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    This book is for those who survive this world with an addiction to caffeine, sarcasm, and a dark sense of humor.           
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Content Warnings 
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I want to start by saying my work is in no way perfect, but in a world where perfection is a demand, a little imperfection might be what we need. This dark romance might contain triggering subjects such as murder. Use of axe, guns and other fun ways to delete someone. Mention of sexual assault, mention of suicide/ suicidal thoughts, mention of kidnapping, loss of a loved one. Some very questionable baking techniques, and some very questionable cooking techniques. Almost accidental cannibalism, mention of mental health issues, non-advisable ways to feed an animal, explicit sexual content, use of restraints such as handcuffs, orgasm control, and denial, use of sex toys. It can be especially triggering for survivors of sexual assault, as it is mentioned in the book in various ways.  That being said, there is a very brief  description of sexual assault, but not in much detail.  
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"You’ve got to be kidding  me!" 

My eyes follow the head that rolls down the hallway, then meet my friend's eyes. She is giving me a toothy smile; the psycho bitch  fucking decapitated a man.

"What?" She looks at me with that look she had when we were kids. Back then, it was to look innocent, as if she didn't break my favorite toy. Now, it is to convince me I have no reason to be mad.  I have every reason to be mad.

"You took forever!" She starts, and I shoot her a look that says everything I can't find the words to say myself. "It's not my fault; I got bored!"  She is delusional. I can already imagine her explaining to a judge how she decapitated the guy because she got bored.      

"Sure you did. When we go to prison, make sure to tell them that Iris." She gives me an offended look as if I am the one being totally unreasonable at this moment.  Even though we had a plan. One that did not include her acting alone.

"It is not my fault." She repeats. "Besides, I really wanted to see how hard it would be to remove his head."

I huff. "Couldn't you just shoot him and be done with it?" This is too much work already, and we just started. "Also, could you please explain why you are in your underwear?" I ask, pointing out the elephant in the room. Iris is standing in front of me, wearing nothing more than a bra and a lace thong. I guess that's good attire for a murder in her book.  Right now, I am considering my life choices one by one, starting with the brilliant idea of involving my best friend in my plan of vengeance.

"Well, he was kind of cute.” Wait. She is not saying what I think she is.

“No! Please tell me you did not fuck him.”

She chuckles. “That was the only way to get him distracted enough to slit his throat." She is going to give me a stroke.

"You did not fuck a rapist!" I am waiting for her to deny it. Surely, I heard wrong. She is not that crazy, is she?

"Technically, I fucked the guy that drugs the girls and holds the camera."   She points out, like that makes it better. 

We have been following that group of men for a while now. They are five members of our college’s football team. Frat boys who are all legacies to this school. Generations of their families all attended here. They own the school in ways most people are oblivious to.  Sadly, they believe they own the students, too, which is how we ended up in this situation. With a dead man wrapped in a sheet, a redhead covered in blood, and a rolling head. Fuck my life.

I watch Iris as she slowly walks toward the head. She picks it up, raising it to the one source of moonlight coming from the window—the only source of light really since we are trying to be discreet, being inside a frat house with people and all. She looks almost proud of her work.  She smiles, a demonic smile mixed with innocence and evil, then turns to me, her voice dripping sweetness like she is talking about human heads every day. It's a normal conversation subject; there's nothing weird about it.

“He did have pretty eyes, though, you must admit.” 

She turns the head towards my way as if she is expecting me to admire his eyes. I am starting to think she is crazy. Well, crazier than I thought a day before or a year, maybe even a month. She has always been a little unhinged, but this is not a version of her I like.

“He was drugging women and then operated the camera while his buddies took turns on the poor girls, Iris.”

He was using himself as bait, getting off from watching, no doubt. While his friends created nightmares for those girls that they would be trapped in for years to come. He was standing there, letting it happen. Offering those girls like sacrificial lambs to his buddies.

“I know, and I killed him for it. You did not say I couldn’t have fun while doing it.” I am pretty sure that, in her weird mindset, she thinks she has a point. I make a mental note to be more clear with my instructions from now on.

“Get it together, girl. We can‘t be doing this.” I had planned every detail of how to take them out, serving our sense of justice in a way. What I did not count for was how reckless my friend can be sometimes.    

She shrugs her shoulders and walks back to where she left her bag next to the dead body. She drops the head in her bag and then picks her side of the sheet again.   

This is taking longer than it should already. We are losing time and risking getting caught. I must be looking so confused by her actions because she looks at me with the same little smug smile she had all night and tells me. 

“For safe keeping.” I should argue with that, right?  I choose not to.  

“Safe-keeping. Sure, that makes sense.” I give up; nothing makes sense in this situation. This plan was already a very insane idea, to begin with, but it gets worse with every minute passing.

“Let’s go before someone sees us.” I point out. 

We are wasting valuable time. It’s still early in the night, and there is a chance of people coming through the front door at any minute. We are still in a frat house, after all; people live here. And college students are not known for their 9 pm bedtime.

“I will have to hack into the security footage after we are done with him; make sure to erase every piece of evidence of your existence here,” I murmur more to myself. She doesn’t look like she follows my train of thought. So, I add, “Pretty sure you did not hide yourself from the cameras”.

I point to her blood-covered body and her lace underwear, then to her hair that is freely touching her shoulders. I am pretty sure this crime scene is a mess. I will need to come back and clean, but now, hiding his body should be a priority.

She shrugs her shoulders again and gestures for me to give her my trench coat. I take it off and hand it to her. She puts it on and takes a makeup wipe out of her bag. She uses the wipe to clean any visible stains and puts her hair in a bun. 

“Happy?”  She is looking at me like all this was pointless. She is convinced that she did me a favor.  

She grabs her end of the amateur body bag made out of cotton and we continue our way out of the building. The staircase is long, and we have to stop every few steps because Miss Butterfingers cannot hold her end tight enough.

“Grab him!”  I  whisper-yell, and she looks like I offended her again. It’s the third time we had to fish his body off the floor because Iris can't hold the damn sheet. 

“Nora, relax. You will have a heart attack.” I fucking wish at this point, at least, I won’t go to prison if I die.  She will have to clean her own mess. Death sounds like a much better option than getting arrested.

The moment we reach the driveway of the frat house, a group of guys appear out of nowhere— just my luck. I can recognize a few of them from the list of the guys we are hunting.   

“Shit. Shit. Shit. Hide!”  

I panic to take us out of the way while Iris decides it is time to socialize. She drops her end of the sheet, the same sheet that contains their dead friend, and fixes her hair. I drag the guy all the way to a dark corner, shielding myself and the evidence of her nightly activities from the men approaching. 

She walks their way, all smiley and with a voice dripping sweetness—the same pretend tone she used a few minutes ago to convince me not to be angry with her. 

“Hello, boys.”

She greets them, and the guy that we know is the one calling the shots on every rape eyes her from the top of her head to her shoes.  My trench coat luckily covers most of the dried blood on her body, disguising it enough not to raise suspicion.  He looks at her with lust, like she is a meal he can’t wait to devour. We both know what he is thinking. She is the perfect victim.  

“Hello, sweetheart.” He coos at her, being all nice. “What are you doing here in the middle of the night?”  His question has a hint of flirting but sounds more like a predator salivating at the view of his victim. 

“My car broke down. Can I use your phone?” 

The lie slips out of her mouth like it’s nothing. She can convince you about anything she wants, even if the evidence of her lie is in front of your eyes. 

She is that good of a liar. I can’t lie to save my life. If it were me talking to him, we would have been in handcuffs by now, sitting in the back of a police car, contemplating the rest of our lives behind bars. I can hide the truth, yes. But If you ask me directly, I will word-vomit a confession in the first five seconds.

I am confused about what exactly her plan is, but it’s not like I can question her. So, I remain hidden while he hands her his phone, and I see her typing something and then putting the phone on her ear. My phone vibrates right on cue, and I curse under my breath. Damn it, Iris. 

I decline the call, almost dropping my phone to the floor.  Iris turns to the guy, offering his phone back with a sad look in her eyes. She is acting it to a tee.  I have to admit. She is brilliant. Some times.   

“My friend did not pick up.” She explains before she adds. “Thank you for your help. I guess I need to walk home.”

He waits a moment and signals to the rest of the guys to walk inside, then turns his attention back to her. 

“You can stay here tonight.” 

He points at the house with a nod of his head. “It’s dangerous to walk around this late. Haven’t you heard about what is happening on campus lately?” The bastard acts like he isn't the one she needs to be afraid of. He is just a friendly guy offering her shelter. After that, he will offer her a special drink and invite his buddies to have their fun with her. 

"Yeah, you are right. I am going to lock my car and meet you inside, " she tells him and points to a random car. Smart girl.

He starts walking but stops and turns to Iris, who has started walking towards her car. She blows him a kiss from afar, keeping the flirty act. He smiles back before he turns his back to her and continues walking towards the building’s front door.  He passes the dark spot where I have found my hiding place. He is too focused on his phone, clearly texting the other guys about the perky redhead who willingly agreed to spend the night at their house, to notice me.  

I hold my breath, trying not to make a sound. My heart is threatening to burst out of my chest and run for the hills on her own to save herself. The moment he is out of sight, Iris approaches me, picks up her side of the sheet again, and gestures for me to walk.

“Come on, let’s carry him to your car.”    

I drift my gaze to my car, which is parked right on the opposite side of the one she pointed a moment earlier. The spot is farther from the house, and it’s out of direct view from it, which was precisely why I parked there. 

We carry the body the rest of the distance. Once we are in front of my car, I unlock it. I open the back door of my hearse to load him into the car. We lift him as much as we can, and I use my foot to kick his body all the way in. It’s taking so much more effort than I believed it would. No doubt adrenaline is to thank for our ability to carry him all the way here. He weighs more than what I had calculated by looking at him.   

We started with the guy who looked like he would put less effort into fighting us. He was also the less dangerous one out of the group. The idea was that those factors would make the first murder easier and allow room to learn since we both lacked the experience. It’s not easier.

I climb into the driver’s seat, and she takes her place in the passenger’s seat. I secure my seat belt while a confused Iris looks at me from the passenger seat. 

I shake my head, annoyed that I must say this out loud. “Put your damn seat belt on, Iris; with our luck, we are going to get pulled over for it.”  She chuckles but does as she is told for once.

I start driving for what seems like forever, even though it only takes ten minutes to get to the middle of the woods. I get as far as I can with the car, hoping we can carry him the rest of the way. Right now, it doesn’t seem like it would be easy, but no other choices are available. We are going to need to do some research before we move to the next target, and by we, I mean myself.         

Once we are as close as possible, I park the car. While getting out, I mentally prepare myself for our task. Iris follows me, walking to the back. I open the door and pick him up again. Iris mirrors my movements, and there is no argument this time.

We start carrying him into the woods at the same pace as before. Exactly as we got him out of the house, having to stop every now and then. We arrive at what I assumed a week ago to be the best place to hide a body.  Right now, I am not entirely sure about that decision. With how the night has progressed, I have found myself second-guessing everything, including the cause behind the plan itself.     

I have been doing my research for a while now, picking every detail of our plan to ensure we won't get caught. Sadly, I did not count on my friend's impulsiveness. I make a mental promise to myself not to make the same mistake for the next guy.  We drop the body to the ground, and I gesture her to stay while I go back to get the shovels. 

I walk to my car, thinking of all the ways we can get caught. Someone might have seen us, or someone might have already walked into the guy's bedroom. Police will be called, and someone might remember the redhead this guy brought home from the party. Maybe Johnny, the guy she was talking to not even an hour ago, will recognize her if he is questioned about it.  
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An eternity later of being stuck in my own head, I am standing in front of my car. I open the door and take the shovels. I bought them a week ago online, making sure to use a fake name and a PO box to get them delivered.  Leaving no details to be linked to us. I start walking again. The same thoughts come back, as I walk the distance to where I left my friend.



[image: paint (1)]


––––––––

[image: ]


When I return, Iris is waiting with a pout on her lips and her arms crossed, like a spoiled kid who just got told they can’t have dessert. 

I ignore her bratty attitude and offer her one of the shovels. For her sake, she chooses to take it without much of a complaint. We start digging, and it is harder than we imagined. 

“You are doing it wrong.” I  point. “You need to throw the dirt on the other way; you  are just moving it around at this point.” 

“It’s not like you are doing much better.” 

She is not wrong. I am doing a horrible job myself, and this was a terrible idea. I choose to stop talking, and she follows my lead. We silently dig the rest of the way, not speaking another word to each other.

[image: paint (1)]

We started digging around 11 pm and are now at 1 am, but we managed to get a deep enough hole for him and to cover his body the best we could, which wasn't perfect, to say the least.

We walk back to the car the same way we came. It takes us less time than before to get to my car since we now only have to carry the shovels back.   

Iris gets in the passenger seat, leaving me with the task of driving again. I get in, put my seat belt on, and start driving. The road is empty, which is weird given that it is Friday night, but a fact I gladly welcome. There are no police cars or people to be suspicious of our midnight stroll in the woods.

Finally, I can see our apartment building. I drive a bit further until we are in front of the building and motion to Iris to get out. She doesn't question it. I don't get out myself or park. Instead, I drive back to clean up her mess before I go home and finally rest for the night. 

The drive back passes faster than the drive to the woods or even to the apartment. I am almost sure it's because  I don't have to worry about my insane friend. 

It's not much later when I arrive at the frat house. Everything is silent. No police cars are waiting, and no angry crowd ready to get my head for what I have done.  

I get in the house and up to his room without running on anyone. I silently thank my luck once more and any god that might be listening. 

I take the garbage bags from my bag and throw everything with blood in it, including the sheets and the waterproof cover that got mostly everything, not letting the blood soak the mattress. I clean the surfaces with bleach and then use his aftershave to cover the smell. 

I open his wardrobe, which contains only his clothes, since he has a single room. It makes my life easier at this moment. I grab his suitcase, dropping every item of clothing into it. I take it and the garbage bags, carrying them to my car.

I barely manage to get them all the way down, but the moment I am safely inside my car, I exhale a breath I have been holding the whole way from his room to the house's entrance to where I have parked. 

I slip into the driver's seat again. I start to drive, making sure to put enough distance between myself and the crime scene before I drop the garbage bags in the trash and then continue to the apartment. 

I leave my car in the parking garage and take the stairs to the second floor, carrying his bag filled with clothes with me. I will have to find a shelter to donate those, but for now, it's best to keep them in my room.     

When I unlock the door, I notice how peaceful and dark the place is. This means Iris is already in her bed, so I go straight to mine, not bothering to check on her. 

Relief rushes through me. The night has finally come to an end. One down, four more to go. It was a shaky start, but we pulled it off. Now, we just need to do it four more times without getting caught.  
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Working nights in this line of work is a living nightmare. It chips away pieces of you, your sanity, your humanity. This job makes you cruel, even when you are working a desk position like myself. I rarely get to be out in the field. Still, that doesn’t make it easier.

The last couple of days have been haunting me. A girl came into the station a month ago. She had blood dripping down her thighs, her clothes were partially torn off, and she looked like she had survived through hell. She was clearly in and out of reality at the same time, highlighting our suspicion that she was on drugs. More specifically, that she was drugged by whoever was responsible for her state.

When she entered the police department, the front desk officer tried her best to help her, but the girl kept mumbling about something. What she was saying made little to no sense.

She seemed like her mind could not grasp any of the words spoken to her. Her eyes had a blank look, almost like she was trapped in her own mind, and in so many ways, she truly was trapped. Living the last few hours in a loop, unable to fight back. 

Despite my better judgment not to get involved in a case that screamed complicated, I stood up. I am not supposed to be working in cases like this one; I was benched months ago for acting recklessly.

When I approached, the girl immediately seemed to be more comfortable around me than the female officer, which usually is not the case with victims of sexual assault. A fact that later would be used to dismiss her claim.

I took her to an empty office, thinking an interrogation room wouldn’t be the best in her state. It was the right call; she wasn’t a suspect. She was a victim. 

While I was taking her statement she kept drifting her gaze to the wall, clearly living every second of her assault again and again. It broke my heart into tiny pieces, not being able to help her. The Empath in me was suffering with her.

I wrote every detail in my notes, both the ones she said willingly, and the ones I was able to notice from her behaviour. I did the best I could to build a case. The need to help her growing stronger by every passing second.

Even though the clues were enough to investigate, the moment a call came in from one of the benefactors of the town’s college, everything got dropped. She suddenly was treated like a liar. No one would take any of her statements seriously. No one would take anything I said seriously, either. 

My sergeant told me to drop it, and for a time, I did. Then, two days later, another girl walked in, in the same exact state. Every piece of me I had managed to put together after I failed to help the first one broke again.

That one was different than the first in so many ways. She was the daughter of a wealthy family that fought for their daughter’s sake for a while.  Her statement, which I also took, was the same as the first girl’s.

She was at a party, having fun. Even though she wasn’t  the drinking type, when one of the guys from the college’s football team approached her, she couldn’t refuse the drink offered to her.  She talked about the guy, describing him like the first girl did.

He was charming and showed interest, offered her a drink, and walked her to his room to have some quiet time, which was far from the rest of the party.  Like the first girl, she talked about how special he made her feel.

They talked about their interests and things they both liked and connected about. He liked books and movies, the same as her. He had all the right answers, almost like he had researched them.

He was nice and made her feel special, until he was the one that was holding the camera for his friends to treat her not so nice. He was the bait, luring her to her nightmare, and she was the prey. Like a little doe being lured by a hunter to her demise. 
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