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I WAS BORN IN PAIN. 

My whole life was nothing but pain. 

All I wanted was to be loved. I spent my life looking for love; instead, I was abused by my father, molested by my uncle and picked on by the neighborhood kids.

I met a guy who was nice for once.  He even invited me out for dinner.  Of course, later that night he got rough with me. I guess I should've seen it coming.  He was all over me.  I said no, which meant nothing to him.  He just hit me and proceeded to choke me. 

He penetrated me once, then did it again, the next time with a blade. 

Say my name... 

It was a real shit way to die... But I found a way back from the dead.  Why doesn't everyone come back?  I know you want to ask.  The trick is, I don't want to live again.  I didn't come back because I want a second chance at life.  Why the fuck would I want to go through that bullshit again?  

No one cared about me when I was alive– but I found a way to make them care now that I'm dead.  See, nobody can ever mistreat me ever again!

Say my name...

I can't ever rest in peace because of what the world did to me. And I don't want to.  You will all suffer like I did.

Say my name... 

Oh, you don't feel sorry for me anymore?  I'm so shocked.  That was sarcasm by the way.  You really think anyone who's been through my life and death gives a shit what you think?  I'm a legend of nightmares now. I'm the terror of children that brothers, sisters, parents, babysitters tell kids at night to scare them. Nobody treated me right in life; I don't expect, or want, pity – but you will fear me.  And you will remember my name.

Mary.

Bloody Mary.

Three Times!
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The slumber party


[image: ]




IT'S BEEN THIRTEEN years.  Thirteen exhausting years of looking over my shoulder and feeling like I'm being watched. It all started when I was an innocent, gullible, preteen and my cousin came to visit. She was such a little asshole, but she had her moments.  She had just spent the night at some friend’s house.  Some friend from school who was much cooler than me, cool enough to tell my cousin a story.  My cousin couldn't wait to retell it to me.  She told me it was a story about a woman who was killed... 
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