilla sat on her couch for what felt like a while, as her heart calmed and her body returned back to slight normalcy. Her powers had returned, but she wasn’t sure how much she’d be able to handle if she tried to use them.
Her people were still downstairs, scared and wanting to leave just as much as she had. That had been the first time in her life she’d ever felt true panic and terror. Even when her father had killed her mother, she’d known that there was nothing he could do to hurt her.
She stood up and walked over to the stairs before making her way down into the basement. She had to free them, find some new way to get what she wanted. For now, humans were off the table.
But when she got down there, what she saw made her drop to her knees. Every single one of her humans were dead on the floor, pools of blood around them. Had she forgotten to feed them? Surely not.
It hit her, then. While getting the blood from them the night before, she had neglected to patch them up after. She’d been so incredibly infatuated with the idea of creating the new outfits for Roderick. Foolish, so incredibly foolish. But the fact of the matter was—it was too late. She fell to her knees.
Priscilla was too late; they were all gone.

The End
