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      She had few options. That’s what Dr. C later told a jury with tears in his eyes. Much later. Before I had a nervous breakdown and was transferred to a mental health facility. I couldn’t blame juvenile hall for the breakdown. Still, it didn’t help.

      But before telling you why I murdered my parents, I had to first dispose of the bodies. That was step one. Step two came later: how to get away with murder. I had a sneaky suspicion, somewhere deep down, I’d do just that. Not because I was playing the angel. Sometimes you must play the devil to kill the devil.

      Emma saved my life. She gave me the courage to leave this house. Even now, I wondered if she had sacrificed herself for me. I’d go to my grave wondering about that. Our freedom belonged to us. It had always belonged to us. I wished I could have told her that before she died.

      I was a Mondragon. Though, if you’d asked Andrew about my Mondragon status, he’d have told you I wasn’t. He’d further convince you I’d never had Mondragon blood pulsing through my veins. His last words before I stole his dying breath, were that I’d always be a coldhearted Gray. I figured it takes one to know one.

      I supposed there was some truth to that. Abby Gray, my stepmother, had an exotic taste for cruelty. Evil lived in her heart, so screamed Emma, after getting caught climbing through the window at sunrise. Though, I wasn’t a Gray. Not by blood, anyway.

      He was mistaken about one thing: the Mondragons and Grays were the same. These bloodlines were a deadly concoction when mixed in equal parts. Sort of like a tsunami. The ocean is breathtaking at first sight. But don’t go sightseeing just yet. A deadly tidal wave can hit any moment once the earth fractures beneath the sea. Thus, creating a holy shit moment.

      I recalled Mr. Peters saying something to this effect in Earth and Science. Not the holy shit part but the former. That was the Mondragons and the Grays for you in a dysfunctional nutshell. They were the holy shit show nobody saw coming.

      At twelve sharp, I popped in to see why death was dragging its feet. Waiting for death was a real buzzkill. You never knew if the cops were on the way because you did something dumb, like peeked out the blinds too many times. To be fair, it was just paranoia stealing my sanity. On this sleepy, little block, everyone turned a blind eye. Including Nurse Maggie. At least our neighbors never called the police when Emma and I screamed until the bats clustered around the streetlamp at night.

      Once Andrew finished terrorizing the house, and everything fell still, I’d hear countless bats pelting their wings against the lamp’s glass eye. But the mimicries haunted me more. As though they carried our silent agony toward heaven.

      First stop was Abby’s room. Her crystal figurines all lined up on the dresser glared at me once I entered. Soldier vibes with dust caked on top. No shame in their eyes. Even though they were dancing naked in years of gray snow. Staring up to the left. Expressionless. To where? Who knew? Maybe at Jesus tacked to the wall.

      The steady hum of the oxygen machine was still going. Warm to the touch. Still pumping air into Abby’s lungs that stopped doing their job. Damn that rigor mortis lag time. I couldn’t wait for her face and hands to gnarl up, vampire like, once the sunlight struck.

      I’d heard Andrew take his last breath but not Abby. I’d missed that one. I was too busy tending to Andrew’s needs. His needs outweighed Abby, always. Right to the end. Andrew’s needs smashed the entire house to smithereens.

      Is that a psycho wish? To hear my parents gurgle their final breath. I didn’t get all stabby. That’s retro. Like those crystal figurines sitting on Abby’s dresser. Retro gets you caught. And, also, I was the only one left to clean up the mess. I imagined a body was pretty fucking heavy for this slight frame to lug around. Then, times that by three. That would be the last to do, or my last to do, ever. And I wasn’t a betting girl on which one would come first. 

      If I walked out the front door in handcuffs, covered in blood, like a psycho killer, then I elevated myself to a stale-sandwich serial killer.

      Nobody knows a social media public execution like a teenager. Even toddlers pack phones and are itching to hit the record button, so saith Jesus—I meant, Andrew. Contrary to whatever you believe, this bitch had goals. I wasn’t trying to go out OG. OG was sloppy. OG will get me one-way to the slammer.

      At first, most who read my confession will think me a monster. And perhaps I was. I did not intend to have you believe I was an angel. How could I have been with parents like these?

      Unlike Depeche Mode’s “Playing the Angel,” I wasn’t playing at anything. Nor was I dying to wilt away in a cell. As I suspected I would have, once the authorities uncovered the truth.  I still had plenty of time to tidy a homicide in progress.

      There’s a funny thing about the truth. One easily sees what floats to the surface. But people often ignore what sinks to the bottom. Forgotten. Lost at sea, so saith Jesus. You know who I meant. Yes, the actual evidence was lost at sea.

      Well, it was now time to work up a sweat. Dispose of things. Maggie—Nurse Maggie, as Andrew loved to correct—would arrive at two. As always.

      “Jesus, bless her soul,” Abby slurred between bathtub martinis the moment Maggie walked through the front door.

      Abby played a good game. She pretended to be happy to see Maggie. With her fake smile. That fake laugh. Sweet-as-candy voice. Sometimes she even fooled me. But I knew the truth. Abby was only eager to lock eyes on the prescription pills inside Maggie’s bag.

      It was hard to say if I’d regret killing my parents. Maybe in a couple years. But I’d regret killing Maggie. I hoped I wouldn’t have to. To be fair, it might get slashy in the Mondragon house. Though I’d do my best to prevent casualties.

      I saw her lift Andrew from the bed during diaper change one fine afternoon. She didn’t even break a nail. She lifted him like he was a feather. There’s no way Maggie would stand by and watch me kill my parents. She’d try to stop me. Or dial 911.

      I worried I might have to kill her. Did you think I’d hand myself over to the police wrapped in a pink bow? Remember what I said before? I didn’t plan on rotting in prison. Plus, that was a terrible place for a baby.

      It’s easy to dispose of a body. One, two, three times is a charm. Thanks to the internet. After the third one, you’re elevated to a serial killer status. Don’t worry, I had this covered. I never dared to look up “how to dispose of a body” on the internet at home. Googling sulfuric acid on a home computer would have given me the lethal injection. Premeditated murder would have been a bad look in front of a jury of my peers. Which made little sense. I’d never heard of a teenager serving jury duty.

      Death by lethal injection was still on the table here. Besides, I could google nothing at home anyway. We didn’t own a computer or a cell phone. Our childhood home used only landline service. People who don’t know what a landline is, just watch a black-and-white.
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      I went to a gamer café to do all my research. I used a prepaid credit card to buy time on the computer. Which, the day before, I’d bought in cash at Walmart. I wore Emma’s sunglasses that cloudy day and a ball cap. I thought I’d better cover all the bases. If the investigators tried to pull up security footage of my purchasing prepaid cards.

      Don’t worry. After Andrew and Abby were knocked out, I burned the evidence out back. Don’t side-eye me, I didn’t ice them yet.

      Andrew told me I wasn’t pretty countless times. So much so, I believed it. What I saw in the mirror only freighted me. Behind those innocent eyes was something indescribable. Whatever it was clawed its way to the surface sometimes as I tilted my head to the side. My neck muscles glistened when I caressed a pulsating vein. I was careful not to make direct eye contact with myself for long. Because those eyes were bottomless. Or maybe just soulless. It was hard to tell.

      Sometimes I’d sit on the floor, leaning against Abby’s bed. She’d stroke my hair while watching TV and say, “You’re the classic ugly duckling. I don’t see why he likes you.” That was Abby, being nice. She only talked when the gin dried up. Abby didn’t have dish hands. Her hands were pure cashmere. Mine were sandpaper. Digits and all. According to Abby.

      Emma, on the other foot, was beautiful. Hollywood beauty. All the boys wanted to… Let’s just say in a gazillion years from now, she’d never run out of boys. But she never chose. A boy, I mean. She never got to fall in love.

      Abby could be charming. That strangely coincided with empty gin bottles spilling from the front door. All her drunken deeds seemed to evaporate. She lived a double life. Three lives, really. She spent her first life as a mean drunk. Then, when sober, almost maternal. Andrew was her third life. That one we don’t speak of. But the drink stole her most days.

      Still, I wasn’t sure what she meant by calling me a “classic ugly duckling.” Like, was I beautiful inside, rather than out? Or in reverse?

      Andrew’s message was crystal. In his eyes, I was a little dummy who couldn’t think worth shit. A disgusting pig. Those were his words. “Oink, oink.” He’d nuzzle my ear with his scratchy upper lip. Breathing through snot-caked nostrils like a pig. His pig-like grunts haunting. Andrew was brilliant at extinguishing souls like cigarettes. As I’d mentioned before, he smashed the entire house to smithereens.

      Although Mario disagreed wholeheartedly with Andrews’s assessment. I met him at Walmart while shopping for monthly supplies. You know, the usual. Adult diapers, baby wipes, ointments, and medications. Baby powder causes cancer, did you know? We went through cases of baby powder at the house. I bought it by the truckload. You’ve got to have goals, you know what I mean?

      Mario thought I was beautiful. He gave me that look as I walked by. Girls know. Mario came looking for me while I was standing at the self-checkout. I wasn’t even giving. I’d disguised myself by wearing oversized everything.

      He said, “Damn, girl, you’re clean as fuck,” while staring at my ass and biting his lip. I was guessing “clean” meant “beautiful.”

      Mario’s tattoos were grim. Especially the teardrop near his eye. I never liked tattoos. Andrew had tattoos. Army tattoos. Even though Andrew had never seen a day of action in his life. That’s what Abby shouted one drunken night after he’d smashed her face into the floor. He’d enlisted as a draftsman. Who knew how deadly that was? But he loved to brag.

      We hooked up on the first date. In the back seat of his Civic. We made it as far as the Walmart parking lot. It was over in a blink, and he lay on my chest panting the rest of the time. I finally told him I had to go. I wasn’t trying to move in or anything.

      His breath was minty against my cheek. That scent floated upward and made the strands of my hair quiver. His body spray made my eyes all watery. He smelled like a boy in my class. Mario’s only saving grace was silky skin. It felt nice. It reminded me of Abby’s hands.

      My lasting impression was locking eyes on the headliner. We both stared up. Sprawled like starfish as customers rushed past the Civic. Some peeked in. Then went about their day. The headliner was dangling above my head like a soiled diaper. It brought me back to Andrew. It’s funny how sharp turns in life bring you back to the place you try to escape.

      Mario was rough. I didn’t expect that. My neck creaked at an angle. Hair bird-nested against the door. His mitts crushed me. I kept begging for a moment to breathe inside my head. Maybe Andrew was right. I wasn’t that smart. What kind of person hooks up with a stranger?

      I broke it off with Mario the moment I exited the Civic. He kept calling the house with a stalker vibe. Waiting for me outside the Walmart every day. He screamed, “Every day, bitch!” I hated when boys called me a bitch. Just insert girl.

      He tracked me down anyway. They always did. I showed up one day at Walmart, and there he was. I had the worst luck. He slammed me against the cinder wall outside. Pointing a dirty finger in my face, crying. Telling me he’d die for me. “I love you, fucking bitch, don’t you see that!” He even got down on his hands and knees like he would propose with those goo-goo eyes. He surprised me. Those tattoos and the way he was crying made little sense.

      To be fair, Mario wasn’t right for me. Mainly, I didn’t want to be loved that fucking bad. You get what I’m saying? Who aspires to be with a boy who calls you a bitch every other sentence? Learn your language. The only way you can get away with calling a girl a bitch is if you’re their bitch. I thought, after Mario, I preferred girls.

      In her last days, Abby watched Criminal Minds nonstop. Sulfuric acid was being investigated in one episode. I paid special attention to these gospel facts. Even though the episode blared and crackled as I perched at the edge of Abby’s bed. I couldn’t peel myself away.

      I took notes. Word for word. I watched every detail unfold without blinking, while Abby snored away, the gin fumes making me gag. It’s true what the Lord said—TV rots the soul, and so does the internet. According to Andrew’s version of the Bible. 

      When the episode ended, the killer got caught. They always got caught for doing dumb things. You’d think this would change my mind. Forget about murdering my parents. But I took this as a sign from the baby Jesus above, so saith Abby. I saw this as my way out.

      While shopping online at the internet café, I learned that lye, potassium hydroxide, dissolves human tissue and bone. The Mexican cartel labeled this process as “making pozole.” How hard could it be? I could make pozole like those entrepreneurs down in Mexico.

      But, I thought, I better play this one a little smarter. I just couldn’t feed their remains to the pigs. I’d get caught. Although, I went back and forth about calling Mario. That teardrop tattoo got me thinking. But if he was crying over this, I hated to imagine how he’d react getting caught up in a triple homicide. It was best to exclude strangers from family matters.

      I went from searching for chemical compounds to where to buy these delightful chemicals. I even googled “how to DIY a human corpse at home?” I was neck deep in my quest when an officer tapped me on the shoulder. Correction: two police officers hovered over me. Their faces read: you’re busted.

      “Ma’am,” the younger officer said. “Remove yourself from the computer.”

      Inside my head, I screamed, “Stop giving me that goddamn look.” I channeled Abby to calm myself. She loved that word. Goddamn this, goddamn that. That word she hung in dazzling lights whenever she got angry. That and Jesus. Especially the baby one.

      I just sat there for a minute looking like a little dummy. Did he want me to stand up or something? I wasn’t clear what to do next. Maybe I should hike my hands in the air. Then I ditched that plan. Guilty people don’t raise their hands.

      The younger officer waited for the other to give the go-ahead. “Come with us.”

      My throat pounded as though my heart was rammed inside. Remember what I said earlier: truth doesn’t always float to the surface. I played the angel. Though, inside, I was doing the devil’s work.

      “Why, Officer?” My hand clutching my heart. My Little Bo-Peep voice even fooled me. “Did my credit card get declined?”

      Don’t call officers pigs. According to Criminal Minds. It’s pigs when they slap the handcuffs. If you say officer, it’s a sign of respect. It also throws them off the homicide trail. If you want to get caught, for anything or nothing, just call them a pig.

      Everyone in the café was eyeballing me hard. Like I’d dissolved a body right in front of them.

      “Ma’am,” the older officer said. “On your feet.”

      I complied. I was calm. My twitchy hand, though. Darn that twitchy hand. “What did I do?”

      Now I know how Mario felt that day when he professed his love. Though, I wasn’t professing anything. I, too, wanted to bawl my eyes out. Get down on my hands and knees and beg for mercy.

      “We’d like to discuss a few things with you,” the younger officer said. He pointed at the main entrance. “Outside.”

      He seemed more sympathetic to my cause than the older one. He would play daddy. Sit me down and have a serious chat. Clear things up.

      My cheeks were pure fire. They always get rosy when I was about to get in trouble. Stomach acid gave my mouth a terrible jingle. I thought, Oh, Jesus, now what, I’m so close. A sensation tickled my brain. I asked the older officer before he placed me in the back of the patrol car, “Am I under arrest?” and batted my eyes.

      He said nothing before shielding my head. So I didn’t knock it against the hood of the car on the way in. I’m like, no honey, you smack that little head all day long, so I don’t wake up in the slammer.

      “That depends, ma’am.” The older officer was all magisterial in his lint-free, inky getup.

      Once the car door slammed, they huddled outside my window. Almost whispering to each other. Side-eyeing me occasionally, as though I didn’t get what was happening. Hello, my processor works just fine.

      The younger officer opened the door and said, “Identification?”

      “What?” I said, as though I didn’t hear him.

      “Do you have an ID?” the older officer chimed in over the younger one’s shoulder.

      “No.” I made direct eye contact and didn’t blink. I had my hands tucked in my hoodie. And guess what? I was holding my ID.

      “Where’s your ID?” the older officer scolded. “You must carry an ID.” He caught his breath. “It’s the law.”

      “Ok mister, it’s the law.” I mutter inside my head.

      Two days before, Nurse Maggie had gotten pulled over for speeding. She’d told me all about it at the kitchen table. Unlike me, she really didn’t have her ID. Someone had smashed her car window and stolen her purse at a Quick Mart. She was inside getting a cup of coffee when a smash-and-grab went down in the parking lot. She was too busy chitchatting with Lorenzo, the hot Latin cashier. That’s how I painted him inside my head.

      The police officer let her go with a warning after she explained the whole mess. Being a hospice nurse helped her case. The police officer who’d pulled her over was married to an emergency room nurse. Small world.

      Officers may sympathize with teachers too, I imagined. They’d probably let you go with a slap on the wrist. I wondered how many teachers got away with murder. Why can’t I be a teacher right now? Tears began to warm my eyeballs. If it worked for that bitch, it’s got to work for this bitch. Girls, it matters little how you play it, as long as you play it. 

      “Someone smashed my car window and stole my purse,” I said, lips pursed and quivering, about to cry.

      The younger officer gave me a consoling look as though a puppy had died in his arms. “Why would you leave your purse in your car?”

      The question was valid. In fact, I’d asked Nurse Maggie the same one. “I was in a hurry.”

      It didn’t matter anyway. I didn’t own a purse. Some feedback: Jeans still didn’t have deep-enough pockets. Emma was the only person who could stuff those tiny pockets. Then again, she was extra. Don’t give me that bra energy, ok. Not every girl has enough to work with.

      The officers appeared to be in deep derail. What to do with this girl?

      Luckily, I stopped myself midsentence. I almost finished with, “I’m on my way to see a dying patient.” How would I have walked away from that one?

      The older officer’s steely eyes burned right through my little skull. “Late for what?”

      “For… for school.”

      “What high school do you attend? GW?”

      “No.” My eyes darted. “DU.”

      You see how the lies raced from the package? It was freeing being a teenager sometimes. The rules didn’t apply unless someone slapped them into you.

      “How old are you?” the older officer asked. “You can’t be older than sixteen.”

      Sixteen and a half, thank you very much. “I just turned twenty.”

      My eyes stayed the course, unflinching. The younger officer looked as though he bought my story. But the other one wasn’t so convinced. “Oh yeah, what’s your birthdate?”

      That’s when the oh shit moment hit me. Why didn’t I say nineteen? Emma was nineteen and a half. I could have spilled her birthdate easy as milk.

      “Why are you detaining me?” I’d heard this scripture from Criminal Minds.

      “What were you searching on the internet in there?” the younger officer said. “Don’t lie to me, young lady.” That scolding tone rose once more. I’d have liked to slap his nervy mouth.

      I batted the most innocent eyes. “How to dispose of a body? It’s for research. I’m researching Mexican cartels.”

      It turned out I was a beautiful liar. I could lie on the fly, just like Nurse Maggie. When women lie like worms, men gobble it up like angry birds.

      They looked horror-struck. “Why would a pretty thing like you want to research something horrible like that? This world is terrible, yah know?” He puckered his face as though he’d drank a cup full of pee.

      I was willing to bet he’d never sleep a wink if he knew someone had already vandalized a pretty thing like me. Although, the pretty part, I relished. Take the win, Lizzie.

      “I’m interested in forensic science.” Another scripture from Criminal Minds.

      Regardless of how depraved my internet search was, mentioning forensic science seemed to ease their minds a little. The light swam in their eyes again.

      The older officer shrugged. “For future reference, gaming cafés monitor your internet searches. And they alert the staff when someone uses keywords. You seemed to hit every red flag there ever was.”

      I was so tired of the red flags already. The whole goddamn world is awash in red flags.

      Thank you, Officer. I’ll store that one for future reference. “It was purely for research. You must arrest boys all day long.”

      “What was that?”

      “I’d hate to see their internet searches.”

      He shrugged again. This time with a stony glare. “Why aren’t you using the computer at the DU library? They’re free, aren’t they?”

      “Wouldn’t I get in trouble over there too?”

      “No,” he said, as though it should be obvious. “DU is a law school, for Christ’s sake. Those kinds of things, I think, are the norm there, not here.”

      Those kinds of things. Good Lord, Officer, as Nurse Maggie would say after changing Andrew’s diaper. “Oh, okay.”

      The older officer played a game of don’t blink. He waited for me to elaborate. Now they were both staring me down. “Well?”

      “Yeah,” I said. Pretending to be oblivious to his line of questioning.

      “Why aren’t you at the DU library?”

      “Someone stole my ID, remember? They won’t let me in without it. So I came here.”

      The lies just clicked into place. It dawns on them finally. I think they’re buying it. Lies are nothing but Hollywood beauty.

      They stepped aside and whispered among themselves a minute longer. Side-eyeing me midsentence here and there. The younger officer helped me out from the back seat. “Next time, use the DU library.”

      The older officer said, “Your research is finished for today. If I receive another call, I’ll arrest you.”

      The younger officer shook his head, flailed his hand, and mouthed, “Just go.”
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      After my run in with the police, I took their advice and rode the bus down to the DU library. I had little choice. The officers had rudely interrupted my research. My plan was missing an important piece of the puzzle. I needed to know what kind of container safely dissolves a body.

      The worst thing that could happen was for my victims to spill out onto the floor in a bloody, toxic slurry because I got sloppy. Remember this: lazy people get caught. Do the research, you won’t regret it. Besides, there’s always plan B. Burn every trail—in a literal sense.

      Oil drum. Porcelain tub. Believe me, I googled every type of vessel. I’d even thought about dissolving their bodies in the cellar. Let them stew like pozole on the dirt floor. But then I changed my mind. Desperation is no excuse to willy-nilly things. I’d never desecrate consecrated ground. But, I must admit, I was palpitating like crazy over the entire mess. 

      Does a human body smell while being liquefied? The internet would arrest me on the spot for googling that.

      I’d come to terms with some things. Mainly, dismemberment. I realized it would have to play out on the fly. How gruesome it would get was anyone’s guess. All of us would take this mystery to the fiery gates.

      It turned out, the DU library didn’t track who came and went through those mirror-finish, mahogany double doors. I waltzed right in. No questions asked. In the late afternoon, I blended in with the other students.

      My oversized jeans, hiked past my hips, reassured that I was comfortable. Even retro. My Cure hoodie harkened back to wistful days. The one I stole from Emma’s closet. Screaming, “I’m naive and promising.” And when you look naive and promising, you can literally get away with murder.
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      Emma, my sister, my angel, was a burner. She was a suicide bomb. Andrew and Abby drove her to drink bleach. One soupy day in October, I rummaged through her room for something. I got stalky. Which happened sometimes. So, I ditched the reason I went into her room in the first place and yanked open a drawer in her nightstand, uncovering a lighter stash.

      There must have been hundreds. Bic lighters—smalls and larges. A color wheel’s worth. She had butane fire starters. The ones with super-slender flames. As sharp as Damascus steel. Emma had stashed a baby machete on the side of her bed. I saw it glinting on the floor near the headboard. I nicked my thumb from holding it wrong.

      Funny thing about the angels in your life, you don’t know their lives. I thought Emma lived the dream, even though we both lived the same hell. Her room was right next to mine. I guess it’s true—you don’t know what you don’t know.

      My first and only stop, the computer room; however, the computer required a key card. I went to the front kiosk where a girl sat behind an official kiosk. She looked bored. Space-case energy. Chin in hand. Hand lifting the entire goddamn world, it seemed. Hell night hung on her face, as Abby liked to joke. Her copper wires cobwebbing out into the universe somewhere. Ink eyeliner and nails. The girl wore emo hell—and then some.

      My five-foot frame barely let my eyes skim the kiosk counter. So I tilted my head upward to lock eyes. “I need your student ID for a key card.”

      Those lethargic eyes sort of rolled. I wanted to take a nap with her. To end the misery.

      “Someone stole my purse,” I said, wearing goo-goo eyes. Like Mario’s. But my damsel-in-distress routine didn’t budge her ass one bit.

      Then she nodded to the left. “Down the hall, there’s an elevator. Take it to the second floor. Suite two-ten, administration.”

      “I’ll be late for class.” I pointed at the scientific-looking wall clock behind her. “My class starts at three forty-five. It’s three thirty.” I made it sound so real, so urgent. “Help a bitch out.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Yeah, it’s a small world. You never know when this bitch will help you out.”

      She turned to look at the clock.

      “I need a computer.”

      She gave me a look of disrespect. With a sprinkle of “I don’t care about your life.” Same look Emma used to give. “It’s a very small world, honey.”

      She spewed a sigh. Her eyelids fluttered. Then jammed a key card in my hand.

      Whatever I resurrect inside her is why a bitch can’t catch a break. Hear me out for a sec. The entire world conspires to erase a bitch, including other bitches. I’m thinking, where can a bitch go to get a drink around here?

      I was more cautious about the landscape this time. I scouted a computer near the back of the room. A corner cubicle where I sank low and vanished. If I needed to give the police the slip. Criminal Minds energy all the way. Sunglasses. Hoodie. Ball cap. The works.

      I scanned for the perfect vessel. A human-sized cubicle. The Mexican cartel cooked pozole in a fifty-five-gallon steel drum. What to do? The only places that sold these were online. Doesn’t it twist your undies when you have to buy the stuff online? Meanwhile, you’ve got a triple homicide in full swing. If I were a little dummy who couldn’t think worth shit, as Andrew often said, I’d order three steel drums online and have them shipped to the front door. But I couldn’t do that. So, I bought another gift card from Walmart and shipped the drums to the neighbor’s house, the Smiths. They were quintessential snowbirds spending six months wintering in Florida. What a life, right? I cherished two things in life: consistency and dedication.

      I went back to DU the following day. Where a boy, older than me, handed me a key card. I think he liked me because he just handed it over without a fuss. Again, not giving. He gave me dreamboat eyes. Along with a side of creep vibe. As though he would lock me up in his basement and force me to have his babies. I wondered, though, would he best Mario? A basement would be a lot of steps below the back seat of a Civic. Still, he didn’t look like a guy who would bawl his eyes out if I ghosted him.

      Looks are deceiving, though. Mario didn’t seem the type who’d bawl his eyes out either. And he did. And he was kind of grim. Who knew killers had hearts too? But, if you create a beast, be ready to feed it. 

      I went overboard and ordered a lifetime supply of drop cloths. Someone on Reddit wrote cutting up a body is a messy and laborious task. Oh, for sure. Whoever you may be in the world of Reddit. Especially for the inexperienced. That part killed me. I thought this person might be the real deal. I couldn’t complain, though. Thank you for the heads-up, serial killer from afar.

      When I returned the key card to the creepy boy at the front desk, he came for me like Mario had. Once again, I wasn’t even giving. He got all touchy. He even grazed my boob with those clumsy, hot dog digits. The nerve. I said, “Is this a hookup? Because you got my attention.”

      Don’t get judgy. I didn’t want to ruin a good thing. I may need to access the DU internet again. Like I said before, this bitch had goals.

      We met up later in the day. He bought me a Frappuccino with extra whipped cream. What a lady killer. But he had my digits all right. I loved whipped cream. Even the imitation stuff. He ordered a triple espresso for himself. I guess he wanted his wits about him. Stockpiling energy for what I hoped translated into a better endeavor than Mario.

      Turns out, he outplayed Mario. Not in a good way. If I had a choice, I’d choose Mario. At least with Mario, it would be over in a blink.

      His skin was pure boy. As if showering and using a loofah was against his religion. A tinge of BO lingered. His tongue tasted like weed and tobacco married and had Rosemary’s baby. I saw that movie with Abby on a good day. Still, that cigarette afterburn turned my stomach.

      His name was Lincoln. Like the sixteenth president. After he was done, we sprawled on his dorm bed with starfish energy. It was like Mario 2.0. We just stared up at the ceiling. Believe me, it dwarfed the comfort of a Civic; however, my surprise was palpable. He didn’t imprison me in some basement.

      He asked
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