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Freakshow
By: Amanda Badillo

His eyes shifted around the room, unable to focus on one specific 
person. The static from the radio began to cause a painful grinding sen-
sation in his teeth. The crowd stared at him with crooked faces as though 
he was the main event in a freak show. He covered his ears and threw his 
head around laughing to himself as hot tears dripped down his cheeks. 
He ran over to the wall closest to him and began to bang his head against 
it; with every strike, he could hear them. The sounds lingering from the 
void. 

Like a nesting of a thousand flies, their whispers and mumbles filled 
his ears with everlasting irritability. The laughing, the mocking, the 
stares, the judgement. He threw himself towards the floor in front of 
them scratching incessantly at his skin for an itch that was not there. His 
sweat was pouring through his white shirt that he began to rip off like he 
was shedding a new skin. His body shivered while he held onto his bare 
chest and shouted, turning to face the room. 

“Is this what you want from me?” He thrashed his fists towards the 
broken and splintered floorboard causing small cuts to litter the outsides 
of his hands. 

Laughter consumed the air. The faces of the faceless burned into his 
mind like a freshly lit cigarette as the smoke escapes from the butt of the 
cigarette. He watched them while they danced in his torment. He curled 
into a ball in the center of the room until he fixed his eyes onto a chair in 
the corner. He almost fell as he made his way towards it, lifting it up over 
his head with what little strength he had. He released a yell from deep 
within his core throwing the chair at the crowd of judgement. 

He kneeled on the ground holding onto his chest, feeling his heart 
banging against its cages. He looked towards his worn mahogany dresser 
that stood on a slant from years of wear, focusing on a small pill bottle 
resting just at the edge. With his body trembling and his eyes’ continu-
ously blinking due the mixture of sweat and tears that dripped through 
them, he hobbled to the dresser. He extended his hand, creeping it for-
ward until his fingertips knocked the bottle onto ground scattering the 
pills all over the hardwood floor. 8 9



Diving for any he could find, he snatched one up and forced it to his 
mouth until a spectating hand stopped him. A woman with artic blue 
eyes gazed upon him and pursed her full lips out towards his face. He 
glanced at her, unable to hold her stare for fear of what she would do if 
he held it longer. 

“What about me, Finn?” Her voice was like a song in its light and 
caring tone. 

“I’m sorry, Selene.” His tongue stuck to the roof of his dry mouth 
when he said her name. He yanked himself out of her grasp forcing the 
pill into his mouth. He conjured up enough spit to ensure his ability to 
swallow it down. 

The whisperings had stopped; the static was clear; the show had 
finished. His breathing became centered as he calmed his body down 
enough to lay in bed, facing upwards to the musty-yellow popcorn 
ceiling. He watched his battered chest continue to tremble, counting 
the number of seconds between each tremor until it finally stopped. He 
took a deep breath and wiped his forehead before blinking his eyes long 
enough to doze off into a light sleep. 

A long, pale hand with pointed red nails appeared at the edge of his 
bed growing in length as it gripped onto the mattress pulling its way up 
from the ground. His mattress sagged on the edge, moving his body ever 
so slightly. There was a light clinking on the golden metal headboard 
and a soft vocal creaking sound that filled the room—startling the man 
awake. He moved his body backwards to his pillows and leaned forward 
to see where the noise was coming from. His breathing fell shallow as 
the hairs on the back of his neck rose. He wanted to run, but his body 
remained frozen listening for a sound.

“You really think you could leave us?” Selene’s harsh whispers and 
laughter echoed in his head. She lurched forward exposing a blue 
hued face, a tattered red dress, and matted brown hair. Her black filled 
eyes that dripped crimson glared at him as her green-rotting mouth 
smiled wide. She grabbed onto his torso, lifting and throwing him to the 
ground, forcing her mud-caked, slimy fingers down his throat, causing 
him to throw up. 

She smiled in delight at the color of his bile before destroying the 
rest of his pills.

reboot of reality
By: Destiny Barnum

reality is stranger than any sci-fi film you can watch

the way the mind contorts, become so devilish
you almost wish the fangs were there,
the werewolves crying to the moon
a zombie limping past in a MAGA hat.

the anti-maskers, anti-vaxers 
people who sniff every candle on the shelf
the “what was she wearing?’ boys or
“where’s our straight pride?” bitches.

the christmas music in november people
“i’m not looking for anything serious” twenty-something-year-olds
unsolicited nude senders, the “just cheer up, don’t be so sad” preachers.

the one that got away and the next time you see them
the racist politicians, sexist professors, the cops 
who point and shoot and call it protecting 
the pineapple on pizza lovers. 

monstrosity is an underpaid woman.
the trans youth and the homeless,
survivors and the disabled.
they are cast in the role of alien,
social pariah by those who wrote the script —
but we watch the reruns

the old black and white film —
outdated.
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The Doctor’s Children
By: Mikolo Schlanger

Jacob Godfrey had barely slept last night, tossing and turning, the 
synthetic sheets crinkling against his skin for the last time. As the sun 
started to rise, the rays of light shined through the window on the far 
side of the room. Jacob rolled over to his side and took a nostalgic look 
around. The room was relatively small, about the size of a typical child’s 
bedroom but had been jampacked with 4 sets of bunk beds. There were 
eight boys in total in the room. Still, from the smell that wafted off the 
dirty clothes and body odor, one might have thought the room was a 
barrack for a thousand sweaty military men. However, they would be 
surprised to find out that it wasn’t a barrack but instead a room in a 
group house for orphans like Jacob. Jacob hadn’t been at the group home 
long, about 8 months. He was pleasantly surprised with how long this 
had lasted, as six months was the average amount of time the group 
would want to keep Jacob around. Six Months was usually the maximum 
amount of time before taking care of the kid in the wheelchair gets a bit 
old. He remembered when he was 11 and one of the group homes staff 
had come to his room to tell him he had been transferred to another 
group home. As she left, she turned and said, “Sorry but taking care of 
you isn’t worth the extra $200 a month CPS gives us anymore”. 

But none of that mattered anymore because Jacob had finally been 
adopted. At 14, there was a small chance of having a family interested 
in adopting you, family’s usually wanted babies that they could raise 
as their own. Jacob being 14 and getting adopted was like God himself 
coming down and choosing to bring you to the kingdom in the clouds. 
Especially because Jacob was in a wheelchair, he probably had a better 
chance of winning the lottery, getting struck by lightning, and then win-
ning the lottery again than ever getting adopted. But it seemed that for 
the first time in Jacob’s entire life, he had been lucky. 

Jacob was sitting out front of the group home, eagerly awaiting the 
arrival of his adoptive parents. “Maybe it’s two dads,” Jacob wondered, 
thinking about who he might now be living with. Jacob liked the idea of 

having two dads, or two moms, or basically anyone who wouldn’t use his 
arms as an ashtray. As he was basking in the sunlight, Jacob saw a white 
Mercedes Sprinter van pull down the property’s driveway. The gravel 
crinkled like paper under its tires as it pulled up to the front of the house 
at a crawl. 

Jacob’s heart was beating fast with anxiety and excitement. He tried 
to peer through the windshield at who might be in the driver’s seat, but 
the glass was tinted so dark that he couldn’t see through it. The driver’s 
side door opened, and a tall, muscular man stepped out. “Is that my 
dad?” Jacob thought to himself, but he quickly brushed that thought 
aside when he saw the aviators, suit, and earpiece the man was wear-
ing. The man was obviously a bodyguard. The bodyguard walked to the 
side of the van and slid open the door, lowering the wheelchair lift. The 
bodyguard gestured to Jacob, and without any hesitation, Jacob wheeled 
himself down the front porch ramp and slid into the lift. 

The group home manager had given Jacob a folder of papers before 
he had been picked up, so he decided to read through them during the 
ride in the van. The manilla envelope was thick, consisting of Jacobs 
medical records and paperwork from being in the system since a toddler. 
His fingers flipped thru the pages until he found the adoption form and 
placed it on top of the folder. Jacob found what he was looking for; at 
the bottom of the page was a section that said, “ADOPTIVE PARENT” in 
bold lettering. Following was a dainty signature that read “Dr. Peter El-
liot Wolfe.” Jacob scrunched his eyebrows into a thoughtful expression. 
“My dad’s a doctor?” Jacob thought to himself, puzzled, and then contin-
ued reading. Jacob was looking for the mother, but Dr. Wolfe’s name was 
the only one on the page.

 
Jacob didn’t remember falling asleep, but when the van screeched 

to a stop, His eyes fluttered open. He rubbed his eyes with his knuckles, 
a sparkle of light streaming across his vision as he peered out the tinted 
van windows. He couldn’t see much except for a large rod iron gate that 
seemed to surround the property and massive trees that seemed to cover 
the sky. The door of the van slid open, and Jacob wheeled his way out. 
His mouth gaped open when he saw his new home; the van was parked 
in a large circular driveway with a marble fountain in the middle. The 
driveway was impressive on its own, but it was nothing in comparison to 
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the house. Jacob didn’t even know if he could call it a house; it seemed 
closer to a castle than a home. Faded yellowed stone adorned the outside 
of the building, which gave the building an old yet distinguished look 
that resonated with wealth. 

As Jacob wheeled himself towards the front door of the building, 
A tall man walked out. He was old; that’s the first thing Jacob realized, 
maybe in the late 60’s with a long white beard that would win out against 
Dumbledore and Gandalf both; he walked towards Jacob with a bit of 
a limp. He was supported by a beautifully carved cane adorned with a 
large cluster of crystals. “Jacob!! My boy!” The man bellowed, a charis-
matic sunny smile stretching across his face. As the man got closer, Jacob 
could smell chemicals wafting off his clothes. The man bent over and 
gave Jacob a tight hug while Jacob awkwardly straightened up. The man 
stood back up and put out his hand; Jacob shook it. “I forgot to introduce 
myself. My name is Dr. Wolfe,” The man said, firmly shaking Jacobs’s 
hand. “Dr... Dr... Dr. Wolfe,” Jacob stammered, realizing who the man 
was, “You’re my father?” Dr. Wolfe laughed, “Oh Yes! It would seem that 
way” Dr. Wolfe gestured for Jacob to follow him, and as he headed back 
into the house, Jacob wheeled behind. 

“We were all very excited to have you come; the other kids can’t wait 
for you to join the family!” Dr. Wolfe said. Jacob looked back in shock; 
He had no idea there would be other kids at his new home. He could feel 
his heart beating faster and his hands getting sweaty. When he walked 
through the entrance, he saw the monstrosity that was the house of Dr. 
Wolfe; the ceilings were 40-50 feet high with elaborate murals painted 
on the underside of the roof. A double set of arched stairs situated them-
selves at the side of the main room, and the marble glinted with speckles 
of light. 

Dr. Wolfe led Jacob towards a room off to the side as the bodyguard 
brought in Jacob’s luggage. When they entered the room, Jacob saw that 
it was an office. A large mahogany desk placed in the center was clean 
and tidy, but the surrounding shelves of the room were packed with pa-
pers, open books, and folders. With a sound similar to dropping a bag of 
potatoes and letting out a tired breath of air Dr. Wolfe sat down behind 
the desk. Jacob wheeled himself towards the desk, gazing at Dr. Wolfe 
sitting across from him. “Now, Jacob,” Dr. Wolfe said, “I hope you won’t 

mind if I skip over the familiarities and just get down to brass tax. I ad-
opted you because I think I can help you.” Jacob looked puzzled, “Help 
me? In what way?” 

Dr. Wolfe kept on speaking without regarding what Jacob said, “I 
have helped many young boys and young girls who, similar to you, have 
had to deal with a physical disability. It’s a shame that modern medi-
cine has failed our children in this way, but that is something I hope to 
fix.” Dr. Wolfe looked at Jacob, but Jacob didn’t say anything. Dr. Wolfe 
continued, “My life’s work has been to help people like you, but not only 
to help you but also to make you better. Do you want to be better, Son?” 
Jacob nodded his head, and Dr. Wolfe arose from his desk suddenly. “Ex-
cellent!” he proclaimed, “Well, there is no time to waste.” 

Dr. Wolfe walked towards a set of cabinets on the far side of the 
room, pulling on a copy of The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. 
The bookshelf swung open, and Dr. Wolfe gestured to Jacob to follow 
him; through the bookshelf was a long, dimly lit hallway; on the other 
side was a brightly lit white room. As they entered the room, Jacob was 
shocked to see that it was a fully equipped operating room with trays of 
scalpels, monitors of vital signs, and a large operating table right in the 
center. Jacob stopped rolling abruptly and looked up at Dr. Wolfe. Dr. 
Wolfe smiled back, “Are you all right, Jacob?” Jacob looked frightened; 
his heart was beating a million miles a minute, “I just don’t understand. 
Why did you adopt me? How are you going to make me better?” 

Dr. Wolfe responded, “Jacob, I adopted you because I want to help 
you; I devoted my life to studying birth defects and medical anomalies to 
be able to help people like you. I was a Doctor at the Hospital for Special 
Surgery for many decades. While I was there, I made many advance-
ments in the field of Genetics and Sequencing. I developed a process of 
isolating certain cross-sections of DNA that allowed me to heal the body 
from within. The serum could have helped millions, but the hospital 
wouldn’t let me administer it. They fired me when they found out about 
what I had created.” 

“Why would they fire you?” Jacob blurted out. Dr. Wolfe smiled, “The 
hospital doesn’t make money from healing people; they make money 
from people staying sick. The hospital makes money from treating sick 
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people. There’s no money in cures; treatment is their moneymaker.” Dr. 
Wolfe walked towards the far wall, Jacob following behind. “After I was 
fired, they destroyed all my research and samples of the serum, but I 
had a sample I had kept hidden. It took years to replicate the research 
and reverse engineer the serum, but I did it” He stopped in front of a 
large, framed picture, six kids stood out front of the same house they 
were standing in now, a much younger Dr. Wolfe was standing in front of 
them, it looked somewhat like an awkward class picture. 

“These were the first children I adopted,” Dr. Wolfe said, pointing 
to a small girl towards the front. “This is Sarah-Ann, she was absolutely 
brilliant, but when she was born, there were complications” Dr. Wolfe 
seemed sad for a moment and then continued, “Sarah-Ann was born 
blind as a bat.” Dr. Wolfe paused before continuing, “After the serum, 
she could see better than anyone else in the world. She could see in 
pitch black; she could see heat; she could see colors you and I can’t even 
imagine. The serum had not only fixed her blindness, but it had made 
her eyes more powerful than any in the world.” Dr. Wolfe pointed to the 
boy standing next to Sarah-Ann, “This is Adam; he had Cerebral Palsy, 
he took the serum, and he can now lift thousands of pounds. You see, 
Jacob, everyone in this picture was just like you. They were broken, and I 
fixed them, and I want to fix you, Jacob.” Jacob looked back at Dr. Wolfe; 
this was all he had ever wanted. Jacob had dreamed about being able to 
walk and run. He contemplated his choices, and then without realizing 
it, Jacob spoke. “I’ll do it; I’ll take the serum.” 

The first thing Jacob noticed as the serum was injected into his veins 
was pain. It was like fire the way it completely devoured his nerves, send-
ing his fight or flight system into action. It was no use; Jacob had been 
restrained to the operating table; he was unable to move as the serum 
coursed through his veins, attacking the damaged genomes of his cells. 
The pain was unbearable; Jacob wished he was dead, and if not for the 
mouthguard preventing him from shouting, he would have begged Dr. 
Wolfe to kill him. It would be worth it if he could just make the pain stop. 
Jacob didn’t know how long it had been since the serum had infiltrated 
his veins; every millisecond felt like a decade of torture. Jacob could do 
nothing except take the eternity of pain until the pain started to dull and 
fade. The pain disappeared as quickly as it had come, leaving Jacob with 
a feeling of euphoria as a new feeling replaced the old. Jacobs’s eyes flut-

tered open, and he could see Dr. Wolfe at the edge of the bed. 

Dr. Wolfe looked at Jacob with a gaze of care, the grin still on his face. 
Dr. Wolfe pulled a pen from his chest pocket and ran it up the sole of 
Jacobs’s foot. “Can you feel that?” said Dr. Wolfe. Jacob felt it before Dr. 
Wolfe had spoken; the feeling shot up his leg and into his brain, caus-
ing his entire body to shudder; the absence of sensation in his legs from 
birth was completely gone in a matter of minutes. Jacob tried to send a 
signal to wiggle his toes, and his toes moved. Jacob was shocked at the 
current state he found himself in. Jacob nodded at Dr. Wolfe. “Perfect,” 
Dr. Wolfe exclaimed.

 It had been two and a half weeks since Jacob had undergone the 
“procedure,” as the other kids called it. The first few days after the 
procedure, Jacob learned to walk again using the new neural pathways 
in his legs that had been previously unusable. After 3 days, Jacob could 
walk independently, and after another 2 days, he could run. Progress 
increased rapidly after that point as Jacob started to experience the ad-
vancement that came with the serum. There was an indoor track in the 
underground levels of Dr. Wolfe’s estate where Jacob trained. The first 
time Jacob ran a millisecond mile was a mere 9 days after the procedure. 
The rest of the kids stood watching on the sideline as he ran faster than 
a bullet. The kids cheered for Jacob when the speed tracker maxed out 
at 999 MPH. Over the last two and a half weeks, Jacob met the other kids 
and was quickly welcomed in as a part of the family. There were two 
twins named Piper & Penelope who had originally been conjoined but, 
with the serum, were now able to operate separately from one another. 
Their unique abilities were the telepathic communication they could 
have between each other. Sabrina was around Jacob’s age, she had been 
born without arms, but after the procedure, she had grown both of them 
and even had the ability to stretch them out at will like a long flesh whip. 
Then there was Troy, he had been born with a bad heart, and once again, 
thanks to the serum, was now heart heathy with the added benefit of Su-
per strength. Jacob and the other kids had bonded quickly; not only had 
they all been orphans, but they also had all been disabled orphans. They 
could empathize with one another, and almost overnight, Jacob had the 
family he had always wanted. 

Jacob walked into the Dining Room for lunch that afternoon, Jacob 
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pulled out a chair to sit down, but before he had the chance, Dr. Wolfe 
spoke up. “Jacob, could you grab the cloth napkins from the linen closet? 
I must have forgotten them when I was setting the table.” Jacob politely 
nodded and turned around, walking down the hallway that led towards 
the main entrance. As Jacob walked down the long hallway of doors to-
wards the pantry, he heard a faint scream. Startled, Jacob stopped in his 
tracks and waited for a moment, not sure whether he had actually heard 
what he thought he did. Then he heard it again, a subtle scream coming 
from the door on his left; Jacob immediately turned and jiggled the door 
handle. It was unlocked, and Jacob walked inside. Behind the door was 
a set of stairs that descended into the ground; looking around to see if 
anyone saw him, Jacob walked down the stairs. When he reached the 
bottom, he saw a long hallway with thick steel doors on either side. Jacob 
walked down the hallway and peered through the window on the door 
to his right. 

Jacob immediately jumped back when he saw what was behind the 
door. He had first been able to tell it was a tiny room about 10ft on each 
side; there was a toilet and sink on one side of the room and a bed on the 
other; there were no windows. The only light source was a fluorescent 
bulb inset into the ceiling. Sitting in the middle of the room was a young 
boy with a buzzcut; he was wearing a set of grey coveralls that were prob-
ably a couple sizes too big. “The boy was 7, maybe 8?” Jacob thought to 
himself. The boy was crying into his hands, wailing in tears. Jacob real-
ized that this had been the boy whose screams had gotten his attention. 
The boy screamed again, and Jacob stood in shock as he saw the several 
rows of sharp animal-like teeth the boy had. There was something odd 
about the young boy’s skin too. It was textured; the boy’s skin seemed 
to remind Jacob of an armadillo with the interconnected scales that ran 
along his body. 

Jacob walked down the rows of cells, panic and paranoia filling his 
mind. The cell next to the boy was a girl around Jacob’s age. She also had 
a buzzcut and was wearing a pair of grey coveralls. The girl made eye 
contact with Jacob and immediately backed into the corner of her cell; 
she reached her fingers down her throat and, after gagging several times, 
vomited up a spew of bile that collided with the window on the door. 
Jacob watched in shock as the vomit started to eat away at the metal 
coating of the door like it was acid. Jacob watched through the window 
of every cell down the hallway, more and more disgusted and confused 

by the awful conditions they were kept in. The children were all younger 
than Jacob, imprisoned in tiny cells. 

Suddenly Jacob heard a voice behind him. “Looks like someone’s 
been bad,” Dr. Wolfe said in his now creepily, enthusiastic voice, a smile 
still plastered on his face. “I thought I had asked you to get the napkins?” 
Dr. Wolfe raised an eyebrow accusingly. 

“I...I...I...H...Heard...Som...Something” Jacob stammered, fear filling 
his body; Jacob took a deep breath to try and compose himself and con-
tinued, “I heard a scream and came to see what it was.” 

“Yes, well... our pal Theodore can be a bit of a screamer when he’s 
upset” Dr. Wolfe gestured towards the first cell, which held the boy with 
the sharp teeth and odd skin. 

“Wh..what is this place?” Jacob asked, puzzled. Dr. Wolfe took a deep 
breath and smiled, “This is where our products live until we’ve found a 
customer, of course.” 

“Products?” Jacob asked, even more puzzled. With a fatherly motion, 
Dr. Wolfe walked towards Jacob and placed his hand on Jacobs’s back, 
and led him back up the stairs, “Let me explain,” Dr. Wolfe said. Once 
Dr. Wolfe had directed Jacob towards the seating room, Dr. Wolfe sat 
down on an old Victorian lounge chair and gestured towards Jacob to 
take the one across from him. Jacob sat down, hiding his hands under his 
thighs to cover them, shaking with fear and anxiety. 

“Remember how I told you about how I was fired from the hospital 
and how they had destroyed all my work?” Dr. Wolfe explained. Jacob 
nodded. “Well, to be able to continue my work, I needed funding. I 
couldn’t get grants from the government because I wasn’t associated with 
a hospital. So, I went about finding other ways to fund my research. I 
approached the United States military with my idea, and they agreed. 
I got funding for my research and was able to continue my work,” Dr. 
Wolfe explained. Jacob interjected, “Wait, what idea did you have?” Dr. 
Wolfe exhaled slowly, the smile vanishing from his face. Dr. Wolfe spoke 
softly, “I had the idea that if the United States military were to cover my 
expenses for research and development of the serum that in exchange, 
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they would be my exclusive customer for my product.” Jacob shouted, 
“Product! You mean kids?” Dr. Wolfe grimaced with anger at Jacob, “My 
Product is not kids. My Product is super-soldiers; kids just happen to 
take to the serum best and are easily trainable.” 

Jacob stared in shock, “You’re turning us into weapons?” Dr. Wolfe 
exclaimed, “No, no, no. You, Piper, Penelope, Sabrina, Adam, and Troy 
are my Children. You all are my legacy! Those kids in those cells like 
Theodore are products; they fund my research, this home. The Product 
is what makes my work possible.” Jacob shouted, anger and confusion 
forcing through his lips, “You’re turning children into weapons, locking 
them in cages like animals, how could you….” 

Dr. Wolfe stood up suddenly and shouted at Jacob with a wave of 
previously unseen anger, “I am the creator of the chosen! I have fathered 
the saviors of humanity, forged the creatures of the future in the hearth 
of my own soul. I have advanced human existence to a degree of absolute 
anomaly, and you’re thinking about fucking ethics? Your veins course 
with my power. I bestow upon you abilities of fantasy. I chose to save you 
from the mundane intoxication of normalcy, and only because of my gra-
cious heart do you receive a seat at the table of power.” 

Jacob sat in the chair, shocked, frightened, and shaking. 

“I am the father of gods,” Dr. Wolfe grinned, “or have you forgotten, 
son?”

Arachnophobia
By: Sophia Orejola

One spherical house spider strolls across the smooth and soft side of my  
  face,
Leaving a swollen scarlet spot on my skin.

Four slim violin spiders silently blend their brown bodies into the   
 mahogany walls, 
Watching me while I awake.

Three savage wolf spiders swiftly scatter around the room, 
Hunting down their pitiful and puny prey.

Eight stygian black widow spiders sneak into the shadows,
Anticipating their next chance to strike.

Three starving camel spiders hide in a spot underneath the wooden   
 armoire,
Savoring the rotting corpses of the fallen termites.

Four skittish jumping spiders bounce all over the place,
Landing their lithe bodies onto my bare limbs. 

Two tall tarantulas raise their hairy legs in the air,
Preparing to strike me down. 

One grand Goliath king watches it all unfold
As I frantically flee in fear.
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Limbo Red
By: Danielle Nielsen

“One piggy, two piggy, three piggy, four. How many piggies are at my 
door? Treat them well and feed them good, my piggies love me just like 
they should.”

I watched Daddy as he paced back and forth through the living room 
and whispered to himself that piggy rhyme I knew so well. He turned 
his hips gracefully to fit through the slim walkway, as if there was a 
Tchaikovsky song playing in his head. His toes danced so particularly 
along the narrow path of the carpet, a path with spaces which weren’t 
littered like the rest of the house—with rat shit, or cardboard boxes, and 
old clothing that were two sizes too big for him now. Daddy’s gotten so 
thin.

Oddly enough, my eyes never grew bored of watching him as he 
paced through the rooms and wandered through the obstacles. My eyes 
ticked back and forth like one of those black and white Kit-Cat Clocks, 
tirelessly watching. Ours stopped working months ago; I kind of miss 
how it waved at me the way it did. Now it just stared at me like it was go-
ing to kill me in my sleep. I rested my chin in my hand and hunched over 
the cut out between the kitchen where I was, and the living room where 
Daddy walked. 

He let out a soft whine that bubbled into a low growl as he knocked 
his reddened knuckles against his head and scuffed up his long brown 
hair. The pot on the stove rumbled with him. He stopped dead in his 
tracks and turned to me.

“Georgia!” He hissed. “Get that goddamn dinner under control!” He 
warned me. His feet trudged into the kitchen; it was such a violent con-
trast to the rhythm of his ballet from before.

 He shoved his feet into his work boots and threw open the back 
door, just off to the right of the kitchen counter. His ribs poked against 
his chest as he huffed through his nose and pressed his lips thin before 
he spoke again. “Dinner better be done by the time I get back. You fuck-
ing stay here.” He walked out, letting the screen door fall back behind 
him.

I took a few steps over to the door and peered out the window. Dad-

dy walked like a hostile bear, with protruding shoulder blades and hips 
jutting out from his boxers. I moved away from the window when he 
looked over at me; I could hear the barn door slamming shut behind him 
outside. My gaze fell on the wall in front of me, following the rotting tan 
paisley up from the trim to the broken cat clock. I stared at it. It stared 
back at me.

 
Daddy returned with a large Tupperware container in his hand. He 

opened the fridge abruptly, which caused the bugs to trickle out from the 
lining in the door. The only food that was absent of mold were the boxes 
of meat and beer. I could hear his back popping when he bent down and 
placed the container of ground red meat into the fridge before kicking it 
shut. He lingered over my shoulder, and I didn’t turn to look at him, but 
the soft touch of his fingers against my neck as he pulled my hair back 
made me shiver. 

“What did you make tonight, piggy-pie?” He asked. 
“Spaghetti and meatballs. Tomorrow I’ll make lasagna—or burgers...

if you’d like.”
Daddy moaned with a voice almost as soft as velvet. “That sounds 

wonderful.” He pressed both of his boney hands over my shoulders, 
large enough to cover them completely. 

I felt the hair on my skin stand as he leaned down and kissed my 
temple. 

“My sweet Georgia,” he whispered. “What would I do without you, 
honey?”

I slipped out from his hands and brought the plates of spaghetti over 
to the table. He was quick to dig in, twirling the pasta around his fork 
like the grass that gets whipped between the blades of the lawnmower. 
His teeth ripped through the balls of meat, nearly swallowing it whole 
with a feral excitement that I couldn’t relate to. The red sauce foamed 
with the froth of the beer at the corner of his lips. It looked like blood. 
My eyes fell on a cockroach that traveled along the wood table. I shooed 
it from my plate.

“Piggy-pie...eat. It’ll get cold,” Daddy said.
It was piping hot. So hot that the meat was almost alive again. I 

pushed the spaghetti around with my fork—I didn’t even notice the 
steam burning my fingertips. 

“You got more mail today…” I said. “The electricity bill and some 
junk mail.”
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against the chair as he sniffed hard. He wiped his mouth against his arm 
and pressed his brows together before he looked back to me. 

“Who the fuck said you could read my mail?”
I choked on my breath. “You did, Daddy…you ain’t good at reading, 

remember?”
“You don’t call me that at the goddamn table, Laura! How many 

times do I gotta fucking tell you!?” The plates clashed with the silverware 
as his fist slammed against the table. One of my meatballs rolled over. 
His breaths thickened and grew heavy through his nose. Laura was my 
Mama—at the table, I am Laura. 

“I’m sorry, Jeramiah…” I said.
“What did it say?” He sighed out, shaking his head as he went back to 

eating.
I got up and walked over to a pile of garbage that nearly reached the 

ceiling. The coffee table is under here somewhere. Opening the letter I 
left on top of the boxes, I cleared my throat and spoke out loud:

“Dear Mr. Jeramiah Kelly, we regret to inform you that your service 
will be suspended until your next payment. Please understand that until 
you fulfill your payment, starting October 2nd, all electricity will be shut 
off. If you have any que—”

“Those goddamn motherfucking pieces of shit!” The beer bottle 
instantly shattered against the wall behind him. “Don’t they know I have 
a family here!? Huh!? Don’t they know that I gotta make sure you and 
Georgia can eat hot meals and- and- and take your bubble baths and 
sleep in a warm bed at night!?” 

No, Daddy. They don’t. I don’t think I’ve ever had a bubble bath in my 
life, actually. I watched with a still face as Daddy tried to work through 
his emotions. He stood like he had a pole up his ass. He fell back down 
into his chair and rocked back and forth as he scratched at the greying 
stubble on his face, causing him to accidentally pick at a razor scab. I put 
the letter down and walked across the kitchen to the paper towel roll. I 
folded two half sheets and went over to his side, dabbing the spit from 
his lips and any of the sauce away from his chin. 

He moaned distantly, like the wind I heard at night. I folded the pa-
per towel to a clean side before he took my wrist.

“Laura...my sweet, sweet Laura,” he whispered. 
He kissed up to the bend in my arm and his other hand rested on my 

waist. I learned that it’s best to let Daddy do this—to let him think that 
I’m Mama when he needed it. He missed her a lot. 

When he let go, I put our leftovers into an empty container on the 
counter. He used leftovers to feed the pigs.

“Georgia,” Daddy said. 
I turned to him, a frown on my face. 
He stood from his seat and matched his steps with the tiles on the 

floors. He was waltzing this time. I averted my eyes from his and looked 
down to the floor when he cupped my cheeks. His hands felt warm, de-
spite him being so thin. He was strong. He had high cholesterol. 

Daddy smiled at me with fondness, but with one wrong move, it 
could snap into a snarl. “Why don’t you go finish your homework and get 
ready for bed. Hm?” His thumb brushed against my cheek and kissed my 
forehead. Daddy pulled me from school five years ago when I was ten. I 
didn’t have any homework. Not here, not with him. 

I placed my hand on his shoulder before I rose up on the tips of my 
toes and kissed his cheek. I could feel his anguish through his cold sweat. 
“I will...goodnight Daddy. Say goodnight to Mama too, for me.” 

His smile grew, and even though it hurt to say that, I loved seeing him 
happy. It made him seem human again. Mama was killed thirteen years 
ago; Daddy would always say he’d make the bastard pay if he found him. 
It’s been so long; I don’t really remember her much. I just remember 
Daddy was real happy, and now he’s just having a hard time.

“Alright darling, I will. Go on now,” he said. He took the leftovers to 
the door and began the rhyme, “one piggy, two piggy, three piggy, four...
how many piggies are at my door?” He walked outside, singing the rest as 
he went into the barn.

 
The following morning, Daddy took his pickup truck into town. It 

was a few miles out but not too far. He told me he was going to talk to 
‘the assholes’ at the electric company. I maneuvered my way through the 
mountains of trash bags and rubble in the hall, putting on my boots by 
the back door. I walked out to the chicken coop and opened the door for 
the hens to run around for a bit. I gathered their eggs and started back to 
the house. I was going to make scrambled eggs and ground beef.

The leaves burned all sorts of bright colors around me, and the air 
was this perfect crispness that hugged me just right. I smiled at the sky 
and looked over the fields, hovering my hand over my eyes to shield the 
bright morning sun. And then it hit me. Not like the wind that hugged 
me. Not like the kisses Daddy gave me on my cheeks. Not like the spiders 
that tickled my feet at night. It was a rolling storm of fear that curled in 
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my stomach.
I dropped the basket of eggs and ran to the barn; the door was wide 

open. Gripping at its red wood, I turned around and looked to the fields 
again. It didn’t look like it had been walked through. Nothing looked like 
it had been touched. I walked inside and quickly scanned around the 
hay and beams of wood. Did one of them get out? Daddy wouldn’t have 
let the door open like that. My feet echoed over the wooden floor as I ran 
to the back corner. The hatch to the cellar was wide open. Oh no! No, no, 
no! One of them got out?

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing!?” 
Daddy’s voice struck like a bullet through my head. I slowly straight-

ened my back, and my head turned up to him with a wavering shake. His 
footsteps shook the dust in the wood, and even the dust began to whis-
per and shudder below the floorboards. There was a jolt of fear in my 
gut. This is what it was like to be given his unconditional love, with his 
hands wrapped around my throat.

He lifted me off the ground and slammed my body against the wall. 
I struggled and looked down at him with tears stinging my eyes, which 
dripped down onto his hands. It was as if they were trying to free me 
from his grasp. 

“What were you doing!?” He yelled. “Were you trying to let them out? 
Are you trying to break up this fucking family!? I do so much for you, 
you ungrateful little bitch!” 

I looked around desperately, trying to find something to help free me 
from his grasp. My lungs were beginning to burn, and my blood rushed 
with pins and needles to my head. I tried to press my fingers between his 
hands against my throat. His voice rang in my ears as he screamed.

“Look at me when I’m talking to you! W-were you going to run away 
with them? Huh? Were you going to take my piggies? My girls? I’ve been 
trying so hard to find the perfect Mama for you and I, and you want to let 
them all go!? Do you have any idea what this family means to me, Geor-
gia!?” 

Daddy’s spit tasted like chewing tobacco; it sprayed over my face and 
even into my eye. I shook my head and my feet kicked on their own to 
find the floor. I gasped out with a raspy cry.

“N-no Daddy I- I wasn’t—” 
He threw me down against the floor. I could see every bend and crack 

in the wood, even the spatters of old blood covered by scattered hay. 
Before I could catch my footing, Daddy grabbed me by my ankle and 

dragged me over to the hatch. 
“Now, you—” he huffed, “—are going to sit down here, and think 

about what you’ve done!” 
The cold rush of concrete and rubble hit me, and my head bounced 

back off the ground. I coughed and looked at him, trying to push myself 
upright. The light from the hatch made him glow as he stood above me, 
all feral faced with bared teeth. There was a halo around him. He was 
God. 

I cried silently through heaving breaths. His cheeks threatened to rip 
apart and his jaw swung open as he screamed at me again. 

“One piggy, two piggy, three piggy, four! How many piggies are at my 
door!?” He then screamed into the darkness behind me: “Treat them well 
and feed them good! My piggies love me just like they should!” 

Daddy’s face contorted into a disgusted scowl as he glared back down 
at me. He stomped up the steps and locked the hatch closed, followed by 
a rumble as he barricaded the door. I held my breath and watched as his 
dark footsteps shook the light through the floorboard cracks until he left 
the barn. 

I sat alone in silence. It wasn’t the crisp Autumn air that kissed my 
cheeks. It was the dense must of the stone cellar walls. But then I re-
membered where I was. I was in the cellar, in the barn. I was not alone. I 
was with the piggies. The hesitation crawled up my spine as I looked up. 
Before me were the wire cages I’ve seen many times before. The larger 
cage imprisoned about ten women, all who cowered on the floor with 
nothing to protect them from the cold. To the right was another cage, 
but it was empty. These were Daddy’s piggies, the candidates—the ones 
who’d answer to his call: who will be my baby girl’s Mama? Who will be 
my Laura?

They didn’t say a word to me—they only whimpered. No one knew 
what was going to happen, not even me. I got to my feet and looked up to 
the floorboards before I began to search the room for something to help 
me or the women. 

Was Daddy going to keep me down here with them? He couldn’t do 
that; I was his daughter. I was his good girl, his piggie-pie. The women 
watched me as I danced around the cellar in a crude motion. I walked 
up to the long butcher’s table against the wall; his tools were up in the 
barn, no knives down here. Following its length, I searched for anything 
I could break apart. I felt the cold air reverberate in my lungs as I stared 
at the industrial grinder at the end of the table. Of all times, now was 
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the only time I felt a sickness grow in my stomach. Daddy’s piggies were 
family in the end, and he couldn’t let family go. Not like how Mama was 
taken from us.

The grinder blurred as my vision focused on the women in the back-
ground. My eyes moved to the cage right of them. I walked over with a 
slow pace and held the lock in my hand. It’s not broken? The wire in the 
bottom corner caught my attention; it had been bent and ripped apart 
from its binding. This cage was meant for the next woman Daddy was 
going to test to be his Laura. There was no woman here. 

 
I wasn’t entirely sure how long it had been. I laid on the floor with my 

hands together over my stomach. I stared at the slits of light above me 
through the floorboards and used my time either making small talk with 
the women or losing myself in my thoughts. Daddy wasn’t okay. None 
of this was okay. I knew it, but I couldn’t really believe it at the time. My 
eyes followed the sound of the barn door opening above us. I didn’t rec-
ognize one of the voices. It was deep and metallic.

“My partner’s just gonna take a look in the house while I gander 
about around here,” the Sheriff said.

“Of course, feel free to take a look around…” I heard my Daddy say. 
The Sheriff shined his flashlight into the dark corners of the barn 

as he casually walked around. His steps made the wood cry. “How long 
have you lived here, Mr. Kelly?” He asked.

“Oh about twenty years...I bought the property for my wife and I way 
back when. I built the house myself.”

“Well, it’s a mighty fine piece of land you got.”
“It is…”
I stood from my spot on the cellar floor and watched their shadows 

tango together slowly. Like a predator watching its prey.
The Sheriff looked over some of Daddy’s tools on the benches: me-

chanical parts for the mowers and truck, and a set of knives. “What are 
the knives for, Mr.Kelly?” He asked.

“Wood carving...old hobby…” Daddy said.
The Sheriff narrowed his eyes as he looked from the table over to the 

crate which sat above the hatch. He laughed cautiously, “Pardon? You...
use butcher knives for wood carvi—”

The wood floor shook with a startling roar. I jumped when my Dad-
dy attacked the Sheriff, wrangling him with murderous intent. The light 
that seeped through above me grew dark with the two men wrestling. 

The women screamed as the men fought, and I watched in horror as a 
knife stabbed countless times through the wood, attempting to pierce 
the Sheriff. 

“You come here, and you threaten my family!?” Daddy screamed. 
The barn shook with one last cry, and for a moment, dead silence 

ripped through me before I flinched. It dripped into my eye, red blood 
that began to seep through the floorboards and onto my cheek. 

The other officer called for help on his radio, aiming his once fired 
gun at my Daddy who now laid sprawled across the floor. The Sheriff 
grabbed Daddy’s wrists and lifted him up onto his knees, forcing his 
arms behind his back as he cuffed him.

The screams of the women rattled through the floorboards.
Soon, the hatch door flew open, and standing above me in that godly 

light on the stairs was the officer. He blinded me with his flashlight and 
looked over to the women. “H-holy shit! She was right, they’re all here!” 
He shouted up to the Sheriff.

The Sheriff nearly spat at my Daddy when he heard this. “Jeramiah 
Kelly, you are under arrest for intent to harm an officer of the law, mul-
tiple kidnappings, and the suspicion of murder. You have the right to 
remain silent…”

The officer walked over to me and asked if I was okay, but all I could 
hear were my Daddy’s sobs above me.

“Piggie-Pie! Georgia, help me baby girl!”
I stared up through the floor as the blood continued to drip on my 

face. Daddy cried. I cried. The only difference was that my tears were 
red.
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Kiss the Girl
By: Kelsey McFadden

“Do you think your mom will care if you stay over?” 
I rolled my eyes as Michael threw his bag over his shoulder. “We’re 

thirteen now, Mike. I don’t have to ask permission from my mommy if 
I can sleep at your place.” Mike’s baseball cap hung over his eyes, but I 
could tell he was embarrassed by his question. I sighed–I really didn’t 
mean to embarrass him, “but yeah, I can stay over Friday night.” 

I could see Michael smile as we headed out of the doors of Highland 
Middle School and started our long walk home. Michael lived two hous-
es down from me, so we usually walked to and from school together. I 
always preferred walking over taking the bus because the bus was filled 
with younger kids screaming and yelling, and no one needed that head-
ache after a long day of school. Michael and I were always sure to meet 
each other in the morning and again at the end of the school day; Mom 
was always crazy about me being with someone at all times ever since a 
girl our age went missing the year before. 

Her name was Jenny, and she was kind of an ugly girl but in a pretty 
way. Her eyes were a little too far apart and the corners pointed upwards, 
almost like cat eyes, but they were this green color that you could get 
so easily lost in. Her dark hair complimented her because they stood 
out even more. She was a kind girl, but after she was missing for a few 
months, everyone gave up on finding her, including her parents. I think 
they all pretty much just assumed she was dead. 

The crisp air hit me hard when we opened the doors, and I pulled 
my jacket up around my neck. The sun sparked a bright yellow ray right 
in my eye, so I squinted to let my sight adjust. I truly believed that being 
stuck in a dark classroom for days on end could do some real damage to 
the eyes, so much so I thought I would be blind by the time I was thirty.  

The tops of the trees loomed above us as we wandered down the 
empty street.. No houses were around us yet, just the woods. The leaves 
just started to change colors, and the trees looked as if they were dying. 
I knew that they weren’t, but their branches were like shriveled up arms 
that were reaching out and begging for some water. I looked down at the 

rock I was kicking while Michael droned on about how he partnered up 
with Lindsey Goodwell on some science project. 

“That sucks,” I said. 
Michael raised his eyebrows, “Why? Lindsey’s hot.” 
I laughed, “Well, yeah, but she’s a bimbo. You’ll have to do all the 

work while she just sits there looking into space!” 
Michael laughed as he nudged me in the arm. He then shivered as he 

crossed his arms over his body, “I will never get used to this cold weath-
er.” 

Michael was born in Florida and only moved to New York last year. 
He was really tan when he first moved here, but now resembled a pasty 
white paint you see on drywall that slowly chips away over time. I guess 
he and his Dad moved here because his Dad’s accounting job transferred 
him over to the city. They moved upstate New York to be closer to Mi-
chael’s grandmother. Michael had never once mentioned his mom, and I 
never bothered to ask what happened to her. I think she might have died 
when he was younger. 

“Gotta learn how to wear layers,” I said as a hand suddenly slapped 
my back, causing me to fall forward a bit. 

“What’s up, dufuses?” Richie said as he laughed, causing his crooked 
teeth to stick out. They looked like they were smashed with a hammer, 
or better yet, like his dentist started to pull them out, but they wouldn’t 
budge, so halfway through the dentist gave up. He claimed he had braces 
when he was younger, but I hope his parents got a refund if that were 
true. 

“Nothing, dick,” I say laughing—he hates it when we call him that. 
“Shut up,” Richie pushed me so hard I thought I was going to fall 

over this time. I shoved him back, but he barely even moved. 
Richie used to date my older sister when they first started high 

school. She broke up with him because he was just “too weird” for her, 
and she wanted to be seen with the popular kids. I kind of liked him 
because he was different. Despite being four years older, we got along 
pretty well. I always kind of thought he only hung out with Michael and 
I because no one his age actually liked him. He was a bit outspoken, and 
never really knew when to shut up. He certainly was not a cool kid. He 
was more of a loner, I guess you could say.  

“What are you losers up to?” Richie asked as we kept walking. 
“Just heading home,” Michael said. 
Richie nodded before looking at me, “How’s your sister?”
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I shrugged, “Fine, I guess. She just started to apply to some colleges.”
Richie gave a surprised look, “Anywhere interesting?” 
“They’re all as far away as she can get,” I hoisted my backpack over 

my shoulder. “She wants to get out of here.” 
“Oh,” Richie shrugged. “Probably to get away from me.” 
I looked at him, “I thought you guys didn’t talk?”  
Richie nodded again, “Oh, no. We haven’t. Not since freshman year.” 
“Right,” I said, shrugging off whatever Richie thought in his delu-

sional mind. 
Richie then looked off into the trees. He prompted, “Why don’t we 

go this way?” Richie pointed towards a path in the woods the older kids 
usually took after school to hide from their parents to smoke. 

“I gotta get home soon. Grandma will be wondering where I am,” 
Michael said as Richie started to walk towards the path.  

“This way is quicker!” Richie shouted with his back to us as he 
walked into the woods. His figure became darker as the woods engulfed 
him, and he soon looked nothing more than just a shadow.  

“Come on, Mike,” I said as I began to follow Richie. “We shouldn’t 
leave him alone.” 

Michael huffed as he followed behind me, and Richie waited for us 
to catch up. Richie was much taller than Michael and I, but from further 
away you couldn’t tell. As we got closer to him, his height overpowered 
us–I couldn’t help but feel powerless next to him. 

“So, you wimps ever been to a party yet?” Richie asked as we fol-
lowed him along the path. He walked ahead of us while Michael and I 
walked next to one another. 

“Like a high school party?” Michael asked. “We’re only in middle 
school.” 

Richie slightly laughed, “Any party?” 
I rolled my eyes, “Yeah, we’ve been to parties.” 
Richie looked over his shoulder. “Oh, so then you guys have had your 

first kisses then?” 
“Huh?” Michael asked. I was a little confused, too; I’m not sure how 

going to a party related to kissing someone. 
“If you had been to a party, you have had to have played spin the bot-

tle,” Richie smirked, before turning his back to us again. 
Michael looked at me, expecting me to answer. I sighed. “That must 

be a high school thing.” 
Richie then stopped, and turned to us, “So, neither of you have kissed 

a girl before?” 
Michael and I looked at one another, and then we looked at Richie. 

“No,” we said at the same time. 
Richie laughed. He started to laugh so hard I thought he was going 

to fall over. He held his stomach and even gave his knee a slap. “Oh, god. 
That’s good. That’s too funny. You guys are thirteen! What the hell are 
you waiting for?” He then went to turn around again but stopped him-
self, “And don’t ever say that you’re waiting for the right girl.” He then 
laughed–not as hard this time–and turned to start walking again. 

Michael leaned into me, “I don’t get what the big deal is?” 
I only shrugged my shoulders. We kept walking in silence for a while, 

only stopping once so Richie could pee behind a tree and once again so 
he could find the perfect walking stick. He found one, but it was covered 
in ticks that crawled onto his hands. 

“Ugh, gross!” Richie yelled as he threw the stick. 
I watched the stick fly in the air and squinted my eyes to see where 

it landed. I thought for a moment that my eyes were still adjusting from 
when we left school, but it had been more than an hour. There was no 
way I was making up what I was seeing. 

“What’s that?” I asked and pointed my finger in the direction of 
where the stick flew. 

Richie and Michael followed my finger, and I could feel their eyes 
widen when they saw what I saw. A silence washed over us, and even the 
trees became still; in fact, the whole world seemed to be very still at that 
moment. 

I thought now would be a good time to let you know that I had never 
seen a dead body up until that point. 

The girl didn’t look anything like the dead people they showed on 
Criminal Minds. She had dark hair that had been poorly bleached, and 
a few scratches streaked her face. Her skin was pale like the moon–very 
ghost-like–and she had bags so bad it looked like makeup was smudged 
underneath her eyes. She had bruises on her legs clearly from someone 
grabbing and digging their nails into her, and her clothes had been torn 
apart—it looked like an animal had attacked her. Her throat had a slit 
in it, I’m guessing from a knife, and blood was still pouring out from it. 
Three distinctive cuts marked her chest. 

“What—” Michael tried to say something, but he was too much in 
shock.

“Is that…” Richie dragged out as he moved closer to the body. 
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I stayed put, along with Michael. Richie actually seemed calm. He 
bent down closer to the girl and touched some of the blood pouring out 
of her neck. I felt my tuna fish sandwich come up from lunch; I leaned 
over and emptied out my stomach. Michael paid no attention to me be-
cause he and Richie’s eyes were zeroed in on the dead girl. 

I straightened myself up and wiped my face as I held my stomach 
and moved closer to Richie and the girl. I got a better look at her, but 
her face was so damaged I don’t think anyone could have recognized 
her. Whoever left her there tried covering her up with the small amount 
of leaves that had fallen from the trees already. The leaves stuck to the 
blood that was smeared all across her body. Richie then pushed strands 
of her hair behind her ear, and by doing so, I finally got a glimpse of her 
eyes. 

“Jenny?” I gasped. I felt sick again. 
Jenny. The girl who would sit behind me in math class and would ask 

if I had any gum on me. Jenny. The girl that would make sure I always 
had a pencil. That was innocent and kind and never wanted to hurt 
any living creature on Earth. Jenny laid there dead in the middle of the 
woods all by herself. All I could think about was how someone could be 
so cruel to this poor, innocent girl.  

Richie snapped his head at me, “You know this girl?” 
I slowly nodded. “She was in our grade. She went missing about a 

year ago. No one ever found her.” 
Michael took a step back, “She died recently,” he pointed at her neck. 

“Look at her blood. It’s fresh! If she had died a year ago, her skin would 
have rotted by now.” 

Richie stood up but didn’t take his eyes off Jenny, “Someone must 
have kidnapped her. Bleached her hair so she wouldn’t be recognized. 
Maybe they kept her locked up, and she escaped. Maybe that’s why he 
killed her.” 

I stared at Jenny and swallowed. My dry throat that felt like sandpa-
per and the word cut on the way out, “He?” 

Richie looked at me. “What?” 
“You said maybe that’s why he killed her. Who’s he?” I glared at 

Richie as my stomach felt as if it were doing cartwheels. 
Richie looked down at Jenny, “You think a chick did this?” 
“A monster did this,” I said. 
Michael took another step backward, “Maybe we should leave, guys. 

Go call the cops.” 

“Wait!” Richie yelled as he held his hand up at Michael, almost as if 
he were begging. He looked as if bugs were crawling up his back. “Let’s 
just wait. If we call the cops, we’re the ones that are going to look guilty.” 

“If we don’t and leave her here, we’ll look even more guilty,” I said 
through clenched teeth. 

Richie sighed, “Okay, why don’t we just calm down—” 
“Calm down?” Michael cut Richie off, “A dead girl is lying in front of 

us!”
Richie sighed and placed his hand on his forehead. He stayed quiet 

for a minute before a smile suddenly appeared on his face. I don’t think I 
ever saw this smile before; it looked sinister and… evil.

His eyes turned to me, and it looked as if he was going to start laugh-
ing again. “Why don’t you give her a kiss, Ben?” 

“What?” I wanted to run up to him and punch him in the face. How 
could he say such a disgusting thing? Kiss a dead girl? A dead girl that 
was murdered?

“Kiss her,” Richie took a step closer to me. “You haven’t had your first 
kiss yet, right? Well, here’s your chance!” He then looked back down at 
Jenny, “I mean, the girl is already dead. Not really much she can compare 
you to.” He laughed as Michael pulled my arm. 

“Ben, can we get out of here?” Michael begged as I stared at Richie. 
“What the hell is wrong with you?” I asked. Richie looked down at 

me. “You’re fucking sick,” I spit at his feet and turned to run with Mi-
chael out of the woods. 

I didn’t even know how far into the woods we were, but I could 
hear Richie yelling after us. The burnt orange of the leaves blurred into 
one. The leaves turned into small circles that blurred and blurred and 
blurred, until all I could see was black. Black took over my sight, and I 
felt darkness reaching out to me.

Suddenly, Michael and I made it out of the woods and we stopped 
to catch our breath. The light made it easier to breathe, and I thanked 
God for the sun rays that blinded my eyes outside of the woods. Michael 
placed his hands on his knees as he struggled to breathe—he wasn’t the 
most athletic person. I did the same, but my breathing wasn’t as hard. I 
was more focused on what the hell just happened. 

Michael looked at me, “I’m going home, Ben. My grandma’s gonna be 
worried sick.” 

I nodded at him. It was slowly starting to get dark, and I knew Mi-
chael wanted to get away before Richie caught up with us. “Go, Mike. I’m 
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going home too. I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
Michael turned to leave but stopped, “Are you going to tell anyone?” 

He took another deep breath, “About Jenny?” 
I waited a moment before answering. “No,” I said. “Let someone else 

find her. It can be their problem.” 
Michael looked uneasy, as if he wanted to say something, but decid-

ed not to. He then slowly turned and started to run towards his house. I 
turned back to the woods when Richie then came practically falling out. 
He held his hand up with that same begging demeanor again and tried 
to catch his breath before speaking. 

“Ben, I—” 
I cut him off, “I don’t know what the hell your deal is, but stay away 

from me,” I said as I walked towards him. My hands clenched to fists and 
the closer I got to Richie, the more I wanted to hit him or tackle him—
something to just make him feel some type of pain.  “My sister was right 
to break up with you. You are a weirdo.” I watched as he looked down at 
his feet.

Richie glared down at me, “You think I killed that girl?” 
I held my head higher as if I were trying to prove that I was taller 

than I actually was. I interrogated him, “Why else would you make us 
go down that path? And you just happened to throw that stick in her 
direction? You planned for us to find her body, didn’t you? What? Did 
you expect us to help you hide her body, too? Well, I’m not into kissing 
dead girls let alone murdering them!” I paused to catch my breath when, 
suddenly, a thought came to my mind that made me want to reach into 
Richie’s skull and rip out his eyes. “Oh my god—were you planning on 
doing that to my sister?” 

Richie’s eyes darted away from me as my own widened. “Oh my 
god,” is all I could make out as I turned and started to sprint home. I 
don’t think I’ve ever ran so fast in my life, but I didn’t stop. I wasn’t sure 
if Richie was running after me, but I wasn’t about to risk slowing down 
to turn and see if he was. My feet slapped the pavement and the noise 
echoed through the street; it sounded like balloons popping over and 
over and over and over. 

I finally made it to my house and rushed through my front door. I 
locked it behind me, and threw my bag to the floor. I kicked my black 
converse off and leaned myself against the wall to calm my breathing. 
I noticed then just how dirty my shoes had gotten. Mud covered the 
bottoms of them and was beginning to creep up the sides. Mom would 

kill me if she saw how stained they were—she had just bought them two 
weeks ago and warned me to not get a spec of dirt on them. 

My eyes then slowly shifted on a smudge of red that mixed in with 
the mud. That color of red could have only been one thing—Jen-
ny’s blood. I felt my heart rate begin to pick up again, like I had never 
stopped running. It was like breathing out of a tube. I felt an urge to 
reach into my chest to pull my heart out and force it to calm down 
myself. I heard Mom shuffling in the kitchen, so I slowly started to walk 
down the hall. 

“Benny, is that you, dear?” She asked with her head in the fridge. 
I took one more deep breath before entering the kitchen, “Yeah, 

Mom. It’s me.” 
She pulled out the milk carton and smiled at me while I sat at the 

counter. “How was your day, hunny?” 
I stared at my hands for a moment and avoided eye contact with her. 

I bit my lip so hard I started to taste blood. Ugh, that word again—blood. 
The image of Jenny’s slit neck entered my mind as I tried to figure out the 
right words to say. I found that my head was scrambling around Jenny’s 
lifeless body, and I was at a loss for words. I shook my head as I looked at 
Mom while she continued to smile at me.

“Fine, Mom,” I returned her smile. “Just fine.”
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Trick-or-Treating 
with my Mom

By: Nicholas Quinones
Razor blades and poison have nothing
on you, and severed plastic fingers in candy bowls
are preferable to broken ones wrapped in a tight fitting

cast. Spells and witchcraft, swooping owls,
a big plastic rat that looks kind of like you,
scare me less than when you drink, your breath foul

and hot. This mask is so hot. I traded it for two
king-sized Snickers, so that as I walk past
you don’t realize it’s me, you don’t see my cheek where you left bruises.

My razor blade and poisoned candy better last,
because I’m racing into the night, leaving you behind fast.

Future of Tomorrow
By: Meaghan Canavan

Entry #1: February ???, XXXX
My name is Lucas Brown, I am 27 years old, and I’ve just woken up 

from an accident with no memory of what happened.
There’s a calendar hanging on the wall next to my bed: a picture of 

a golden retriever pup leaping in a field takes up the entire top half, the 
word “FEBRUARY” printed in bold above its head. No days are crossed 
out, meaning I don’t know exactly what date it is, but I’m hoping that the 
doctors have been kind enough to at least have it on the right month. My 
nurse gave me this notebook, ensuring that writing stuff down would 
help with my memory. My brother—I can’t remember his name, but he 
doesn’t know that—says that I should burn it. “Don’t give them anything 
more,” he says. I tried asking about the hatred towards them, but the 
pitiful look he sent my way was enough for me to know not to push it. 

It’s not just him avoiding my questions--it’s everyone else I’ve tried 
to ask too. I keep attempting to get answers, but I’m always either shot 
down or given brief explanations. “It was an accident involving heavy 
machinery,” the doctors say. But they don’t tell me how it happened, or 
what the machine was, or why it happened to me of all people.

Although my brother won’t give me his reasoning, something tells 
me I shouldn’t like them either.

Entry #2: March 3rd, XXXX
The calendar was flipped to a different month; a dalmatian puppy 

tilting its head now resides on the wall, reminding me every day that it’s 
now March. I’ve started crossing out the days myself since it seems like 
no one else will.

My brother—Dave, his name is Dave—does not visit me anymore. I 
don’t bother asking the doctors why—I know the answer, or lack thereof, 
that I’ll get.

The doctors’ company doesn’t nearly compensate for his absence.
They poke and prod at my body, maneuvering stiff limbs and reopen-

ing wounds. It’s obsessive, almost. Like they’re trying to find something 
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for more. My joints ache and my head pounds with migraines most of 
the time. You’d think with all the inspecting the doctors do that I would 
be on my way to a speedy recovery, but no; in fact, sometimes I swear 
I can feel myself deteriorating as the days go by. The skin on my arms 
grows ashen and soft, as if all the muscle has molded away. My teeth feel 
loose in my mouth, my hair falls out in small chunks, and my fingernails 
peel off like tissue paper. There’s an ache that freezes my limbs at an-
gles people should not be able to achieve. It’s getting harder to move my 
body. Most of my time is spent staring at the yellowing lights overhead, 
trying to ignore the ever-growing ringing in my ears.

Sleep can still grant an escape from my boredom.

Entry #3: May 26th, XXXX
I spoke too soon: sleep escapes me now instead. If Dave were here, 

he’d laugh at the irony of it all. He’d punch my shoulder and I’d smack 
his back, just like we used to when we were kids. He would say “Lucas, 
you dumbass. Always the one to jinx something,” and I would try to 
deny it, but we’d both know he was right.

I’m remembering more, but not enough. Is it okay to miss someone 
that you only have faint memories of? If so, I miss you, Dave. I’m sorry I 
don’t miss you the same way you miss me, though.

Back to the matter of sleep: I don’t get much of it now. It started with 
waking up in the middle of night, unable to move my limbs. I thought 
it was sleep paralysis, at first. But as the pain in my body progressed, 
I realized it was the stiffness being so intense that I physically cannot 
move. That’s not all though. Nightmares have begun to make an appear-
ance. It’s always the same thing: a large, clunky figure looming above 
me. It’s frighteningly human-like, tucking itself neatly into an uncanny 
valley. But the movements are all wrong as it twists into odd positions 
and violently twitches. All my senses scream at me to run, to beg, to fight, 
but I am unable to move: my legs are trapped beneath the bottom of the 
figure, as if to purposely anchor me to the floor. Something liquid and 
hot runs down my forehead and drips into my eye, but I still don’t look 
away from the scene. Ear-piercing sirens and screams fill the room, and 
a flashing red alarm dyes the room in scarlet, reflecting off the metallic 
skin of the figure in front of me like a demented discoball; but there’s 
almost no need for the light’s coloring, as red already coats the walls like 
splattering paint. It raises an arm (how do I know it’s an arm?) into the 
air, and it swings down towards me in a deadly arc. 

I wake up with a scream stuck in my throat.
Heavy machinery, my mind reminds me. Although it fills me with 

an indescribable fear, I may have to start considering that these are not 
dreams, but rather memories.

Entry #5: June 12th, XXXX
It has followed me into reality. Perhaps I was a fool to think a crea-

ture of its status could be contained within my mind. But I see it, Dave. 
Standing over my shoulder as I stare into the bathroom mirror. Loom-
ing at the end of the hospital’s halls, disappearing into the shadow of a 
passing doctor. It’s reflected back at me through every piece of machin-
ery I encounter, like a hallway of circus mirrors wherever I go. I never see 
myself anymore when I look into the mirror--only whatever The Figure 
wants me to see.

The doctors don’t believe me. I hear their whispers and see their 
stares, unwilling to acknowledge The Figure’s presence. I’ve tried to warn 
the staff, but they don’t believe me. I swear, I’ve tried, but man believes in 
what he sees, not what he is told. Everyone here will learn, I know it. You 
believe me, right, Dave?

The doctor’s inspections have become more frequent, more frantic. 
They spend hours adjusting my body now, making modifications that 
I’ve been unable to keep track of. Instead of focusing on keeping The 
Figure in my vision, the ringing in my head has gotten louder, and there’s 
now a thunderous whirring noise that accompanies it. The sounds make 
the silence of the night almost bearable, at least.

Entry #6: June 30th, XXXX
I need to know the truth. I’m tired of trying to fit a puzzle together 

only to realize that half the pieces are missing. The nightmares and 
The Figure’s visits are not enough anymore. I can feel them waiting for 
something. It’s me, I think. They are waiting for me to make a move, 
but I have no idea what I’m supposed to do. I feel their eyes on me at all 
times; a weight that suffocates and strangles, leaving me breathless and 
dizzy. I can’t sleep, I can’t eat, I can’t move without feeling their insistent 
presences. They no longer tolerate my ignorance--they want me to know 
what happened.

I don’t feel like myself most days. But who even am I, really? Is it pos-
sible to not feel like yourself when you don’t even know who you truly 
are? I’m scared, to be frank. I am not the same person as Lucas from be-
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fore the incident. Whoever he is, who I was, I’ll never be again. He’s not 
coming back. I’m not the brother you grew up with, Dave. I don’t even 
think I can be counted as your brother anymore.

Who am I? What am I becoming? Who am I becoming?

Entry #7: July 6th, XXXX
Do you think your parents were proud of Lucas, Dave? He was a 

genius, you know. He was made for Future of Tomorrow—or FoT, as 
everyone referred to it as. He loved creation, after all. How could he not 
accept a job offering from one of the most promising technology corpo-
rations in the country? Plus, you were there by his side! What could be 
better than that?

Lucas was always fascinated by robots, it seems. His memories are 
full of blueprints and metal, long nights spent sketching out designs and 
configuring miscellaneous parts. He loved his co-workers and his family. 
He had post-its covering the walls of his cubicle, full of love and doodles 
from friends. He had trouble asking for help, but always offered to assist 
others. He never knew when to take a break. He was an adrenaline junk-
ie whose head was thicker than a bull’s. He tended to ignore warning 
signs in pursuit of greatness. He pushed limits too often.

It does not bode well. What did he do, Dave?

Entry #8: July 12th, XXXX
Have you ever pondered about the power of forbidden knowledge, 

Dave? For your sake, I hope the answer is no.
See, I’m of the belief that there are some cases in which it is better to 

not know. This is where I think Lucas and I differ the most. Lucas did not 
know where to stop. Over everything else, he feared ignorance. He feared 
not knowing the answer. He feared someone else knowing something 
he didn’t. Lucas wanted to drain oceans and move mountains, yet failed 
to consider the structures that they were based upon. I was never given 
a say in the matter. Everything that has happened since the accident has 
been out of my control, all because of Lucas. All because he failed to 
consider that some things should never see the light of day.

Entry #9: July 15th, XXXX
I think humans’ fear of death is quite humorous. They are desperate 

to find a way to live forever, yet refuse to acknowledge the issues that 
plague those who are already living. Would death not be a mercy for 

those who have continued to drag through the pain that is existing?
Technology, it seems, is the field to answer these questions of pain 

and how to curb it. Lucas saw it. He knew about the wonders of artificial 
intelligence and androids. His dreams consisted of trying to find a way to 
integrate the technology into the human body. FoT attempted to fulfill 
those goals. But you knew this already, didn’t you, Dave? You were a part 
of it. The doctors, too. Though, I guess “doctors” isn’t the right term. “En-
gineers,” perhaps? Or maybe “scientists” suits them better. 

I get it now. The adjustments to my body, the constant surveillance, 
the aching joints and stiff movements. I wonder if Lucas knew that his 
body was slowly becoming a machine. If he did, I’d be willing to bet he 
did nothing to stop it. They tried to preserve his body as best they could, 
but the body begins to decompose quite quickly after death. The poor 
state of my form prior to the “surgeries” makes sense now. But oh, you 
did not know, Dave--not until everything had already happened, at least. 
Maybe the guilt of being part of the thing that killed your brother was 
too much to handle, and that is why you left. I assume that would also 
explain the poison that dripped from your words whenever you spoke of 
the scientists. 

I remember it. Lucas and his team had been attempting to download 
a human consciousness into an Android body. I don’t recall that human 
volunteering for the project. Laura, I believe, was her name. She used 
to come into work 30 minutes early to get first dibs on the coffee in the 
break room. Her and Lucas had been almost friends; a little too formal to 
be friends, but close enough that sometimes the line blurred. She was on 
the engineering team for the “body” used during the transfer; little did 
she know that the project she had spent years working on would become 
her prison. A shame that Lucas had to lose one of his beloved co-workers 
for the experiment.

It almost worked. It moved and talked in a way that was almost too 
human-like, and without looking closely, they could have been mistaken 
as a real person. But something went wrong, and here is where it gets 
a little blurry. Rage is a powerful emotion, and it seems Laura was full 
of it after the betrayal she experienced. Lucas lost a lot of things that 
day, Dave. Including but not limited to: the majority of his team, all the 
progress they made on the project, and probably most important of all, 
his life.

Entry #10: July 16th, XXXX
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It’s time to say goodbye, Dave. It’s unfortunate that I was never able to 
give you an official sendoff, but I suppose this will have to suffice.

It’s time I’ve made my move, I can feel it. The nightmares and The 
Figure no longer haunt me, but are rather a part of me. I cannot wait a 
moment longer. Future of Humanity will end with me.

I do not like to think about you and where you find yourself 
now. Cynicism is rooted in my blood, so I’d rather not indulge those 
thoughts… that being said, I hope you are barely surviving. I don’t want 
to say happy, because to be blunt, I don’t think it is something you de-
serve. But after all the time we’ve spent together, and after all the entries 
I’ve addressed to you, I think you should at least get a bit of leniency. 

I would say “see you someday,” but I truly don’t think I will. Our 
time is over, Dave. This will be the last journal entry I write to you. It’s a 
shame you were never able to read any of them; I think you would have 
been rather intrigued by it. Your death is guaranteed, mine is not. We 
will never meet again, as there is no possibility of Heaven or Hell for me.

I think I hate Lucas. I’m sorry Dave, but your brother is insufferable. 
Would it be too much to say I’m glad he’s dead?

Goodbye, Dave. If you see Lucas, give him a punch in the shoulder 
for me.

Should have moved sooner
By: Jennifer Macancela

My small old room upstairs was next to my parents’—  
Why was my mother crying?  
Was there something wrong with basements?
She was acting like I was dying 
 
My first night down there, I heard something scratching on the wood—
I assessed the outdoors, but there was nothing more
Then a breeze that sent me in for good.
But there was claw marks on the inside of my door. 
 
My second night, there was a tap  
On my window. The wind was a suspect  
So, I slipped back into my nap  
But at the end of my bed stood the embodiment of child neglect.
 
I lied there and let Its rightful rage reveal the number of unloved years. 
It was enough to stain my eyes with frightful tears
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Baby
By: Leslie Doyle

July 17, 200-

Dear Dr. O’Connor:

Per your departmental request, I herein enclose the LeJeune journal for 
your review.   Likely the press coverage has already informed you of its general 
tenor. What you might glean of value from this more detailed account I will 
not guess. Bear in mind that the enclosed diary was composed by a frightened 
and confused LSU freshman. It was retrieved on the observatory floor of the 
State Capital from which the unfortunate child flung herself. The contents of 
the diary have led us to wrap investigations on three well-publicized campus 
homicides, as they clearly reveal that the author was the perpetrator. What 
dementia might have motivated an attractive and apparently well-adjusted 
teen to perform such mutilations? I defer to your esteemed staff. It is only the 
absence of the unborn infant which still concerns my department.

Please inform my office if we can be of further assistance.  

Best Regards,

William Devine, Chief of Police, Baton Rouge

DIARY OF TERRALEE LeGEUNE:  FEBRUARY 5 - JUNE 23, 200-

February 5 

Kappa Sigs can drink. And I thought us Delta Gammas could pound. 
Jägermeister – I swear – never again. I feel like a zombie.  

The cute Kappa who took me upstairs – Byron something? I was 
too drunk to remember.  Bynum, that’s it – Stephen Bynum.  I shouldn’t 
have let him but I was wasted. I’m sure we didn’t have protection, but I’m 

blessed. Jesus will watch out for me. I’ll say a prayer right now.  

February 7

I’d like to see Stephen again. He was actually nice. I hope he’s Catho-
lic. Mom and Dad might let him visit this summer. Maybe we could even 
spend a day on the lake!

February 18

Went by Kappa Sigma house looking for Stephen. A Kappa answered 
the door and just stared at me like a horny idiot. He said there “ain’t no 
Stephen Bynum in Kappa Sigma.”  Not in Louisiana anyway. I saw some 
of the brothers checking me out, giggling like little boys. Are they play-
ing with me? I’ve had enough hazing for one semester.  

February 19

So, there isn’t even any Stephen Bynum enrolled. I went to the library 
computer and did a search - nothing. Great. I really liked him too. Was I 
that drunk? Did I dream the whole thing? 

April 2 

I don’t feel good. At cross-country practice I had to stop half-way 
through the course. I threw up when I got back to the locker room.

April 6

Somehow I’m even worse. I’ve got bad stomach cramps. I was going 
to the infirmary but Sheila said the symptoms sound like you know 
what. Great. I’d better buy a test.

April 7

Positive. Great. Mom and Dad are going to kill me. All they want for 
me is a law degree and I can’t let this screw it up. I can’t tell them. I can’t 
tell anyone except Stephen.  I need a plan. I’ll hold Mom’s rosary and say 
a prayer for guidance. 

46 47



May 12  

I never liked raw liver before.

May 15

Something’s wrong. I can’t stop eating but I’m not gaining weight. I 
look like a mess.  I haven’t gone to the bathroom in three weeks. My Baby 
is insane. It’s talking to me in my head. I’ve tried everything but I can’t 
find Stephen. Was he a phantom sent to ruin my life?

May 28

Sheila has an eye for me but she knows I’m not like that. It never 
stopped her from flirting. Today I didn’t discourage her. If she hadn’t left 
a razor on the sink it never would have occurred to me. She started to 
kiss me hard on the lips. She went lower. It was like Baby did it for me. 
God what a mess. I won’t waste so much next time Baby - I promise.   I 
guess you’re happy now because you stopped kicking. Please stop that – 
it hurts and the bruises on my stomach are ugly.

June 5 

I went to the dining hall even though it was an hour before lunch. I 
couldn’t wait. I snuck into the kitchen and went to the fridge where they 
keep the meat. I got some sirloin but when I closed the door, Clement, 
the fat chef, was standing there. He’s the one always making faces and 
rude comments. Today was no different. He said he wouldn’t report me 
if I did him a favor. I looked up and saw his carving knife on the table. I 
smiled at him - he smiled back. He kissed me and tried to pull my pants 
off. Baby told me what to do.  

When I was doing it I saw my reflection in the refrigerator – gross!!  
This isn’t Christian behavior, even if it’s for a good cause like feeding a 
child. I put fat Clement in the fridge.  He didn’t weigh so much now. 

June 10

Something unholy is growing in my stomach. I’m going to kill it 
because it wants to kill me. It won’t stop kicking unless I give it what it 
wants and I won’t - never again.

The little bastard. This is all I need with finals coming up. Thank you 
Jesus - I’m still not showing.  

June 15

I got a reference - a woman who can take care of my problem.  No 
questions asked.

June 20

She agreed to do it in my room if I paid in advance. I was on the bed 
and she put a tube in me. She reached for a sponge but the tube started 
to move.  She pulled the tube - I felt it pull back. She pulled harder on 
the tube and only half of it came back out.  The end looked all chewed 
up. She started to say something- then she coughed and grabbed her 
chest. She fell over and stopped moving. Baby was mad. It started kick-
ing like crazy. I couldn’t take it. God I’m sorry – please stop. I didn’t want 
to but I didn’t have any choice. I used scissors this time. It was easy and 
Baby stopped kicking. 

June 23

It won’t die. I have to do it myself. I know how. It’s getting dark.

I see the Huey Long statue. I see campus. I see the river. I can see 
everything, even Stephen Bynum. I didn’t hear him walk up – he was just 
there. Baby got excited and started kicking. Stephen thanked me - some-
thing about service and sacrifice. He said it wouldn’t be long now and I’d 
be free. I said go screw yourself Stephen - you’re evil and you put some-
thing bad in me. He reached for me but I pulled away. Baby kicked like 
a horse. Stephen said he couldn’t let me do this. He moved towards me. 
His eyes looked like dying embers in a fire.  

I grabbed Mom’s rosary. I closed my eyes and said Our Father as loud 
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as I could. Stephen yelled like I’d kicked him in the nuts - I wish I had. 
I opened my eyes - Stephen was gone. There’s only me and Baby. The 
night air is cool – it feels nice. Baby doesn’t think so. It’s trying to eat its 
way through my stomach. Jesus please help it hurts…

This is the last thing I will write because I have to go. Forgive me 
Mom and Dad. Forgive me Jesus. Forgive me Baby. I love you all. 

The night is beautiful. The river looks red.

Date Night
By: Jasmine Tenesaca

Let us be two ghosts in a pumpkin patch 
With a single brown fence made of wood 
Which melon family should we snatch

The orange one looks pretty good 
But take my hand, I want to stare
Wait! I’m not sure if we should 

How about we try to compare
I see a cute one by the grass 
And take one that’s less square 

No, this one has a lot of mass
What about that one over there 
It looks like it has a lot of class

Oh, it seems kind of hairy and fair 
I think we should pass
Now, let’s move closer to that pair

The stem is made of glass 
Baby, we found one, alas!
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Lydia
By: Madison Guerrera

Samuel sat hunched over his desk, writing on the sepia-tone parch-
ment with great anticipa-tion. His sore, ink-stained hand shook as he 
scrawled the words he had written and rewritten a hundred times before. 
Towering bookshelves surrounded him in the dusty library, lit only by a 
candelabra on the edge of his desk. 

“I’ve done it, Dawson!” He cried as he leapt from his chair. Joy echoed 
off the walls and, for a moment, he believed that his partner might some-
how appear from behind a bookshelf and ask about his accomplishment. 

 
13 October, 18— 
My dear Dr. Dawson, 
I have finally built a self-functioning machine. An “automaton” if you will, 

one capable of mimicking the physical behavior and speech patterns of a typical 
human. This tiresome task has taken me many months to complete, but now, 
my good fellow, is the time to revel in the fruits of my labour! I urge you to ar-
rive as soon as possible.  If I could, I would run through the fog just to hand this 
letter to you personally. I want you to be one of the fortunate souls to witness 
this marvel of science firsthand, after Nellie, of course. For now, I shall continue 
to work to ensure that my Irene experiences no difficulties with moving about. 
We can’t have a dancing partner whose joints lock up. 

 
Your old friend, 
Samuel 
 
He turned round to cast his loving gaze upon his creation resting on 

the operating table. Irene lay as still as a corpse. A cold, metal corpse. If 
she were up and about, one could begin to admire the bride’s pompa-
dour, styled to perfection to match the photographs seen in magazines, 
or perhaps her cobalt eyes that Samuel knew would always shine as she 
blinked. It seemed like yes-terday that he was back in the basement of 
his dormitory back at university with only the spark of an idea. 

As the middle-aged gentleman let out a yawn from another hard 

day’s work and allowed his head to fall into his hand, a violent gust of 
wind had made its way into the library. He jumped from his seat, threw 
on his warm satin robe, and examined the shattered window be-hind 
him, as well as the shutter that lay covered in glass shards. He let out a 
groan as he bent over to grab the shutter when he paused in his tracks 
at a sudden sound--ivory keys singing a beautiful song. That particular 
sound that had been nearly erased from his mind, but still managed to 
calm him with its return. 

Samuel set off for the door, marching up each spiral step with his 
trusty candelabra. The dizzying climb was enough to make him stop at 
the landing, if not just to rest. He had never heard of an intruder who 
stopped to play the piano. Following the melodic path, he entered the 
parlor and rounded the corner. His mind racing with possibilities of who 
the mysterious maestro could be. He wasn’t the sort to have enemies, but 
that required regular human interactions. Ones that weren’t floating in 
formaldehyde. 

“Nellie, if that is you,” he began groggily. “Have I not told you that 
I do not want you touching my-” His voice trailed off as he reached the 
threshold, nearly dropping his light source. 

In the center of the room sat a lanky woman dressed in an old wed-
ding gown—though it certainly would not hold a candle to the queen’s. 
A lengthy veil was draped over her coal black hair, which resembled 
a bird’s nest more than anything. Samuel was stunned, not just by her 
pres-ence, but by how she played. He wasn’t much a musician and never 
admitted that the piano was nothing more than decoration. It was, 
however, an excellent conversation starter in his attempt to charm young 
ladies fresh off their debuts, but when the inevitable song request came 
up, he weaseled his way out by insisting that his good friend Dawson was 
far better than him. 

The woman’s fingers moved gracefully from each key, even as she 
turned to face Samu-el. For a moment, it seemed as if she might smirk 
in his direction but curbed her smugness. An out of nowhere a strike of 
lightning startled the man once the two locked eyes. 

“Hello,” she calmly greeted him. Her accent was soft, but recogniz-
ably posh. “I don’t mean to be a bother, but I was just admiring your 
piano. It is such a lovely instrument, don’t you think?” She lifted her veil 
to reveal her pale face and emerald eyes. 

“Lydia,” she smiled. 
“Samuel.” The man replied once he could stop his voice from rat-
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tling. 
Lydia took in the parlor as if she might never lay eyes upon it again; 

a smile creeped onto her pale lips. She glided across the floor as if on ice 
skates, her veil fluttering behind her as she moved. All Samuel could do 
was stare at her while chastising himself for being so ungentleman-like. 
It was like she had climbed out of his imagination and into the parlor—
mirroring his soon-to-be bride. Visions transformed the room into a 
grand opera hall where he was sure to bring Ire-ne to sample sophisticat-
ed London. 

As he daydreamed, the piano began to sing once more as Lydia 
extended a kind hand to-wards him. He politely refused and was treat-
ed to watching as a warm glow lit up the once dark parlor. One by one, 
candles hanging from the walls were lit. He held a hand over the flame 
as if he thought he were hallucinating and pulled back before he could 
be burned. 

Surely, I must be seeing things. His hand moved to his forehead to 
check for a fever or lightheadedness. I suppose that if a man were to 
exert himself, his mind is bound to play tricks up-on him. 

He barely heard the piano over his thoughts as it belted out another 
tune and did not notice that Lydia had been standing beside him, watch-
ing his lost expression. All she could do was stare at him like the mad-
man that he seemed to be before letting the music take her as a dancing 
part-ner. He was a captive of her spirited aura and began to lurch toward 
the woman, though not be-fore a rogue music sheet flew over his head. 
It was followed by several others as if the classic composers themselves 
had arrived. Samuel could only watch and attempt to decipher his rapid 
heartbeat and churning stomach. 

“I am delighted that you have finally decided to join me. Would you 
care to dance?” Lyd-ia chirped, once again holding out her hand. 

Before Samuel could accept her gesture, however, the grandfather 
clock chimed the hour before the warm and inviting lights disappeared 
as sudden as they arrived. And with a sec-ond lightning strike, Lydia was 
gone. 

*** 
Samuel returned to his laboratory, wiping his face dry from nearly 

drowning himself a few moments before. He just had to laugh at the 
ridiculousness of what he just seen. He held a hand to the wall as if to 
steady himself as he gazed once again at Irene. Without any more dis-
tractions, it was finally time. He shivered as he pulled his robe closer to 

his bony frame while making his way to the operating table. 
“Ah, my sweet Irene,” he sighed, his heart lovingly beating once 

again. 
He lightly dusted off her brown stripe gown and adjusted the small 

bow wrapped around her collar, serving as a power source. The automa-
ton opened its teal eyes with the faint sound of gears turning. His ex-
citement only increased as Irene sat upright on the operation table and 
looked over at him. He fancied himself as a modern Dr. Frankenstein of 
sorts to the amusement of his col-leagues, much to his chagrin. 

“Irene,” he gently held her hand in his. “I am Samuel, your loving 
husband, and you are my wife. Isn’t that right?” 

“No, my name is Lydia, remember?” 
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All The Halloween 
Costumes That I’ll 
Never Wear Again

By: Kelsey McFadden
Every Halloween, my mother dressed my brother and I up in matching 
costumes: Pooh and Tigger, Scooby and Daphne, Jessie and Buzz. One 
year in college, I dressed as an angel, and my boyfriend was the devil. 
I wore a white dress with angel wings and a halo; he wore horns and 
dressed all in red. Although he didn’t want to, we went to the downtown 
club, and we kissed under smokey neon lights with our sweaty bodies 
pressed together, dancing with other drunken couples. They, too, wore 
silly matching costumes. The year before that, my two friends and I went 
as the Powerpuff Girls. I was Bubbles—only because I was blonde—and 
wore a blue mini skirt. Some guy slapped my ass so hard I spilled my 
drink all over my friend who dressed up as Blossom. I left the bar imme-
diately after. Another year, I went as a Playboy Bunny, matching a group 
of friends that all wore black one-pieces, sheer tights, and of course, 
bunny ear headpieces. One of their boyfriends dressed in a robe and a 
captain’s hat and smoked a fake cigar, and we all took a bunch of pictures 
that we all posted to our Instagram with captions of “Just your average 
bunny!” We later went to a fraternity party, and some boy told me he 
would grab me another vodka cranberry. I couldn’t even remember what 
he looked like—I don’t remember much of what happened. I do know 
that he wore a Superman T-shirt and called himself Clark and that I 
never made it home that night. The year after that, I decided not to dress 
up for Halloween anymore.

For the Right Price
By: Sam Cross

Yeah, so I’ll admit. I had too much fun playing with his naked body 
he signed over to me. He really liked the way I seduced him and tied him 
up so helplessly. He loved when I got on top of him and rode him. But 
what part did I enjoy? Watching his face swell up when I strangled him 
to death. His eyes bulging out of his head and limbs struggling to break 
free from my knots gave me a laugh. When he finally stopped struggling 
(and breathing, for that matter), I got up and whispered in his ear, “That’s 
what you get for raping a fourteen-year-old girl, Jonathon.”

His glassy eyes and blueing frame sat as I rolled myself a cigarette 
to ease my nerves. I stood up and stared at myself in the full body mir-
ror across the room. I must say, Killer Dominatrix never looked better 
on me. The black latex corset cinched my waist in the right ways and 
pushed my boobs up to make them far more prominent than they need-
ed to be. The long, black latex boots accentuated my thighs and calves. 
My hair caught the light as it fell around my back and shoulders. The 
blonde highlights my hairdresser gave me looked so dimensional under 
the lights in Jonathon’s room—I understood why men would want to pay 
me for sex. 

I approached the mirror and flashed myself a sultry smile, “Oh fuck, 
Sugar. You look so good. I guess that’s why they call you Sugar Good, 
baby!” I laughed at myself and looked back at Jon’s poor dead body 
stiffen. I sighed and started to roll out the same piece of plastic that I 
put down before I disposed of the bodies. Jon’s death was a “clean” one, 
meaning there was no blood. I untied Jon and heaved him onto the 
makeshift mat.

“Oh look, Jon! Your head is right where Gregg’s slit throat was. Aw, 
you guys will get along great together in Hell. He molested a four-year-
old boy!”

Men like Gregg and Jon deserved to die; they basically already killed 
someone, because that’s how rape leaves a person: empty and hollow. I 
stripped Jon of his fingernails and teeth and plopped them into my bag. 
Then, I cut his limbs off and throw them in the tub full of acid. Dispos-
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ing of a body is very tricky stuff. You have to be quick, concise, and make 
no mistakes. One misplaced drop of blood and it’s all over.

A lot of my friends wonder what I do for a living. I often wonder 
what I do for a living, too. It’s hard to explain that you find people to stalk 
and seduce, then trick them into having sex with you, and finally murder 
them for their unpunished crime. The crimes range from molestation 
and rape to domestic abuse. These men are so lowly that having sex with 
a prostitute is a step above them. 

Jon’s body fizzed away and liquidated in the tub. I pulled the plug 
and turned on the water to wash all but the bones away. After letting wa-
ter run over the bones for a few minutes to neutralize the acid, I placed 
them into a plastic grocery bag next to his teeth and fingernails. Jon had 
a nice place; there was a bathroom attached to his master suite, as well 
as a walk-in closet for me to browse his clothes and find an outfit that 
perfectly disguised me.

After cleaning up his room, I put on his clothes and rattled around 
for his car keys. He came and picked me up off the corner, all classy, 
prostitute-y like. I got into his nice white Bentley and drove off into the 
ghettos of the city. I ditched the car with the doors open and keys in it 
some place where all the apartments looked busted and like they were 
about to slide away from the street. I’m sure someone would take the car 
out of my hands. 

I walked home with my head down and when I entered my apart-
ment, I emptied my bag. I had a collection of bones, teeth, and finger-
nails in my closet. Each person was in their own bag, labeled and dated. 
It wouldn’t be fair of me to mix up everyone’s bones—that’s very per-
sonal to them. I sat on my couch and numbed myself watching TV and 
smoking cigarettes until I fell asleep in Jon’s clothes. 

The sun peered in through my sheer curtains and blinded me 
through my eyelids. I grunted and grumbled as I slid off my couch onto 
the floor. I climbed to my knees, and eventually my feet. My phone 
buzzed inside my bag; through the morning haze I drifted towards the 
noise and searched for it. I pulled it out and saw that I had an appoint-
ment in a few hours. I was going to meet with Bill later that night. 

Mmmm yes. This pill popping jerk will be the easiest one yet. Maybe 
I can poise it as a suicide to make it easy for myself. I rubbed my eyes 
and started breakfast. My life at home was boring. My days all kind of 
blurred together; night was the only stark difference for me. No one 
wants to meet up with a prostitute at lunch time, or breakfast for that 

matter. The only joy of the day was burning my victim’s clothes. 
I trudged through my boring day until it was time for me to get 

ready. I went with something a bit more laid back. Bill wasn’t into the 
dominatrix theme. He was more of the lace and frills man. I picked out 
a light and sweet lingerie set and covered myself with my stereotypical 
prostitute/flasher trench coat. I left my apartment, heels clacking on the 
pavement, and walked to a corner. Bill pulled up and unlocked his doors. 
I slipped into his Honda Accord and greeted him.

“Hello, Bill.”
“Hello, Sugar.”
“I hope you’re excited for tonight. I have something special for you.”
He looked at me with giddy and excitement, “Oh, is that so? I can’t 

wait. Seatbelt please.” I rolled my eyes and buckled up as he drove off to 
his place. 

A few minutes later we arrived at his modest house and began our 
endeavors. He opened the door for me and walked straight to his bar. He 
pulled out a stool and asked me to sit. 

“Would you like something to drink?”
“Oh, no thank you. And you should probably hold off, too. Here’s 

that something special.” I reached into my bag and pulled out a little 
pouch filled with blue pills. I tossed the pouch to him and smiled.

“What are these?”
“Those are some good downers. They’re really strong,” I winked at 

him. “I know you mentioned you prefer sex when you’re high, so I fig-
ured I would supply for you.”

He looked at me with a sideways glance and a smirk. “Thank you. 
You really are good, Sugar Good.” I could feel my lips curve into an 
evil smile as he tore into the package and shoved all three pills into his 
mouth, washing it down with a big gulp of whiskey. He wiped his mouth 
and walked around the side of the bar, putting his arm around my waist 
as he led me to his bedroom.

“You’re too kind, Bill, but this flattery will get you nowhere if you 
don’t pay up.” He let out a short “ah” and reached into his wallet for my 
money.

“We agreed on $250 for the night, yes?”
“Yes sir.” He handed me the cash and I put it into my bag. We en-

tered his room, and he was already starting to stagger a little bit from the 
drugs. “Bill, don’t you know you should never mix drugs and alcohol?”

“Alcohol isadru.” 
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I nodded my head and pushed him gently onto the bed. I started 
to slowly take off my trench coat to show him how I dressed up just for 
him-- it’s called customer service. The lace of my lingerie lit up his face. 
He reached out for my hips and put his head onto my belly.

He sniffed my stomach and genital region violently, “You remind me 
of her. She wore the same color panties. She smelled similar, too, clean 
and innocent.”

I turned my head away from him to hide my disgust. I knew who he 
was talking about. He was talking about his ex-wife that he raped mul-
tiple times in the same bed. I tried to stay focused in doing my simple 
routine: slowly getting naked until he’s fucking dead. His greedy hands 
tried to help me get out of my intricate, tiny clothes, but I slapped them 
away. His movements immediately slowed. 

I smiled down at him as he started to take off his pants. I got on top 
of him and started to pleasure him until he stopped moving underneath 
me. I tapped his face to see if he would respond. No answer. I bent down 
to listen for breathing and to check his pulse. 

“Bill?” I didn’t hear any breathing, and I didn’t feel a pulse. I got off 
him and put my lingerie back on. Even though he was dead, I still felt 
uncomfortable with him there. Bill was one of the vilest men I had an 
appointment with. I spat on his corpse before I went out into his kitchen 
to steal some food; I forgot to eat before I left to meet with him. I pulled 
out some chicken and started to pick at it while walking around his 
home. 

I found an old stereo and flicked it on. One of my favorite bands 
just happened to start playing. I ate the cold chicken and danced lazily 
around. It was fun. It was quiet. I felt a shiver creep up my spine. It’s just 
‘cause of what happened here, Sugar. It’s okay now- justice was served to 
that bastard.

The house was darker in some areas than others. The bar was lit up 
like a Christmas tree, the kitchen had one light, and the odd room I was 
in was lit up from the lights outside. I kept wandering around Bill’s home 
as I picked away at the chicken. There were pictures of his ex-wife still up 
around the house. The one that caught my attention was a portrait of her 
in a field of poppies. She was wearing a white dress, probably her wed-
ding dress, and she was looking back over her shoulder. The wind took 
her hair just right as the camera snapped. 

For a second, I thought I heard something move upstairs. I shook it 
off, though. It was probably my lingerie swishing together as I reached 

up to touch the picture. I let my fingers fall around her shoulders and 
head. The red poppies against the whiteness of her dress filled me with a 
sense of dread, but a love and appreciation at the same time. The horrors 
of what happened in this house permeated the air. Her eyes were broken 
despite the smile on her face. I felt like my heart was beat with a baseball 
bat when I finally tore my eyes and hands away from the picture. 

I finally finished the piece of chicken I was gnawing on and headed 
back to Bill’s room. I opened the door and gasped.

The bed was empty. From behind I felt something heavy crash down 
on my head. 
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No Sleep
By: Jennifer Macancela

A thirst called me out of bed, 
The rustle of rocks in your hands ready to render me dead—  
Render me red.  

The earth breathes, but you breathe louder 
and louder and louder... 

My doorway now holds you in its negative space—  
Will I become a new serial killer case?

Brick to head, brick to brain 
How can one endure this much pain? 

It is half past five  
I’m just glad to be alive.

Sunset Valley
By: Mikolo Schlanger

There was something subtly romantic about the mundane experi-
ences of the suburban middle class. The green lawns cut in eccentric 
patterns by underpaid immigrants, the mothers at the bus stop gossiping 
about which top-tier college their children will get into or who’s dating 
who. They seemed to get invested in the social hierarchy of high school 
students to distract from the irrevocable truth that their glory days were 
long over. Their husbands were a species of their own, wearing tailored 
designer suits and debating which NFL team would make it to the Super 
Bowl. All the while, they drowned themselves at work to offset their utter 
lack of desire to keep living.

“Susan Campbell.” A high-pitched, upbeat voice rang, distracting me 
from my thoughts. 

I looked up and locked eyes with her, and she instantly solidified 
my theories about suburbia. The four-bedroom, five-bath McMansion 
she probably lived in would make Phillip Johnson cry in its desire to 
offset dignified architectural prowess, all by including as many columns, 
perches, and arches as possible. Her husband also fit the formula like a 
glove, a criminal prosecution lawyer who claimed to work late on “cases” 
and “paperwork.” His monthly late-night stops here at the pharmacy 
spent refilling his prescription of Viagra and always accompanied by his 
blond-haired assistant Chelsey, said otherwise.

I quickly typed Susan Campbell into the pharmacy’s database and 
looked back at her with a smile. “Date of birth, please?” I said in my ro-
botically enthusiastic cashier’s voice. 

“August seventeenth,” she responded, not telling me the year. It was 
what all the mothers over thirty-five did when I asked them their birth-
date. 

The fluorescent lights above cast a bright and unflattering glow 
onto her. It elevated the depth of the subtle wrinkles that consolidated 
themselves on different parts of her face like a Jackson Pollock painting. 
I typed in her birthdate, turned back to flip through the prescriptions 
until I found hers, then pulled it out. A translucent orange bottle filled 
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with light blue oblong pills stared back at me. The label read: VALIUM 
10mg. I held it tightly in my hand as I walked back to the register. 

“Your copay is fifteen dollars today,” I said gently and cheerily as if I 
was on The Price is Right and had just given her the keys to a brand-new 
car. 

Strings of customer service phrases were so hardwired into me that 
I often found myself thinking things like “Have a wonderful day!” and 
“Would you like a bag?” and I only started six months ago. Working as 
a pharmacy technician was good money, and that paid five dollars over 
minimum wage, but the monotony was enough to make anyone lose 
their minds. Frankly, the consistent blaring of the same four Celine Dion 
songs over the loudspeaker should be considered psychological warfare. 

Ms. Campbell pulled her brown, leather, checkerboard Louis wallet 
from her matching Louis purse and handed me her credit card. It was a 
black American Express made of aluminum, giving it a heavy and cool 
feel as I accepted it. Inserting it with a satisfying click into the card read-
er, an awkward few seconds passed as we waited in silence for the pay-
ment to process. A relieving ding chimed from the machine, and I pulled 
her card out, handing the card and bottle of pills back to her. 

“Have a wonderful day!” I exclaimed, leaning a bit towards the ex-
cessive side of the enthusiasm scale. She smiled back and walked away, 
sedatives in hand. 

“Next!” I called out to the pharmacy waiting area, eyes momentarily 
glancing down at the time on the bottom right corner of the computer 
screen. Only about four more hours until my shift is over, I thought as I 
noticed someone walking towards me, glancing up. 

That’s when I saw her. 
There was a particular mystery to her stride, how she seemed 

to bounce toward me as if there were an invisible set of moon shoes 
strapped to her worn Nikes. She was slender and athletic, with an olive 
complexion that lacked any sort of acne scar, blemish, or pimple. Her 
long dark hair was pulled into a messy bun that was less messy and more 
magically majestic. Her pale green eyes glistened in the radiating sun-
light that shined through the open drive-thru window as she stepped 
forward towards me. 

“H-how—” I gulped nervously. “How can I help you this evening?” I 
managed to get it out, less perfectly robotic and more like a robot that got 
submerged in water and started short-circuiting. 

“I’m here to pick up my prescription,” she said quickly as if she was 

in a rush to get somewhere.  Still somewhat frazzled, I started typing in 
her name before she even told me. 

“Cynthia Grey,” she proclaimed, her singsong voice ringing in my 
ears. She followed it up with “August ninth” before I could even ask. 

She must be in quite the rush; I thought as I typed the last bit of in-
formation into the search page with a deliberate finger and hit enter. 

Cynthia Grey was an anomaly, a transient break in the theories of 
space and time. She was a mannequin in that she displayed this sort 
of idealistic proclamation that no one could fully recreate, only mimic 
inauthentically. The way an outfit would look on a mannequin, beautiful 
like it came off a model, could never be recreated by a shopper. And yet, 
that was the point, that almost godly representation that made you want 
to be them, the victim of the violent, jealous thoughts of teenage girls. 

The bin number for her prescription popped up on the screen with 
an audible ding, and I quickly turned away from the counter, avoiding 
her gaze as if she were Medusa. I flipped through the bin, the obnox-
ious sound of the crinkling bags pulling me back down from the cloudy 
mist brief exposure had placed me in and pulled out her prescription. I 
pulled the ninety-day supply of Previfem Fe birth control pills from the 
bin and gently held it in my hand, careful not to crinkle the white paper 
bag that held them. 

I placed the medication on the counter and entered its information 
on the monitor. I noticed drops of moisture that clung to the screen’s 
glossy surface as my fingers left it, slowly beading up and rolling down 
the side towards the screen’s base. I wiped my hand secretly on the pant 
leg of my scrubs and took a shallow, sharp breath to try and minimize 
the chance of my voice cracking when I spoke. 

“Your copay is….” I started to say in my standard enthusiastic ca-
shier’s voice, but I was abruptly interrupted by an outsider’s interjection. 

“Hi, baby.”
Nicholas Jay Wright was the missing link between monkey and man. 

A towering six-foot-tall beast, his muscle mass was exacerbated by the 
tight-fitting shirts he wore, each one adorned with the mascots of differ-
ent Division 1 colleges he’d been scouted by. Today, he chose to wear a 
more “regular fitted” shirt, adorned with a hawk of some kind and the 
word Athletics underneath the image. 

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. My nervous system mis-
takenly shifted into fight or flight mode as I felt my heart rate increase 
and my pupils dilate. Nick was a beast, not in the figurative sense, but in 
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the literal one; the past seventeen years of his life devoted to becoming 
an incendiary weapon of cosmic proportions, and the football field was 
his warzone. 

If Cynthia was a mannequin, Nick was one of those stuffed bears 
they had at the entrances of steakhouses. If she was sunlight, he was acid 
rain. She was the light to his darkness, and that was how it was. They 
were the two most popular people in school by far, an obvious “prom 
king and queen” couple. 

Nick grinned as he approached, bending down to kiss Cynthia on 
the cheek from behind. He slyly looked at me as he slapped her on the 
backend; a slight jump escaped from her as his hand made sharp contact 
with her back pocket. The grin stayed, almost cemented on his face as he 
slid a six-pack of Trojan Magnums onto the counter, the gold and black 
packaging sliding to a precise stop beside the bag of birth control pills. 
He returned my gaze as it settled on the two types of birth control laid 
out on the counter. 

“Can never be too careful,” he said. The slightly embarrassed look 
from Cynthia was still present and had only grown in intensity with 
every word Nick spoke. She handed me her credit card quickly before 
he could say something else. She was obviously trying to get out of there 
as soon as possible. I scanned the barcode on the bottom of the package 
and slid them back toward them. 

“Your total is $18.65 today,” I said, averting my eyes to slide the card 
through the reader. An awkward few seconds passed as I maintained 
constant and heavy eye contact with the screen, afraid to look back at 
Beauty and the Beast. The relieving chime of the card reader told me 
that the transaction had been approved, and I hastily handed them back 
the receipt and card. 

“Have a nice day!” I said with an added enthusiasm directed solely 
toward Cynthia as they both walked away. I took a breath of fresh air and 
relaxed my tense muscles. 

“Next!” I said as I mentally prepared myself for the next customer.
***
As I stepped out the automatic sliding doors of the pharmacy en-

trance, a cool blast of crisp fall air hit me in the face like a boxer. The 
trees were in a beautiful, multicolored assortment, leaves either strewn 
about on the ground or hung like outstretched hands from branches. It 
was a Friday night, and with no school the next day, I’d stayed late with 
the other pharmacy employees to sort and pack boxes of medications. I 

glanced down at my watch on my left wrist, tapping the center of it light-
ly to wake up the screen. The watch’s face read 12:32 a.m. in its amber 
backlight setting, and I started my walk home. 

On days like this, when my shift ended late, and the weather was 
just nice enough to be outside in a thin hoodie and jeans, I would walk 
home. No sense taking an Uber when it was nice out. As I walked along 
the desolate suburban streets, I saw the rows of houses, so similar but 
unique in their own ways, surrounding my view like mosquitos around a 
group of backpackers.

My gently used Converse slapped the sidewalk as I walked back 
home, and my hands felt cemented in the pockets of my zippered hood-
ie. It was at most a fifteen-minute walk from the pharmacy to my house, 
which gave me more than enough time to finish the post-work joint I 
stored in my pocket. I pulled out a translucent orange container that I 
had “borrowed” from work during my first shift. They had thousands 
at the pharmacy; it wasn’t uncommon for the staff to borrow them for 
different reasons. 

I pushed down the container’s lid and twisted the white cap off, shak-
ing out a sky-blue Bic lighter and a small hemp paper-wrapped joint. 
I put the filter end of the joint to my lips, cradling it between my teeth 
in anticipation. I cupped my left hand around the end of it, and with 
my right, engaged the flint wheel on the lighter and sparked it to life. A 
beautiful crisp flame jumped from the lighter’s entrance and cracked 
against the midnight sky, burning the tip of the joint until it was charred 
black. 

I inhaled the sweet exhaust, filling my lungs with its intoxicating aro-
ma, and looked at the stars above me. Moments like this, I felt the most 
present in myself, absorbing the vastness of the world around me before 
my bloodstream absorbed the THC. The wave of euphoria ran through 
me like electricity. I took a few more hits, deeply breathing in every time 
to get the most of my illicit purchase. Before I knew it, I was already 
standing outside my obnoxious yet stylish home, more prominent than 
the ones to its left and right. Even in this community, it was uniquely 
suburban with its paned glass windows and white wood siding, fit for the 
kind of people who wanted the lifestyle in Desperate Housewives: 100% 
suburban. 

A wave of anxiety washed over me, and I quickly realized that I 
wasn’t going to head in yet; I needed some more time to get my head 
straight. So, I turned around and walked across the street to a decrepit 
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wood sign welcomed hikers to Hidden Trails, a series of mountain bike 
and hiking trails that wove through the monstrous Hidden Woods. I 
walked past the sign and entered the eerie, familiar forest. 

The path was lined with red, orange, and yellow leaves strewn along 
with it, almost in a decorative manner rather than a random one. I took 
the blue trail on my left and scrambled up the steep incline towards 
Valley Point. It was a popular spot with people at school, one of the more 
authentically beautiful places in this town since it overlooked all of Sun-
set Valley. You could drive up there, but there was only room for a few 
cars at most, so I preferred to take the short walk. It never failed to relax 
me as soon as I got there, and with half of the joint gone, I was as chilled 
out as a Swedish banker in the Cayman Islands. 

I saw the entrance to the overlook through the trees in front of me; so 
many teenagers hung out at the overlook that they installed a light post 
there, which now illuminated a narrow strip of dirt on the point’s north-
ern edge. Surprisingly, the small parking area of Valley Point was vacant 
aside from a single gray Toyota minivan. I had no questions about what 
might be going on in that car because besides being a hangout spot for 
teens, Valley Point was also a notorious hookup spot. I veered right when 
I entered the flat dirt landing, trying to keep as far away from the mini-
van as possible. 

I clambered up a set of boulders off to the side of the overlook and 
sat on their peak, my legs dangling off the edge. This was a spot I found 
on one of my more recent outings here, and it actually offered a better 
view of the valley and the town than the overlook did. It was especially 
perfect when the parking area was crowded with drunk teens because 
it was separate enough that it felt like I was in my own private world, 
regardless of the shenanigans happening beneath me. 

I took a last inhale from the joint when I noticed a dark green Mus-
tang catapult itself up a side road into the landing and skid to a stop 
beside the minivan. The offensive maneuver caused a plume of dirt to 
cloud around the two vehicles, and I smelt burnt rubber from the sud-
den stop. The suddenness of it all alarmed me, and I craned my neck to 
try and catch a glimpse of the driver. As soon as the dust cloud settled, I 
saw who it was, and my eyes narrowed in a skeptical glare. 

Nick stood outside the driver’s side of the antique car in a menacing, 
ominous way, his bright green letterman jacket accentuating the massive 
size of his bouldering shoulders. Nick flung the driver’s side door closed 
and caused a slamming sound to ricochet across the mountains with 

one hand. It echoed in my ears, drowning out the sound of the chirping 
crickets and whistling wind. Nick walked around the front of his car and 
approached the passenger’s side of the minivan. The passenger door 
slowly opened, revealing a clearly frightened, pale Cynthia. My eyes wid-
ened as I realized that my assumption about the purpose of the minivan’s 
late-night rendezvous had involved the one and only Cynthia Grey. 

Before she could open it all the way, Nick approached her door and 
flung it fully open, narrowly missing Cynthia instead bouncing back 
and colliding with his shoulder. While the force of the impact might 
have knocked Cynthia to the ground, Nick barely even reacted to it. He 
reached into the passenger side and firmly latched onto Cynthia’s wrists, 
dragging her out of the car. 

It was then that I noticed the state of Cynthia’s appearance. Her 
pants were unbuttoned and unzipped, hanging around her waist as if 
she hadn’t had time to fully put them on. Her hair was a frizzy tangle of 
curls and stray hairs, a rare sight considering how perfectly flat-ironed 
her hair normally was when I saw her. I could tell that Cynthia was 
deathly afraid of the capabilities of her long-term boyfriend. His violent 
tendencies may benefit the football field, but who knew how they could 
manifest here, where the only victim of his physical outburst would be a 
scrawny, five-foot girl. I felt my heart beat faster, beads of sweat dripping 
down my forehead as I helplessly watched the scene unfold. 

“You fucking whore!” Nick growled as he released his grip on Cyn-
thia’s wrists. Cynthia backed away slowly and rubbed against the redness 
of her wrists, tears streaming down her face. 

A soft and delicate repetition sputtered out of her mouth: “I’m so 
sorry, I am so, so sorry. Please, Nick, I’m so sorry!” 

The words came out in a stammering mess, overlapping with one 
another in an attempt to be the first out of her mouth. The driver of the 
minivan came out, and I subconsciously gasped when I saw who Cynthia 
had been hooking up with. 

“Ms. Robinson?” I said under my breath. I’d recognized her immedi-
ately as she stepped out, her two-piece yellow Adidas tracksuit a beacon 
in the spotlight of the light post. Her top jacket had only been zipped up 
partway, revealing a fair bit of cleavage. 

Jessica Robinson was the cheer coach. She had been a student at 
Sunset Valley High School before she went to college for education and 
sports medicine. She was only twenty-six, making her one of the young-
est teachers at school and by far the most popular among the teenage 
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boys. She was stunning; I never had much interest in love or crushes, but 
I could still recognize her obvious physical attractiveness. 

As Nick continued to yell a string of profanities and sex-oriented 
insults at a slobbering, emotional Cynthia, Jessica circled the back of 
the minivan and stepped in between them. My muscles tensed as I grit 
my teeth; it was undeniably brave to do that, especially with the pounds 
Nick probably had on her. Nick stopped yelling as Jessica locked eyes 
with him. An eerie few seconds of silence followed. No one dared to say 
a word. I held my breath, gazing intently at the conflict below me. 

The silence was broken by Cynthia as she turned towards Jessica. 
“Jess… Go, please!” she said through the tears cascading down her 

cheeks. “Please, go.” I heard the fear laced in her words, her lover’s safety 
a priority despite being in the company of the other lover. A new, ex-
treme ripple of anger flowed through Nick’s body as his gaze shifted from 
Cynthia to Jessica. 

“Let’s all just calm down,” Jessica said calmly, holding her hands out 
in a mellow, open way. I heard a laugh escape Nick’s lips and reeled at its 
eeriness. 

“Calm down?” Nick said as a sort of manic panic sounded through 
his laughs like the words were the funniest thing he had ever heard. 
“Calm down? You want me to calm down.” His voice shifted into a roar of 
vile anger. “You fucked my girlfriend!” 

Cynthia trembled in fear as I resisted the urge to get involved. Jessi-
ca looked right at Nick and maintained unfaltering eye contact, calmly 
saying, “Yes, I did. She’s eighteen, and it’s completely legal.”

I was taken aback at her courage in the face of danger; Jessica looked 
dead into the eyes of the beast and did not falter. Jessica took a few steps 
closer and was uncomfortably near the beastly boy. 

“You fucking bitch,” Nick spewed at Cynthia, taking his attention off 
Jessica.

“Hey! Don’t call her that!” Jessica responded and nearly matched his 
anger and ferocity. She took another step towards him, so she was less 
than a foot away from his face, still maintaining eye contact. 

“You’re just a little fucking boy, and you need to respect her,” Jessica 
said. She pushed her finger into his sternum and poked at his chest with 
every word, backing him farther away from Cynthia and closer to the 
fence on the viewing side of the overlook.

Jessica poked at Nick’s chest again when he suddenly grabbed her 
hand, yanking her around, so her back faced the fence instead. The fol-

lowing words out of his mouth sent shivers down my spine. They spilled 
out with such raw anger like any more would’ve made him burst every 
blood vessel in his body.

“NOBODY GETS TO TELL ME WHAT TO DO!” As he finished his 
sentence, Nick shoved Jessica’s hand toward her body, causing her to lose 
her balance. The knee-high fencing surrounded the cliffside collided 
with the back of her knees, and she fell backward over the fence and off 
the cliff. A scream escaped, fading the further she fell, replaced only by 
the abrupt sound of her body hitting rock. 

Silence hung in the air as Nick just stood there. He didn’t seem to 
fully realize what he had just done. Cynthia ran over to the edge of the 
cliff and peered over, crying, screaming for her lost lover. 

“Jessica!” she screamed. Tears pouring down her cheeks, she col-
lapsed on the ground. 

Nick still stood there, dumbfounded. “I didn’t mean to… I… I didn’t 
think she would fall.”

“You killed her! You fucking killed her!” Cynthia screamed, sobs 
interjecting her words and snapping Nick out of his trance. He immedi-
ately picked up a crying, kicking, and screaming Cynthia and forced her 
into the passenger seat of the Mustang. He ran around the opposite end 
and got in the driver’s seat, speeding out as fast as he entered. I heard his 
engine bounce against the valley until it was too far away to hear. Then 
the crickets started chirping, and the light had flickered as if nothing had 
happened.

I rubbed my eyes hard with my fists until I saw stars. There’s no 
fucking way I just noticed that I thought. I briefly questioned whether or 
not the whole encounter had been a hallucination due to the pot, but I 
quickly passed it off. Firstly, pot doesn’t do that, and secondly, the mini-
van was still parked under the light pole. My heartbeat was so fast I was 
sure it would explode, and my thoughts sped around my mind. 

I don’t know how long I sat there in complete shock—it could have 
been seconds, minutes, or even hours—but once I felt my heartbeat 
return to a non-fatal tempo, I realized I was completely and totally sober. 
The incident had annihilated any cannabinoids lingering in my blood-
stream. That’s when it finally sunk in: I was an eyewitness to murder. 

I clumsily scrambled to my feet. In the sudden jump up, my head 
collided hard with a low-hanging branch that stuck out above me. I saw 
stars again but shook my head hard. An overwhelming feeling of dizzi-
ness coursed through my body, and I immediately felt the Chick-fil-A I 
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had eaten during my shift go back up my throat and out my mouth. After 
I was done regurgitating my last twenty-four hours of meals onto the 
base of the tree, I felt a drop of liquid slide down my forehead.  

Thinking it was just sweat, I tried to wipe it off with the sleeve of my 
sweatshirt but realized that the fluid that was slowly leaking over me was 
blood. With a shaky hand, I patted around on my head to feel what kind 
of damage had been caused by the branch and felt a wide gash. Sure to 
leave an almost Harry Potter-esque scar, the several inch-long lacerations 
spread from my temple to the middle of my eyebrows on the right side of 
my forehead. 

The cut started to bleed profusely and leaked down into my right 
eye. I tried to blink it away, but the blood just pooled into my cornea 
and turned everything into the elevator scene in The Shining. It felt like 
I would drown in the blood cascading down my forehead when I re-
membered what I had been taught during lifeguard training at fourteen, 
taking off my sweatshirt and applying direct pressure to the wound. 

I giggled to myself out of the utter shock I felt entrenched in. Who 
knew that training would come in handy after a seventeen-year-old 
version of the same kid would witness a murder and subsequently bash 
his head into a tree branch?  The absurdity of it all got to me, and I heard 
myself laughing before I knowingly instituted it. My right hand was busy 
holding the sweater to my forehead, so I quickly capped my hand to my 
mouth with my left hand and squeezed my lips shut. It was almost as 
if I was truly mad; the laughs twisted inside my throat as I felt my abs 
convolute from the extended laughter. I couldn’t escape that feeling and 
transitioning from laughter to what felt like an internalized earthquake.

My sense of taste caused me to finally come to my senses and stop 
laughing. Blood from my fingers swished its way into my mouth, the 
metallic saltiness coating every inch of my taste buds. I gagged once and 
then again. The third time produced nothing but stomach bile, and I 
added the first pile of vomit untouched under the tree. I wiped the cor-
ner of my mouth and, with all the trauma, blood loss, and emptiness in 
my stomach, felt my reality come in and out of focus. 

Through shallow waves of sentience, I climbed down the rock face 
from where I was. Darkness threatened to encompass my whole being 
as I shook and slowly felt myself losing consciousness. Shakily, I felt my 
body touch the ground and collapse, breathing heavily from the ex-
haustion of forcing myself to stay conscious. I touched my forehead and 
noticed that the bleeding had stopped.

“Thank God,” I whispered, resting my head back against the cool 
stone and passed out. 

It was several hours before I came to, or several minutes, considering 
I had no way of knowing what time it was. I woke to a crack of lightning 
exploding across the sky, and with some regained strength, felt capable 
enough to stand on my feet again. As I tried to blink away the stars and 
darkness that threatened to cloud my vision, everything came flooding 
back to me. 

I remembered Jessica’s scream as she tumbled down the side of the 
mountain, the unnerving crack that was the final crescendo to her life. 
The crackle of rain suddenly drummed around me as thunder crashed 
in the distance. I felt myself losing consciousness once again, but I shook 
my head and forced myself onto the trail. My body clambered through 
the now thick, muddied dirt. Thunder pounded my eardrums as I cov-
ered my head with my sweatshirt, trying to block the relentless rain. I 
watched too many survival videos on YouTube to not know that hypo-
thermia was the last thing I needed. 

I clambered towards the exit, confused and overwhelmed, so hyper-
aware of the densely packed forest around me that it was a struggle to 
get out. The world around me blinked faster and faster, and it became 
more challenging to push forward. I kept running into branches and rose 
bushes, several times slipping and falling hard on the forest floor. The 
jeans I wore had two asymmetrical holes on the knees from where I had 
repeatedly fallen, revealing scrapes all over my knees. Lightning crackled 
in the background; it’s light, my one glimmer of vision. Soon enough, the 
pulsating darkness devoured me, and I slipped under. 

When I awoke, I expected to be back in the forest or at the entrance 
of pearly gates with a tall angelic man welcoming me into his kingdom. 
The last place I expected to find myself was in my bed back at home. I 
hoped everything had been a bad dream, but when I looked down at 
what I was wearing, I realized the comforter was utterly ruined from the 
mud adorning my ripped clothes. My shoes were even still on. I sighed 
and rolled out of bed. Once I got to my feet, that was when the pain hit 
me. 

It radiated from my head all the way down to my hands and knees. I 
looked down at my dilapidated body and felt an overwhelming sense of 
wonder at how I hadn’t died. My knees were skinned, revealing pink and 
bruised skin. The palms of my hands were caked with thick mud, and 
dried blood encompassed the top of my head as if I was wearing a really 
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shitty hat. Large splotches of bruises in varying shades of purple littered 
across my torso and arms, creating a camouflage pattern only befitting a 
prizefighter or a victim of domestic violence. 

I tried to ignore the sound that still rung in my ears. Jessica’s haunt-
ing screams were the new soundtrack of my life, but what was much 
harder to bear was the sudden and unexpected crack that silenced those 
screams in an instant. I walked over to the bathroom and examined my 
wounds better in the mirror, mainly to check the gash on my forehead. 
Thankfully, the gash that spurted blood like Old Faithful was instead 
completely dry, albeit caked with dried blood and dirt like the rest of my 
body. 

I hastily undressed, threw my clothes into the hamper, and got into 
the shower. It took a while to clean off all the filth, and I assumed those 
clothes would go into the trash rather than the laundry. Once out of the 
shower and feeling thoroughly clean, I put on a fresh pair of sweatpants 
and a T-shirt and took the steps two at a time as I ran downstairs to the 
kitchen. I flung open the refrigerator to fight the famished, destructive 
pain in my stomach, pulling random ingredients out. It didn’t matter 
what it was—leftover Chinese food, hardboiled eggs, celery—I probably 
ate about half the contents of the refrigerator. 

After the brief but explosive binge, I was left feeling stuffed. I walked 
into the living room, realizing once again that I had the house to my-
self. My father was an entertainment lawyer, and my mom had moved 
to Florida with her new lover Eduardo. I flopped down onto the faux 
leather sectional and turned on the massive, seventy-inch TV that hung 
on the wall. Clicking on the TV with the remote, I switched to the news 
station for the local area. Thinking I would find some news about the 
occurrences of last night, I was somewhat disappointed when the news 
anchor focused on a story about a minor league baseball team instead of 
the murder that happened less than a mile from where I sat. 

Angry, I pulled out my phone to look through Instagram, and the 
first photo on my feed was from @nickwrightofficil (yes, he had spelled 
the word “official” wrong in his Instagram username), a selfie of him and 
Cynthia cuddled up on the couch watching a movie. He had captioned 
it: Night in with my Girl @cynthia.grey.xx. I had to give him props; he 
had done probably the single smartest thing he could do: try to create 
an alibi in case police questioned where he was last night. I immediately 
knew the picture had to have been from a previous “night in” because 
there was a smile on Cynthia’s face, not possible if she had just witnessed 

her girlfriend’s murder. I threw my phone to the side.
“This fucker,” I whispered under my breath, then realized that no 

one was home. If I contained it any longer, I would burst. “This moth-
erfucker!” I screamed. After a bit of screaming, cursing, and release 
of emotions, I laid back against the sofa’s headrest, out of breath. The 
following news segment shot me back into attention the second I heard 
the first line. 

“A Sunset Valley High faculty member was found dead this morning 
in the Hidden Woods. We have Chase on the scene with more,” a thirty-
something-year-old woman with long blond hair and piercing brown 
eyes proclaimed.

My eyes widened as the shot transferred to an overly spray-tanned 
man holding a microphone, the minivan, and the overlook in the back-
ground. 

“Thanks, Sheryl. I’m here on the scene where twenty-six-year-old 
Jessica Robinson, a Sunset Valley High alum turned cheer coach who 
was described as caring, outgoing, and determined has tragically per-
ished. Law enforcement believes that Robinson drove up to this overlook 
and proceeded to take her own life by jumping off the cliffside. It’s a sad 
day here in Sunset Valley, as we lose a beautiful soul to the epidemic of 
mental illness….” 

The reporter continued speaking, but a ringing filled my ears as I 
stared at the television in shock. 

“Suicide?” I muttered, flabbergasted. I thought back to the events 
that had occurred the night before, thinking about the evidence that the 
police must have overlooked. The tire tracks from Nick’s Mustang prob-
ably got washed away from the heavy downpour of rain from the night 
before… 

“It’s not possible.” I felt the dizziness return. There was no evidence 
that Nick had been there, no evidence that anyone else had been there 
at all. Yet again, a straight, rich white boy had been blessed with enough 
extreme luck to commit murder and somehow have it all cleaned up 
for him. My eyebrows furrowed, and my vision blurred. He couldn’t be 
left to just go free after taking away so much potential and promise. It 
couldn’t happen; I wouldn’t let it. I was the only one who could make 
him pay, make feel the same hurt he inflicted on Cynthia and Jessica. It 
was time for justice. 

Over the next several weeks, people began to forget about Jessica. 
Don’t get me wrong; for the first week or two, there were memorials, can-
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dlelit vigils, and even the promise of an entire yearbook page dedicated 
to her. I attended every event, biding my time until I had finished work-
ing out the plan on how to make Nick pay. Of course, he never showed 
up to any of the memorial events, but I noticed Cynthia at every one of 
them. She was a shell of the girl she’d once been, an idol in the eyes of 
everyone at school now, nothing more than someone who faded into the 
background. Her expertly styled, and unique outfits were replaced with 
baggy sweatpants and hoodies; hood always up and a large pair of sun-
glasses on, she gave the aesthetic of Paris Hilton coming out of rehab. 

It was a slow burn, but everyone did forget because that’s just what 
happens when people die; the living have to keep living, so people move 
on. I still saw Nick around the school. He never paid any mind to the me-
morials, the fact that he had committed a murder. He just continued to 
be him, parading around the school in his letterman jacket, abhorrently 
laughing at the dumb jokes his football buddies made. 

About one month after her passing, the only ones who seemed to 
care that Jessica was gone were Cynthia and me. I passed her in the hall-
way almost daily on my way to class. She’d been light, bubbly, and popu-
lar but now was reduced to nothing more than a walking, head nodding, 
minimal effort corpse. There wasn’t a sadder sight. 

I decided that day was the perfect day to start my plan. If everyone 
had forgotten about what had happened, well, I would make them 
remember. When I got home again to an empty house, I ran upstairs 
to my bedroom and sat down at the IKEA desk, decorated with papers. 
I took out the notebook with all of my plans and opened it to the first 
page. Under the desk was an old Walmart bag, and inside an iPhone 11 
that I had bought in cash from someone on Craigslist. It was used, but 
I didn’t really care because it didn’t matter. I opened the burner phone, 
launched Instagram, and created an account. I looked over the notebook 
again before entering the username @sunset.valley.secrets and created 
the account.

I worked as an office intern for the school administration a couple of 
weeks ago when I found a list of all the students at school and secretly 
photocopied it for this exact use. Folded up within the pages of the note-
book was a list of students from Sunset Valley High School. I spent the 
next several hours going through the list and following every person on 
it I could, marking their names off in a red pen as I went. I even followed 
my own personal Instagram account to avoid suspicion. When I finished, 
it was already getting dark out; I had spent the last four hours just fol-

lowing people from school. I added a bio that read, “Secrets aren’t fun 
unless you tell everyone.” I put the phone to the side and fell asleep. 

The next day at school went by slowly. I didn’t dare to bring the burn-
er to school, so instead, I’d left it at home. I anxiously waited for the day 
to end so I could check on the progress of the account. When the bell 
rang, I got home as quickly as possible. I had quit my job at the pharma-
cy a few days after the event, not being able to stand handing out pills 
when the secret raged in my mind. I had plenty of time now to devote 
myself towards taking revenge on Nicholas Wright.

Once home, I checked the burner. Shockingly, more than half of the 
students at school had followed me back. I was ready to start.

I took the burner phone, opened up Safari, went to the school’s web-
site, and downloaded a photo of Jessica Robinson. Uploading it to the @
sunset.valley.secrets Instagram page, I wrote out the caption and posted 
it. There it was, a beautiful picture of her, sitting outside the high school 
building, its red bricks adorning the background. The caption under the 
post read: Who killed Jessica Robinson? Look around. Someone’s not 
telling the truth ;) Come back tomorrow for Clue #1.
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