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I PULLED THE body to the water as best I could. The moon was glowing behind sheer cloud curtains. The sand was soggy beneath my shoes, which beat dry sand, but only a by little. The girl’s hair clumped with wet sand the closer I got to the shoreline.

Then my feet were covered, along with half of the girl’s body. I turned around to look at her.

Her face was twisted in a scream, eyes still wide. Her blonde hair was matted to her head. Blood reflected black in the moonlight; there was sand caked in her hair. She was beautiful by any standard. By mine, however, she was hideous. Inside and out.

This girl tried to steal my half-wit husband. He told me about the things she’d said to him. Hence her trying and him being a half-wit. They met in some weird online group on one of the socials. I didn’t care about any of that. I cared about what she wanted and why.

It didn’t matter to me that he and I were on the outs; nothing did. We were still together for too many reasons, kids not being one. He didn’t even know I killed people for fun. Sure, we have secrets—this girl should’ve been one of his—but I liked to think they kept us together.

By now, I’m knee-deep in the ocean and she’s water-logged dead weight. I let go and watch her sink before beginning to trudge my way back. I tripped trying to maneuver between rocks. Rocks that weren’t an issue on my haul out with her body.

Back on the beach, I collapse. Drained from killing, carrying, and dragging this girl. Her name was Samantha. She was one of many.

My name is Morgan Davis and I kill people for fun.
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SAMANTHA MET MY husband, Dom, months ago on some fan group online. They talked, along with other people, about common interests. They got to know other members of the group, as well as each other. Then she started her shit.

Dom claims ignorance and innocence. He never thought she was real about anything she’d said. Do I believe that? Eh, sort of. He generally doesn’t realize when a woman is flirting with him anyway. Dom also says he didn’t tell her about our marital issues. That part I fully believe; he doesn’t talk to anyone about us. Me, on the other hand? I tell my friends, generally asking for advice on how to handle certain things.

It doesn’t surprise me that Samantha wanted him; she probably thought she could have herself a sugar daddy. Hah! If she only knew that’s not at all how Dom is. He loves me no matter what our issues. He’s not going anywhere, is he? Is love enough to keep us together?

Anyway, Dom told me about her asking him to come see her. Turns out, she doesn’t live far away. Dom even told me her last name and all the information she’d given him, like her address and phone number. I did one of the things I do best and went to stalk her.

The drive to Samantha’s place took around forty minutes from our house in Tampa. There were no accidents, just the normal amount of traffic. I’d like to compare it to Atlanta, but it’s worse there than here. I shut the headlights off as I crept closer to her house. She didn’t know me. As far as I know, she’d only seen old photos of me, so I put a hat on before I left the house.

I didn’t hold too many plans other than to do what I do best and kill Samantha. Right. Disclaimer: I’m what’s called a serial killer. No one knows. Not even Dom. He’s a great guy, even if naïve. I’ve killed more than three people, most in the same ways. I’m not that original or creative, what can I say?

A parking spot was open right in front of Samantha’s house on the opposite side of the street. I saw a shadow figure that I supposed was Samantha. What I knew about her wasn’t much to go on; she was single with no pets or kids. She could have a roommate. I really didn’t know. If Dom did, he didn’t tell me, but he’s been so honest since we met, I had a tough time believing he’d hide anything from me. He tells me everything. That’s the kind of relationship we have. I keep my killings to myself so he really could deny it if I ever got caught. Selfish, I know. I also view it as protecting him.

The figure moved from one room to the next, then out of sight. I knew I’d be here a while, so I told Dom I was going to the movie theater to watch some horror movie I was excited about. He’d kissed me bye and that was that. He wouldn’t be calling or texting for at least two more hours. It was just me and Samantha. She had no idea she had company to entertain.

The figure came back to the room on the left, plate in hand, and sat down. The windows were closed, so I couldn’t hear anything. I hunkered down and grabbed a bottle of water. I had a bag of chips in the car too. I kept things in my SUV that I’d need to properly stalk and kill, chips and drinks included.

For the next hour, I watched the figure I correctly assumed was Samantha. The thought that it was her inside was confirmed when she came outside through the garage to place the trash curbside. She wore leggings, an oversize t-shirt, and sneakers. I dressed the same on lazy days at home. That made me a little madder than I already was. She was easily ten years younger than me, trying to hijack my husband, dressing like me. She wasn’t even born when dressing like that was the thing. Stupid bitch.

I kept watching for another forty minutes; she turned the lights out and I drove off. I stopped at a Wawa near her house for coffee. It was only 9 p.m. and I was having a coffee craving. I drink the stuff all the time, anyway, so drinking it now wouldn’t have much effect on me.

I got in my SUV, turned the key, and chugged the Irish Cream and Cuban concoction before pulling out of my parking spot. By the time I got home, Dom was turning his gaming system off.

“Hey babe! How was your night?”

I set my keys in a dish on the hallway table and responded as I put my purse on the same table, “Good. How was yours?”

“Oh, you know, the usual.”

“Oh, okay. I hope you told the boys I said hi.” I wrapped my arms around him in a hug he returned stronger than mine.

“I did.” He sniffed me and his face turned into a sad puppy look. “You had Wawa coffee without me.”

I pulled back and hung my head. “I’m sorry. I figured it might wake you up right about now.”

“You figured right.” He yawned as he spoke and walked out of the living room toward the bedroom.

I grabbed a glass of water and followed. Once in bed, the gears in my head started working overtime. How would I kill Samantha?

 

cover.jpeg
A MORGAN DAVIS STORY

AMANDABYRD








images/image.emf
Blac

k sheep

Press



BlacksheepLogoebook.png






