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*~ This book is dedicated to all the women in 
my life. You look beautiful while you work, 
while you raise kids, while you laugh, while 
you cry, while you get angry, while you age, 
and while you change. Don’t let the world tell 
you otherwise. 
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The following is the verbatim interview I, Peter 
Stackford, conducted with inmate Dane Alfred at the 
Missouri State Penitentiary. New interest in his 1989 
and 1994 killing spree has sparked due to the upcoming 
movie titled MY SUMMER AT BLACKBIRD, a semi-
biographical yet still sensationalized and in part 
fictional account of what happened at the now deserted 
and soon to be destroyed Camp Blackbird Hollow. The 
film was adapted from the book of the same name by 
Blackbird survivor Valorie Clark. Below is the 
discussion I had with the person responsible for the 
horror at the cursed camp.

Seated with two armed guards right outside the door, as 
well as shackles to the table and the floor, is Dane 
Alfred, an admittedly handsome man of about forty years
old. He doesn’t appear anything but average, save for 



the smirk on his face and the feeling of an absence in his 
gaze. He agreed to be interviewed as he serves his 
multiple life sentences for the murders for which he has 
been convicted. He seems neither in distress nor remorse
as he answers the following, save for the last few 
questions that abruptly ended the interview.

Peter: Thank you for agreeing to meet with me. I guess 
you’ve heard that there is a movie in the works regarding
your killing spree at Camp Blackbird. Valorie Clark 
wrote an extremely successful, if slightly disturbing, 
novel inspired by her time at the camp.

Dane: He is smiling at me nicely here, but there is a look
of condescension on his face. Nice to meet you, Peter. 
Yes, I did hear about that. Val got herself famous, too, I 
guess. Not as well-known as me, but still. Did she use 
any of my journal pages for her book? She should have, 
and she knows why.

Peter: The last statement seemed perplexing to me. I 
don’t think that she did. I know the journal you’re 
talking about; everyone heard about it after it was found 
during the camp cleanup before it was permanently shut 
down. The entirety of that journal was published in an 
article in a somewhat seedy magazine, however. Many 
people criticized the publishing of your words as tacky. 
But others thought it showed an insight into your mind 
and was worth being public knowledge. Perhaps Valorie 



didn’t use it because that had already been done. What 
do you mean she knows why?

Dane: The condescension has left his face, replaced by a
look of irritation; however, he remains seated and 
relatively calm. Well, I mean, whatever, I guess. Val, 
that’s what we called her, by the way, Val and I share a 
secret I guess you could say, she and I go way back. 
Norah isn’t the only one at Blackbird who wanted a 
piece of me if you know what I mean. At this point I’m 
assuming the subject notices the confused look on my 
face and gives a noticeable shake as though he is 
bringing himself back to the present. Actually, you know
what? Never mind about all that. Would you like to 
know a different kind of secret? With that, the subject 
moves in as close as his restraints will allow him, and I 
will admit that it is unsettling.

Peter: I sit back, trying to appear casual and not uneasy.
Sure.

Dane: The smile is back on his face now. Val is lucky to 
be alive. She was supposed to have been one of mine. He
raises his eyebrows as though he’s sure he has shocked 
me. Ashley Mavin was an accident. It’s the one mistake I
made in all my work. I mistook who had the peanut 
allergy, an honest mistake, if you think about it. I 
thought it was Val, but it was Ashley. So Val slept 
through the night after I gave her my special brownie, 



but poor Ashley didn’t have the same luck when she got 
up early, seemingly alone, that beautiful August 
morning, and decided to have a special breakfast treat. If 
only she had been a little more health-minded, right? 
And here he laughs at the vile joke he has made.

Peter: I see. Well, that is rather shocking, and, as far as I
know, a completely unknown fact regarding your killing 
spree. While many of the facts of what happened at 
Camp Blackbird have been told repeatedly and at times 
wrongly, it would be interesting to get what you did 
directly from you. Would you be willing to walk me 
through what you did to your victims?

Dane: He has a look of excitement on his face. I mean, I 
can tell you about most of them. I don’t know how much
detail you can stomach. But I guess we’ll see, won’t we?
So my first one was Jennifer, I think most everyone 
knows that. That was the one her idiot boyfriend James 
took the fall for. She was my experiment, I guess you 
could say. I wanted to see if I could actually do what I 
had been fantasizing about. And hotdamn I did! That one
wasn’t even that hard. She was asleep; I was an 
unassuming thirteen-year-old. She certainly didn’t think 
I was coming into the laundry room to stab her 
repeatedly. And once she figured it out, you know, after 
the shock wore off, she had lost enough blood and was 
too weak to do anything about it.



I didn’t want that same scenario with my final victim. 
With pathetic, clingy Norah, I wanted a performance that
could not be matched. And that is precisely what I got! 
She saw the hacksaw I was holding as soon as she 
walked into the cabin for our ‘meeting’ and was met 
with my brief and temporary confusion as to why Ashley
was on the ground, dead, and not Val in her bed. But 
once my confusion wore off, I got the outcome I wanted.
I wanted Norah to fight, and fight she did. What I did to 
her was much more satisfying than any of the other 
things we did together that summer, if you catch my 
drift.

Peter: The subject seems to be wanting me to react here.
So I do my best to keep a neutral face. And why was that
exactly? Why did you want Norah to fight? This 
question elicited a slight shuttering of the subject’s face 
and a nonchalant shrug, so I attempted a different tack. I
decided to steer the conversation back to the actual 
killings, since the subject seems to want to discuss them 
in detail before once again circling back to why, 
something no one has been able to get on record. So you
were standing over Ashley when Norah walked in. You 
mentioned that Ashley was your only mistake, but in the 
book penned by your, apparently, actual target, she 
mentions and I quote, “One of his kills was so sloppy 
that the body didn’t even sink in the manner I’m sure 
was intended. Trent was upside down in the water by the



dock with a garbage bag over his head and his arms duct 
taped to his sides, but his shoe got caught on a dock 
board, which resulted in him not sinking, and the 
murderer not getting his intended result of another 
‘missing’ person.” I’m assuming that Val was referring 
to your real victim by the name of Travis James. The 
body that was found in a similar position at the dock at 
Lake Arrowhead Adams.

Dane: Looking at the ground now and showing signs of 
increased irritation, the subject finally looks up and rolls
his eyes. Giving the sideways smirk he’s relatively well 
known for, he continues. Shit. Val can call it whatever 
she wants to call it. I honestly didn’t care if T-man sank 
or got hung up. I got the job done; he drowned, just like I
wanted him to. He drowned while being overpowered by
duct tape and a garbage bag. I mean fuck, it serves him 
right! You know he raped his girlfriend that year, right? 
The world talks about him like he was on his way to 
becoming a good person or something. He was likely on 
his way to being a legit rapist. I did the world a favor. 
Ash, on the other hand, got his due for his weakness. 
That dude barely ever took a stand on anything. He 
thought a well-placed joke and a good-guy smile were 
going to make the world a better place. But he didn’t 
keep his supposed best friend from getting rode hard 
against her will by my buddy. So…the subject raises his 



shoulders and arms in obvious question and continues to
stare with a knowing smile at me.

Peter: So you did have a motive? You have never 
publicly shared a motive. But your past has been 
examined thoroughly by renowned psychologists, and 
some questions have arisen about your mom. She 
mentioned what a good boy you were in several of her 
voluntary interviews with the media, but a few studies 
regarding her behavior as a mom were raised by some 
well-known psychologists through the years. Some of 
the findings of interest were her promiscuity during your
adolescence, her possible negligence of you as a child 
when she was in certain relationships, and finally her 
behavior when said relationships failed. What was your 
childhood like?

Dane: The subject is starting to fidget and is no longer 
making eye contact or engaging with me like before. He 
stares at the floor as he answers, seemingly wanting to 
appear bored. Whatever. My mom was just my mom. 
She didn’t do anything wrong, okay? I know everyone 
wants to figure me out or whatever, but I am just what I 
am because I was born as this. I was born as someone 
who likes to experiment, and I was smart enough to do 
what I did without suspicion. I mean, the only reason I’m
not out there still doing it is because I let the police have 
me. I didn’t want to keep doing it. I wanted one big, 
beautiful display of my genius, and then I wanted to let 



everyone speculate while I received free room and board 
right here in my own little room. I knew I wouldn’t get 
messed with in prison. Half the population here either 
worships me or fears me. So quit trying to find a reason. 
I don’t have some kind of bizarre or weird mommy 
issues you prying types want to dig up and examine.

Peter: So the one psychologist who theorized that your 
mom possibly had a relationship with you that leaned to 
the inappropriate and may have bordered on sexual 
abuse is incorrect?

Dane: The subject continues to stare at the floor, and his
breathing has noticeably increased. Also noted is a red 
hue creeping up his neck, and he is becoming 
increasingly agitated. No, that’s not true. That’s gross.

Peter: Oh, because your pattern of killing, according to 
that same psychologist, had an undertone of anger 
towards women and men who either exploited them or 
seemed to be too passive with them. What do you make 
of that theorizing?

At this point in the interview, I am getting uneasy and 
start to move away from the subject. He starts moving 
erratically, and his fists clench. It takes several seconds 
of silence before he clears his throat, then surprises me 
with an intense and sudden personality shift.



Dane: As he lunges and jumps up, pulling on his wrist 
and leg restraints, he begins to yell. You guys are all 
fucking the same. You say disgusting things about my 
mom and about me. All because you want to live in your
safe little bubble and pretend you are safe from people 
like me. That you won’t become me and that you are too 
smart to get caught by someone like me. But let me tell 
you, if I could free even just one hand, I would show you
exactly what I am capable of. And you and all your 
fucking theories could die on the cold, hard floor of this 
room. Understand?

At this point, the guards have entered the room and have
begun attempting to get the subject to quit pulling and 
jangling his restraints. A nurse is summoned for a 
sedative, and I am escorted to the exit. This is the only 
known account of the notorious serial killer Dane Alfred 
actually losing his temper publicly and seemingly 
without control.

* * *

Dane walks back down the hall to his cell, still fighting 
slightly; the weak-ass sedative the nurse administered 
hasn’t fully taken effect yet, especially since she didn’t 
get the entire dose in due to his resistance. The impact 
on him will just be a well-deserved nap in his cell after 
this stellar performance. The two guards escorting him 
back are too focused on controlling his ‘outburst’ to see 
his gleeful grin. He knows exactly how much to fight to 



avoid a bigger consequence than a shot, but still look 
convincing and realistic to the casual observer. He 
didn’t become the famed serial killer Dane Alfred 
without knowing how to be deceptive. And he has 
deceived them all, he was lying to that smarmy cunt 
Peter during his interview. He’s not mad, but he needed 
to act offended for his plan to work. He needs the public 
to think that all the things he planted in the minds of his 
victims, and those who survived, are true. He’ll get to 
the truth eventually, but not just yet. He’s been rotting 
away in this fucking prison for twenty years since his 
infamous crimes at Camp Blackbird Hollow, and his 
time locked away hasn’t been nearly as enjoyable and 
rewarding as his rather stupid young self thought it 
would be. For one, he only basked in his arduously 
sought-after fame for a few short years after the killings 
before he slowly started to fade from the limelight due to
a decrease in the public’s curiosity around him. It took 
the ever-annoying Valorie Clark to write her stupid 
book, which will now become an even stupider movie, 
for the press to finally come looking for him again. 
Hopefully, he didn’t scare malleable Peter Stackford 
away from returning. He has a plan, and he’ll need that 
dipshit to return and ‘pry’ more information from him at 
some point for his plan to work. He really does feel like 
his plan is genius. He will, unfortunately, need some help
from the outside for it to be successful, but he already 
has an idea about how to obtain that as well. His fellow 



prisoners will help out too, with all their ‘insights’ and 
guidance into his emerging reformation from killer to 
remorseful victim. The only option moving forward for 
him is for someone to put together all the carefully laid 
puzzle pieces he is about to reveal. The public needs to 
see the complete picture once the jigsaw is done. And 
once they do, they will return to not just being curious 
about him, but they will praise him for showing them the 
real monster in his story. He will serve them up a brand-
new target, ready and roasting on a big silver platter, 
and they will have no choice but to devour them. 



Chapter 1: Anna; January 2024

I’m not very pretty, and I should be for my proclivities. 
Anna thinks it to herself again, as she has done on many 
occasions. The thought doesn’t pop in just because she’s 
killed someone either. She’s thought it many times 
throughout her life for several different reasons. If only 
she were prettier, she thinks life would just be a bit 
simpler for her. She thinks it especially after killing, 
however, because she always gets nervous that she won’t
be believed when she explains to whoever wants to listen
to her about what happened to the recently deceased. She
thinks she would seem more believable to whatever 
authority she has to answer to if she just looked a little 
nicer, a little more pleasing to the eye. 

She also thinks she can’t be too hideous, because 
she has never been disbelieved before when questioned. 
Ugly people are rarely thought of in pleasant terms and 
are rarely given any kind of favor. Anna, on the other 
hand, has always been seen as truthful when she needs to
be; even when some of the dots connect directly to her. 
So far, for disposing of someone, she has only had to be 
convincing to the powers that be twice. Once back in 
college after her first kill, and now for this latest time 
just a few days ago, when the police finally made their 
way to her house to question her. After her second 



murder, all those years ago, no one even bothered to 
interview her. But now, with her third strike of taking 
someone out of this world, the authorities have been by. 
They had found the body, at least what was left of him, 
and they, of course, tracked his phone locations from the 
last time it moved, and it, of course, showed that prior to 
being found on the rocky shore of the nearby beach, his 
phone’s last known location was right here at her house. 

She wondered for a while if she should have 
headed them off, say she saw on the news that the body 
of missing man Jack Richards, age forty-five, had been 
found and that she knew him briefly and wanted to see if
she could be of any assistance. And that of course she is 
just shocked that some guy she went on one date with 
had died. But then she figured that she didn’t come 
forward a few weeks ago when they determined he was 
missing, and that was reported on the news. So it would 
have seemed strange to come forward when his ravaged 
body finally washed up and revealed itself. Better, she 
decided, to just wait it out and let them come to her, 
which they did. 

Luckily, it was really quite easy to convince the 
two young police officers that she had just been afraid to
say anything before, that she figured she didn’t really 
know the victim well enough to insert herself into their 
investigation. She played up the ‘fact’ that she really had
no way of knowing that her house was, in fact, his last 



known location, even though she was very well aware of
that piece of information. Answering the door with a 
purple spot on the side of her right cheek that hadn’t 
totally healed helped her ‘scared girl’ narrative as well. 
Jack didn’t create that bruise, but that didn’t matter, and 
the origin of it wasn’t even questioned by the authorities 
who visited her. Their assumption of how she got it was 
expected and effortlessly obtained. 

It’s surprisingly easy to smack your head against 
a wall when you aren’t necessarily opposed to pain. She 
could see the pity in both officers’ eyes when they asked 
how she had gotten her bruise, and she simply let the 
tears pool just beneath her lashes and looked away. “You
don’t think that’s why he did it right?” she began her 
spiel to the impressionable officers. “Like, he wasn’t 
upset with himself you think? I just asked him to leave, I
wasn’t even that mad, I kind of understood he was just 
that kind of guy, you know.” And here she shrugged her 
shoulders and hugged herself tight for more effect. “The 
kind who was used to getting his way.” 

They bought it, hook, line, and sinker, just like 
she knew they would. Anna smirks to herself now at her 
own cleverness. She figures that if her looks and pants 
size had allowed it, she would have gone into acting.

She explained to the officers, in her most sincere 
and tender way, that she had assumed Jack had left town,
which was why she didn’t hear from him after their blind



date went awry. Not that she really wanted to, of course. 
She would never have dreamed he would do what she 
assumed they thought he did, what she believed he must 
have done when she saw the footage that he had been 
found. The officers scarcely gave her more than twenty 
minutes of their time before they left, ready to scrawl on 
their report that Jack Richards succumbed to suicide. If 
only they knew that assholes like Jack rarely commit 
suicide. He really should have been nicer to her on their 
date; maybe he wouldn’t have taken that late-night 
plunge into the ocean. 

Speaking of the ocean, Anna will miss it. She 
obviously has to move now—too much scrutiny and all 
that. Plus, she wants to move; she knows exactly where 
she’s going next.

Not that she is much of a planner really. Sure, 
some might say that Anna is well-connected to certain 
types of support when she needs it, which some might 
call a kind of planning. But she still doesn’t consider 
herself a rigid person who plans things out precisely. She
likes to think of herself as more of a brilliant yet well-
equipped free spirit who has the tenacity, ability, and 
intelligence to get done what needs to be done. She 
doesn’t necessarily plan for anyone to be on the 
unfortunate end of her anger, but once they are, she feels 
she has no choice but to do the world a favor and rid it of
the problem it created. She didn’t even plan to kill Jack. 



But when he became an option, which didn’t happen 
until he was seated across from her at the restaurant, 
commenting on what she ate, how she ate it, how loud 
she laughed, and how she could be more desirable to the 
opposite sex, then a plan did happen to click into place, 
unfortunately for him.

She knew from talking with Jack before agreeing 
to meet him out that he didn’t have much family to speak
of. No siblings that still talked to him, parents already 
passed on and just one ex-wife who did everything she 
could, it sounded like, to be a person he could never find 
again. And, fortunately for the world, no offspring. The 
world did not need more Jacks. Anna figured the world 
would be just fine without the one sitting across from 
her, casually telling her how inferior she was to him 
while still wanting to fuck her. 

So she went ahead with the plan, which 
conveniently lodged itself in her brain. She hates to 
admit that it was exhilarating once she decided to move 
forward with it. But she couldn’t deny that her heart rate 
picked up, her smile became more genuine, and she 
began to laugh and uncoil her muscles in ease, her 
excitement growing with anticipation of what was to 
come. She knew she could get through the rest of the 
horrendous meal and Jack’s awful commentary on what 
she should and should not do as a female in this world, if



she just kept the vision of what was next at the forefront 
of her mind.

Jack readily agreed to follow her back to her 
house, thinking, as most men do, that the invite meant he
was about to get laid, either by consent or shaming or 
even all-out force if need be. Guys like him don’t think 
the rules apply to them, and Anna was more than happy 
to teach him that being a dick always catches up with 
you at some point. She is pretty sure he had no idea he 
was really barreling towards a late-night swim with 
sharks and other harmful ocean inhabitants. But once 
back at her place, she settled in, knowing she now had 
the upper hand, even while he was blissfully unaware 
that he had lost his. 

As she knew he would, Jack became aggressive, 
a little whiny, and of course condescending once they 
settled on her couch and she tried to slow down his 
roaming hands and, to be fully honest, overly slobbery 
mouth, as he continued to attempt to push her back to a 
supine position. Much easier to climb on top of you, my 
dear, the likely refrain in his wee little brain. Anna 
finally wrested control over him by forcefully pushing 
him away, with a bemused grin on her face, promising 
an idea that she knew he would agree to. “How about I 
make us a thermos of something strong? I’m honestly a 
rather accomplished bartender, and we take a short drive 
to this beautiful, secluded outcropping, right by the 



ocean, and we fuck under the stars. I’ve always wanted 
to be ravaged out in the open. No one will be around, but
the idea that we are in public would really make me 
wet.” She knew he would agree; he was all but humping 
her pillow as she described it. 

So she went to the kitchen, where she keeps her 
bar supplies, and conveniently, her Ambien. She wasn’t 
sure how many she would need, but she did request the 
highest milligram possible from her doctor, for her 
nonexistent problem of insomnia. She figured it was 
better to be safe and have some just in case she needed 
them at some point in the future to sleep—or drug 
someone. She crushed up a handful and mixed them into 
the overly strong double old-fashioned she made. She 
sashayed back out to the living room, thermos, cups, 
blanket, and an accommodating smile in place, ready to 
go. 

Jack, ever so helpful, drove himself and his 
phone to his last actual location, and he didn’t notice 
that Anna had left her cell phone behind. The place she 
had in mind was luckily just a few miles from her house,
but she implored him to drive to get there as soon as 
possible because she just couldn’t wait; she wanted him 
so badly. He nearly sprinted to his car in anticipation. 

Once seated on her blanket spread out on the 
outcropping just above the violent Atlantic Ocean, 
spraying several feet below them, she poured each of 



them a generous amount of her concoction. She assumed
correctly that he wouldn’t notice that she wasn’t actually
drinking hers, just putting the cup to her lips and 
swallowing. She waited until he had a good many gulps, 
and she slowly started to undress him. She removed his 
shirt and began kissing him from his mouth to his neck, 
all the way down to his waist. She took her time with his
pants, stalling for how quickly her drugs would work.

She even paused mid-hand job to take another 
‘gulp’ of her own drink, hoping hapless Jack would do 
the same, and as luck would have it, he didn’t 
disappoint! She did not want to have to put her mouth 
where her hand was working, so she kept up the pace to 
bring him close to the brink, then back again, teasing 
him to get him all worked up. Once it became clear that 
he was starting to feel the effects of the drug, she jumped
up and went right to the edge of the cliff. She flung off 
her shirt to expose her ample breasts, knowing he would 
follow tits if he saw them. Jack, laughing, stumbling, and
slurring, came towards her drunk on his own false rank 
of aggressor, alongside sleeping pills and bourbon 
obviously. Once he was close enough, she simply circled
the almost incoherent Jack until his back was to the 
drop-off, and then she simply pushed. It didn’t even take 
much strength; he was already quite loose and sloppy 
when he went over the edge. But she did get the 
satisfaction of seeing the brief realization dawn in the 



dipshit’s eyes as his arms windmilled backward and his 
feet left the ground. 

On the walk back home, avoiding streets and 
people by keeping to the shoreline for the most part, 
Anna absently wondered if Jack could possibly survive 
such a fall. Maybe the ocean would shake him awake, 
and his adrenaline would bring him back to 
consciousness, and he would swim safely to shore. Then 
she remembered the sound his head made when it hit one
of the outcropping rocks before splashing into the ocean,
and she figured she had very little to worry about in the 
idea of a reanimated Jack.

And survive he did not, she reminds herself now 
as she continues to pack up her belongings. He will now 
be laid to rest with very few people left on Earth to 
mourn him. Or at least his arm, torso, and one leg will be
buried in his remembrance. Those couple of weeks in the
ocean were not kind to his body. 

Anna puts the last of her clothes in the box by her
feet. The movers will be here tomorrow to pick up her 
larger furniture and transport it to her new home, a small,
cute house in her hometown of Clearwater Springs, 
Missouri. The place she once called home is no longer a 
rural shithole of a town. It’s now a thriving suburb of a 
city, with shops and a diverse population. She secured a 
new job; accountant jobs aren’t challenging to find when



new businesses, and therefore schools, are popping up 
regularly in the newest, hottest little place to live. 

Anna is excited that she’ll be heading back to 
where she began. She lets her genuine smile fill her face 
at the thought of it and gazes into the mirror at her 
reflection. Her true face isn’t the one most people get to 
see, the way her eyes sparkle with life when she’s 
thinking about her power. She used that power to right 
the wrongness that was Jack Richards and she doesn’t 
feel bad about it. He was one of very few people who got
to see her true face as he spun backward to his watery 
doom. For the time being, she will practice donning the 
mask she wears most of the time in public. She continues
gazing at herself as she rearranges her features: slightly 
downcast eyes, a slight rounding of her shoulders, and, 
of course, her grin must erase all signs of malice and be 
replaced by the kind of smile reserved only for the 
submissive. She can’t help but congratulate herself once 
again; she nailed it!



Chapter 2: Anna; January 2024

As Anna puts the last item from the very last box into 
her dresser, she flings herself back onto her bed in 
exhaustion. She’s been here for a week and a half, and 
she has finally, finally, gotten herself completely 
unpacked. She didn’t have much time from leaving her 
oceanside home in the dust to settling in here before she 
was due to start her new accounting job at the local 
community college, uncreatively named Clearwater 
Community College. So, between work and re-
acquainting herself with her old hometown, she hasn’t 
had nearly enough time to organize herself in her new 
home. She is more than relieved to be done with the 
boring task at this point.

Truthfully, Anna had secured this new job and 
planned to move prior to the whole Jack fiasco. But she 
didn’t intend for her leaving to be connected to such a 
nasty chore as disposing of a useless individual. She had 
only ever needed to kill two other people before he came
along. And she has always felt within her heart that she 
has never actually sought out any of the people on that 
list. Jack was just a blind date gone wrong, like her other
kills; he just landed in her lap with his obnoxious 
behavior that she thought warranted correcting. And the 
event just so happened to coincide with her imminent 



departure from one place to the next. She’s lived in lots 
of places, actually. Anna makes her way to her kitchen to
get some snacks and wine as she remembers all the 
places she has lived before coming full circle back home.

Once she left this town at the age of eighteen for 
college, she moved around somewhat regularly. She 
attended college on the West Coast and stayed there the 
longest, around nine years, including her four years of 
study. She moved around to several cities from that point
on, including the East Coast town she just vacated. She 
never really thought she would be back here, in 
Clearwater Springs, but this is where her life has taken 
her. A town that sits square in the middle of the country, 
with no ocean anywhere in sight. In fact, if she had the 
urge to see the beautiful blue waves again, she would 
have to either fly or drive for many hours. 

The last time she was in Clearwater Springs, she 
was an eighteen-year-old, beaten-down lump of a 
human. She got high enough marks in school, and that, 
combined with a low enough income to report from her 
two worthless parents, helped her to receive a full ride to
study the numbers that would one day become her 
modest job. She has always liked numbers; numbers 
don’t lie like humans can, and she has been lied to 
enough in this life. Accounting isn’t a guessing job; it’s 
sure and stable and not open to interpretation. That’s 
what she likes about it. 



Clearwater certainly has changed, almost as 
much as Anna herself has. The once-rural town where 
she grew up twenty-five years ago is now a large city-
like suburb that still likes to refer to itself as a small 
town. The entire town likely takes up at least sixty 
square miles, most of which is residential. But it also 
boasts many restaurants, a cute downtown area, several 
bars and other small businesses, and at least one college, 
the community college where she started work just a few
days ago. So far, she is happy to be back. She has a few 
co-workers who seem nice enough. They will make good
people to have a drink with after work, and nothing else. 
The kind of people who, in their own minds, feel like 
they are friends with her, when really they are merely 
acquaintances with only a surface-level knowledge of 
their new co-worker. 

She likes those kinds of people, the ones who talk
so much about themselves; they don’t notice that 
whoever they are talking to isn’t sharing much of 
anything in return. That way, they feel close to her in 
their own minds, while she feels safe and unseen. She 
believes she would routinely be referred to by anyone 
who has known her as kind, a bit shy, and a good 
listener, absent the three people who saw a different side 
of her right before she killed them. 

At her very core, Anna believes herself to be a 
good person. She isn’t the same person who left home 



and escaped her parents, but she still believes her soul is 
mostly good. After all, the people she wiped out kind of 
deserved it. If her parents were still alive and had yet to 
drink themselves into an early grave, they would have 
been the kind of people that she would have deemed 
unlikeable enough not to be worth their own life. And 
isn’t that fair? Isn’t it fair for some of us to get the 
choice of who exactly we share this precious planet 
with?

As she settles onto her couch with a dumb 
cooking contest show on for entertainment and a 
fabulous glass of pinot noir in hand, the bottle nearby for
refills, she shoves the first handful of popcorn into her 
mouth and sighs contentedly. She may just sleep here on 
the couch and not move again until the annoyance of 
morning, and work, and errands, presents itself. She isn’t
paying much attention to her show and is instead letting 
her mind wander to her past. Being back in Clearwater 
has come with the mild annoyance of memories from her
childhood invading her mind every so often. 

Anna’s parents never hit her; they never did 
anything to her that she could show someone. There 
were no late-night visits from her dad to her room, there 
were no slaps across the face or bruises to show a safe 
and concerned adult who could spirit her away from her 
undesirable living conditions. What her parents did was 
sneakier, and just because it didn’t leave physical 



wounds behind, it wounded her all the same. They were 
drunks; they loved to drink heavily, and she guessed 
dabbled in some drug use. When they were getting 
along, they united in mocking her; when they were at 
odds, they weaponized her against each other. She 
assumes they both were filled with so much hate 
individually that they constantly had to find someplace 
else for it to go. So it was either love for one another and
humiliation for their only child, or it was hate for one 
another, and Anna was their weapon of choice. 

During her kindest moments, she thinks that 
maybe her parents had love in them somewhere. She 
thinks that surely they loved their only daughter, but 
whenever that love wormed its way out of the twisted 
layers of their own broken souls, it came out odd and 
misshapen. She has many clear memories of their cruelty
and manipulation. Still, the time she remembers the 
clearest is the one she believes may be her first 
foundational memory of who and what her parents really
were. 

She must have been about five or six years old 
when it happened. She loved attention, and she thought 
herself a somewhat accomplished singer. Her parents, as 
far as she can remember, were, up to this point, just 
slightly neglectful of her. They fought at times, and she 
remembers running to her room on multiple occasions to
escape the terrifying confrontations. She would hear 



dishes breaking and bodies bumbling, and she would 
cover her head with her blanket and close her eyes tight, 
waiting for the noises to stop. Then there were other 
times when she would find her parents in the living 
room, dancing and laughing, inviting her to join them in 
their fun, singing along to whatever record they decided 
to play, blaring throughout the house. 

It was because of these times singing along with 
her temporarily blissed-out parents that Anna, at such a 
young age, thought she could sing. She was sure her 
parents had told her during one of those times of levity 
and lightness that she sounded good belting out whatever
tune they were broadcasting at full volume in their living
room. 

It was just a random Friday in her young life, and
she remembers her parents inviting some friends over. 
They were all in the kitchen playing a card game and 
drinking. The group was loud, laughing, and seemingly 
in a good mood. Her parents were getting along with 
each other that night. Anna came downstairs to the 
kitchen table and whispered to her dad that she wanted to
put on a talent show. He smiled, just slightly glassy-
eyed, and told her in his loudest, not quite yet slurring 
voice, “That sounds like a hell of an idea!”

So away she ran to her room to put on her 
prettiest dress and to grab her fake microphone. She ran 
breathlessly back to the kitchen, ready to put on a show 



she was sure the whole room would appreciate. They 
would erupt into applause and tell her that she was on 
her way to sure stardom. It still makes her chest ache and
her face color just a bit when she relives the moment that
was to come. 

Obviously, she didn’t get the standing ovation 
that she thought was sure to come. The first few lines of 
her chosen song, she belted out with such confidence. 
That was until she saw her parents’ friends shift in their 
chairs and look away. They looked at their hands, at their
cards, at the table, anywhere but at Anna. That is when 
her nerves began to hit, and her voice began to shake. 
She didn’t stop though; she tried her best to keep going, 
to finish her performance. 

When she finished the three-minute song that felt
like it lasted for days, her face was red, and she was 
sweating. Most kids would have gotten a hug, or even a 
fake “that was so good!” But not Anna. What she got 
was two parents who, maybe because of their own 
embarrassment at having such a talentless daughter, 
burst out into raucous, ear-splitting, seemingly never-
ending laughter. Anna ran at that point. She ran back to 
the safety of her room and away from the two people 
who, up to that point, she thought would reserve their 
ugliness for each other and never her.

On her couch now, with a half-full bag of 
popcorn and a nearly empty bottle of wine, she has to 



wipe the lone tear that has somehow escaped her tear 
ducts. A genuine tear, not one she manifested because 
the situation called for it. It wasn’t a slap, it wasn’t a 
punch, but it marked her all the same. Luckily, her 
parents did the work themselves that at some point she 
thinks she would have done for them, and put themselves
six feet under, never to hurt anyone again. 

It’s why she doesn’t feel remorse for the things 
she has done, or the things she plans to do. People can’t 
go around breaking others’ hearts without consequence. 
Maybe if everyone were just a little bit more like her, 
other people would think twice before they humiliate, or 
scar, or tear to shreds another’s tender being. Maybe if 
there were more of her in the world, bad people would 
figure it out quicker. That if you go around breaking 
hearts, eventually someone is going to break you back. 



Chapter 3: Anna; February 2024

It’s about halfway through their first course at the 
wannabe fancy restaurant Chad picked out that Anna 
considers whether or not she should add him to her list 
of kills. He hasn’t done anything too terrible yet, and she
doesn’t want to ruin her ultimate goal here. But he is 
chewing rather loudly, and he mentioned right at the 
beginning of dinner that he would just love it if Anna 
would buy their first round of drinks at the bar while 
they waited for their table, since he planned to pick up 
the tab for the meal. 

She plays with the calamari on her plate, after 
having taken just the smallest of bites. She doesn’t even 
like seafood. The amazing Chad ordered for them both, 
all three courses, without consulting her at all. Add that 
to another of his offenses. He may not know exactly who
he is dealing with or just how precarious the beating of 
his heart is if he keeps this up. 

“Do you not like your appetizer?” Chad asks her 
through a mouthful of smashed-up squid. Does he not 
realize how repulsive he is? Or how close he is to pissing
off the wrong kind of female?

“It’s alright, just not that hungry, I guess.” Anna 
says it in her sweetest voice with her sweetest smile. 
Best to keep up appearances. Chad doesn’t need to know



what is really going on in her head. He doesn’t need to 
know that she is envisioning shoving his face into 
whatever horrendous dish comes out next until he ceases
to move. Because for this fancy meal, she has been left 
in the dark regarding the all-important decision of what 
Chad wants to have next. He had pulled the waiter aside,
with a smug smile on his face, as he just pointed to the 
menu items of what, not only he, but Anna would ingest 
as well, in what she has to assume he thought would be 
some kind of fun game for her. Oh boy, what will the 
rich, well-dressed man order for his shy, humble date 
next? She thinks it with a fair amount of disgust. It sure 
as hell won’t be anything that she can consume with 
much gusto. At this rate, she’ll have to run through 
McDonald’s when she leaves, so she doesn’t go home 
with a cavernous gut. And she’s out forty bucks for the 
over-priced drinks already!

Maybe Chad would like a strong drink with a 
side of Ambien, just like Jack. Anna nearly visibly 
shakes her head to derail the thought from taking root in 
her mind. She doesn’t need to be wandering off down 
that path right now. And not just because offing Chad in 
a similar way wouldn’t really work. First off, they’re 
miles from the ocean; lakes wouldn’t do the same kind 
of damage to a body. She would end up with more to 
answer for. And second, she isn’t here to kill the idiots 
she happens to find on Tinder. 



She only agreed to go out with Chad because she 
really does want to establish a few connections here in 
her new hometown. Plus, she’s kind of bored. It can get 
pretty lonely being single. But going on dates with the 
Chads of the world may be just a tad more than what she
would like to have to deal with. While she watches him 
shovel yet another long, greasy fried piece of meat into 
his gaping hole of a mouth, she has to focus on not 
revealing her inner thoughts and looking upon him with 
disgust. Lucky for her, this is not her first rodeo.

“So, Chad.” She leans in and puts her most ‘you 
are just so fascinating’ face on, along with a coy curl of 
her lip. “Besides taking lucky girls to these fancy places 
to eat, what do you do to have fun?” On the inside, she is
rolling her eyes and laughing at the twinkle that emerges 
in the young Chad’s gaze. But on the outside, she is 
playing the impressed girl, stunned by menu prices and 
white tablecloths! 

“Well, I like lots of stuff.” He has the gall to 
wink at her. “If you know what I mean.” 

Dear God, how do guys like this ever get laid? 
It’s all that is running through Anna’s mind, while she 
keeps her eyes wide and her expression open. She knows
that one of the reasons she is so good at being exactly 
what anyone wants at any given time is in part thanks to 
her parents. Having to belittle one parent or the other in 
solidarity with their opponent for survival, only to turn 



around and grovel for forgiveness for that same survival 
when the tides turn, will do that to a person. 

She laughs and covers her mouth, willing her 
cheeks to flush just so. “You are ornery, Chad, I can 
tell.” She playfully bats at his hand as the waiter comes 
to collect his empty plate and her full one in preparation 
for whatever Chad the Great has planned for their main 
course. “Maybe we could get a bottle of wine to share? 
Loosen us up for some of the kind of fun you like to 
have?” She raises an eyebrow in question at her easily 
manipulated date. If she is going to sit through this entire
meal with someone who insists on masticating so 
noisily, she might as well get a free buzz from the 
ordeal.

He signals for the wine menu and, to Anna’s 
shock, lets her choose. She, obviously, picks one of the 
more expensive bottles, knowing Chad won’t sacrifice 
his ego trip by denying her request. Although she does 
see him try to hide his wince when she points to her 
choice. But he recovers as she demurs from speaking 
directly to the waiter, letting the brave man, of course, 
do the ordering for them both. 

Anna spends the rest of the meal slyly hogging 
the bottle of wine and pretending to be awestruck by the 
conversational skills of the Chad before her. All while 
replaying the satisfaction of killing the latest Chad she 
went out with, who went by Jack, and fantasizing about 



how she might eliminate the current Chad, who keeps 
blathering on about his job, his money, and his ability to 
lift a certain amount of weight at the gym. 

When the night is over and he walks her to her 
car, she knows he expects an invitation to a nightcap so 
they can get to all that ‘fun’ she’s been hinting at. 
Alongside her reverie about what Chad might look like 
dead, she also planned for how to get out of this one. She
waits until they are at her car, giggling in her silly girl 
nervous way the whole time, before suddenly stopping 
short and grabbing her belly. 

“Whoa,” she starts her charade, letting the color 
drain from her face and her laughter abruptly stop. “I, 
uh, I don’t feel so well suddenly.” She covers her mouth 
as she fakes a slight gag and burps into her hand. “I, oh 
no! I think I’d better get home. Oh my God, this is so 
embarrassing, bye!” She hastily throws her body into her
car, feigning humiliation as Chad slowly backs away 
from someone he thinks is about to hurl. Nothing turns 
off a former frat boy like a girl about to show how 
human she really is with some ill-timed bodily functions!

She waits until she is out of the parking lot to 
start laughing. Then she takes a deep breath. She feels a 
little dizzy from the wine. She doesn’t want to get in a 
wreck on the way home, or God forbid, hurt someone 
else because she is driving poorly, that wouldn’t be any 
fun. She is fairly certain she repelled Chad enough with 



her feigned food poisoning that she won’t get any 
follow-up dates. But if he does get over his ick, she’ll 
just ghost him. She is positive she wouldn’t be able to 
maintain her facade for a second date with such an 
obvious asshat. 

Once she is safely back home, she heads to the 
kitchen to finish off the buzz she started at the restaurant 
with one of her own strong cocktails. She takes her 
double bourbon to her bedroom and throws on her 
softest pajamas before turning on another mindless show
to relax before bed. She needs sleep soon. Even though 
tomorrow is Saturday, she has an early morning yoga 
class she wants to get to. She smiles. Maybe she’ll meet 
a new friend there. 


