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Zach stood at the back door, he'd been trying to pick this dam lock for maybe about 30 minutes, praying that none of the neighbours could see him. It was maybe 8 pm so surely everyone was settled down and watching some shows. He'd been waiting for his chance for months to go through with this, you see, he had missed Rebecca like there was no tomorrow. She used to live in the same apartment complex as him. Rebecca would always stop for a brief chat, he liked her, the smell of that sweet perfume, her amazing figure, and the way she was also such a kind person, somewhere along the way he fell head over heels for her but well, it wasn’t reciprocated, and especially when that fucktard Brendan started dating her she forgot about him. 

And sure, maybe it didn't help that Zach broke into her apartment while she was sleeping. Sure, she has a restraining order on him. But none of that would've happened if she had just talked to him like she had always done. Rebecca couldn't have been serious about trying to hide where she moved to, given that she posted about it online.
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