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I plunged the knife into her ﬂesh again and again, the warm blood spraying across my face. A part of me screamed, 'Stop! This is wrong!' But another part, a darker part, was strangely exhilarated. I was ﬁnally free from her torment, her constant judgment. Or so I thought.

I'm kneeling in a pool of blood, while holding a knife, and now I have one less family member. I stand up over my cousin's body with too many wounds to count with blood that spreads almost the whole room. Tears of regret in my eyes, mixing with blood of satisfaction as each emotion takes turns with me mentally.

My cousin Tasha invited my husband and I to visit New York on New Years, which is awesome because we never even thought of visiting New York before. After we purchased our ﬂight, I found out that my brother Jarrod, Tasha's sister Natalie, and two of her classmates from college Keisha and Danielle were all coming in as well. My stepsister Linda could not make it because of work, which was a disappointment being that we haven’t seen each other in over a year. It would have been amazing to bring in the New Year with both my brother and sister together in New York. It was sure to be an eventful trip with so many families and friends traveling to enjoy the holiday season in one of the biggest cities in the world.

Each step was a painful reminder of the carnage I had wrought. The blood, thick and viscous, clung to the soles of my feet, staining the once pristine bathroom ﬂoor. I glanced into the mirror, my reﬂection a grotesque parody of humanity. My face was smeared with blood, my hands stained crimson. Time seemed to slow as I tried to scrub away the evidence of my crime. But the blood was relentless, clinging to my skin like a second skin. The once clean towel turned a sickly red, a stark reminder of the horror I had committed. My eyes ﬁlled with tears, a mix of sorrow and a strange, perverse satisfaction. As I dried my face, I couldn't shake the feeling that I would never be truly clean again.

Tasha and her roommate Sarah became our personal tour guides. Leading us around the busyness of the city, seeming so small between the skyscrapers and the millions of people passing and bumping into us. They showed us Time Square and its many stores and restaurants, while we continue to look like little ﬁsh in a big pond. You can tell they really took on the New York lifestyle with fast walking and talking and more concerned about getting from point A to point B. My husband Gabe and I continued to ask questions and remind them we are tourist, so slow down and let us enjoy our moment. Natalie on the other hand started making comments to suggest we are slow and to not bother entertaining our southern attitudes, which I found weird because most of us besides Sarah were from the south. Natalie and I never had the best of relationships, which is ﬁtting she would take that kind of jab at me. I quickly ignored her

comments, as did Gabe, and we continued to ask questions. Tasha did not mine, which is why I asked myself, "What's up with Natalie?"

The bathroom door swung open, revealing a scene of carnage. My cousin lay sprawled on the ﬂoor, a grotesque tableau of blood and suﬀering. Each ragged breath was a violent expulsion of crimson ﬂuid, her body racked with convulsions. Her eyes, wide and pleading, seemed to silently ask, "Why?" I could only oﬀer a hollow apology, my voice barely a whisper. "It didn't have to be this way," I murmured, kneeling beside her. Her body shuddered, a ﬁnal spasm of life, before settling into an unnatural stillness. Her eyes, once ﬁlled with fear and pain, were now closed, a chilling mask of peace. A wave of nausea washed over me as I surveyed the carnage. The air was thick with the metallic scent of blood, and the ﬂoor was a macabre mosaic of crimson stains. Desperation gnawed at me as I pulled out my phone, my mind racing. Who could I call? What would I say? The reality of what I had done was slowly sinking in, a cold, heavy weight settling on my soul.

We went to eat breakfast at a
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