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Chapter One
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Present Day
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Shit shit shit, why does this keep happening to me? Why do I keep doing this? Why can't I just leave shit alone? 

Cuz I'm a nosy meddling bitch. That's why. “AAAHH!” That one comes out as a loud verbal yell. I look around frantically to make sure no one's close enough to hear but of course nobody’s around. I'm in the middle of nowhere Missouri, a place I know well. a place where they decompose quickly and nobody visits. Hard to get to terrain, then marsh for dozens of miles. Perfect place to bury a body or a few dozen. No one will find him here. No one will suspect me right?

I committed the perfect crime and I'll get away with it just like I've done so many times before. Because murdering someone who means nothing to you, who you don't know and have no ties to is easy to get away with. Those are the murders that don't get solved. Because the cops don't know where to look or who to look for and when that someone you murder is a low life

worthless piece of scum and just goes missing it's even easier to not get caught. 

Not that I'm too proud of myself. I'm slightly irritated with what I did, but I have a compulsion. I need to restore order. A need to protect those that are innocent. I can’t help myself when I see someone getting hurt. I step in and react without thinking. This fucker sure deserved what he got. Touching his 3-year-old stepdaughter at night while the mom's at work without a clue. What an asshole he should have been taken out years ago. Well now he can never hurt that poor little girl ever again. Hopefully the mom chooses a better guy next time. 

I made that asshole write her a letter spelling out every detail of his wrongdoings and that he was a piece of shit and leaving so he can't hurt her ever again. That he didn't want to live anymore but was too weak to kill himself but at least he could leave. I considered making it look like a suicide, but I've seen way too many true crime stories were innocent people get a crime they never committed pinned on them. The cops have either been incompetent, lazy or just assholes looking to pin it on the easiest person they find. I didn't want the mom to get hurt or blamed so I figured this was the best way. 

I felt way too much joy and seeing the terror in that fucker's eyes when I snuck into the house and put the gun to his head before he even knew I was there. Pure terror. I told him I knew who he was, what he’d done and forced him to write that letter. Made him pack up his shit like I was actually going to let the loser go, then drove him out here and shot him in the head. But only after I made the jackass dig his own grave.   Dummy should have just told me to fuck off and do it myself and shoot him, but I truly think he thought if he begged hard enough and convinced me he was innocent, then I'd let him go. Stupid guy was so wrong. Now he's in the ground and I'm shoveling the damn dirt onto him. It's 2:00 in the morning and I'm exhausted but at least I don't have to work tomorrow so that's a plus.

You think I’d feel remorse for taking a man's life but I don't, never really have. Even after number fifteen, but to be fair each and every one of them was either a criminal or a terrible person on some level, but I know there's something wrong with me. I'm a psycho as they say. A god damn psycho. I know this. But I learned long ago that sometimes the law doesn’t take care of the innocent. It's not on the side of those in need, so I'm here to pick up some of their slack. I'm there to help those out when system fails them. Which seems to be all too often. 

Sometimes a good ass kicking is enough to put someone on straight and narrow then other times it's not and I have to resort to this. I never even gave this guy a chance to be better. Why, you ask me? Because pedophiles are the worst humans on earth and nothing you say will ever convince me otherwise. He would never stop no matter what I did so I knew this was the only way. People like this mother fucker get no second chances in my book. You do something that terrible there's no coming back. It's worse than murder in my opinion and I know a lot about murder. He's a fucking pedophile. I've killed him and I don't feel one bit bad about it. He can rot in the ground and never hurt anyone again. I'm proud of that, though part of me wishes I didn't feel this compulsion to hurt people. Wishes I was normal and felt better emotions but I don't and never will so I have to find a way to live with it and use it for good I guess.

I know most people would disagree with what I'm doing but others would agree. I'm certain at least a few people think that the scum of the earth like this guy being dead makes the world a better place for all of us. 

One time I had to sit on a jury trial for a woman accused of murdering her husband. Turned out he was an abusive asshole to her and her three kids. Way too many calls to the cops and they did nothing to help her. So she did what she had to do to protect her kids. He was beating the crap out of their fourteen year old son who talked back and she thought he was going to beat the kid to death so she shot him. Stupid prosecution kept me on the jury, probably thought my military background meant I’d be on their side, but I was on her side from the start. 

At the end of the trial, over half the rest of the jury was ready to say guilty, but over the next week I did everything I could to convince each and every one of them she was innocent and it was self-defense. All of them except one douchebag, a white old man who I was convinced was a wife beater himself, did not want to budge. He tried to embarrass me, then berate me and even threaten me in order to put her away for murder but he was messing with the wrong bitch.   On the last day of deliberations, I cornered the asshole, stared that fucker down and told him what I thought of his wife abusing ways. Then I continued to explain that if he didn’t find this woman innocent then I was going to track him down, meet with his wife and find a way to get rid of his low life ass and make 100% sure no one would ever find him. 

He laughed in my face at first, till I didn’t budge and just said, try me, while staring him down. You can bet your ass he realized I was serious and gave in. I had him by the balls and he knew it. Don't mess with me. It won’t end pretty. I worried I was too believable and considered leaving town in case he reported me to cops and prosecutor or something but he never did. 

Sorry, I’m getting off track, that woman’s husband deserved what he got. All those jury members agreed, so they'd all most likely agree that guys like this jerk in the ground also deserve it. Or at least that's what I tell myself. 

Okay he's finally covered. Home to my tiny sleeper cab truck. It’s nothing special but it's a roof over my head and cheap compared to 90% of the places to rent.  
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Two
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Ten Years Ago

It's been five years today since my mom died. I still miss her like crazy and every single day I wish it had been my dad instead of her. Oh how different my life would be right now if she lived, but nope breast cancer took her way too early. She never saw it coming and when it was caught it was too late. It had spread to her lungs and her liver. She suffered only a few months before it took her. I was only twelve, still in middle school, and I needed my mom. Still do. 

The last five years have been hell. A first I thought things would be fine. Even though my dad was devastated and drunk for days after, I figured he'd recovered but he never really did and things got so much worse. He kept a job for the first few months, construction, but one day he got so drunk on the job he fell off of the ladder and hurt his back. So bad it needed surgery. Then he was on pain meds and he was hooked. 

He's been on some kind of high or drunk binge since and living off of disability. 

First he kept food in the house. then eventually he gave up on that too. It forced me to go online and fill out all the forms for EBT credit so I’d have enough to eat. I had to do that for free meals at school
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