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To everyone who has ever wanted to be killed in fiction


and everyone who already has been.










  
  






  
  
A note for readers



This collection contains numerous stories containing graphic violence and, obviously, death. I’ve added relevant content notes to each story to help you stay safe while reading. 







  
  
Introduction




I wrote a lot of words in November 2007 and again in November 2008. And I do mean a lot: 110,000 in 2007 and 303,000 in 2008.

Why did I write so many words? Well, it's not because I'm sane, that's for sure. I am, however, extremely competitive at times. (I don't compete often, but when I do, you should be scared.) Toronto was in a word war—a competition to see which city could write the most words during NaNoWriMo—against Chicago in both years, and I was hell bent on making sure we were the city who wrote the most words.

I don't write long books, so I had to write multiple books to accomplish these ridiculous word counts. Most of them were (admittedly bad) books with actual storylines. One, however, was All the Gory Details.

All the Gory Details was a series of scenes where I killed people in increasingly gory and imaginative ways. Members of the Toronto NaNoWriMo community volunteered to be my victims, and great fun was had by all. The first year, it netted me 10,000 words. The second year, it got all the way to 30,000 words.

Those original projects are long gone, lost in the Great Hard Drive Crash of 2010, but the idea stayed in the back of my mind. Last year, during the biggest financial struggles of my adult life, the idea resurfaced. What if I started writing fictional death scenes about real people again, but this time, for money?

I half-jokingly floated the concept on Twitter (RIP). Within an hour, several people had said they'd love to participate. I set up the commission on Ko-fi, announced the project, and started committing murders.

The lovely Cat Voleur suggested an anthology. She even gave me the title: Killer Debt. I didn't know if I'd get enough interest to make an anthology, but I held on to the idea. 30 murders later, I decided to go for it. This book is the result.

Within these pages, you'll find death scenes of every kind. I've divided them into three categories: silly (like someone breaking their neck after tripping over a cat), serious (like a beautiful scene of watching yourself decompose and meditating on the process), and scary (like finding thousands of maggots under your skin). Some of my favourite death scenes are a mix of both, like the death by flesh-melting hair dye.

You'll also find a special treat at the end: “Shanksgiving,” a story of six people brought together to fight to the death in the hopes of receiving ten million dollars. All six are volunteers who bought one of my murder commissions, and they all had great fun with their (fictional for the government agent who's most certainly watching me) murderous escapades.

I hope you'll enjoy these murder scenes as much as I enjoyed writing them—and as much as my victims enjoyed dying in them.
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Adam




Content warnings: Obnoxious coffee shop patrons, car crash.




“One pumpkin spice latte with oat milk, a shot of espresso, and a dash of honey.”

Adam wanted to yell that a dash wasn't a proper measurement, but he needed this job, so he forced his best customer-service smile instead. “Pumpkin spice latte with oat milk, a shot of espresso, and a spoonful of honey?”

She pursed her lips, clearly not liking his attitude. “Yes, a spoonful of honey.”

Adam took her payment and went to make her coffee, rolling his eyes as he turned away. The sheer audacity of some people beggared belief. I mean, really. Getting mad at someone for wanting an accurate measurement? At least this was his last order of the day, the singular over-complicated latte between him and freedom.

CRASH!

The biggest pickup truck he had ever seen smashed through the cafe’s front wall. The damn thing didn’t stop, didn’t even slow down—if anything, it seemed to be accelerating, mowing down the customers in a cacophony of screams and crunching bones. Adam realized he was screaming, too, his vocal cords the only part of him that moved despite the horror holding the rest of him in place.

The truck rammed into the counter, wood and glass and steel buckling under its weight. The cash register sailed through the air, barreling into Adam’s chest and slamming him against the wall. The truck crashed into the wall beside him, shaking it so violently that Adam’s head snapped forward, then back into the stone. 

He heard the crunch, but didn’t feel it. He didn’t feel anything at all. Shock, probably. He’d heard stories about people who didn’t realize they’d been stabbed until ten, fifteen, twenty minutes later, driven by bodies determined to get them someplace safe before collapsing. He had always thought them exaggerations, but now he suspected they had been understatements. He wasn’t just free of pain; he felt great.

Adam rose on surprisingly steady feet, glanced at the wall behind him, and stared at his crumpled body.

“Shit.” He wasn’t in shock. He was dead. He was… a ghost? He raised semi-transparent hands to his face. “Holy shit.”

Ghosts were real. He was one of them, doomed to haunt the café forever. The one place he was absolutely sick of, that he always looked forward to escaping for the night. Now he’d never escape it again.

“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me.”








  
  
Andrada




Content warnings: Gore.




The cat was bigger than a wolf and covered in shimmering rainbow fur. Its eyes were a kaleidoscope of colours, shifting from purple-flecked blues to yellow-flecked greens and back again as it blinked. Andrada had never seen such a magnificent creature.

She rummaged through her purse, looking for something to earn its affection with. She didn’t have any cat treats or toys on her, but there had to be something interesting to a cat in her purse. A stray piece of tinsel, maybe? No, that was a choking hazard. Her keys? Also a choking hazard, and she’d never get back into her house if the cat ate them. Her book was too big for the cat to choke on, but she doubted it would have any interest in that.

The cat’s tail flicked back and forth as if it was frustrated by her failure to provide a suitable offering.

“Hold on,” she said. “I’ve got something in here for you. I know it.”

Andrada’s hand settled at last on a pepperoni stick, still in its wrapper. She grinned. What better way into a cat’s heart than with food? Forbidden human food, too—the best kind, or at least her cats seemed to think so, especially Ezri.

Andrada freed the pepperoni stick from its wrapper and held it out to the rainbow cat.

“Here, kitty,” she said. “This is for you.”

The cat prowled forward, sniffing. Its eyes dilated with excitement. Andrada barely managed to stop herself from grinning in response. She didn’t want it to think she was baring her teeth in a threat.

“I'm going to put this on the ground for you.” As much as she liked the idea of hand-feeding the rainbow cat, she was pretty sure it could take her hand—maybe even her whole arm—off in one bite.

She bent slowly to avoid startling the cat, setting the pepperoni stick on the ground before backing one, two, three steps away. 

The rainbow cat devoured the pepperoni stick in one bite, purring as it swallowed. Andrada’s heart soared as the cat gave her the coveted slow-blink of approval. She had a new friend!

The cat pounced, knocking her flat onto her back. Andrada let out a sound somewhere between a whimper and a scream, tears stinging her eyes.

None of her experience with house cats had prepared her for the harrowing pain of this cat’s huge claws digging into her breasts and… making biscuits? The movements were familiar, like one of her own cats kneading her lap, except with claws so big they shredded her chest, tearing away her flesh and flooding her chest with warm, sticky blood. Too much blood, so much that her head was spinning and black spots danced across her vision, her senses fading further with each drop spilled.

A large, rough tongue wiped across her face. She might have smiled at the affection, but she didn’t have the strength left to do anything more than close her eyes and let darkness claim her.








  
  
Bunnyhero




Content warnings: Graphic violence, vomit.




Bunnyhero sank into the orange cocoon chair. The comfort of the cushions and the shelter its woven sides provided from the blaring sun was exactly what he needed after a long walk in the heat.

He sipped his iced decaf coffee and leaned back, closing his eyes. This chair is perfect for napping in. Too perfect, maybe. The only thing keeping him awake was the cold drink in his hands.

“That’s my chair,” a voice boomed.

He started, dropping the iced coffee. The flimsy plastic lid fell off, splattering cold liquid all over his pants, but he only dimly registered the sensation, too busy staring at the creature standing before him.

She had purple skin, golden hair—not blonde, but truly golden, so much so that it sparkled in the sun—and white eyes. Her muscular arms were crossed over her chest, and if looks could kill, he would already be dead.

“Um,” he said, “I thought this chair belonged to the coffee shop.” It was on the patio, after all. “I can sit somewhere else, if you want.”

“Too late now,” she said. “You’ve soaked it.”

He glanced down at the iced coffee pooling between his legs. Half of it had indeed fallen onto the chair, soaking through the cushions. “I didn’t mean—”

“I don’t care what you meant!” She grabbed him by the collar and yanked him out of the chair. “You ruined my chair!”

“I’m sorry! I swear!”

She lifted him up as if he weighed nothing, so high that his feet dangled above the ground. “Sorry’s not good enough.”

“I can pay for the damages,” he spluttered. “How much do you want?”

“I want your life.” She hurled him at the wall of the coffee shop.

He collided with the bricks with a crack. Agony jolted through his back, met by another jolt of pain as he hit the pavement below. His legs were the only part of him that didn’t hurt, and he couldn’t feel them at all.

Panic surged up his throat and poured out of his mouth in the form of coffee-brown vomit. He rolled away from the puddle and right into something hard and toe shaped.

He looked up at the purple-skinned woman. She was grinning now, as if it had never been about the chair, as if what she really wanted was someone to kill.

“Wait,” he said. Croaked, really. His throat was hoarse from the acidity of his bile.

She shook her head. “It’s done. You’re done.”

She stomped on his head. He felt a brief, sharp web of pain spread across his face as cracks—loud, violent cracks—spread across his skull like a morbid spider web. Then it gave way to numbness—no, not numbness, nothingness—leaving him with only enough time for one final thought:

I wish I had never sat in that damn chair.








  
  
Chris




Content warnings: Drowning, melting flesh.




The chocolate factory tour was possibly the best birthday present Chris had ever bought himself. The hundreds of bags filled with cocoa beans waiting to be processed were an awe-inspiring reminder of how many people in the world loved the sweet stuff. He loved learning about the processes, too, from the harvesting to the careful fermentation and preparation for shipment.

“This is where the real magic happens,” the tour guide said, leading them onto a narrow metal walkway above giant metal mixers filled with swirling chocolate. “These conches process thousands of litres of chocolate every day. Each batch is mixed for several hours to perfect its flavour and texture.”

Chris leaned forward to get a better look, resting his arms on the railing.

The tour guide blanched. “Don’t—”

A metallic whine cut him off, followed by a cracking sound.

The railing under Chris’s arms gave way and gravity took hold of him. He grabbed at the walkway, but it was already out of reach, and he was falling, falling, falling into the mixer.

He landed in the chocolate with a splash. The force of the mixer sent his body spinning, crashing from one wall to the next. He tried to scream but chocolate filled his mouth, forcing him to swallow it. At least it’s delicious.

His head crested above the chocolate long enough to see flashing orange lights along the walls, accompanied by the loudest alarm he had ever heard. He gasped for air and flailed his arms, hoping to catch onto something he could use to pull himself out.

His hand landed on one of the conch’s massive blades. The metal tore through bone and flesh in one excruciating instant, shredding his hand. The force of it pulled him in, toward the blades. There was a horrific crunching sound and a squelching and pain, oh the pain, so intense it obliterated all thought, all sensation.

Then it, too, was gone, and he was drifting away from his body. The machine stopped, too late to save him, and the alarm stopped with it. Workers crowded around it, arguing about who got the unpleasant job of pulling out his remains.
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