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Heather Kelly was surprised she actually didn’t notice the overwhelming smell of death, rotting food and dead animals that lived under the floorboards anymore. The postwoman, the gasman and everyone else who had been to see her over the past six months had mentioned how bad the smell was.

She didn’t even notice it.

Heather just laid down on her large dirty orange sofa staring up at the ceiling like she always did. She had been here every day for the past eight months, she barely had the energy to drink, eat or do much of anything.

Thankfully, she had barely managed to pass her university assignments so no one at the university actually cared that she was gone.

Heather hadn’t wanted to open the awful curtains for the past eight months. She had no real idea if it was sunny, rainy or even snowing outside. She suspected it was raining because she could hear the very faint tap of the rain hammering against the double-glazed windows.

She didn’t care to get up and look though. That simply felt like too much of a task, too much effort and too much of anything. 

This was the least she deserved after what she had done to her best friend and boyfriend. The man she truly loved.

Heather managed to turn her head ever so slightly and she stared at some dumb romcom that she had been playing on the large smart TV for the past two hours. The silly jokes and the silly romantic scenes had annoyed her so much that she had simply had to mute the damn thing.

And she hated the silly laughter of the actress anyway. It sounded like the dying scream of a cute cat. She just hated women like that because it was women like that that had destroyed her life.

Heather sighed and gagged as she got a whiff of the rotting food that everyone had been complaining about for the past eight months. Even her own flatmates had moved out because they simply couldn’t bear it anymore.

And Heather had wanted to change but her best friend, Joanna, and her boyfriend Arthur had been killed by her stupid mistake.

She had only been at university eight months for a fun party where new students and academic staff got to mix, talk and have some fun together. She had really liked the setup of the massive square room with tables filled with food and drink lining one side, and there were tons of seating on the other side.

Everyone was having fun, Heather was laughing, dancing and meeting a lot of wonderful young men. She had really, really wanted Arthur to turn up so they could dance together, and she could feel his wonderfully strong arms against her body.

They had been dating since she turned 16 and Heather had loved every minute of it. Arthur was kind, thoughtful and he was the best boyfriend a woman could ask for. 

Then she had made her first mistake.

All week Heather had been attending the various social things put on by the university so the freshers could mix and make friends. Heather had rather enjoyed the rock climbing, Freshers’ Fair and she had seriously enjoyed the cocktail nights.

But she had met, flirted and even been tempted to make out with a cute blond man called Harry. He was charming, sweet and he clearly worked out. He was stunning to say the least.

Heather had just finished dancing with some friends and got to grab a drink when Harry had come up to talk to her. She had laughed and smiled and then Harry had kissed her in front of everyone.

Heather kissed straight back.

Then Arthur and Joanna walked in, saw what had happened and then Joanna had shouted. Poor Arthur had looked so hurt, so damaged and just like he had been shot in the heart over and over.

Heather had wanted to go after him but Harry wouldn’t stop kissing her, and Heather didn’t exactly stop him. After a few moments Harry stopped kissing and Heather had raced after Arthur.

Him and Joanna had already driven away and that was when they had died.

Heather knew that Arthur had had to be so upset, so injured and so distracted that she didn’t doubt he didn’t see the artic lorry as he pulled onto the motorway. 

Smashing the car into it so they died instantly.

Heather shook a little as she went to pull a blanket over herself that wasn’t there. She wasn’t sure how many months she hadn’t had the blanket for but it had been ages. And Heather just couldn’t be bothered to get a new one.

Someone pounded on the front door.

Heather wanted to shout and tell them to go away but she didn’t have the strength.

The pounding got even harder.

Heather forced herself up and marched over to the door before her body could tell her to stop.

And when she opened the icy cold door, she actually grinned for the first time in ages at the sight of Detective Finn Ellis standing there in the pouring rain. The air was cold, refreshing and had odd hints of grass. 

The detective was standing there in a black trench coat and he looked freezing. Heather offered him to come inside but he shook his head like his life depended on it. Which it actually might have.

“Detective Ellis,” Heather said forcing it out and surprised how rough her voice was after not talking for so long. “How may I help you?”

“I’ve closed the case on Arthur’s accident and there are three things you should know directly from me,” 

Heather rolled her eyes. She really didn’t need to know that it was officially her fault, how she was a horrible person and how the world would be better off without her.

“Firstly
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