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This book is the sequel to my debut novel, the crime drama Wild Hearted, which came out in 2013. 

For those of you who have read it, I hope the wait was worth it and you’ll enjoy reading the development of Tomor’s, Luz’s, and David’s stories. For those unfamiliar with these characters, don’t worry, they give plenty of background information while moving forward in this new book. 

Lastly, please know that this is part 1 of Carnivora and I am currently working on parts 2 and 3, so if those cliffhangers at the end are killing you, be patient. The continuation is right around the corner!

Lea
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Tomor

Fuck me, this is the hardest thing I’ve done physically and mentally. You’d think slicing your own vein would be an easy task for a cold-blooded assassin, but I had no idea.

I wasn’t exactly given a choice. Had to improvise, find my method.

Been locked up in this barred, one-man shit-hole of Lastimar State Pen so long, I’ve lost track of time. Most inmates count the days, but I don’t give a damn. You can’t quantify pain. Every day is a fucking lifetime.

At first, considering the amount of cases the prosecution had against me, everything happened fast—the pre-trial procedures, my lawyer’s plea, and the jury’s verdict. They rushed it 'cause they wanted to see me locked away and gave me solitary confinement for life. Times the number of people I’ve killed.

Life. You know what that means for a guy like me. It means death, a slow, painful death. The worst kind of torture, way worse than execution.

I’m tired, can’t take any more.

I know why they put me away. I don’t necessarily agree with their methods, but I understand their reasoning. Society needs to be purged of cockroaches, of vermin. If not, it succumbs to anarchy. When a gang leader, whose web of crime spreads with the speed and sneakiness of cancer, is caught, he must be disposed of and left to rot. I get that.

But why the solitude? They won’t let me see anyone. Max security, fucking lockdown. I’m placed so far down the row from the other inmates, all I can hear is occasional yells of frustration or boredom. The guards check on me every half hour, day and night, banging their metal bats against my cell bars. Those blood-freezing sounds are my only company. Fucking routine, making sure I can never sleep. And aside from the regular bad-mouthing, the guards don’t talk to me.

A priest came here to talk once, wanting me to spill my guts and thank Jesus for generously forgiving my sins, but I told him to get lost. Don’t need no interference from above.

The only person I see is my lawyer, a scared little shit awarded to me by the state. Totally worthless. You hear about the powerful crime lords paying the best lawyers and getting good deals negotiated. Me, I’ve been so effectively kept away from the outside world, I haven’t been able to influence anyone. And who from the outside could help, anyway? My whole gang was dismantled; either locked up or dead. 

All I’ve got to keep me company is a mattress, a blanket, and a hole in the concrete floor. Nothing else, like we’re not human enough to have rights on this row. Guess they worry we’ll get a little suicidal and use any available tool to harm ourselves... Damn right.

Luz, I miss you! How are you? They won’t tell me anything, and it makes me love you that much more. I think about you all the time and recall how you were, replay the things you did. Like that trip in the forest, one of our first days together. You drove your bike so fast, your cheeks were pink and your eyes bright and sparkling with excitement. You were so full of life, Sweetie. I just had to have you ‘cause I knew you’d save me.

Being told I’ll never see you again wrenches my heart so bad, I want to tear it out with my hands to ease the pain. How can it be possible? We were meant for each other, as one, a unity, and being apart wasn’t in the cards.

The first time I asked that prick of a lawyer when you would visit, he said you’re on the Witness Protection Program. But that don’t make no fucking sense. They’re protecting you from what, from whom? Me? You’re my girl, so what the hell is that about? He said the authorities gave you a new identity and moved you to a secret place so we’d never be in touch.

As if I could get out of this dump. No one ever escaped Lastimar.

But you know ... I could survive having my freedom taken and let the hours and days and months pass one by one, little by little. Chain-smoking, staring at the small window with the steel bars high up on the wall, attentively tracing their details so they’re etched in my mind. And the dirty wall with the scribbles and spots of blackened blood and hair from previous inmates. The rough cement floor with the dark hole in the corner, emanating decades of piss and shit. The old mattress; holed and spotted with all kinds of bodily fluids. I’ll spare you the details. That’s what I lie on, day in and day out. Withering.

I can survive—out-live—all of that, but then you got to come see me, Baby, come talk to me. How else can I go on? I can’t. Not without you, my sweetie, my love, my sunshine. You’re all I have left. If I could see your pretty face and sparkling blue eyes and cheeky smile just once, I’d be fine. If you looked me in the eyes and told me you can’t stop thinking of me, it would be plenty to resist for a long fucking time. Months, years. I’d have dreams, and time would pass at my own rate, at my own speed, at the pulse of my own fucking will.

When the lawyer told me “no,” I didn’t believe him and laughed like the naïve retard I am. “Yeah, asshole, very funny, love the joke. Now cut the crap and tell me when I can see her.”

“Tomor,” he replied, with that pathetic, wimpy smile of his. “Forget it, she’s not coming. Not now, not ever. Get that idea out of your head, ‘cause it’s not gonna happen. Forget about her. That’s the best thing you can do for yourself. Let go.”

Well, Sweetie... I won’t allow them the pleasure of seeing me slowly shrink and turn to dust. I’ll beat them to it, do it myself. Death doesn’t scare me.

I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but I’ve already slammed my forehead against the wall to break my skull open. Like Jackal did in the container after he kidnapped you and I beat the living shit out of him. Remember? Sick fuck, spilling blood and brains all over the floor. But me? I didn’t die. I passed out.

And I’ve garroted my throat with the blanket, too. Only when I lost consciousness, the tourniquet relaxed, so my survival instinct kicked in and the cocksuckers put me on a goddamn suicide watch.

The only method left is tricking my brain to shut down. But there’s no magic way to convince those high-tech grays to turn the lights off at will, so, instead, I’m going to lose a few liters of blood. When the brain senses the lack of blood, it’s programmed to concentrate on the vital organs by cutting off the circulation to the body’s extremities, and if the bleeding continues, it shuts down the organs one by one.

Don’t have much time, gotta be efficient. In the past weeks, I’ve let the nails on my right hand grow and chewed them into hard, sharp needles. I’m using the thumbnail, as it’s the largest and strongest one, and if it breaks, the four other nails are ready to take over.

I’m going to carve a big enough hole in my left wrist for blood to continuously seep out from the punctured artery. Problem is, if it doesn’t bleed fast enough, the guards are gonna stop my plan before I’m done. That’s the major stress factor. I only have half-hour gaps between their rounds. So, in case it takes too long or I pass out, I’m going to hide under the blanket and pretend to be asleep.

Sure, there’re other options like setting my cell on fire, but they’d be quick to put out. And if I starved myself to death, you can bet your ass they’d force-feed me.

Ironic, isn’t it? The authorities want the outside world to forget about my existence, but they’ll do anything to keep me alive.
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Ed Burns

In the dark of a fire escape stairway, Ed held his breath. 

The metal door that hid him was perpendicular to four wooden apartment doors facing each other, along the landing’s tall, white-painted brick walls. One apartment interested him more than the others, and, having placed a bug in a corner a week ago, he had tracked the owner’s daily comings and goings. Meticulous work leading to today’s crucial moment. 

Finally—after waiting the required time in complete blackness with the smell of old dust teasing his nose, familiar sounds on the landing coaxed Ed to the fire door. 

Only a few feet away!

His heart hammered so hard in his chest, for a second, he dreaded that the man would notice and turn his ugly face in Ed’s direction. 

Not that it mattered. One way or the other, the fucker would come to him. 

Ed still preferred the satisfaction of seeing his plan unfold.

His breathing kept at a minimum, he bent his knees and through the keyhole observed the blond man unlocking his door and disappearing from sight. The heavy wood slammed, the lock turned again.

With a sigh of relief, Ed stood and leaned against a wall next to the cold metal, allowing his constricted lungs to breathe and unclenched his tense, sweaty fists.

All right. Step two. 

Another round of waiting. He fought to still his impatience. 

His eyes being used to the dark, he no longer needed a flashlight to see the small, open fuse box fixed to the opposite wall. Like a prowling cat at night, his dilated pupils discerned its content: a row of four flat buttons facing up. 

Muffled sounds from behind the other walls helped him track the nearest neighbors’ activities and avoid interference in this critical part of the operation.

Sweat rolled in continuous drops from his armpits, wetting the shirt and gluing it to his flanks. Not from heat, as the stairway brought cool air from the cellar, but from apprehension. 

Okay, now might be a good time. A news anchor spoke and clattering kitchen noises sounded from the other apartment.

Grinning, Ed took a couple of memorized steps forward, lifted a hand, and let the tip of his index finger caress the hard buttons one by one until he found the right fuse. He lingered, prepared. A quick pulse beat in his ears, deafening him. Moisture grew between his skin and the plastic. If he waited too long, his finger would slip.

Now—he pressed downward, and a loud snap filled the fire stairway. At the same time, his heart gave a double-take. He froze. All the training in the world could not prevent that.

Move! He stepped aside, placed his feet near the metal door, and pressed his body tight against the wall, holding his breath. With black clothing from top to toe, only the pallor of his face should be visible. 

He reached for the small metal object in his jacket pocket, and with its reassuring presence in hand, he ticked off seconds. Nine, ten, eleven.

No sound. 

What are you waiting for, you prick?

Fourteen, fifteen.

A lock turned and an apartment door opened. He prayed it was the right one. 

Shuffling noises on the carpet came nearer. Quick breaths, a muffled curse.

Yup, the perfect one.

Luck had always been on Ed’s side. He bit back a satisfied snicker.

As the door handle pressed down with a small creak, adrenaline rushed through him. Bright light showered into his hiding hole, blinding him, before a tall shadow blocked most of it. Like an intruder, a warm-blooded, breathing being passed through the doorjamb and invaded the dark place Ed had occupied in the past hours. 

The next took only two precise seconds: Ed pointed the Taser to the man’s throat with one hand and reached the other out to close the door, plunging the small corridor in total blackness. The enemy’s heavy body fell to the dusty floor, growling with pain and spasming. 

No way back. 

Ed braced for step three.
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Tomor

Just dug into the skin again, over and over, at the same spot. Been working on it for a while. Hurts like hell. I’m sweating under the blanket. The air is hot and moist and I keep poking my nose out to breathe. Never thought cutting into my flesh would demand so much fucking balls, self-control, and determination.

But I have no choice. Won’t wait till I’m too depressed to mobilize enough strength. Gotta do it now while I’m still sane. Now is the right time, the only time. There’s no looking back. 

No looking ahead, anyway. I have nothing to look forward to, nothing to go back to. My gang is dismantled, my men dead or doing time, my quarters bombed to pieces. The only person I have left has been torn away from me and given a new identity, forever gone. 

All right, now I’m down at the vein again. But I can’t really carve into the meat like I’d planned. What I do is rip the skin up from the beginning of the hole and back toward my elbow, then repeat the procedure.

The pain waters my eyes, makes my nose run. That’s dangerous; I can’t allow for the guards to hear me sniff. And there’s so much blood, I’m cutting blindly and don’t know if it’s the vein or the flesh surrounding it, or if I even go deep enough. Fucking crazy. That’s the catch when it takes so much time. If I had a knife, it would take one-two-three seconds, and I’d be through. I could lay back and wait. 

I did that once to a son of a bitch that deserved to be punished. A scar indicated he’d slashed his wrist earlier, but vertically, across the vein, and it had retracted like a rubber band and closed. So, I decided to help him and do it the right way, along the vein length. Two seconds, it took, and this time, the fucker didn’t fail.

I’m afraid of failing now.

Ugh. That God-awful, sickening scratch sound every time I cut through a new layer of skin—or fat, or flesh—makes me queasy, churns my stomach, and I’m continuously on the brink of puking from disgust. And the feel, just the feel of carving through the skin layers! Shivers run through my back and the hairs rise on my sweaty skin.

Fuck, my head spins. Gotta breathe deep. You think you get used to hurt, but not this kind. I never thought it’d be so hard. With the past I have, I’ve done some pretty crazy stuff and can take pain. But this is weird, fucking bizarre, digging a hole into my forearm, over and over, enlarging it, deepening it.

I don’t know how long I’ll have to endure this. Actively wanting to die, terminating my living capacity, shutting down my own system.

Maybe if I used my teeth instead? Bit a big chunk of flesh and tore at it? I’d bleed out faster for sure.

But I don’t have the guts to do that. Not now, I’m too tired. Besides, I’d probably miss the vein.
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Ed Burns

Plop... Plop... Plop...

Surreal luminosity bathed the scene. Into a small, rectangular plastic basin, drops of crimson liquid fell and splashed again in a slow cadence. Ed’s mind followed the rhythmic plopping sound.

Funny how blood would always make this big, circular splatter, tiny droplets spraying away from the center and creating a magnificent maze of red along the container walls, like the most colorful, unique flake of snow after a kill in the wild. Crimson on white. So pure, so perfect. Stunning.
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