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To the girls who like your men dangerous but noble, unhinged but loyal, and always ready to carve up someone for hurting you - you're in the right place!
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Chapter One
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Kimberly

––––––––
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My eyes remained glued to the textbook in front of me, my mind racing to absorb the complex anatomical diagrams as if the very act of staring long and hard enough would allow the information to seep directly into my brain. The soft hum of my laptop’s fan and the distant sound of cars on the wet streets outside my apartment served as a gentle white noise, helping to dull the stress that was building within me. It was early evening, and I had only a few more hours to cram before her big exam tomorrow. The light from the desk lamp cast a warm glow on the pages, creating a small island of focus amidst the clutter of my study space.

As the minutes ticked by, my eyes grew heavier, and the words on the page started to blur. I pushed my chair back and stood up, stretching my aching back, trying to ignore the sirens that pierced the quiet night outside. The cold air from the open window brushed against my skin, reminding me of the chill outside. I walked over to the kitchen to make myself a cup of coffee, hoping the caffeine would provide a much-needed boost. As the water heated, I leaned against the counter, lost in thought. The Butcher of Boston had been silent for weeks now, and the city was holding its collective breath, waiting for the next grisly discovery. The media had dubbed him a "surgical genius," and the moniker had stuck, sending shivers down the spines of the innocent and the not-so-innocent alike.

The coffee maker gurgled to life, snapping me out of my trance. I poured the steaming liquid into a mug, inhaling the rich aroma, and took a tentative sip. The bitter taste washed over me, a welcome jolt to my senses. As I sipped my coffee, I couldn't help but wonder if the Butcher was watching the news reports, too, feeling the same thrill I did when he heard his own name whispered in fear. It was a morbid fascination, one that had grown stronger since I started med school three years ago. The precision, the power to control life and death with a single snip of the scalpel—it was both terrifying and fascinating.

The quiet was suddenly shattered by the sound of my phone vibrating on the counter. The screen lit up with a breaking news alert: "Mutilated Body Found in Alley Near Downtown Hospital." My heart raced as I clicked on the link. The article described the grisly scene in too much detail, but not enough to identify the victim. The words "surgical precision" jumped out at me, sending a shiver down my spine. Could it be? Was the Butcher back?

I shook my head, pocketed my phone, and headed back to my room to go back to studying. I could read more about the Butcher’s latest crime scene, if it was indeed one of his, as a morbid bedtime story once I got through the next chapter of my textbook.

As I sat down at my desk, my thoughts swirled around the possibility of the Butcher being active again. The city had been on edge for months, the tension palpable in the air every time a body was found. And now, here I was, a medical student who had chosen a path that mirrored the very killer I studied from afar. I tried to focus on the pages in front of me, but the images of the Butcher’s work crept into my mind’s eye. The clean, precise cuts, the way he arranged the body as if it were a macabre art piece. It was both grotesque and fascinating, and it didn’t help that my own curiosity about the human body was what had led me to medicine in the first place.

The caffeine began to work its magic, and I found myself delving deeper into the intricacies of the human circulatory system. The patterns of veins and arteries, the rhythm of the heart—it was a dance of life, and one I aspired to understand fully. But as I studied, I couldn’t help but think about the control the Butcher had over his victims’ lives. The power to decide when that dance would come to a gruesome end.

The serenity of my study session and musings about the Butcher was abruptly pierced by the sound of the apartment door swinging open with a weary groan and then the loud slam that quickly followed. Why she could never close the door like a normal person, I’d never understand. The tranquility instantly shattered like fine china under the weight of my mother's footsteps, the rhythmic clacking of her heels against the hardwood floor, each step echoing through the living room and towards the sanctum of my study space with the solemnity of a funeral march. Her presence carried with it an air of impending confrontation, as if she were a harbinger of unpleasant news that she took some twisted delight in delivering.

My mother was proof some people shouldn’t be allowed to have children. What was the point if you were going to spend the kid’s life blaming them for everything that ever went wrong in the parent’s life, even the things that had happened before the kid was born?

The fact my mother had never had what she considered a good job? My fault. That she hadn't achieved her dreams? My fault. That she had no concept of keeping a clean house that led to us almost getting evicted out of the last place? My fault. That she hadn't used her inheritance from my grandmother to pay off my childhood house instead bought all kinds of things she didn't need, thus leading us to lose said childhood house? My fault. My father cheating on her and finally leaving? Somehow also my fault.

You would think after twenty-six years of this, my entire life, she would get some new material.

But no. As if reading from a well-worn script, she sailed into the room and tossed her coat haphazardly onto a chair. The pile of mail precariously balanced there was sent flying, and she paid it no heed. What did she care? It wasn’t like she was the one paying the bills anyway.

"Kimberly," she began, her tone laden with accusation, "how can you supposedly be so intelligent and still fail at everything else?" It was a rhetorical question, one she had posed countless times before, not seeking an answer but rather a scapegoat.

With a deep exhale, I closed my textbook and met her gaze. I had grown weary of her never-ending monologues, her unyielding need to belittle and criticize. "Hi Mom," I greeted her, my voice as even as I could manage. But it was a lie. We both knew she wasn’t really there to say hello. She was there to pick a fight, to find something new to criticize. We both knew the script of this tiresome play by heart.

“Oh, don’t even start with the sighing,” she stated. “You sit here all day and yet you want to act like you’re the one who’s tired?”

“I had class today and then clinicals at the hospital. I’ve only been home for two hours,” I replied. As if defending myself would make a difference. Why did I even bother? She didn’t deal in reality or logic. I knew that. Yet I guess I kept hoping one day that would change.

Her eyes narrowed, and she planted her hands on her hips, the universal stance of accusation. "You know what your problem is, Kimberly? You're too busy playing doctor to learn anything about the real world."

I bit my tongue, tasting the metallic tang of frustration. "What do you mean, playing doctor?"

Her laugh was cold and brittle, like shattering glass. "You think you're so special because you can cut open a cadaver. But you can't even take out the trash without making a mess of it."

I gritted my teeth, holding onto my patience by a thread. "I've been working hard to pay for school and rent."

"And what's that supposed to mean?" she snapped. "That you're too good to help around here? Why am I even asking? The shirt you're wearing says it all."

It was a souvenir from my first year of med school, but it was comfortable, and it was what I liked to wear when I studied. It had the anatomy of the human heart on it, the muscles and veins stretched out like a road map to the soul. But apparently, it wasn’t good enough for her. "It's not like you're a doctor,” she bit out.

"I'm a med student, Mom," I reminded her. As if she had forgotten. No, she just ignored it.

Her eyes narrowed, the lines around her mouth deepening as she pursed her lips. "You're not going to make it," she said, the words cutting through the air like a scalpel. "You're just wasting your time and money. The money, I may add, that could go to helping out around here."

"Helping out? You mean like me already living off Ramen so I can keep this roof over our heads?" I asked. If I never tasted teriyaki noodles again it would be too soon. I didn’t even want to think about the cardiac events I was headed for with that level of sodium in my diet.

Her eyes searched mine, her jaw set and glaring at me, looking for a weakness to exploit. But she wouldn’t find any. I had been dealing with her all my life. She was a master at cutting to the bone, but she had no idea just how thick my skin had become. "You're the one who chose to go into that field. You know how competitive it is. You're just setting yourself up for failure. You need a real job, Kimberly. Not playing dress up in a lab coat. You could be making real money, instead of throwing it all away on some pipe dream."

“In what universe is being a doctor not a real job? It’s practically the epitome of a real job,” I told her.

My mother rolled her eyes. “You’re going to be in school forever. You’re going to be in debt until you’re fifty. And for what? To play God?”

"What should I do then, huh?" I asked. "Find some man who kept my number for a year or two, go on a date with him and immediately agree to marry him so he can keep his father happy and then live under the belief he'll forever support me?" It was exactly what my mother had done when my father had apparently been working through a list of former girlfriends after his first marriage had failed.

Her face tightened, the creases around her eyes deepening. "Don't mock me, Kimberly. I had plans, too. But I had to deal with reality. You need to do the same. You can't just chase after some delusion."

I knew where her anger really stemmed from. It was the fact she had bought into the idea she had to get married, had to have a family, but then chose to quit working. Claimed I was the reason, as if she couldn’t have maintained a part time job while I was in school. That was when I became an excuse. And her favorite scapegoat. Now she saw I had a chance to make something of myself, that I had opportunities she hadn’t taken, and she resented it. Resented me for it.

The fact was her mother had had the money and connections. Maybe Mom wouldn’t have been a doctor, but she could have been a hell of a lot more than what she became. Whether it was the want, the sense of need, or dedication she lacked, I wasn’t sure. But either way, what had happened had happened. Now here we were.

"If you had actually applied yourself in school, a good college would have wanted you, maybe then I could believe something would come of this," Mom added, clearly not done with her latest tirade.

"My school is a good school even if it isn't Harvard," I told her.

Her sneer grew. "It's a community college for doctors. You're going to end up a glorified nurse, if that. You're not going to find a good job, a good man, or even a decent apartment to live in with that kind of education."

I had to fight not to laugh. As if she'd ever wanted me to get a job. No, she prevented that and a hundred other things until I had to pay her bills. Men? Oh no. That wasn't allowed either because how dare I even think I could find a man who would treat me well. Any time one did, she went out of her way to run them off. Yes, even in my twenties.

I’d had a grand total of four actual dates in my life. Two with Scott, a divorced father of two ten years older than me and had by some miracle been able to be alone with him long enough to lose my virginity at twenty-two and then exactly two dates with Billy, a childhood classmate I’d reunited with thanks to social media a year later.

Big shock, she hadn’t liked Billy even when we were kids. The day she found out we were going out to dinner, she had raced home from work to ensure she would be able to see and greet him when he got there. We’d been in the apartment complex’s parking lot when she beelined right for him, putting on her facade of oh so nice and accepting yet making every backhanded compliment that came into head. I couldn’t even blame Billy for deciding I wasn’t worth the trouble.

But she wasn't going to ruin this for me. I was going to be a surgeon. I was going to be something. And not just because it was a good job or because it paid well. It was because it was power. The kind of power she never had and never would. The kind of power that made people listen to you, that made them respect you, that made them fear you. The kind of power that meant you didn't have to take anyone's crap, especially not from someone like her.

So, I took a deep breath and met her eyes. "Mom, I've had a long day, and I've got a big exam tomorrow. Can we do this another time?"

"No, we will not," she spat. "You're going to sit down and talk to me like the adult you're supposed to be."

"I am an adult," I retorted, my voice firm despite the knot in my stomach. "And I've got more important things to do than sit here and argue."

My mother's face grew red with fury, her eyes flashing with a rage that seemed to have been simmering just beneath the surface. "You're going to talk to me," she said, her voice rising. "You're going to explain to me why you're throwing your life away on this ridiculous dream!"

"It's not a dream, Mom," I said calmly. "It's my reality. It's what I've worked for."

Her laugh was a brittle thing, full of anger and despair. "Your reality? You're living in a fantasy world if you think you can be something. You're not pretty enough, you're not smart enough, you're not good enough to be a doctor. You're just a disappointment, Kimberly. That's all you've ever been."

"I'm sorry you feel that way," I told her, my voice calm, the line I had learned from Dad years ago.

He had left us for good when I was seventeen, saying he couldn't take it anymore, that she was going to eat me alive. I had hoped he was just being dramatic, but now I saw the truth in his words. She had never liked me, never approved of what I did. But she liked the idea of me paying her way. That was the only thing she liked.

It was always the same. Whenever she was upset, whenever she was disappointed, she took it out on me. It had started when I was little, but it had gotten worse when she realized that no matter how much she talked about me getting married and being a housewife, that wasn't what I wanted. Not when I had seen how wrong it had gone for her. Hell, even my grandmothers, born in the 1930s, hadn't been housewives. Sure, my dad's mother had played June Cleaver on the weekends. Cleaning house, making big family dinners, going to church, teaching Sunday school, and held positions in various community projects. But during the week she was a teacher. And my maternal grandmother had been a stenographer. They hadn't even known how to sit around at home at a time when that was supposedly what women were "supposed" to do. And it wasn’t what I was going to do. And every time I said that, it was like throwing gasoline on a fire.

I pushed my chair back and stood up, the textbook thumping to the floor. "I've got to study," I told her. "If I fail tomorrow, it'll be because I was busy dealing with you, not because I'm not good enough."

"Yes, of course, the history of bedpans is more important than anything I have to say. I should have known," she said before stomping off presumably to her bedroom.

I rolled my eyes, but I knew better than to further engage. I'd seen this act before. It was part of her routine, a way to exert her dominance and make me feel small. But I was done playing along. I was going to be a surgeon. I was going to make a name for myself. And it was going to be a name that even she couldn't ignore or belittle.

And if I couldn't make a name for myself that way, there was another possibility.

Tonight, I definitely was going to add another name to my list. It was just one of my more extreme outlets for nights like these.

The Butcher of Boston had been my silent companion for months now. His gruesome artistry had been splashed across the news, each grisly murder more intricate than the last. But unlike the rest of the city, I wasn’t afraid. In fact, his work had started to inspire me. It was as if he was speaking to me, showing me the power that came from letting go of fear and embracing the darker parts of myself.

The apartment was eerily still, the silence thick with the weight of my mother's disapproval and her self-loathing. It was almost a tangible force, pushing down on my shoulders and making it harder to breathe. But I had learned to channel that anger, to use it as fuel for my nighttime activities.

My hand reached for my own notebook, hidden beneath the medical texts. It was where I kept my own twisted thoughts, my own plans. Each page was filled with meticulous notes about the Butcher's kills. The way he dissected his victims, the precision of his cuts, it was almost poetic. I studied his work as if it were a medical textbook, learning from his grim craft. It was a thrilling dance of death that I found myself eager to join.

The scalpel was cold against my skin, a comforting presence that had become an extension of my hand. I had practiced the same cuts, the same strokes that he had perfected. But I didn’t just want to mimic him; I wanted to be better, to show him that there was someone who understood, someone who could appreciate the artistry of his twisted poetry.

The police had been searching for him for years, decades even. The theories were that he had begun killing around twenty-two years ago, yet he remained elusive, leaving a trail of meticulously butchered bodies in his wake. There was something about the precision, the control, the sheer audacity of his crimes that fascinated me. The man, whoever he was, was an artist, the streets his canvas, the bodies his brush, the blood his paint.

It had started as a curiosity, a dark obsession that grew alongside my studies. I had always found myself drawn to the appalling, the things that made others turn away in horror. It was as if by understanding the worst of humanity, I could somehow protect myself from the chaos of the world. And now, with every snide remark and belittling word from my mother, the desire to emulate the Butcher grew stronger.

I waited for the sound of her TV, the low drone that signaled she had retreated into the false comfort of political news and cigarettes. Once it and the smoke filled the air, I knew she wouldn’t hear me leave. Carefully, I pulled out the hidden compartment beneath my bed, where I kept my other set of clothes. The ones that weren't covered in blood, sweat, and the screams of my own frustration.

My heart raced as I changed into black from head to toe. It was my armor against the world, my way of blending into the shadows. The scalpel was already laid out on the floor, gleaming in the moonlight that peeked through the blinds. I picked it up, feeling their cold steel against my palms. They were an extension of me, tools that could give life or take it away.

I slipped out into the night, the chilly air biting at my skin. The city was alive with the sounds of sirens and distant laughter, a stark contrast to the quiet rage that simmered within me. The bustling square with a café, bar, various restaurants and even a bookstore was only a few blocks away, a place where I knew I could find someone who deserved a taste of their own medicine. Someone who, like my mother, thought they were above others, who treated people like disposable pawns in their twisted games.

As I walked through the shadows, my thoughts turned to the Butcher. His kills were a symphony of pain and power, each one more intricate than the last. The way he dismembered his victims with such surgical precision was mesmerizing. It was as if he was carving out a piece of himself with every slice, leaving a part of his soul behind for the world to see. And now, as I stalked the streets, I felt a kinship with him. We were both trapped in lives we hadn’t chosen, both seeking control in a world that had taken it from us.
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Chapter Two
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Kimberly

––––––––
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The Night Slicer. That's the moniker the news had given me. I didn't mind it too much. Could have been a lot worse.

I couldn't help but feel a thrill run through me as I walked. It was a feeling of power, of control, something I hadn't felt since the first time I held a scalpel in the makeshift operating room in class. The first time I knew that I had the ability to cut someone open and save their life, or take it away.

The streets of Boston were slick with rain, the neon lights of the city reflecting off the puddles like a disco ball gone mad. I walked with purpose, the sound of my boots splashing in the water a rhythm that matched the pounding in my chest. My target was a man who had been abusing his wife for years, a man who had slipped through the cracks of the system, a man who had been reported countless times but was never truly punished.

I had been there when his wife had been brought in after a supposed fall down the stairs. I wasn't tending to her, merely there to observe. But her injuries, the look in her eyes, how he spoke for her while she sat frozen in terror while the doctor set her wrist. It was all obvious. And then I overheard him on the phone. No idea who he was talking to, but that part didn't matter. What did matter was I'd overheard what bar he hung out at.

It wasn't hard to find him. He was a creature of habit, and his type always had a certain smugness about them that was as visible as a neon sign. The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where secrets could be whispered and forgotten in the same breath. He was sitting at the counter, nursing a whiskey and eyeing the bartender. He was a pitiful excuse for a man, but that didn't mean he didn't deserve the same treatment as anyone else on my list.

I waited for him to leave, not wanting to risk being seen inside or anywhere near him. I didn't get prolific enough to have a nickname by being seen. The anticipation was almost unbearable. When he finally stumbled out into the alley, I followed, the sound of my own breathing loud in my ears. He didn't notice me until it was too late, and by then, the scalpel was already in my hand.

The alley was narrow, lined with dumpsters and graffitied walls. The perfect stage for the performance that was about to unfold. The man, who had been whistling a tune, froze when he saw me. His eyes went wide with fear, and he tried to back away. But I was already on him, the scalpel at his throat, my voice a cold whisper. "You know who I am?" I asked, pressing the blade closer to his skin.

He nodded frantically, his eyes darting from side to side, searching for an escape that wasn't there. "Good," I said. "That makes this easier." The smell of his cologne was overpowering, a cheap scent that did nothing to mask the stench of his soul. I pushed him against the wall, the brick cold and unforgiving under my gloved hand.

The rain had picked up, the droplets mixing with the sweat on his brow. He was shaking, his breath coming in short gasps. "What do you want?" he stuttered.

I leaned closer, my breath hot against his ear. "What I want," I said, my voice low and steady, "is for you to understand what it's like to be powerless. To feel the pain you've inflicted on others." I knew he wouldn't truly understand, but the fear in his eyes was enough. It was a small victory, but one that fueled my own power. I felt the tremor of his body against mine, and a twisted satisfaction filled me. He knew what was coming, and he was powerless to stop it. That's what it felt like to be in control. That's what it felt like to be a goddess of retribution.

His eyes widened in terror, a look I'd become quite familiar with. But this time, it was different. This time, something strange was happening. There was another presence in the alley, watching us from the shadows. A figure also clad in black. Seemingly a man, definitely slim and not particularly tall. A chill ran down my spine, but I didn't let it show. Instead, I focused on the task at hand. The man was begging now, but his words fell on deaf ears.

In one swift motion, I sliced through the fabric of his shirt and into his chest. His screams filled the alley, echoing off the walls like a symphony of fear. But they were cut short when I applied pressure to the right artery. The blood spurted, warm and sticky, painting the alley with the crimson proof of his misdeeds. It was a gruesome sight, but one that brought a twisted sense of peace to my soul.

But the presence remained, watching from the shadows. I could feel the eyes on me, assessing, studying my every move. It was unnerving, but I didn't let it distract me. This was my dance, my performance, and no one was going to interrupt it.

With a swift, precise movement, I slit my prey’s throat, the blood spurting out in an arc that painted the alley wall with a gruesome mural. His body crumpled to the ground, his eyes glazed over with the realization that he was no more. The sound of his choking gurgles filled the air, a symphony of justice to my ears. But as I looked back up, the other presence had vanished, leaving only the echoes of the dying man's cries.

My heart hammered in my chest, the thrill of the hunt replaced with a sudden jolt of paranoia. I had never felt watched before. The Butcher of Boston was known to be solitary, a ghost in the night, but the thought of a copycat sent a shiver down my spine. Or could it really be him?

I took a step back, my eyes scanning the shadows, the rain now a gentle patter against the dumpster lids. There was no sign of the observer. It was as if they had never been there. Yet, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. The air was charged with a tension that hadn't been there before.

I cleaned up quickly, wiping the scalpel on a piece of cloth and placing it back into the hidden pocket of my raincoat. As I turned to leave, my gaze fell upon a crumpled piece of paper next to the dumpster. Curiosity piqued, I picked it up, unfurling the wet mess to reveal a message, scrawled in a hasty hand: "Welcome to the club, Night Slicer. - Butcher."

My heart skipped a beat. The Butcher knew of me. He had watched me, and now he was reaching out. And he had approved. Or was this a warning? I couldn't tell, but one thing was clear - our paths had just crossed in a way that would forever change the course of my life.

Not very becoming of a grown woman nor a serial killer, I knew, but it took everything in me not to outwardly react in a high-pitched squeal that would rival that of any twelve-year-old’s at her favorite boy band’s concert.

I took a deep breath, tucked the note into my pocket, and calmly walked away from the lifeless body, the rain washing away the crimson evidence of my handiwork. I had to keep moving, keep my cool. The Butcher knew of me. The Butcher had watched me. The Butcher had left me a message. This was it. The moment I had been waiting for. Recognition from the very monster who had inspired me to pick up the blade in the first place.

The Butcher of Boston was a legend. A king. At least in my eyes. The media described him as a serial killer who had been terrorizing the city for at least the last twenty years. And the details of how he killed, it was like he bordered on a modern day Jack the Ripper. Which, of course, sent my fangirl heart a flutter. But only because, unlike the real Jack, the Butcher wasn’t targeting unsuspecting women or sex workers. Like me, he was more on the vigilante side of things. And that, frankly, was hot.

I had studied every case I could, every detail, every clue, hoping to one day catch a glimpse of the master at work. But the Butcher was a ghost, slipping in and out of the night, leaving no trace behind. His signature was not just the way he dismembered his victims, but the notes he left behind.

Now, it appeared, he had noticed me. The message was short, but the implications were vast. He knew who I was, and he had acknowledged me. A thrill of excitement and fear danced in my chest as I stared at the crimson stain seeping through the paper, mixing with the ink of his name. This was not a challenge. This was a declaration of interest.

My mind raced as I hurried back to my apartment, the rain a gentle caress against my skin as I moved through the now eerily quiet streets. Who was the Butcher? And why had he reached out to me? Was he watching me, studying my work? The thought sent a shiver down my spine, but it was a thrilling one, a reminder of the power that I was beginning to wield.

Once inside, I carefully placed the bloody note on my dresser, the crimson stain spreading like a dark bloom. I knew I needed to be more careful, that my mother couldn’t find this. She wouldn’t understand the significance, the thrill that coursed through me at the thought of being recognized by someone like him.

The Butcher’s note was a beacon in the dark, a sign that I wasn’t alone in this twisted dance of death and power. It was also a warning, a subtle reminder that there was a pecking order in this grisly world, and I was still just a novice. But I was eager to learn, eager to prove myself.

The days that followed were a blur of classes, studying, and planning my next move. I had to be smarter, more cunning. I had to leave a message that would show the Butcher that I was worthy of his attention, that I wasn’t just some copycat playing dress up in the shadows.

But something had gotten his attention. Something had inspired him to find me. To watch me. To leave me a note, even as short as it was. He knew who I was, even if just my moniker. My mother's taunts faded into the background, a distant echo of a life that seemed so trivial compared to the excitement that now awaited me after sunset.
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Chapter Three
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Daniel

––––––––
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A Butcher copycat. Those were the first stories that had come out about The Night Slicer. The media, as usual, had tried to instill panic and sensationalize every detail, not unlike they did with me. A killer lifting a little of my MO. In my city. Only the Slicer was slightly more discerning than me. She had an obvious type. Mine were similar, but most had to dig a little deeper to realize it.

Yes, she. I knew that now that I’d seen her. Or at least enough to make out her shape. I had to give her credit. She’d kept herself hidden in the darkness, covered in shadows. But she was on the petite side and she’d moved almost like a dancer. Fluid. Precise. She didn’t waste time analyzing or toying with her prey. And there was no hesitancy that implied an ounce of regret. Based on her size and movements, either the Slicer was a woman or a failed Broadway hopeful. My money was on the former.

Her kills were a mirror of my own, yet different enough to be art. The precision of her cuts, the way she left the bodies. It was as if she knew exactly what she was doing. She had a passion for it, a hunger. Something that was intoxicating, even for a seasoned killer like myself.

As I considered the note I had left her over and over, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement. A challenge, a rivalry, a potential partnership? The Butcher had never had a partner before, not in this twisted game. But the thought of someone who understood the thrill of the chase, the power of the blade, it was intriguing.

I had been watching her for a while, from afar, not wanting to spook her. I’d read the reports, seen the precision in her work. It was impressive. But it was her choice of targets that had caught my interest. They were all men, men who had hurt the innocent. It was as if she had a vendetta, a twisted sense of justice that resonated with my own.

The note I’d left for her was a risk, but a calculated one. I needed to know if she was the real deal or just some sick fan playing a twisted game. The anticipation had been eating at me, a hunger that I hadn’t felt in years. The thrill of the hunt was back, but this time, I wasn’t the one being hunted. I was the one watching, waiting, judging. I had to know if she was just a wannabe, playing a dangerous game, or if she truly understood the power of what we did. The way she’d reacted to my message was intriguing. No panic, no retreat. Only a quiet determination that told me she was ready to play.

Of course she could still be a sick fan. But she wasn’t sloppy. She’d obviously arrived with a target in mind and she hid until he made his appearance. Then when he did, she took him down, sliced him as was her way, and disappeared into the night. She didn’t call attention to herself. No collateral damage. And I was her only witness.

For days, I watched the news, waiting for her next move. The city was on edge, the police scrambling to catch her, the media frothing at the mouth for a new story. Yet, she remained silent, biding her time. I found myself impressed and a little disappointed. I wanted to see what she would do next.

It was a strange feeling, being the observer of someone else’s art, especially when that art was so similar to your own. But she had a flair for it, a style that was definitely not mine. Her victims were always men who’d hurt others, who’d gotten away with it. And she had a way of doing things that was both surgical and beautiful in its brutality. Another similarity we shared.

I had to admit, the idea of a partner or perhaps even a mentee or protege was growing on me. Someone who understood the rush, the power, the need to right the wrongs that the world ignored. Someone who didn’t just see the horror of it all but the artistry. It made me want to know her. Not just her methods, but her motives. What drove her? What made her, like me, choose a scalpel as her weapon? What inspired her to kill who and when she did? And who was she that she could blend in so well as to not be caught?

The knock on my open office door was like a slap in the face, jolting me from my thoughts. It was Dr. Laura Stone, her stern expression telling me that she was not here for pleasantries. She was about my age, mid-forties, maybe a few years younger, tall and blonde. She was a good doctor, but she had the bedside manner of a brick wall. "Dr. McNamara, the board meeting is about to start," she said, her voice a blend of boredom and irritation.

I nodded, pushing aside the dark whispers of curiosity about the Night Slicer. "Coming," I replied, rising from my chair and following her down the antiseptic-smelling hallways. The hospital was a second home to me, a place where I could bury myself in work to escape the chaos of my other life. But even here, the shadows of the city's fears managed to creep in.

The board meeting was as tedious as ever, filled with the usual discussions about budget cuts and patient satisfaction scores. I sat through it with a forced smile, absentmindedly twirling a pen in my left hand, my mind racing with thoughts of the Night Slicer's next move. What kind of message would she leave next? What was the pattern she was trying to weave through the fabric of the city's nightmares?

The moment the meeting adjourned, I practically bolted out of the conference room. Dr. Wade Nichols, the hospital's Chief of Staff, gave me a curious look but said nothing. He was used to my abruptness. I had earned a certain level of respect, and perhaps fear, for my surgical skills. My reputation as a cold, aloof perfectionist had served me well in keeping people at bay, both at work and in my personal life.

But today, I had other priorities. The Night Slicer was out there, leaving her own brand of terror in my city. I needed to find out who she was, what made her tick. Was she a student of mine? A fellow doctor who had lost her way? Or someone entirely unrelated to my world of scalpels and sutures?

"Daniel!" I heard as soon as I'd made it out the conference room door. Turning, I saw Dr. Cade and sighed.

"Hey, man, where's the fire?" he chuckled.

Cade was the kind of guy who looked like he'd been born in a pair of scrubs. Tall, with a lean build that was more suited to a marathon than a sprint, he had a boyish charm that never seemed to fade. His eyes were a piercing blue, and his hair, always slightly too long, was a mess of sandy-brown waves that had probably been styled by his pillow rather than a comb. He had a way of walking that was both casual and purposeful, as if he knew exactly where he was going but didn't care if he got there on time.

"You okay?" he asked, his smile slipping a little as he took in my tense posture. "You've been distracted all week."

I forced a smile. "Just thinking about a case," I lied, hoping the mention of work would be enough to steer the conversation away from my nocturnal activities. "But let's grab a coffee and catch up."

"We're doing you one better than that tonight," Cade said. "You are coming out with me, Jenkins, Kaufman, Stone, and Howard," he stated. "Our usual restaurant. Kaufman's buying."

It was a Friday night, and the last thing I wanted was to spend it with my colleagues. But it had been a while since I’d gone out with the group, and I knew it would be suspicious if I declined. Plus, it wasn’t like I had any plans to pursue the Night Slicer tonight. Not when the city was on high alert for the Butcher.

The restaurant was a fancy steakhouse downtown, the kind of place where the elite of Boston’s medical community liked to show off their wealth. We sat in a private booth, the rich mahogany walls enveloping us in a cocoon of opulence. The air was thick with the scent of grilled meat and the sound of clinking glasses.

The dinner conversation was as dry as a bone. Howard and Stone were deep in conversation about some new medical gadget that was supposed to revolutionize cardiac surgery. The others talked about their week, their patients, their kids. The usual small talk that I never quite knew how to engage in, but still nodded or laughed at the right times, my mask of normalcy perfectly in place. Yet my mind kept drifting back to the alleyways, to the feel of the scalpel in my hand, the warmth of the blood as it painted the concrete.

As the evening stretched on, the liquor loosened their tongues, and the conversation turned to the Butcher. My latest victim had been found that morning, a low-level politician with a penchant for underage prostitutes. They spoke in hushed whispers, as if afraid that speaking too loudly would summon the killer into our midst. If they only knew he was sitting right there with them.

The talk grew more heated, with each doctor offering their own theories on the Butcher’s identity and motives. I couldn’t help but smile inwardly at their naivety. They saw only the horror of the crimes, not the artistry or the justice in them. To them, the Butcher was a monster to be feared and caught, not a silent guardian.

“Okay, okay, enough death talk,” Howard interjected. “Has anyone else heard Nichols’s latest stroke of genius?” he asked in a sarcastic tone.

Laura rolled her eyes. “I swear, that man lives to make our lives miserable. What is it this time?”

"He expects one of us to volunteer," he used finger quotes around the word, "to be a guest lecturer at the college our med students are at," he laughed.

I couldn't help but smile. "What’s the topic?"

"Criminal psychology," Cade said, raising an eyebrow at me.

"I think he's trying to figure out who's got the darkest secrets," Laura added, with a smirk that suggested she had a few of her own.

The mention of criminal psychology sent a thrill through me. It was a subject that had always fascinated me, given my unique perspective on the matter. But they saw it as a tedious chore, another box to tick on the endless to-do list of hospital politics.

"I'd love to do it," I said, surprising everyone at the table. "It's been a while since I've taught anything outside of the OR."

The group exchanged glances, a mix of shock and relief. Laura spoke up first, "Seriously? You'd save us from that hell?"

"I'm nothing if not a hero of sorts, am I not?" I grinned.

The group's laughter filled the room, the tension in the room dissipating and I could see the genuine appreciation in their eyes. It was a win-win for me. It would be a perfect opportunity to get closer to the minds of the young and curious. To gauge if any of them were like me, or perhaps, like her.

"Alright, you're on," Howard said, slapping the table with the flat of his hand. "But you better make it interesting. Those kids have the attention span of a goldfish on a sugar rush."

"Challenge accepted," I responded with a grin that didn't quite reach my eyes. Little did they know that I had been waiting for an opportunity like this. A chance to feel the pulse of the future of our medical community, to see if there was someone else who danced in the shadows like I did.

The dinner dragged on, the conversation shifting from hospital drama to mundane stories about their families and weekends. I nodded and smiled, but my thoughts remained fixed on the Night Slicer. Who was she? What was her story? And why did she choose to emulate me?

As the night grew later, the group began to disperse. The rain had stopped, leaving the city streets gleaming under the streetlights. I made my way to my car, the silence of the night a stark contrast to the buzz of the hospital. The cool, damp air was a welcome respite from the stifling atmosphere of the steakhouse.

But before I could leave I felt Cade’s heavy hand slapping me on the back. "Thanks for stepping up, man. You're a lifesaver."

"Just doing my part for the greater good," I replied, the words feeling heavier than they should have.

"You're a good man, Daniel," Laura said as she hugged me goodbye. I could feel the warmth of her body against mine, the beat of her heart. For a brief second, I wondered what it would feel like to hold her down on an operating table and watch that life slip away. But I pushed the thought aside. That was not what this night was about.

As we parted ways, the scent of her perfume lingered in the air, a sweet floral bouquet that seemed almost out of place amidst the stench of blood and fear that I had grown accustomed to. I climbed into my car, the leather seats cool against my skin. The engine purred to life, a sleek black beast ready to devour the miles between me and the solitude of my house.

The drive home was a blur of neon lights and rain-slicked pavement. My mind was racing with the implications of what was happening. The Night Slicer was a thrilling addition to the grim tapestry of Boston’s nightlife. And now she had my full attention.
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Chapter Four
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Daniel
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As the days ticked by, The Night Slicer remained a hot topic, her name whispered in the hallways with a mix of fear and fascination. I found myself listening more closely than I should, looking for any clue that might give her away. But the hospital was a fortress of gossip, and no one had any real information. Of course they wouldn’t. Most were bored nurses. It wasn’t like I was going to hear the cops openly discussing the cases.

As it was, I still seemed to be the only one who knew she was a woman. And only because I’d seen her in action in that alley.

Yet again, not dissimilar from when a Butcher story would appear on the news and the nurses had no idea the monster many had feared for over two decades was standing right in front of them.

I had to admit, the thrill of the game was back, the thrill of the chase, the thrill of knowing that there was someone else out there who understood. It was like finding a kindred spirit in the darkest corner of hell. Someone who saw the beauty in the chaos.

But I had other plans for tonight. Plans that involved more than just my usual rounds at the hospital. I’d picked my next target with care, a business magnate named Perry Carr who bought companies just to lay off the actual hard working employees and fill them with his friends or the barely grown children of people he later used to gain favors from. A man who had ruined countless lives with his greed and lack of empathy.

I donned my usual Butcher attire, feeling like I was swapping one uniform for another. Only in place of my white lab coat was my black leather jacket, matching black leather gloves replacing my usual surgical gloves, a long-sleeved black t-shirt instead of my button-downs, and finally black jeans and black boots taking over for my usual slacks and shoes.

The alley was narrow, the walls closing in around me as I waited for him. The smell of garbage and piss mixed with the rain, a scent that was almost comforting in its familiarity. This was my domain, my canvas, and tonight, I would add a new masterpiece to the collection.

Perry Carr was a man who thought himself untouchable. The kind of man who threw around his weight like a gorilla, smashing lives without a second thought. But tonight, he would learn that even the mightiest fall.

The sound of his expensive loafers echoed down the alley, the rhythm of his steps unknowingly matching the racing beat of my heart. He walked with the confidence of a man who had never felt fear, never felt the cold touch of steel against his skin. Until now. He was so focused on the phone glued to his ear, he didn’t see me until I was right in front of him.

His eyes widened as I stepped out of the shadows, the scalpel in my hand gleaming in the dim light of a flickering streetlamp. He took a step back, stumbling over a puddle, the phone slipping from his grasp and splashing into the murky water.

A look of pure terror replaced the smug arrogance he'd worn like a crown. "Please," he stuttered, his voice cracking with fear. "I-I can give you anything. Just tell me what you want."

I smirked, the sound of his desperation like a sweet melody. "What I want," I said, my voice low and steady, "is for you to feel the same pain you've inflicted on others. To understand the fear you've instilled in the hearts of so many." I stepped closer, the blade pressing against his throat, feeling his pulse race beneath the cold steel.

He stumbled back, his eyes darting around the alley as if searching for salvation that was not to be found. "P-please," he choked out, his hands coming up in a feeble attempt to ward me off. But his pleas were lost to the indifferent night, the only witnesses the silent buildings that loomed above us.

With a swift movement, I grabbed him by the collar, pulling him closer. "You don't get to beg," I whispered, the raindrops mixing with the sweat on his forehead. "You don't get to choose how you die."

The sound of his gulp was music to my ears as I raised the scalpel, the rain now a gentle serenade to the symphony of his fear. I drew the scalpel across his throat, the blade slicing through his skin and vocal cords. His eyes bulged in shock and pain, his hands flying to his throat as he tried to stem the tide of crimson that now painted the alleyway. The first cut was always the deepest, a delicate slice that parted flesh like warm butter. His eyes rolled back in his head, the smell of urine filling the air as he lost control of his bladder. It was a pathetic sight, but one I reveled in.

This was what it was all about. The power to make someone like him feel what he'd made others feel. The power to take away the very thing he had taken from so many – their lives. It was intoxicating, and I knew in that moment that the Night Slicer and I were bound together by more than just our twisted craft. We were two predators stalking the streets of Boston.

The next morning I stood in the breakroom of the hospital, again lost in thought of both my previous night’s activities and what I’d seen as I’d watched the Night Slicer several nights ago.

"You okay, Daniel?" Dr. Sarah Jenkins's voice cut through my musings, snapping me back to reality. She was holding a steaming cup of coffee, eyeing me with a mix of concern and curiosity. “You look a million miles away.

I forced a smile. "Just tired," I said, taking the coffee from her with a nod of thanks. "Long night."

The lie rolled off my tongue easier than ever. I had always been good at hiding my true self, my other life. But the addition of the Night Slicer had thrown a wrench in my well-oiled machine. I couldn’t ignore the thrill of possibly having a partner, someone who understood the artistry in what we did.

And then, I saw her. Not her face, but her silhouette, right there in the break room, a medical student who’d been hovering around the ER more than she should have been, given her curriculum. She was petite, had a dancer's posture, her dark hair was in a high ponytail, and there was something about the way she held her tray of instruments that told me she knew exactly what she was doing. It was the same confidence that I’d seen in the alleyway.

My heart skipped a beat, and I took a sip of my coffee to calm my nerves. This was her. I could feel it in my bones. The Night Slicer. In my hospital. The very place that was supposed to be a bastion of life and healing had become a breeding ground for the most twisted kind of justice.

I studied her from the corner of my eye, her every movement precise and deliberate. She was focused, almost obsessed with the instruments before her, as if they were sacred relics in a church of pain. It was fascinating, terrifying, and exhilarating.

"Dr. McNamara, are you okay?" Sarah’s voice was softer now, a hint of worry lacing her words. I blinked, tearing my gaze away from the young woman.

"Just lost in thought," I murmured, sipping my coffee.

But my thoughts were racing. Was the Night Slicer here, under my own roof, learning the very skills she was using to take the lives of the wicked? The implications were staggering. Was she watching me as I watched her? Did she know that the man who taught the art of saving lives was the very same one who took them?

I had to get closer to her, learn her secrets, and understand what made her tick. It was a delicate dance, one that could not be rushed. I waited for the right opportunity, my curiosity and anticipation growing with each passing day. And then it came. Several patients brought in from a multi car collision with particularly nasty wounds were being brought into the ER at rapid speed. One after the other. A perfect excuse for me to observe her in her natural habitat.

Dressed in scrubs and a surgical mask, she moved with a grace that belied the chaos around her, her eyes never leaving the patients. She was a shark in a sea of blood and fear, unbothered by the screams and cries. Her hands and breathing steady, her confidence was palpable. She knew exactly what to do, how to save lives. And yet she chose to take them in the dead of night.

I stepped closer, my eyes never leaving her as I assessed the situation. The ER was in full swing, nurses and doctors moving in a symphony of trauma and triage. The smell of antiseptic and blood hung heavy in the air, a scent that brought me comfort. Here, I was in control, the maestro of this dance of life and death.

The medical student, Kimberly Scott according to her name tag, didn't even flinch when the first patient was brought in, a gurney squeaking under the weight of a man with a crushed chest. Her movements were swift, precise, as she listened to the instructions being shouted at her by the attending doctor. Her eyes remained focused, her hands steady as she assisted in the life-saving procedures.

I couldn't help but feel a twinge of pride as I observed her from a distance. She was a natural, a prodigy in the art of destruction and creation. It was clear she had a gift for this, a gift that had led her down the same dark path I had once walked alone.

The next time I saw her was in the locker room after my shift and I knew I couldn’t resist anymore. I had to at least talk to her.

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” I asked casually enough, or so I hoped, as I made my way to my own locker.

She looked up at me, her large dark eyes wary but curious. "Not exactly," she answered. "Third year med student."

"Ah, I see," I said, trying to keep my voice even. "You've got a good head on your shoulders. I noticed your work last night during the pile-up. You've got a steady hand," I said, my tone professional but my thoughts racing. Could this really be her? The way she held herself, the precision in her movements—it all matched what I’d seen in the alley. But the shyness, the vulnerability... Was it an act? Or was I seeing what I wanted to see?

"Thank you, Dr. McNamara," she replied, a hint of surprise in her voice. "It was intense."

"Intense indeed," I said with a nod. "But that's what makes it so exhilarating, isn't it?" I couldn't help but let a little of my true self slip through the cracks of my professional facade. "The ability to hold someone's life in your hands and potentially alter their fate."

Kimberly's gaze sharpened, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my heart race. "Some might say it's a heavy responsibility," she replied, a hint of challenge in her voice.

I nodded. "It often is. But your dedication is inspiring. I’ve seen many med students who thought they could handle the stress or the patients’ pain or chaos that often erupts around us and find their heads in trash cans at the amount of blood or just outright fainting."

“No risk of that with me, Dr. McNamara,” she said with a smile that bordered on a smirk.

"I can see that," I said, my curiosity piqued. "You seem to have a certain resilience to it all."

Her cheeks flushed a shade of pink that was almost endearing in the harsh fluorescent lights of the hospital. "Thank you. I just want to be the best I can be."

The words hung in the air, echoing the sentiments of our shared nocturnal endeavors. "You know, I've noticed your dedication," I continued, leaning against the counter, my eyes never leaving hers. "You remind me of myself when I was your age. Hungry for knowledge, eager to make a difference."

"Thank you, Dr. McNamara," she replied, her voice steady. "I do my best."

"I'm sure you do," I said, watching her closely. "In fact, I'm so impressed with your dedication that I'd like to offer you an opportunity to shadow me for a few days. It'll be a chance for you to get a more hands-on experience."

Her eyes lit up, and I knew I had her hooked. "Really? That would be amazing, Dr. McNamara. Thank you."

"Consider it a chance to learn from the best," I said with a wink. "But I expect nothing but the best from you in return."

Kimberly nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "You won't be disappointed," she assured me.

The next night, I waited for her. The rain had stopped, leaving the streets with a fresh scent of wet pavement and a sheen that reflected the neon lights like a mirage. She emerged from the hospital, her steps quick and purposeful. I tailed her from a safe distance, my heart pounding in my chest like a drum.

I had thought I was following her to her apartment. Just wanting to get an idea of where or how she lived. How out in the open or secluded. Was she a bored rich kid or had years of hard living brought her to this point? Or was she just a normal young woman in every way but the one we had in common?

It wasn't long before she reached her destination: a secluded park where the street lamps had been broken for weeks, leaving it shrouded in darkness. She moved with an elegance that belied the horrors she was capable of. As she approached a bench where a man sat, smoking a cigarette, I knew he was her target tonight. He was alone, the perfect prey.

I watched from the shadows as she approached him, her voice sweet and soothing as she spoke. He looked up, and for a brief moment, I saw the flicker of fear in his eyes, as if he sensed the predator before him. But it was too late. She sat down beside him, leaned in close, and whispered something that made him relax. Was it a promise of companionship or a seductive threat?

Even with them sitting, it was obvious to me the man had about a foot of height on her. But he was thin. I couldn't tell if he was closer to her age or mine, but I doubted that was about to matter.

I watched as she leaned in closer, whispering something to him that made his eyes widen slightly, his hand jerking to grab for something—his wallet, a phone, or a knife?—but she was too fast. Before he could react, she had drawn a weapon from her pocket—my heart skipped a beat as I realized it was a scalpel—and in one swift motion, she had sliced his throat open.

He didn't even have a chance to scream. He just gurgled and clutched at his throat, his eyes wide with shock and fear as she pulled away.

My heart stuttered when her reaction to the scene before her was an expression of serenity, her eyes closed and a smile on her lips as if she was enjoying the mist from a waterfall falling over her face rather than the man’s blood.

She remained still for a moment, watching the life drain from him, the crimson pooling around his feet like a gory picnic blanket. Then, she opened her eyes and bent down to wipe the blade clean on his shirt before placing it back in her pocket. She looked around, as if to make sure no one had seen, but her gaze never fell on me.

I remained hidden, my breath held, my mind racing. This was it. This was the Night Slicer. The woman I had been searching for, the one who had captured my attention and sparked a twisted fascination within me. I felt a strange sense of pride and excitement, knowing that she was as much a creature of the night as I was.

As she walked away, I stepped out of the shadows, my feet making no sound on the damp ground. I approached the lifeless body, kneeling beside it for a moment to inspect her handiwork. The cut was clean, almost surgical. A masterstroke. She had a flair for the dramatic, just like me. Who was this Kimberly Scott who moved with the grace of a ballerina and the precision of a surgeon?

The next day at the hospital, I couldn’t help but watch her during rounds, her eyes focused on the patients, her hands steady. She was a puzzle, a beautiful enigma wrapped in a shroud of darkness. I needed to get closer, to understand her motives, her triggers. Was she driven by the same demons that haunted me? Or was she something entirely new, a creature born of the city's pain and anger?

After the rounds, I approached her, my heart racing. "Miss Scott," I said, my voice low and steady, "Could I ask you a few questions about your studies?"

“Of course, Dr. McNamara,” she smiled.

I led her to a quiet corner of the hospital, my mind racing with questions, but I started with something innocent enough. "I noticed you've been spending a lot of time in the library lately. Any particular reason?" I asked, keeping my tone casual, as if it were a simple mentor-student conversation.

"You know how they say do what you love and you'll never work a day in your life? That's kind of me with studying. It's enjoyable when you're actually interested in what you're learning," she answered.

Her response was innocent, but the way she said it, the glint in her eye, told me there was more. Much more. "Indeed. But what specifically about medicine draws you in?"

“This is going to sound weird, but bear with me,” she chuckled. “I’ve always liked puzzles. And the human body isn’t so different. You begin with the pictures, knowing how everything is supposed to fit together. But sometimes the puzzle has extra pieces that don’t fit and need to be removed, like tumors for example, or you have to work to put it back together properly, like a bone poking through someone’s skin, or even closing a patient after a procedure.”

Her words were innocent but the way she spoke them sent a chill down my spine. The metaphor was not lost on me. Was she hinting at her nocturnal activities, or was I just seeing patterns where there were none? I needed to be careful not to reveal too much of my own hand, but I also couldn’t resist the urge to probe deeper.

"And sometimes the body can tell a story," I said, keeping my tone casual. "One that words can't quite convey."

"True," she said. "Look at any autopsy. They can be a map to a person's whole life. A bone broken in childhood, lungs that show a history of smoking, a tumor that grew to a lethal point because someone somewhere decided that person wasn't worthy of care because of their bank account or lack thereof, the way an old wound or amputation healed revealing if they had proper treatment or not, military or ER."

Her words were a dance of innocence and darkness, and I was the eager audience, hanging onto every syllable. "It's like peeling back the layers of a person's soul," I said, feeling the tension thicken around us. "Some secrets are meant to be told in blood and bone."

"True. Because they're all also a chance to learn more. Not unlike correcting a now outdated procedure," she said.

I couldn't help but smile. Her words resonated with me on a level she could never understand. "Indeed," I said. "Medicine is a field that's always evolving. Sometimes, it's about finding new solutions, and other times, it's about correcting past mistakes."

"If we aren't learning something every day we're here, living, then what's the point?" she asked.

I couldn't argue with that. "Indeed. Without growth we're stagnant," I said. "And what do you plan to do with all this knowledge once you graduate?"

Her eyes gleamed with something that could have been ambition or madness. "I want to be the best surgeon I can be," she said. "To save lives, but also to make a difference."

"That's a noble pursuit," I said, watching her closely. "But sometimes, the best way to make a difference is by removing the pieces that no longer serve the puzzle."

Kimberly's gaze flicked to the side, a hint of a smirk playing on her lips. "I suppose that's one way to look at it," she said.
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