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To the flu. The fever dream you granted me spawned the original 11,000 words of this story, which I wrote over the span of one delirious week. I'll never forget you <3
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Content Warnings





This story contains the following content: 


	Serial Killer


	Yandere


	Snuff films


	Heavy violence, including knives, gore, and dismemberment


	Murder


	Nonconsensual drugging


	Taunting about a loved one’s death


	Character death





If this book isn't for you, no worries! But if it is, we hope you enjoy this story about a detective and his suspect…
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Showoff





“Hey, Shah – ” 

Darian’s head tipped up toward Amelia’s voice, but his eyes didn’t follow – too focused on following the steadily-blurring string of words that pillared down the too-bright screen of his laptop. “Yyyyyyyeah – ?” Half-distracted by the whirlwind of thoughts.

A file plopped onto his desk – thin, bulking in one spot. 

He dragged his eyes from his work to it. “What’s this?”

Amelia tapped at it. “Showoff’s at it again.”

Aaaaaaaaaand Darian’s thoughts skittered to a stop, draining away almost noisily in his mind until only the file remained. “When did we get this?” He opened it, immediately plucking up the flash drive and plugging it into his laptop. 

“Few minutes ago – east side this time. The guy gets around.”

“Still don’t know it’s a guy, Amy. Check the language before you bias the team.”

He could feel her eyes boring into him as he opened the file on his laptop, pulling up the MP4. “Just get the analysis in by this afternoon.” 

“Mhmm – ” His voice was distracted again as he connected his earbuds and hit play. He didn’t watch her leave.

He was already immersed.

‘Showoff’ was an entirely accurate name for this particular fucker. Out of all the serial killers he’d analyzed and tracked down, this one was easily the most elegant. Most just … slashed and hit. So many killers pulled from trauma and took it out on their victims in explosions of violence. 

Not this one. They were incredibly refined. Almost loving as they carved off piece after piece. They floated across the screen clad in thick black fabric, a simple craft store mask over their face. 

For all intents and purposes, they appeared at a glance like any highschooler egging a house during homecoming week. 

They didn’t speak.

They didn’t leave messages.

They didn’t make demands or taunt their captive.

It wasn’t until they moved that their beauty shone. Delicate as a butterfly’s wings and elegant as a flower unfurling at first light. Every flick of the knife cut through Darian’s heart like the gentlest Mary Oliver poem. Ecstasy dripped through him as the blood flowed from flesh, drawn out and strewn on display.

A linen cloth draped behind the pair – Showoff and the poor victim. A man this time. Shirt cut cleanly off. Gagged with a simple black cloth tied around his head. Not to keep him quiet – just to keep him from speaking.

The screams rang through all the same, muffled or not.

Darian kept his composure as he watched, keeping his face solemn and blank as he took notes. Notes on Showoff’s height – it was easier to tell in this video – perhaps five foot eight. Dominant hand – left. Physical features … still none. They covered themself too well. 

Yet, the bulk of the clothes did nothing to hide the elegance of their movements. Their arm still floated through the air. Their body still glided across the ground. Darian couldn’t see their legs shifting at the bottom of the screen, but they caught Show’s form as easily as breathing, leaving no impact point. No rise and fall of their body. No upset in their gait. 

Just gliding smooth as water. Smooth as always.

The knife traced and twirled in a dance around the captive’s throat, leaving no mark there, only drawing out panting whimpers and muffled pleas as his head wrenched to the side, tucking against his shoulder to escape it.

Darian forced himself to pause the video and look away. Take a note on nothing – just the precision of the blade. 

His best guess so far was that Show was an artist or doctor. Few others had that level of precision. And, wives’ tale may it be, left-handers always seemed to fall more neatly into those occupations. 

Darian focused on his breath. It was shaking again – he needed to get it under control before someone else on the team noticed. This office space offered him no walls for solitude – just a network of shared desks and people – mostly – minding their own business. Only team leads got their own offices. 

So, focus he must.

He drew in deep, slow breaths, eyes closed. Perhaps to others it would seem he was overwhelmed by the gore. 

Then again, this was a particularly difficult group of people to keep behavioral secrets from.

So, he needed. To. Focus.

When his breath fell under control again, he hit play, pencil still poised for note-taking. 

And Show started to dance again. 

Long, slow cuts. Carving off long strips or leaving simple slices. 

With each few strokes, they would wander behind the captive, knife brushing across the linen canvasing the background, letting the blood soak in in simple, dark streaks. 

One by one by one by one by one, the strikes of blood littered the canvas. At first, they seemed to be building toward a design. A message. A purpose.

But more built – as they always did – building and building and building upon each other. Overlapping and crossing and dripping down.

Only once the entire canvas was evenly coated in red did Showoff finally let the sobbing man die, pulling out the gag and dragging his head up to center by a firm, gloved grip on his hair.

Forcing his eyes to the camera.

The man tried to sputter a plea – something.

The words were lost to pain, blood loss, and terror.

The knife slashed across his throat. 

Eyes grew wild and wide with panic as he resumed his groggy thrashing, desperate gurgles spewing from his throat as blood poured and spurted away, retreating down his bare chest littered in cuts and stripes of exposed muscle. 

Darian’s heart was pounding so loud in his chest he could swear the rest of the team could hear it, eyes glued to the screen as shame and dread crawled up his stomach. Not the dread of this scene. Not empathy or horror. The dread of being caught. Of someone having some impossible mind reading ability – someone knowing how sick he was for being so addicted to this.

He just kept watching – he couldn’t bring himself to pause it even as his breaths grew tighter and faster.

As the man choked out, Show didn’t do anything. They just kept their blank-masked face tipped up toward the camera as their hand drifted slowly through the man’s hair again and again, following smoothly and simply however he thrashed trying to avoid it.

Eventually, delirious and fading fast, he leaned into it. 

They always did.

Show didn’t stop his head from dropping to his chest when what remained of his strength faded away.

Their head turned to regard the not-quite-dead-yet man momentarily, then their face pulled back up to stare directly into the camera again. 

Darian’s stomach was flipping. As if Show could see straight through time. Through the frame. Through the glass. Into the darkest, coldest corner of his soul.

Show did as they always did.

They stepped forward, bending until the mask all but filled the frame.

Then, slowly – a single leather-clad thumb lifted into view. It smeared across the frame, leaving it streaked with dark, sloppy red. 

The video ended. Clipped to the first frame and a play button.

Darian pulled in a deep, painful breath, struggling to keep his expression neutral.

His hands moved on their own, blindly as his eyes stayed on the screen. They slid open a drawer of his desk and plucked up a new flash drive.

Then plugged it into his laptop next to the other.

Systematically, he duplicated the video file onto the fresh flash drive, then ejected it.

Paranoia prickled at Darian’s mind as his eyes made a quick survey of the office – making sure no one was watching as he slipped the pirated video into his pocket to bring home.

He’d watch it again and write up the report. Do his job. Shut down his thoughts.

But Darian needed to see that again. Alone.
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