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  Chapter One


She screamed aloud, the sound of her voice echoing in her ears, yet nothing left from her lips. The trees of the forest stood watch over her like sentries. The branches overhead hung low with clouds of leaves covering the waning sunlight. 
She was tied up by her wrists to the branch above her small body. She was nude. Her skin was impacted by the cold air that whistled through the forest and forced her to move around, attempting to warm herself against the weather. She could see her captors.
There were five of them.
Five dirty men, large in stature and covered in ragged clothes that smelled like car grease and sweat. They had caught up with her despite her attempt to run from them. She didn’t know how long they had tailed her, she didn’t know who they were or what their plans for her were, they simply stood around in a huddle like a football team before a play. She attempted to pull her hands out of the ropes that bound her, no use, she was stuck in captivity at the mercy of these men.
She screamed and nothing came out, it was as though her voice broke each time she attempted to say anything. Her clothes were in a pile nearby; a pair of blue denim overalls and a pink t-shirt, her shoes were still on her small feet and she would run away in the nude as soon as she was able to get free.
Alas, she wasn’t able and her attempts only forced a cackle of laughter to come from the huddle of dirty men.
She had been walking home after going to town to see her brother, Eddie, off. He was boarding a bus for the military and her mother was too strung out on drugs to even see him go, so she had gone herself. However, the path back to her trailer house was a long one and on this occasion, she had been snatched away by the men. They hadn’t even spoken to her, merely grabbing her with their grubby hands and stripping her before tying her up.
Now she was nothing but a prisoner and she had no way of escaping, the ropes they used were stiff, they’d made sure to remove any slack from the binds before tying her up. 
She looked down at the ground; it was covered in twigs, leaves and mounds of dirt. She attempted to scream again, yet nothing happened and she was left unable to even breathe once the scream stopped, she coughed hard. Soon, the group of men exited their huddle and they made their way towards her, their leader reached out with his hand to fondle her body. She shook her head hard, everything seemed to be growing darker and his touch was like ice to her skin as she screamed again into the void.
Crystal-Meth opened her eyes.
It had been another dream. The same dream that had haunted her for years. Every time she went to sleep she would relive the memory all over again and she could never get the image of their face or what they did to her out of her mind. Raising up, she rubbed her eyes and reached over to the bedside table to grab her pack of Kools, lighting up as she realized she was covered in sweat. 
“Fucking hell,” she growled, tossing the blankets off of her glistening legs, the heat was already unbearable and the blankets didn’t help once the temperature got into the 90s. Taking a long drag off the cigarette, she blew the smoke up in the air and turned to place her feet on the floor, she felt the urge to vomit beginning to burn the back of her throat. 
Immediately, she jolted towards the bathroom and swung open the door, managing to barf her stomach contents into the toilet. She spat and gagged, puking again, the grotesque feeling of the memory overwhelming her body. She hated it. She hated this ritual. 
Flushing the toilet, she rinsed her mouth out and splashed water on her face, the cigarette having gone into the toilet when she flushed. Looking at herself in the mirror, she definitely looked like she hadn’t slept well, beauty sleep was a joke when she considered it. WIping her face off, she looked again and that’s when she recognized herself, her soft thin face and frown was evidence of her life thus lived. She was on the verge of turning thirty-four and already, she felt ready for retirement.
Or death, whichever happened first.
She exited the bathroom and walked into the kitchen, yawning slightly as she headed straight for the coffee maker, hitting the button to start the brew. Her trailer house was the same one she had grown up in. It was old and had been falling apart when she returned to fix it up, now it was just old. She’d put a lot of blood, sweat and tears into rebuilding the house.
It was single-wide and had three bedrooms, a laundry room and two bathrooms. Nothing too fancy, but she wasn’t a fancy girl, she was the type of woman who lived her life and did what she had to do. Nothing more and by fuck, nothing less. 
Pouring a cup of coffee before it finished brewing, she drank the scalding liquid and sighed, her throat was already bitter from the smoking. 
But cigarettes were hardly the worst thing you could put in your body.
Her mother had been a hardcore drug addict, she’d blow through her paycheck and even the food stamps to get the rock, it didn’t matter what. She even had the audacity to name her daughter after what she loved the most. Now, she was gone and so was the stench of the drug, Crystal had made sure to scrub the fuck out of the walls and redo the carpet and everything. 
From out of nowhere, her cell phone begun to ring and she groaned, “Fuckin’ A.”
Walking back into the bedroom, she reached down to the bedside table and picked it up, answering, “Hello?”
It was Ruby. Her boss. “Crystal, are you coming in today?”
“I thought I was off?”
“Wait,” Ruby said, putting the phone down for a second before replying, “Oh shit, I’m sorry, yeah I guess I misread the schedule.”
“It’s fine, do you need me?”
“Well, Patrick just called in, his wife’s in labor and he needs to stay with her, you don’t have to come in, I can cover his shift.”
“No, I’ll come in,” Crystal replied. “If anything, I’ll help you out if you do decide to stay.”
“Sounds good, I’ll cover lunch,” Ruby replied, hanging up the phone before Crystal could give her farewell. Crystal sighed, setting the phone down and took another sip of her coffee, yep, it was gonna be another day. 
After a quick shower, Crystal-Meth put on a pair of blue denim shorts and a t-shirt, sliding on her black sneakers. She had her phone in her pocket and her wallet, she put the cigarettes in her bra, finally, she topped herself off with a baseball cap. She was ready to face another hot day with her best foot forward. 
Heading outside, she heard a small moaning sound and looked around, her eyes darting to the trees that circled around the trailer house. The moans happened again and she narrowed her eyes, intent on checking to see if any animals were nearby. Once she realized they weren’t, she stepped down her porch and turned to the bloodied man laying near the porch, his ankles anchored to the ground by two iron rods that had been stabbed through them .
The man was moaning in pain, his body covered in dried blood and his broken arms were outstretched as he attempted to reach for the empty pistol that lay just out his reach. 
Crystal-Meth put her hands on her hips and looked down on the pitiful man lying beneath her, she nodded in approval, “You ready to apologize yet?”
“I didn’t do nothing,” the man spat, an angry frown on his face as he looked up to the thin country girl that had beaten, tortured and disabled him. He was a local man; with a history of petty theft, larceny, and other minor shit. However, earlier that year he had been charged with the abuse of a minor, but the child was too afraid to identify him as the one who had abused her.
Crystal had caught the guy stalking a pair of little girls the night before and attacked him before he could get a finger on them. The torment she rained down on him was the most satisfying she had done in quite a while, not nearly as fun as the revenge she planned in due time. For now, she was sharpening her skills with the scumbags in the town she lived outside of. 
She shook her head. “You did something that will affect someone for the rest of their life. You have until I come back to think of an apology and if you don’t.” She raised her foot and stomped on his broken hand, forcing a barrage of screams to come out of his mouth.
Smiling at her handiwork, she twisted her foot on his hand and pulled back from him, turning to walk towards her dirt-stained black bronco. The man continued to scream and cry out in agony, but it was simple music to her ears, she had no problem making scumfucks suffer.
She suffered enough herself.






  
  Chapter Two


Crystal drove through the woods, her old bronco still had plenty of get up and go, thankfully she didn’t have to spend too much maintaining it. She worked at the local dollar store and had a tendency to bring home poor paychecks, but they were enough for her to live on. 
She looked at the trees as she drove; they rarely changed and only got more spooky as time went by, she could feel a chill overcoming her as she looked through the paths carved out into the forest. She knew them like the back of her hand, but the memories still lived on inside of her and the trauma complicated her mindset. 
Regardless, she’d learned to pick up her shattered life’s pieces and rebuild herself. Maybe she wasn’t as strong as she could have been, but she was strong enough and that’s all she cared about.
The wind blew in through the windows she’d rolled down and provided a bit of comfort from the overwhelming heat of the region. It was one of the worst parts of living in Oklahoma. The state had four seasons weekly and this time around, they were set on hellfire for the win. The wind in the car blew through the pages of her tiny calendar magnet she had on the dash. 
She noticed the day circled on the next month. 
It was a pending appointment she had with someone from her past.
Someone she owed some much-needed time with.
A smile crept on her lips as she tightened her grip on the steering wheel and blazed through the dirty road until she turned left onto the paved road towards town, cutting off a couple of cars that blared their horns. Sliding her thin left arm out of her window, she raised up her hand and dropped all but her middle finger to give the drivers behind her a piece of her mind. Laughing, she withdrew her arm and sped towards the town, knowing the local cop on patrol wouldn’t be pulling her over any time soon.
The town didn’t have much of a police force, but she knew the deputy sheriff pretty well and he had let it slip on more than one occasion that he’d like to take her bowling sometime. The bowling alley was small, but it saw a lot of games on its three lanes, not that Crystal was ever much for bowling. 
They had good beer there.
Swerving through a yellow light, Crystal drove into the parking lot of the Dollar Club and killed the engine, sitting back as she lit another cigarette. The dust from the broken road under construction wafted around her as she inhaled her cig. It was another successful drive. 
All too soon, a guy came up to her window with a cross look on his face, angry at how she had cut him off when she swerved through the light. She turned to see him







