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INTRODUCTION

REAGUS DUNE is my name, and I’m a known cannibal. I was violent with my kills. It didn’t matter whom I killed just to taste the human flesh. After the first taste of eating my baby sister, I was hooked. I terrified the streets of Forest, Mississippi, hunting down my prey one by one, eating. My passion to murder and dismember each prey with my bare hands was so great. People went to the grocery store to eat. I went to the streets. Killing humans was my second job. I wanted to taste them deep inside me. 

Some had a unique smell, and I loved the aroma coming from their flesh. Others tasted horrible, tainted. I knew one day, I would get caught, but that didn’t stop me from slaughtering and eating the human flesh. Being sentenced to life in prison was like a dream come true, until I began killing back-to-back, eating. 
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Instead of life in prison, I was sentenced to DEATH.
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CHAPTER 1

(Violent Behavior)

A prison fight erupted, and inmates cheered, as three others attacked me. They were beating me senselessly until I wrestled the smallest one down, sinking my teeth into his neck and devouring a piece. The other two slowly stepped back, scared and shocked. Chewing meat, blood gargled in the inmate’s throat, and his body trembled. A tear escaped from his left eye with a dead stare at the ceiling, mouth wide, blood trickling down onto the floor.

“What the hell?” the inmate covered with tattoos stated, as he prepared to kick me.

“Oh, shit!” the other inmate screamed, both stepping back.

I couldn’t resist pulling his esophagus from his neck with my teeth. The smell of his body was overpowering. The inmate began convulsing, as if having a seizure. I began biting, devouring more flesh. Glancing down, blood spurted from his neck into my face, almost blinding me. Swallowing, I bit him again and again until the Emergency Response Team rushed through the prison doors, demanding everyone go back into their cells. I didn’t move; I just kept eating. 

“Lock it down!” Captain Dalton yelled, as the doors were closing shut.

“What the fuck?” Officer Keyes spoke with a taser pointed at the front of my forehead. 

“He’s eating him,” Officer Combs called out.

“Take that mutherfucker out,” Captain Dalton demanded, as two officers hit me with tasers. 

Electricity hit me so hard. My knees wobbled for a few seconds, pulling the prongs from my body. Standing tall, I jumped up, screaming and beating on my chest like King Kong. The prison fell silent, as my screams rang throughout the prison.

“Fuck,” Officer Combs screamed out. 

“Hit him again,” Captain Dalton yelled.

Scanning the officers, I scouted the weakest link. Rushing him, I took him down to the ground, hitting him repeatedly until I was dazed again with another taser. Falling onto the ground, I shook like a seizure patient. Pulling the prongs from my body again, I stood to my feet. Before I could do anything, an officer hit me with a tranquilizer dart in my neck. Pulling the dart from my neck, I dropped flat on my face.

“Lights out, mutherfucker.” Captain Dalton smirked. He continued, “Drag his ass out and take him to lockdown.”

Officer Combs helped Officer Keyes to his feet, as two other officers grabbed me by the feet, dragging me to lockdown like a rag doll. 

Sitting in the lock for a week, I became delusional and hungry. I craved my favorite meat. In my mind, the next officer who came through that door was dead. But... 

“Captain Dalton, get in here now,” Officer Keyes radioed, as he looked through the plastic window of the cell. 

“What’s wrong, Keyes? Stop acting like a pussy!” Captain Dalton radioed back, laughing.

“We have a situation with Dune.”

“What situation?” 

“He’s eating his flesh, blood everywhere,” Officer Keyes stated with a disgusted look on his face.

Sitting there, chewing my flesh, I smiled at him. The Emergency Response Team came down in full force on my Black ass. By the looks of it, they were coming to take my life. 

“What the hell are you doing, Dune?” Captain Dalton stated, as he opened the door, and officers rushed in with tranquilizer guns. They all had their guns aimed at me, so I decided not to move. I wanted to be awake for whatever they were going to do to me. 

“He’s eating his flesh,” Officer Keyes stated.

“No shit, Sherlock. I can see that,” Captain Dalton shot back with a blank expression.

“Dune, get your ass up. If you try anything, you’re going down. With all these tranquilizers, I doubt if you ever wake up,” Captain Dalton threatened.

“Fuck you, Dalton,” I stated, as I stood up slowly, very exhausted. 

“Keep talking shit, I’ll leave your Black ass down here to die.”

“It doesn’t matter. I’m going to die anyway,” I remarked, as I rushed Dalton, taking his old ass down to the ground. Suddenly, I felt a sting on my back. My body lost control, falling over. Dalton used his leg to kick me over onto the floor. 

“That boy isn’t going to learn,” Officer Combs said, as he looked at the gun he’d just discharged.

“You should have known he was going to try something. This is every single time we deal with his ass,” Officer Keyes stated.

“Shut up, Keyes, with your scared ass. He almost made you shit on yourself last time,” Captain Dalton sarcastically spoke.

“Whatever.” Officer Keyes frowned.

“Don’t whatever me. Get this clown out of here to medical,” Captain Dalton ordered. Keyes and Combs grabbed my feet, dragging me to medical, leaving a blood trail. 

Two more weeks passed, and those dirty mutherfuckers had my arm wrapped, blood seeping through the bandage, and I was chained up like an animal. Both arms were chained to the wall, as I stood on my feet. My legs were exhausted, and I fell to my knees. They fed me whenever they desired. An officer would come into the cell, place my dinner plate and a cup of water at my feet, then unlock one arm. Once I finished, two officers came in, one with a tranquilizer gun aimed directly at my head, and the other locked my arm back up. The look in that officer’s eyes who held the gun showed he was dead serious about his job. I just stared at him each time he came in, letting him know that I wasn’t scared to die.   

Walking down the hall, officers had me chained from head to toe. I had a face mask that connected to the chain around my neck. The neck chain was connected to wrist chains, and they were connected to a waist chain. The waist chain was connected to ankle chains. They had me chained like an armed and dangerous killer.

They marched me down the hall like soldiers with shotguns ready to blow my head off. As we speedwalked, I stared at the freshly painted gray walls and shiny white floors. There were no windows present. It had been a year or more since I saw daylight.

Stopping at this room, they unlocked the door, and I stepped in. There were more gray walls and white floors. There stood a psychiatrist, Amanda Smith. She was a thick, white girl with long, blonde hair, pedicured nails, and toes covered with pink polish. Her white dress with pink flowers caught my eye, but her overpowering smell almost knocked me down. This was a girl I would devour in a few hours for sure.

“Why is he chained like that?” Dr. Smith frowned, as a green vein appeared on her forehead, and her hands went on her hips.

“This is for your protection and ours. Dune is extremely dangerous and will kill you in seconds,” Captain Dalton spoke, as he appeared behind us.

“At least remove the face mask. You have him looking like Hannibal Lecter,” she shot back.

“Hannibal Lector. Don’t compare me to that idiot. I’m cleverer than he is,” I stated, as the officers sat me down at the table far from Dr. Amanda Smith. 

“You can’t be too clever because you’re locked up,” Dr. Smith shot back, as she put her hand over her mouth.

“You’re one of those,” I spoke, as I was chained down. 

Officers stood behind me with shotguns. They were overreacting, but of course, I loved my favorite meat. Dr. Smith smelled just like Bonnie Logan. I almost fainted.

“My apologies,” Dr. Smith said.

“Get on with this so-called interview,” I said.

“Okay then, let’s see.”

“Why are you nervous?” I asked.

“I’m not nervous, just can’t find my notebook.”

“I’m not going to hurt you. These officers are here for a reason. Plus, I’m chained up. No need in being nervous,” I said, as she continued to fumble around in her briefcase.

Officer Keyes lifted his gun, pointing at me. Dr. Smith’s eyes got big. Officer Combs nodded to her. 

“You know you smell like her,” I stated, as I sniffed into the air.

“Smell like who?” she asked with a faint smile.

“Bonnie Logan,” I replied.

“That’s your very first victim, correct?” she asked, as she stopped in her tracks, staring me down.

“I wouldn’t call her my first victim because I didn’t get a chance to devour her. I only tasted her.”

“Why her?” Dr. Smith asked, as she pulled her notebook out and sat down to take notes.

“She smelled so delicious; I couldn’t resist. She smelled like you.”

“Do you want to eat me?”

“Yes.’

Officer Keyes lifted his gun, as he looked at Officer Combs. Officer Combs nodded his head. Officer Keyes looked nervous, but I knew he would blow my head off in a second with no hesitation.

“Too bad. I’m not available to be eaten.”

“I know, but you sure as hell could taste good. Your pretty skin, your long, blonde hair. I would have to cut off your hair and scalp you. I’d probably bust your head open with a hammer over and over until your skull cracks open,” I explained with a smile.

“Cool it, Dune,” Officer Combs ordered.

“The doctor asked me a question, and I answered. That’s why I am here to be interviewed. Isn’t that right, Doc?” I spoke.

“You’re correct, Mr. Dune,” Dr. Smith replied.

“That’s my so-called father’s name. Call me Reagus or call me nothing at all,” I stated.

“Okay, Reagus it is,” Dr. Smith replied. 

“Are you sure you’re not Bonnie Logan?”

“I’m very sure I’m not Bonnie Logan. My parents are from New York. I don’t have any relatives down here in Mississippi,” Dr. Smith said.

“Back to me killing you. I think I would bust your head open with one crack of a hammer,” I stated.

“One more time and you’re going back to lockdown,” Officer Keyes said harshly.

“I’m just playing with Doc. I would probably rip out her insides.” I laughed, as Dr. Smith shifted in her seat.

“Can we begin the interview?” Dr. Smith interrupted.

“Sure, whenever you’re ready,” I replied, as I continued to sniff the air.

Dr. Amanda Smith asked, “What incidents occurred to you in the East Mississippi Mental Institution as a child that has caused you to be violent? There is something that triggered you inside to torture your victims, making them suffer.”

“I suffered in that place, and nobody wanted to help me because I was that person that liked to eat people. You have no idea about the incidents that I suffered. There is no worse feeling in the world than being sodomized at the age of ten. My first night was a living hell. I had a broken leg. I grew up in a hostile environment. Those so-called staff members you all have taught me extreme violence. You want to call them incidents. I call them torture. I don’t want to talk about this anymore. If you continue to talk about it, I will leave this interview,” I answered.

Dr. Amanda Smith spoke, “Okay, I will move on. So, why did you skin and scalp two of your victims?”

“You mean why did I start skinning and scalping my prey? There were only two. What intrigued my mind to commit such a beautiful crime was when I had this beautiful Indian girl stalk me. She followed me everywhere, so it was natural for me to get rid of her, so others could die. I couldn’t let her stop me from eating my favorite meat. She stalked me for about three months. And the other girl was because I was curious how she would taste. She had that special smell I loved, but her skin was super dark. Her heritage was African. A very dark-skinned girl but her smell was sweeter than usual. That African girl had to die a gruesome death.” 

Occurred Incidents: SCALPING THE PREY

THE FIRST PREY

“Why are you following me everywhere I go?” I snapped, walking up to this Indian girl named Victoria Sophie. She was a halfway pretty girl, but I wasn’t interested in her.

“I don’t mean to be rude. I find you incredibly attractive,” Victoria spoke softly while presenting a huge smile that displayed her crooked teeth. 

“That’s very annoying, having you follow me like that. What do you want from me?”

“I want to be your friend and hopefully, if you like me, a little more, as in a girlfriend.” She smiled again, as I grinded my teeth.

“Girlfriend? You can’t be serious. I don’t find you attractive at all. You have crooked teeth with a big nose. Girls like you should be somewhere hiding.” I laughed, as her face went from happy to sad. I continued, “Go on and get out of here.”

“I didn’t realize you were so rude. I thought you were a different and unique person. Thank you for showing me the real you.” She softly spoke with tears forming in her eyes, walking up to me.

Victoria stood in front of me, causing my nose to open wide. Taking a step closer to her, I took a deeper sniff of her hair. She jerked away immediately. Looking at me eye-to-eye, tears rolled down Victoria’s face. I lifted a finger to rub her wet, crying face, and she embraced my touch. Pulling her close to me, I embraced her, as I closed my eyes and took in my favorite smell. It was like Victoria had me in a deep trance. Smelling her was almost unbearable for me to manage while standing in front of the Brackeen-Wood Gymnasium. 

Almost losing myself in her, I snapped back to reality when a couple of girls from the softball team passed by, laughing. I opened my eyes and gave them an evil look. Pulling Victoria away, I stated, “Would you like to go to my house and talk?” 

“Yes, I would love that.” She sniffled, as she looked at me.

“Great, my car is over there in the parking lot.” I pointed, as I grabbed her hand, leading her to my car. 

“Would it be okay if I drove my car? I don’t want you to go out of your way to bring me back to school,” Victoria asked.

“I don’t mind bringing you back to school. Just leave your car here because it will be a waste of gas just driving back and forward. Plus, if you decide to stay the night, I have an extra room you can stay in,” I lied, as I knew once she left with me, she would never return alive. 

“Are you sure?” she asked again. 

Pulling her toward my car, I nodded my head, not speaking a word. She followed me with no hesitation. Hitting the car lock and unlocking the door for her, I scanned my surroundings, making sure that nobody saw me. A few boys were standing out, but I didn’t think they noticed us. 

Closing the car door, I rushed over to the driver’s side, cranking the car and driving off. 

“Are you sure about me not taking my car, Reagus?” Victoria asked me one last time.

“Stop asking me the same question over and over. I said I don’t mind bringing you back to school,” I snapped before I realized it.

“Wait, stop the car. I changed my mind,” Victoria spoke with a worried look on her face. I ignored her and kept driving.

“I’m sorry for snapping at you. I just hate being asked the same thing over and over. As I mentioned before, I don’t mind bringing you back to school. I do have to come back to class tomorrow.”

“If you don’t mind, I would like to come back tonight.”

“You have a curfew?” I asked, hoping that she did not. 

“No, I don’t have a curfew. It’s kind of strange.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Usually, I am following your car around everywhere, and now, I am in the car with you. This has been a dream come true for me,” Victoria explained, as I sped down the back road through Conehatta to get to my house. 

“I noticed that you were following me everywhere. You even know where I live. Have you ever brought anyone out here to my house?” I asked.

“No, I have never. I have always followed you by myself. I know everything there is to know about you,” she admitted. That statement alone was creepy. I never knew a girl would stalk me. 

“You know that sounds scary.” I laughed. 

“I know, but I have fallen in love with you,” she stated, as I looked over at her and almost wrecked. This girl was something serious.

“Falling in love with me. That’s a mighty big statement.”

“Yes, it is, but it is the truth. I want to belong to you and no one else.” 

“And you say this is a dream come true for you. Well, I will make tonight special, just for you. I promise I won’t harm you or do anything you don’t want me to. Tonight, will be about me and you,” I replied, as I continued to drive the rest of the way to my house. No words were spoken, just silence. 

Arriving at the black gates, I unlocked them from the outside, pulled my car through, then secured them behind me. I wanted to make sure that no one disturbed me. 

Driving up to the house, Victoria’s eyes had gotten so big. She was taking in everything she saw for memories. “Is everything okay?”

“Yes, Reagus. I was just admiring the exterior of your beautiful home. I always loved the red tin roof. When it rains, you can hear it beating, trying to get in. That is some good sleep,” Victoria remarked, as she opened the car door and began walking to the front door. I had to jump out and catch up to her.

“Hold on, girl. You are walking mighty fast. You’re walking as if you’re familiar with my property,” I stated.

“No, I haven’t invaded your privacy. The farthest I have gone is the front gate, where you keep it locked.” She smiled.

Opening the front door to let her in, she walked as if she was familiar with my house. Victoria stopped in the living room and began undressing. I didn’t say a word at first but watched. She stood in front of me, naked, and the aroma coming off her was appealing again. 

“Take me, Reagus. I belong to you now,” Victoria remarked, as I continued to stare at her nicely shaped body. Her breasts were perkier than I thought. Her stomach was flat, as if she had been working out at the gym, and her calf muscles were nice. 

“Wow. You have a very nice body,” I managed to say, as my eyes began to roll in the back of my head, and she walked over to me. Her smell was killing me. I fell to my knees, as she approached me and pushed my face into her sweet vagina. It was bald and full of aroma. I began kissing her, and suddenly, I bit down with my teeth, as she began to scream. I put my hand over her mouth and twisted her head.

Pushing my head backward, I bit harder and shook my head like a pit bull. Finally, after ripping off a piece of her flesh, she fell to the floor, still screaming. Her hands covered my damage, as I chewed her flesh, looking at her. Blood dripping down my chin, I quickly bit down on her side until I pulled another piece of meat. Her screams were more traumatizing than I had imagined. She tried to get up, and I punched her in the face. She kept coming at me, so I punched her two more times. I had knocked Victoria out cold. 

Picking her body up off the floor, I carried her into my back bedroom. That was where I prepared for my first victim to be scalped. I tied Victoria up to the bed frame quickly because she was beginning to wake up. After becoming fully awake, her face filled with fear, as tears formed in her eyes. 

“Please let me go. I promise I won’t tell the police,” Victoria stated, as she tried to get her hands out of the restraints, I placed her in. 

“We are beyond that, little Ms. Victoria. I hadn’t planned on killing you, but I couldn’t have you sneaking around here either. You should have stayed away and disappeared from my life, but now, you must die for it,” I replied with a smirk on my face.

“You’re going to kill me. I don’t deserve this.” She sobbed, as she continued to try to get out of the restraints.

“You do deserve to die. You know it’s a crime to stalk people, and that’s what you did to me. You have invaded my privacy. But of course, this isn’t about you stalking me. This is about that unique smell coming from your body.” I sniffed, leaning in to get a better smell. Blood leaked on the floor that was coming from her side. 

I couldn’t stop myself, so I now bit in her other thigh, pulling away her flesh like a mad dog. Bite after bite, she screamed for her dear life, begging me to stop eating off her flesh. 

“Victoria, my darling, you can stop screaming because no one can hear you. I know you have realized how deep in the woods my house is. So, you can stop yelling,” I spoke, as I stood up and walked away. It was time to start scalping her. I had to experience it.

“Reagus, I don’t want to die. Please don’t kill me. Do whatever you want, just please don’t kill me,” Victoria begged.

“Too late, my dear. You are sentenced to death,” I replied, as I opened the closet and pulled out my vibrating saw. As I turned on the electrical device, Victoria began to beg me more and more, as I walked toward her. 

“Reagus, no,” she screamed.

“Shut up and die like a champ,” I remarked, as I straddled her body. 

I pulled her hair back tight, as I had seen on YouTube videos, and I began chipping away at her flesh, as it peeled back like an onion. Cut by cut, I removed all her hair. I just ripped the rest like I was tearing up paper. The screams from her mouth were unbearable. She gave me a headache. Holding her scalp in my hand and tossing it to the floor, I began chipping away at her flesh where I had bitten. 

After skinning her alive, Victoria’s voice was almost gone. I turned off the saw and began eating her alive right there. I ate and ate until I was almost sick. By this time, she was almost dead. Reaching into her stomach, I ripped out her guts. Her eyes were placed on the ceiling without a blink, and tears escaped from her eyes. It was official. Victoria was dead. 

After killing Victoria, I sawed the rest of her body up and placed my meat into Zip-loc bags. Cutting off her head, feet, and hands, I placed them into a garbage bag to prepare for later. But first, I had to clean up my mess and shower. 

Putting on fresh clothes, I went down by the black gate surrounding my property and began digging a hole for my plant. I had decided that after killing each person, I was going to bury their head, feet, hands, and the rest of the torso under my favorite plant and call it the “red rock crape” tree. After digging a not-so-big hole, I went back to the house and retrieved the remains of Victoria’s body, so I could bury it. Collecting my red rock crape tree, I headed back down to the black gate. Dumping her head, feet, hands, and torso in the hole, I covered it with dirt. Placing a little Miracle Grow there too, I planted my red rock crape tree. Victoria was my first victim.

THE SECOND PREY

Heading back home after school, I spotted this very dark-skinned African girl walking along Highway 21. I recognized her from school but didn’t want to stop. It was late in the evening, but I smiled to myself and stopped. 

“Excuse me, Miss, it’s kind of late out here. Can I give you a ride?” I asked, as I stopped next to her. 

“No, thank you.” She sobbed, as she continued to walk slowly. I hadn’t noticed she was crying until she spoke.

“Please, ma’am, I don’t like seeing women like this,” I lied, as I pulled in front of her and jumped out of the vehicle. 

“Don’t you come near me,” she yelled, waving a huge knife. Her body was tiny and fragile. She looked like she had been crying for a long time. She had bags under her eyes, and her skin was so smooth.

“Whoa! I am just trying to help you. I promise I won’t harm you. I recognized you from East Central Community College and decided to stop. I am not here to cause problems,” I replied, as I acted like I feared her and her knife. I could have taken her down quickly in the state she was in. 

“I’m sorry, but do I know you?” 

“No, you don’t know me, but I have seen you around the college with the girls from the softball team.”

“Probably so, but I don’t play softball. One of the girls is my roommate, and she plays.”

“Great, see, I have seen you at school before. Now, can I please help you? I see that you’ve been crying, and out here by yourself is not good. You don’t know what kind of people come up and down Highway 21,” I stated but didn’t bother to snitch on myself. I was one of those people who was ready to kill her off and never think about it again.

“My boyfriend and I were arguing about him dumping me for another girl. He got me out of the car and drove off. I didn’t think he was going to leave me out here. I have been walking for about two hours now, trying to get back to Sebastopol,” she stated, as more tears escaped her eyes.

“I live in Sebastopol. I don’t mind giving you a ride home. Where exactly do you stay?”

“I live in Sebastopol Apartments. How far do you live from there?” she asked.

“My residence is at the corner of Highway 21 and West Street. I moved there about two months ago. Everyone thinks it is a creepy spot, but it’s okay so far. No ghosts there lol,” I joked, as I reached out to grab her hand. 

Looking at my extended hand, she gave me her hand. Opening the passenger door to let her in, her immaculate smell slapped me in the face. Falling to my knees, I lost my balance.

“Oh, my, what’s wrong?” she asked, as she grabbed me and helped me back to my feet.

“My knee gave out on me,” I lied again. Her smell was so strong that it knocked me off my feet. 

“Does that happen often?”

“No, this was the first time that ever happened.”

“Are you sure you can drive the both of us home?” she asked with a smile on her face. Her tears had disappeared.

“I am very sure,” I assured her, as I straightened myself and walked around the vehicle to get in the driver’s side. I took a deep breath before I got in. Her smell was going to kill me all the way there. 

“And you’re okay to drive?” she asked again.

“Yes, ma’am, I am sure I can drive. What is your name? My name is Reagus.”

“My name is Ode Bahati Ekon, but everyone calls me Odie.”

“Okay, Odie, nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you, Reagus.” She laughed, as I drove off.

We talked about school and how she came to America. As we passed Jackson Road, I told her that my grandparents had left me a house out there. My thoughts immediately went to Bonnie Logan from school. I had moved to Sebastopol because of her, so I wanted to get close to her. She worked at Sebastopol Attendance Center as a teacher, but I didn’t tell Odie all that. 

“Why don’t you just live in the house that your grandparents gave you instead of renting this old house on the corner?” Odie asked.

“Because I am thinking about working at Sebastopol Clinic and wanted to get closer to my job. That’s why I decided to get an associate’s degree in nursing at EC,” I explained.

“Nursing. I wouldn’t have imagined that.” She giggled while placing her hand over her mouth like a small child who was scared to show their smile.

“What’s wrong with nursing?” 

“Nothing is wrong with it. I thought you were going to say that you’re a football player or something else the way your body is structured,” Odie stated, as she undressed me with her eyes.

“No, ma’am, definitely not a football player.” I smiled back.

“Nursing is a good career. My parents wanted me to become a doctor, but I love music more. They won’t even talk to me about it, so I went ahead and changed my major to music.”

“Music is okay. You’re trying to be a singer or rapper?” I joked.

“Unfortunately, I am not a rapper, but I do love to sing. The melody takes me into another world. This world is so cruel,” Odie stated, as she got quiet and began staring out the window. I didn’t say another word but drove her home.

All the way there, I wanted to stop and kill her off. Nobody would miss her. Her family, maybe, but they were in another country. By the time they reported her missing, I would have eaten her by then. 

Pulling up at Sebastopol Apartments, I let her out. She walked around and gave me a big hug. Her smell was so overwhelming. She was so small and fragile that I was sure I could kill her with one blow to the temple. There was one nosey, light-skinned, Black female sitting outside looking, so I hugged Odie and left without my favorite meat. This was the first time that I ever met someone with such a strong odor that I didn’t kill. 

I thought, There is no way in hell I am letting that Odie girl live. That was the second time my knees ever collapsed on me from an overpowering smell. The smell of her flesh was so overpowering, and it made me feel weak. I can’t be around her; she must die. Still thinking about Odie, I finally dozed off until I heard a knock at my door. 

Looking at my watch, it was 2 a.m. Who in the hell was at my door? I knew that people who lived in Sebastopol would not come to my home besides the police. “Oh, shit,” I whispered, as I walked to the door and opened it. 

“Hey, Reagus,” a small, sweet voice whispered, as I looked out at her. I didn’t say anything at first because of the unique smell of her flesh hitting me in the face. Snapping back to reality, I managed speaking.

“What are you doing here?” I asked without inviting her in.

“I’m so sorry for intruding on you like this, but I need to talk to you. Are you alone?” she asked, trying to peep around me.

“Yes, I’m alone.”

“Can I please come in?” Odie stated in such a way that caused my knees to get weak again. As I fell to the ground, Odie rushed up to help me. Falling backward, I tried to restrain myself from killing her in my doorway. 

Odie stepped over to me, as she closed the front door. I just lay there, as she stood over me. “Reagus, are you okay?”

“Yes, I am just fine. Just get back.”

“What’s wrong with you? This is the second time that you have collapsed like this,” Odie stated, as she sat down on the floor where I continued to lay.

“Yes, Odie. It’s just that you have this unique smell about you, and it makes me weak just talking to you,” I honestly told her.

“My smell?” she replied, as she sniffed herself and continued. “Sorry, we don’t believe in deodorant.” 

“Maybe,” I spoke, as I finally sat up, shaking my head. 

“Reagus, I want you. After you dropped me off at home, you have been on my mind,” Odie stated, as she crawled over to me and climbed in my lap. 

Odie pulled off her thin shirt, exposing her very dark-skinned breasts. The sight of them caused me to almost vomit. I began gagging, causing her to jump off me. Gathering myself to my feet quickly, I grabbed her by the neck, almost snapping it in half.

“You’re hurting me,” she called out, as I gripped her tightly. 

“Why are you over here? Are you here to kill me?” I shouted. 

“No, I’m not here to harm you in any type of way. Nobody knows that I have walked over to your house,” she explained.

“You just walked over here without anybody knowing where you are?” I replied, as I released her neck. 
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