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Recovered diary entrances of convicted killer Bobby Crank. 
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Dear Diary,

I was never normally this hurt, upset and pained by the sheer state of the world, because you very well know I am an excellent person. I normally spend tonight at the soup kitchen talking to the homeless people, I also read to the elderly on weekends and most importantly I support the sweet little kids at that excuse of a school down my road.

I wasn’t a bad person and I really do love life. I am not intense, insane or simply deranged.

I will tell you though and prove it to you that I am none of those awful, hurt things. Since I am currently lying in my nice warm bed, the softness of the cotton-scented fabric covers my body gently and lovingly. The fabric isn’t too warm nor cool, it is just right.

The great taste of apple pie still lingers in my mouth from the great dessert I had when I was out with friends only a few hours earlier. And my bedroom is as bright, colourful and welcoming as always.

I mean how else is a university student’s bedroom meant to look, except welcoming? 

I would never be able to get a girl back to my bedroom for some adult fun if it wasn’t the best it could possibly be, right? It’s why the walls are sterile white, cold and wonderful pictures of my holidays and other travels cover them. From France to Spain to Canada and everything in-between the walls clearly show I am interesting, lovely and I am not insane at all.

Of course there are tons of textbooks on murder, blood and police investigations but I am a policing student, so surely no one can ever hold such things against little old me?

Anyway, my dearest diary I am afraid I am letting myself go yet again. I need to tell you that at the amazing dinner with my friends we were all laughing, smiling and talking about everything and nothing like we always did.

Joe was being a bit of a player and telling us about his sexual conquests. He looked rather nice in his brown shirt and tight black jeans that, according to his girlfriend Aleshia, always left little to the imagination. I had always liked hanging out with Joe because he was just a wonderful person to have around.

Aleshia herself was hot and sexy as always. Her little black dress was perfectly seductive and I loved hearing about her coursework project to do with physics and a bunch of other things I simply didn’t understand.

And dear, dear Everliegh was beautiful as ever. She was so cute, sweet and innocent-looking. She might have gotten a new boyfriend yesterday and I wanted her and I was going to get her, I simply wasn’t allowing some other man to get what was mine.

Everleigh belonged to me and that was final.

But it turns out that when I said words to that effect to Everleigh she claimed that I was insane, crazy and I needed professional help. I simply couldn’t believe she had met her boyfriend a single day before and he had always turned her against me.

I tried to explain myself but poor Everleigh had been too corrupted and she was past the point of no return. 

She still wanted to be friends but she needed a little bit of space. She claimed that space would be great for us and for me to understand that friendship was deadly important, and I would in the end care more about her as a friend and not as a potential romantic partner.

I just smiled, nodded and waved her goodnight because she was wrong about everything but she was right about being deadly important to me.

I wanted to try to give her space but I simply couldn’t allow her out of my life.
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Diary, I am dying here.

I cannot do this any longer. My chest feels so tight, sweat is pouring down my back and my stomach fills like it is about to explode at any moment.

Even the entire world seems twisted, strange and warped against me somehow. I am still lying in my bed but the normally soft, silky, smooth sheets feel like fire ants are crawling all over me. They want to hurt me, kill me and they want me to suffer.

My bedsheets might have smelt like sweet cotton for the past few nights but tonight they seriously don’t. They stink of horrible coffee that makes the foul taste of walnut and coffee cake form on my tongue. I hated the same cake when my grandmother used to make it, and I hate it even more now.

There’s even a party across the road with loud screams, awful songs and people shouting at each other. I cannot think clearly and it is like the entire world is trying to punish me.

I cannot do this without Everleigh anymore, I have to contact her, I have to talk to her. I have to be with her.

I cannot describe the headache corkscrewing across my skull but it is getting louder and louder. I just feel like I am dying without her and I have spoken to some mental health crappers and they assure me this is simply emotional dependency, but I know they are liars.

This is love, dedication and admiration. I will have Everleigh even if I have to kill that dumb boyfriend of hers forever.

Yes. Yes.

Maybe that is exactly what I need to do diary, maybe I need to save and rescue Everleigh from the evil, corrupter that is her boyfriend. Then she would always be grateful to me and she would want to be with me forever. She could finally be my wife and that would be sensational.

Goodbye sweet diary because I have to start planning now.

***
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

14th August 2023
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Diary, I did it all. The corrupter is dead and now I will be free forever.

I guess I should start at the beginning because that is the least that you, my dear friend, deserve for helping, supporting and urging me on all this time. 

The plan was really simple actually and it only got simpler as I sat in my cold little black Kia car. The fabric seats were as holey, damp and icy cold as always and the entire car stunk of cigarettes because my brother had borrowed it earlier that day.

The foul taste of tobacco formed on my tongue and I hated my brother even more. How dare he force me to endure that disgusting habit of his and he wasn’t even here to suffer with me, even though I doubt it would be suffering for him.

I was parked on a narrow little road with large terrace houses lining the street. There were a lot of young families, a lot of happy schoolchildren walking up and down the road and my target’s house was simple enough to find.

Everleigh’s evil boyfriend was called Scott Barker, a jock at the local university and his awful curly black hair was so disgusting that I wanted to shave his head before killing him. 

His house was no different to the rest of the street. All the houses had the same white painted exterior, the same red and yellow brick driveaway and the exact same blue door. The only reason I knew why Scott lived where he did was because of the house number, and I had noticed the house number on a few photos on social media.

He was hardly difficult to track down.

So I did what any sane person would do and I watched the house for four consecutive nights, I watched his routines and I realised that Scott always walked home at 7 pm alone, he didn’t talk to someone on the phone or walk a dog. It was just him.

And it was just him on the street and thankfully this wasn’t one of those weird streets where someone was constantly looking out the windows and making notes. 

There weren’t even any doorbell cameras so I could happily kill him without anyone seeing me.

And that’s what I did.

It was the fourth night and I had parked in a different place tonight where I knew Scott always passed as he walked home. I had a massive knife that belonged to my father from his hunting days and I just waited for Scott to walk past.

Thankfully I didn’t have to wait too long and my entire body filled with such beautiful relief that sooner or later I could finally be with my love again. Soon Everleigh would come running back to me and I could simply love her, comfort her and be with her forever.

I watched Scott walk past my car, he didn’t see
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