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      Hey, Confession Addicts, it’s time for a new confession, and I hope you’re ready.

      I can’t believe this is book nine already. The good thing is you don’t need to read these books in order, so whether this is your first or your ninth, I hope you enjoy!

      You know how this works by now. My patients arrive on my floor alive, but it’s guaranteed that they will always leave dead. Always. The question is … is it by my hand or by natural causes?

      Does it really matter?

      The majority of my patients are expert manipulators. If you’ve read any of these confessions before now, you get that. If this is your first one, well, welcome to the final game my patients think they’re playing.

      Especially the last confession in this book…

      

      So what’s this confession book about? Well, I polled my VIP Addicts group last time around, and they wanted the confessions from kids who killed, so that’s what you get. Except they’re not kids anymore when they tell me their confession.

       

      To my fellow Asylum addicts in my VIP Addicts Subscription group, long-time readers, and to my new friends… salut!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THANK YOU

          

        

      

    

    
      Special thank you’s to the following “Long Term Patients, Ward Members and Asylum Addicts” from my VIP ADDICTS Subscription groups. This book would not be possible without your support!

      

      
        
        New Patients:

        Chloe Lynn, Paulina, Katie, Linda Tervo, Laura Tilley, Holly, Veronica Garcia, Helena Hunter, Jennifer, Cheryl, Marianna Beverdige, Irene Roberts

      

        

      
        Long Term Patients:

        Vin Downes, Tina, Keebler Hammons, Taunya Hazen, Mama Bear, Elizabeth Trowbridge, Treven Rittenhouse, Sarah, Kimberly Kramer, Chelsea May, Jodi, Cathulhu13, Kristen Prevondoski, Laura Hays, Lola Stracke, Kimberly Holland, Dominique Aragon, Helena Hunter,

        Julie S, Samm, Beth Ford

      

        

      
        Ward Members:

        Tara Lansing, Amanda Hicks, Heather New, Jessica Hawkins, Josie, Amy Harwick, Ashlee, Wendy Elgie, Luna, Gaby Lyons, Leslie Weimmer, Feyra Stalica, Allie Johnson, Constance Gray, Kendra M, Omega Urban, Fai Rose, Candice G, Terry Schott, Cheryl Graham

      

        

      
        Aslyum Addicts:

        Abi Willshee, Chiffon Cameron, Crystal Gillette, SG, Bianca Van Slingerland, Kim Coughlin, Sage Steel, Kaylee Brown, Andrea, Kelly Folz, Tricia, Misty Moon, Brittney Gurley, Brookuskatookus, Tammy Woods, Miss Maxine, Alicia S, Cheryl, Misty, Kristen Simpson, Kristena Peters, Maryanne, Megg, William Adkins, Rachel Miles-Davis, Eric Pokrovsky, Jessie Alfano, Darian, Terea Rascoe, Valentinova Luttner, Krystal Walker, Kerra Waldenmyer, Dana Cross, Jennifer, Natasha Gray, Kristena Hodge, Tanya Jack, DeAnna Ash, Brandy Plecki, Amy Keifer, Jordan Hooten, Jen Brooks, Ashley Lewry, Kymberly Berg, Taylor Gunter

      

      

      

      These confessions are dedicated to you!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JOIN ME

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m just going to throw this out there: there will be more books. But while you wait, why not join me over on my VIP ADDICTS group?

      What happens over there? A lot. Like…you read these confessions before anyone else. Like…you get to name characters. Like…you get free books.

      It’s also a better way to stay in touch rather than a mailing list that you may or may not see in your inbox.

      

      https://www.patreon.com/jacksteen

      

      Click to check it out…no pressure, but if you do sign up, be sure to say hello in one of the posts, and I’ll raise a toast to you at the pub.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHO AM I?

          

        

      

    

    
      (Hey you…don’t skip this part…important info about this book at the end, even if you already think you know ‘who I am’)

      

      My name is Jack Steen.

      By now, if you’ve read a few of the other confessions, you know my name and what these confession books are about.

      I’m a night nurse in the asylum, and I listen to the deathbed confessions of the criminally insane.

      For these patients of mine, I’m their companion into the afterlife, their death angel if you will. I give them the one thing they’ve been craving for since coming to the asylum—an audience.

      By now, you should know the routine. Don’t ask which asylum because I will never tell. Besides, it really doesn’t matter which one. They’re all the same. Don’t ask me about the patients either. I change their names, victims’ names, settings, etc. I’m serious about not wanting to get sued.

      So, what is it I do that’s so special? Well, let me tell you. I take their deathbed confessions, the ones no one else has heard. The ones everyone wants to hear.

      My patients tell me their stories, and they confess their messed-up lives because I do what no one else in this fucking asylum does.

      I listen.

      I’ve worked here the longest out of anyone on my floor. I’ve got the scars, the stitches, and the broken bones to prove it. I worked my way from the shittiest jobs here to the one I have now.

      I used to think being a nurse was my calling. My passion. I thought I could make a difference and that what I did was meaningful.

      I was stupid to think anything in life was worth this shit.

      I used to work in a hospital full of people who had lives and loved ones who cared about them. Most of my patients here have been discarded, forgotten about, and left to spend their final days alone.

      Here’s a reminder—I won’t tell you which hospital I work at. I won’t tell you the names of those dying. But I won’t lie to you. You’ll read exactly what I’m told.

      The confessions you’ll read here are all going to focus on one central theme. This book is about kids who committed murders. Kids who kill.

      Scary shit, right?

      I can’t say all the stories I’m told are one hundred percent true. Some I believe. Some I don’t. That shouldn’t be surprising. I mean, look at who is telling the confession. Some of my patients are pure psychopaths, narcissistic, and like the sound of their voices. They’ll tell whatever tale they believe will get them the most notice, but, like every tale ever told, there’s always a nugget of truth. Then again, what the fuck do I know?

      These sadistic bastards could be playing their final game with me by messing with my head, and now, they could be playing with yours.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE THEME FOR THESE CONFESSIONS…

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m not going to lie. This is a theme I’ve placed on the back burner for a while.

      Why? Honestly, I’m not sure.

      Ike thinks it’s because I’m a softie at heart, that I can’t get out of my head that these killers were teenagers, and I can’t get that out of my head.

      Fuck that shit, though. I don’t feel sorry for any of them. They committed a crime. They served their time, and then, they died.

      All of them lived within these walls—or similar—for longer than they did outside them. Personally, I think that’s what gets me.

      I’m not going to get into the whole “everyone deserves a second chance” idea. That’s not up to me. It’s not even up to you, but I’m sure you’ll have an opinion after you read these.

      If you really think about it, these patients—and most who are in here—probably would have ended up right back in here if they had been let out. They’re here for a reason, and not many can handle real life after living within the structured routine of a prison.

      So, maybe I’m overthinking things.

      You’re wondering what you’re about to read, right?

      Confessions from inmates/patients who became killers as teenagers. These were some fucked-up little shits. We’ve all known teens like them, haven’t we?

      Maybe if they had someone help them beforehand, their lives would have or could have been different.

      Or maybe not.

      Maybe they were born killers. What the fuck do I know, right?

      We’re back to the whole nurture versus nature argument.

      By now, you know where I stand, but what about you? Do you think little shits grow up to be big shits, or do you think there’s a simple chance of redemption for every person if they’re just given the right tools?

      Well, how about you read these confessions and then let me know. I’m interested in your thoughts, and I say that honestly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PATIENT: ADRIANNA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Deathbed Confessions of the Criminally Insane

      

      

      

      Thank you to the following for helping me name the characters:

      AmyMae for naming Adrianna

      AllieKatt for naming the parents, Aubrey & Nathan

      Allthings618 - naming Paul (boyfriend)

      Kristen Prevendoski for naming Nicole and Sean

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Who wants to hear a joke?

      Well, I would make a joke about serial killers, but I have a feeling it would be dead on arrival.

       

      At least tell me I got an eye roll for that one.

      I meet a lot of people in my job. Some are as sane as you and I, while others, well, they make for interesting conversations.

      Some people in here find ways to change their lives. Others get lost in the past, and many others are just plain… lost.

      Are you wondering about the next confession and whether they’ve changed their lives, been lost in the past, or just plain lost? Well, this one has been a lost girl since she first arrived, and no amount of medication or therapy has given her the means to find her way.

      Some people are just like that.

      Adrianna was interesting to talk to. She might be in her sixties, but it isn’t hard to see the teenager who brought her here. She hasn’t lost that edge.

      I know a few guys who are stuck in the glory days of the past. They’re always talking about the good ole days when they did this, got away with that, and lived life to the fullest compared to today when you can’t get away with anything. We all know people like that, right?

      Adrianna was like that. The real world, the now, wasn’t important to her.

      Now, don’t get me wrong. She was aware of it—aware she was an inmate, aware she spent more time here than outside of this place, aware she had a life sentence, aware she wasn’t like normal people. She was aware, but it didn’t matter, if that makes any sense.

      I’ll use Ike’s words here: She was stuck in a time loop where she was reveling in the deeds she did as an eighteen-year-old despite the fact her body was failing her as a sixty-year-old.

      How about I just let Adrianna tell you her story herself? Maybe then you’ll understand.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      JACK

      

      The floor is quiet.

      Some quiets are noisy. The being machine from the patients’ rooms seem to echo nonstop throughout the floor.

      Some quiets are stressful. You’re waiting on pins and needles for something to happen.

      Some quiets are calming. There’s a sense that you can relax. It’s not quite peaceful but almost.

      “Fuck, I hate when the floor it’s like this.” Ike pushes his chair back and climbs to his feet. “Something’s going to happen. I can feel it.”

      “How about you shut the fuck up, and then it won’t?” I look up from the crossword puzzle I’ve been working on for the past hour or so and give him a nasty glare.

      Ike knows better than to jinx things. He’s not a fucking newbie.

      He grumbles something I choose to ignore.

      “What’s a five-letter word for the color red?” I tap my pen against the paper and crack my neck.

      He laughs at me. “Seriously? You, of all people, need help with that one? Blood.”

      I look down at the sheet, and yeah, it works. I give him the one-finger salute in thanks.

      “No notes from the day shift about anyone coming up?” Ike pours the last bit of coffee into my cup before he starts to make a fresh pot.

      I take a sip. Damn, that coffee is good. I brought in a new blend, and it hits the spot.

      “Just enjoy the peace. Don’t you have files to update or stock to replenish or something to clean?” I wave him away like a pesky fly while biting back my smile.

      He’s in a mood to be irritating, and I’m in the mood to irritate him. It’ll be a great shift… so long as this quiet holds.

      He marches off but not before saying a few more choice words that I choose to continue ignoring. I’ve no idea what he’s going to do, but if it means leaving me in peace to enjoy the freshly brewed coffee, then I’m all for it.

      I’m almost done with the crossword when the phone rings. I’m of a mind not to answer it, but the stillness on the floor is getting to me. Two nights in a row of this awkward quietness – I’m over it.

      I won’t say that to Ike, though. I enjoy watching him stew.

      “One coming up your way. You’ll enjoy this one.”

      I’m intrigued. There are a lot of patients I know I’ll enjoy having up here, so trying to narrow it down will be hard.

      The inmate population is aging, which means this floor lately is always full. Not to mention, every so often, a few shit disturbers downstairs will get bored and staff will get lazy, and then patients come up to this floor before they should.

      That’s just life in a place like this.

      “Who?” I ask.

      “Adrianna.”

      Well, shit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

      

    

    
      When I find Ike, I plan to give him a heads-up about our incoming visitor, but he’s neck-deep in a supply closet.

      “What are you doing?” I ask.

      He jumps like a scared cat then punches me in the arm. “What the fuck, man? Give someone a warning next time.”

      “My squeaky shoes on the floor wasn’t warning enough?”

      “I obviously didn’t hear them. Fuck.” He rubs the back of his head where he’d hit it on the metal shelving unit.

      Yep, an irritated Ike is a fun Ike. Just don’t tell him I said that.

      “I’m going through the inventory in here, and stuff is missing. Either the day shift is getting lazy with tracking things, or someone on our shift is swiping them.”

      This is not what I like to hear. We’ve had issues in the past with staff taking things home. Normally, if it’s a bandage here, gauze there, I don’t really care, but when it impedes our patients’ care, then I have a problem with it.

      “What kind of stuff and how much?” I ask.

      Ike pushes the clipboard he’s holding toward me. I take a look at the items he’s circled in red. Yeah, nothing major, but if we have an emergency, then there will be issues.

      “If it’s a jackass on our shift, I’ll deal with it,” he tells me.

      “And I’ll find out why it wasn’t noticed on the day shift.”

      He gives me a nod.

      I lift my chin. “Someone’s on their way up,” I tell him.

      “Who?”

      “Adrianna.”

      Ike’s whole countenance instantly changes. His brows rise, his eyes widen, and he gives a low whistle. “Sounds like a fun time for everyone. You gonna talk to her?”

      “Warden hasn’t mandated it, and I doubt he will.”

      “That’s not what I asked.” Ike crosses his arms over his massive chest, his biceps bulging.

      “For the fun of it, maybe.” I wouldn’t mind the shift going faster, and she’d fill up the time, for sure. “As for a deal, well, that depends if she has anything she wants to tell me, anything that’s new. We all basically know her story. She doesn’t shut up about it.”

      He halfway snorts and laughs at the same time. “No kidding. That woman has never grown up past her glory days, although in a place like this do you blame her?”

      We head back to the nursing station, and Ike fills up his cart to prepare her room.

      “Bucket’s room?” he asks.

      I shake my head. “Give her the one next to it.”

      I don’t share Bucket’s room with just anybody. The one next to it is just fine.

      By the time the elevator dings, announcing Adrianna’s arrival, I’m ready for her. I sit back in my office and let Ike take her to her room and get her comfortable.

      It’s a bit before he returns, but when he does, he comes back with a huge smile on his face. “Yeah, she doesn’t have long, but man, she’s a real treat. Don’t know what you’ll get from her. She’s so lost it’s not funny. I’d feel for her, but in her mind, she’s fine, so she has no clue.” He takes a seat at his workstation and fiddles with the mouse to wake his computer screen.

      “Sometimes I envy them,” I say. “Considering their lives, living in the past must be a welcomed respite.”

      Ike shrugs. “My wife reminds me to enjoy the life I’m living, so that’s what I do. Besides, these big feet of mine can’t fit into many shoes, so I might as well get comfy in my own pair. You know?”

      I slap him in the back. “Shut up with that shit. I don’t need no Ted Talks from you.”

      The one-finger salute is all I get from him as I walk out of his room.

      The floor isn’t so quiet now. There’s a low hum in the air, a charge of electricity that sizzles on your skin.

      I stand in the middle of the hallway and take it in. I might hate the quiet, but I love this charge. It’s addictive. It’s that middle state. You don’t know what’s about to happen, but you know something will, and I prefer that state of mind all day, any day, if I’m being honest.

      Our guest is all alone on her wing, which is a good thing considering the sounds coming from her room. Damn it, I need a shot of whiskey.

      She must have been playing him.

      I wonder if she’s been playing everyone. Wouldn’t surprise me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

        

      

    

    
      Some people have this insane ability to decide when their time is up. I don’t know if they have this internal clock where they can hear the slower ticking sound or if they just decide today is their last. If I could determine when I would breathe my last breath, I would take that gift in a heartbeat, wouldn’t you?

      “Well, if it isn’t the almighty Nurse Jackie.” Adrianna has a cackle-type laugh, which she ratchets up about a dozen degrees the second I walk into her room.

      She laughs even harder at the look I give her.

      Everyone knows better than to call me Nurse Jackie. That last guy who dared ended up with a broken nose and dislocated jaw. He also might have been missing a few teeth.

      Did I mention he was staff? Good thing he wasn’t on my floor or a part of my rotation. He didn’t last long here. No clue where he ended up, and I don’t really care either.

      “We’re either going to play nice, Adrianna, or we’re not going to play at all.” I lean against the door jam. I refuse to step another foot inside the room until I know she’s going to behave.

      “Fine, fine.” She rolls her eyes like an epic teenager, and I have to purposely look at her gray hair and all those wrinkles on her face to remind myself she’s a grown-ass woman.

      Well, this is going to be fun.
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      ADRIANNA TO JACK

       

      Well, hi there. I figured it was time to get up here and officially meet.

      Am I what you expected?

      Probably not.

      I’m not everyone’s cup of tea, that’s for sure. I’ve got a few stubborn tires around my waist I can’t seem to get rid of, and the wrinkles on my face look like a murder of crows used me as a welcome mat. Don’t worry. I see them, too, but you’re nice for not pointing them out.

      I might not be your cup of tea, but I was someone’s once, and that’s what matters.

      No one seems to care about that little fact.

      Here’s what I believe. When we find that someone who loves and accepts us for who we are, we should hold on and cherish them. Don’t you think?

      That’s what all those diamond commercials say, and you know people on TV never lie.

      The fact I was punished for doing what anyone else would and does do is crazy to me.

      Oh, I’m sorry. Where are my manners? Proper introductions and all that. I mean, I know who you are, Jack, but what about me? Sure, you know my name. Of course you do. I’m Adrianna.

      Sure, whatever, you’ve probably heard about me. I’m pretty famous in this place, I know.

      You’re pretty famous too. Did you know that?

      But just because there are rumors and stories, that doesn’t mean you know someone, right?

      No one really knows me. They just assume they do. They hear my story and judge me for what I did.

      You know what the crazy thing is? They judge me based on a set of morals we’ve all been brought up to believe is the only way to live.

      What jackass theory is that? It’s stupid, in my opinion, but no one asked me, so I guess it doesn’t matter.

      Nice place you got here, by the way. I mean, you couldn’t spruce it up even a little? The one poster tacked up on that wall makes a world of difference.

      Let me guess. You had to use a poster because someone might get too trigger-happy with a glass frame, right? And it’s probably just two-sided tape holding it up, not something anyone could use as a weapon.

      Although with these things tight around my wrist, I couldn’t do any damage with the tape even if I wanted to.

      You’re just as bad as my parents. They tried to keep me locked up too. Not that it made any difference. They even went so far as to put a lock on my bedroom door.

      You know how that turned out, right?

      I killed them, of course.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER SIX


          

        

      

    

    
      ADRIANNA

       

      Do you remember being sixteen?

      Sweet sixteen especially during the summertime? There’s nothing like it.

      I wish… I wish time would have stopped that summer, that I could always be sixteen. Youthful, innocent, full of life and possibility.

      We take it for granted, don’t we? Everyone does. Everyone thinks they’ll always be that age while at the same time trying to outgrow it. You did. I did. Everyone does.

      But if you could go back, would you? Unless something truly horrific happened in your life at that time, of course you would.

      It’s the summer of first. First job. First crush. First drive. First everything.

      My best friend and I made so many plans for our sweet sixteenth summer. Everyone needs best friends at that age. They’re the ones who mold you, shape you, and help you become who you really are.

      Best friends share dreams, create new ones, and let go of old ones. They dare to do the things you wouldn’t normally do, not on your own at least. They stand with you when you do the really stupid things or just the average stupid, too, you know?

      You create memories with your best friend, memories that at the time might be painful, but when you look back, you realize those moments were exactly what you needed to be who you are today.

      Nicole was that person for me.

      Nicole and I would hang loose at the beach, play volleyball with the dreamboat guys, stay out late every night, and have as many bonfires on the beach as we could. This was prime time to make out.

      We also needed jobs.

      That was a rite of passage for that age. We both got jobs at the local ice cream shop, which was pretty sweet. We shared shifts, which was even better because we were literally together twenty-four-seven.

      The only downside to that perfect setup was our manager. Frank was a real piece of work. Greasy hair, rotten teeth, slimy hands that liked to touch what he shouldn’t have.

      I could go on and on about Frank’s disgusting and lecherous antics, and I will because it needs to be told, but this story isn’t really about him. He does get his comeuppance, mind you, so be relieved about that… if you at all cared to begin with.

      No, this part of the story is about Terry.

      I mean he was the reason for everything. My reason for everything.

      People didn’t think I could love, that I didn’t have that kind of emotion in me. The cops, the stupid prosecution, the endless string of fucking useless shrinks all determined I was some type of sociopath.

      Everyone thinks I’m a sociopath, but I loved Terry with my whole being.

      Can a sociopath love?

      Let’s be honest, shall we? A true sociopath only loves themselves. If they claim to love anyone else, it’s because it suits them at that time. Maybe they’re playing a role, a game, have a need to be met… A real sociopath doesn’t have the capability to love anyone other than themselves.

      Which, by all definition, means I’m not a sociopath, no matter what any shrink says.

      Because I loved Terry. Loved him with every fiber of my soul. He was my world, my everything.

      Why? The answer was and is the same. He saved me in every way possible.

      The first time I met him, he saved me, and that, well, that was the start of everything.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER SEVEN


          

        

      

    

    
      ADRIANNA TO JACK

       

      From that scowl on your stupid, ugly face, you’re thinking there is no possible way this bitch loved anyone.

      Well, you’d be dead ass wrong.

      Terry was super fucking hot, and smart, and funny, and good in the sack. He was everything a girl could want in a guy.

      He was also very good at other things as well like killing.

      I learned so much from him in such a short period of time.

      I bet you’re also thinking that I blame Terry for what I did, for coercing me into it. I don’t. Not at all.

      At first, maybe. He did push me to do some uncomfortable things. He played with my feelings so that I’d want to do those things, things I begged to do toward the end, actually, but that was just because he needed to show me the truth.

      You know what he did? He liberated me from societal shackles. That truth could only be seen through that pain and that blood that I happily spilled.

      I see that now cleary, so fuck you, Jack, for making me feel guilty about loving Terry.

      I bet no one actually loves you. Who would ever love someone as stupid, ugly, retarded as you? You piece of shit…

       

      JACK HERE: She goes on to call me every name you can think of. Some I’d never even heard, especially not from a woman. It was quite impressive, truth be told. Disgusting, too.

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER EIGHT


          

        

      

    

    
      ADRIANNA

       

      Do you believe in fate? I do.

      Everything in our life happens because it was meant to. Every action we take, every decision we make, every time we turn down an opportunity or jump at one, it all leads us to the same place—our destiny. Everything happens for a reason. I am a firm believer in that.

      Isn’t there a song about that? I can hear the tune in my head but can’t quite catch the words or remember the title… Hmm, this is going to bother me.

       

      JACK HERE: It bothers me too, truth to told, because she’s humming the damn song, but she’s so off tune she could be humming that zombie song, and I wouldn’t know.

       

      Meeting Terry when I did was most definitely my destiny.

      Those cliché moments of being at the right place, right time, right person, it’s all true… although mine could have easily been construed as wrong place, wrong time, and absolutely the wrong person, depending on whom you ask. Not me but apparently everyone else in my life would say that.

      That wrong place was at the beach. The wrong time was at midnight, and the wrong person was Brian White, a senior at the high school Nicole and I went to.

      Ahh. Brian White. He thought he was God’s gift, you know what I mean? The school and the town made him out to be just that with the way they worshiped him. Star football player, a stellar student, and of course, he was the student council president. Squeaky clean and all that. Everyone and their grandmother loved him.

      It was all a facade. He was just as bad as every other boy in town.

      But I, like every girl in school, wanted his attention, and I definitely got it that night on the beach.
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