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Bio : 
Having endured years of sadistic abuse at his mother's hands, 16-year-old Perth finally reaches his breaking point and kills her in a fit of rage. Now lost and spiralling, he turns to his only friend, Suki, for help covering his tracks. But as guilt and paranoia consume him, Perth begins to question: has he escaped a monster, or become one himself?
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Chapter 1
Kneeling beside her, I watch her chest rise and fall in shallow, jagged gasps. Her eyes were wide, frantic, locked onto me, yet they are the only things left alive in her. Foam spills from the corners of her mouth, mixing with the blood. It’s thick, choking, bubbling up like some twisted mockery of life. Her lips tremble, but no words come. She’s trying to say something. I know it. But it’s like her mouth is too full of death to speak.
I know what she’s trying to say. I see it in her eyes. The hate, the venom, the disgust. The poison she’s always kept for me, waiting for the moment to spew it all over me. But she can’t. Not anymore.
I should feel relief. I should feel something. But I don’t.
Her breath falters again, ragged and shallow. Please, just stop. But it doesn’t stop. She keeps gasping, struggling, her body spasming like it’s fighting against something.
What do I do? What do I do?
Her breath gets shallower. There’s no scream. No curse. Just that wet, rattling sound in her chest. I stare at her, and the world feels... wrong. How is she still alive? Her body jerks again, this sickening spasm, and I can’t stand it. I can’t just watch her die like this. I can’t...
I need to do something.
My head is spinning. My hands are shaking. I look around, frantic, like the room itself is closing in on me. The walls feel like they’re bending, warping, collapsing. The blood. The foam. The mess. It’s all too much. It’s not real. None of it is real.
What the hell have I done?
My fingers close around the iron. Cold. Heavy. Solid. My hand trembles as I lift it. It feels wrong in my grip—too real. But I don’t know what else to do.
I bring it down. Once. Twice. The sound of her skull cracking is sickening, deep, like a bell tolling. I don’t even know if I’m hitting her anymore. It’s just noise. Just fury. Each strike feels like it’s ripping through me too, like I’m breaking apart with every blow.
Why am I doing this?
The iron slips from my hands. My whole body shakes, a tremor that feels like it’s crawling up from my bones, digging into my skin. The room spins faster, the blood on the floor blurring into a puddle of red, and I’m trapped in it. I can’t breathe. My chest is tight. There’s no air.
Her body jerks again, and I’m sick : sick of it, sick of this, sick of everything. I stumble back, my legs weak, barely holding me up. I can’t think. I can’t think.
What the hell is happening?
Her eyes…they’re still open. Staring. I see her there, watching me, but it’s not her anymore. She’s gone. She’s not even here. It’s just me. It’s always been just me. But I can’t stop staring at her. I can’t stop feeling her eyes on me.
I don’t know if I’ve just killed a monster. Or if I’ve become one.
I can’t breathe.
I stumble backward, my mind whirling, spinning. The panic rises in my throat like bile, choking me. It’s too much. The room is too small. Too suffocating. The walls are closing in.
I just need to leave. I just need to get out of here.
But I can’t move. I’m frozen. Stuck in this place.
What have I done?
Her eyes are still watching.
But I can’t move. I can’t breathe.
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Chapter 2
My hands are shaking. I can’t stop them. The blood. It’s everywhere. It’s in the air, in the walls, in my fucking lungs. I can taste it, bitter and metallic, coating the back of my throat. I tear at my clothes, ripping at the fabric like it’s the only thing left that I can control. My shirt is soaked, stained deep crimson, and no matter how much I scrub, no matter how hard I push the rag into the fabric, it won’t come out. It’s not just on the clothes. It’s on me. Inside me.
Why won’t it stop? Why won’t it go away?
I throw the brush down in frustration. The carpet. The fucking carpet. It’s soaked through. Stiff with it. The smell of blood is thick now, pressing against my nostrils, choking me, suffocating me. It’s in the very air I breathe. I can’t breathe. I can’t think.
Focus. Focus.
But the blood keeps calling, swirling in my mind. I drag the carpet up with shaking hands, the fibers clinging like they’re trying to swallow me. There’s no time to think. There’s no time for regret. If I stop now, it’ll all catch up to me. It will catch me.
The bag. It’s there on the floor, my escape. The bag. I shove everything into it. The iron, the rags, the bloody clothes—each item more incriminating than the last, but I can’t stop. I don’t know what’s real anymore. My hands are so slick with blood I can barely hold onto anything. I feel like I’m slipping, slipping into something dark. The bag isn’t big enough for all of it, but I jam it in anyway, trying to force the pieces together, to make them fit.
Don’t think about it. Don’t think about what’s left.
My heart is pounding, so loud it’s all I can hear. My ears are ringing. The walls are closing in. Every breath is a struggle now, each inhale heavier than the last, like the blood in the air is choking me. I drag the bag out the door, down the stairs, and into the night, the weight of it dragging me down, the earth beneath my feet seeming to pull me under.
Just get rid of it. Just make it go away.
I don’t know where I’m going. I don’t care. I drive, my hands shaking so violently I can barely grip the wheel. The world outside is a blur, streetlights streaking across the windshield in a haze of yellow and white, each one feeling like a countdown to something terrible. I don’t even know where I’m going. I just need to move. Just need to leave this behind.
I stop. My hands are slick, trembling as I grab the bag from the backseat. My body moves on its own, but my mind is... frozen. I step into the woods, the night thick around me, the trees reaching up like fingers, grabbing at my clothes, pulling me deeper. The smell of earth mixes with the blood, and it’s too much. It’s everywhere.
I dump the bag where the trees are dense, the ground soft, wet with rot. No one will find it here. No one will know. It’ll be over.
I turn away.
But the panic…the panic that rises up in me like something alive. It’s clawing at my chest, a raw, jagged thing that I can’t shake off. My pulse is deafening, thundering in my ears. I can feel the weight of it. The fear. It’s crawling up my throat, choking me.
I stumble back toward the car, gasping for air, but the thought comes like a bolt of lightning, freezing me in my tracks. A thought I didn’t want to have.
What about her?
Her body.
My breath catches in my chest. The world tilts. The trees spin around me. Her body.
The cold grip of reality sinks in. I forgot. I fucking forgot.
I was too focused on getting rid of the blood, on hiding everything that might tie me to her, and I forgot about her. The one thing that can ruin me. The thing I left behind.
What the hell am I going to do with her?
The thought is an avalanche, crashing down on me. I can’t breathe. I can’t think. The blood is still on my hands. It’s still in the air. It’s still in me.
What the hell am I going to do with her?
 
I change my clothes. I don’t look at the bloodstained shirt. It’s just fabric—nothing to dwell on. The new shirt feels cool against my skin. I barely notice. Time doesn’t matter anymore.
7:00 AM. I hear the clock ticking, but it’s irrelevant. The day is just like any other. I could care less. She’s gone. That’s all.
Outside, the air is sharp, biting. It doesn’t faze me. The world is speeding by—people rushing past, cars honking, phones ringing, the sounds of a normal morning. All of it goes on without missing a beat.
But I’m not part of it. I’m not part of anything.
 
School is a blur of noise and movement. Teachers lecture. Students whisper. The bell rings. People talk like they always do, walking to and from class, their voices blending into a hum I can’t focus on. I’m somewhere else. The teacher's words slide over me, disconnected. I don't care about any of it.
Suki catches up with me between classes. “Perth, you look off. Everything okay?” Her voice breaks through the fog, but it doesn’t reach me.
“Yeah. I’m fine,” I answer. My voice sounds right, but it doesn’t feel like it’s mine. I’m just repeating the words because they’re expected. Nothing more.
She stares at me for a second, like she can see something behind my eyes that I’m not showing. “You sure? You’ve been acting weird. If you need to talk, I’m here.”
I don’t need to talk. Not to anyone. “I’m fine.”
She’s still looking at me, but her gaze doesn’t pierce through. Not today. She shrugs. “Okay. Just don’t shut me out.”
She walks away, her figure swallowed by the crowd, and I’m left standing there. Everyone moves, but I stay still. Time keeps marching on, but I’m not following.
 
The day unfolds in fits and starts.People rush by, talk, laugh, fight, cry. It’s all the same. It all means nothing. I don’t even feel like I’m here. I watch everything around me, but it’s like I’m watching from behind glass, far away.
The hours pass. I don’t think about what happened. I don’t think about last night. I don’t think about her.
Everything moves too fast. But I’m not moving at all. I’m just... here.
By the time the final bell rings, I’m still just going through the motions. The rush of students flooding out of the classrooms, talking, laughing—it’s as if they’re living in a different world, one that hasn’t been turned upside down. Everyone is in a hurry to get somewhere. I’m not.
I walk home without thinking. The streets are crowded, people hurrying, cars honking, the noise relentless. But none of it registers. Not anymore.
I get inside and shut the door behind me. The silence hits immediately, almost suffocating.
I don’t look in the direction of her room. I don’t need to. The memory is still there, sharp and clear—her body, lifeless, the mess I left. But that was hours ago.
I force my thoughts elsewhere. The clock ticks, the fridge hums, the world outside keeps moving.
I sit on the couch, the weight of the day pressing in, but it doesn’t matter. I pull out my phone, flicking through meaningless notifications. Another message from Suki. I don’t read it. I don’t need to.
 
Later, when the house feels empty enough, I start to clean. Not out of any sense of responsibility. It’s just something to do, something to fill the space. The blood is dried now, but the stains are still there, lingering in the corners, reminding me. I wipe them away, but it feels like I’m wiping nothing, like there’s no real difference.
My hands move methodically, scrubbing, wiping, but the actions don’t settle my mind. I’m not thinking about the mess I’m cleaning up. I’m not thinking about her.
As night falls, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. It’s strange how the world can keep spinning like nothing’s changed. How people can go on, eat their meals, sleep, wake up, go to work, go to school. But me? I’m just waiting for something to happen, or for nothing at all.
Sleep doesn’t come easy. My eyes are wide, but my mind is quiet. I wonder if I’ll wake up and feel different. I wonder if I’ll ever feel... anything again.
 
The next morning is the same. The clock reads 7:00 AM again, and it doesn’t feel like time has passed. I get up, change into clean clothes, and head out. The world doesn’t stop. The noise is still there, the chatter, the rush, the hum of daily life.
I see Suki again as I walk to school. She’s waiting for me at the gate, and she looks at me like she’s been expecting something. Maybe an explanation. Maybe something more. But I’m not ready for that. Not yet.
She greets me with a smile, though there’s something different in her eyes this time. She notices the tiredness, the distance. “How are you today?” she asks, a little too softly. Like she already knows the answer.
I don’t look at her. “Fine,” I say, keeping my voice steady. “Just tired.”
“You sure?” she presses. There’s that same concern. Always so concerned. It’s like she’s trying to read me, to crack me open. But I won’t let her.
I nod, not meeting her gaze. “Yeah. I’m fine.”
She hesitates for a moment, studying me, before she finally nods, though she doesn’t look convinced. “Okay. Well, if you need anything, I’m here.”
I don’t say anything in return. Instead, I start walking toward the school, keeping my pace slow. The sound of her footsteps fades behind me, and I keep moving. One foot in front of the other.
Another day. Another nothing. But how long can I keep this nonchalantness up for? In the end , I still have to get back to the body.
I can’t keep pretending it doesn’t matter. I can’t keep pretending like it’s not there.
I’m forced to face it, and when I do, it’s not what I expect. It’s worse.
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Chapter 3
I wake up, but I’m not awake. I’m floating somewhere between my mind and the abyss. The world is moving around me—too fast, too normal—but it’s like I’m watching it from behind glass. A part of me knows I should be feeling something right now, some hint of emotion, a crack of fear, or maybe even relief. But all I can feel is this gnawing emptiness that seems to grow inside me, pulling me deeper into something I can't name.
The body.
It’s still there. It lingers in my mind like a festering wound I can’t close. The smell of blood is suffocating, embedded in my skin, my clothes, the very air around me. It won’t leave. It won’t stop. It’s like I can still taste it on my tongue, thick and metallic.
I killed her. I remember that much.
The image of her. Her blood-smeared face, her body sprawled in a heap—won’t go away. It’s not horror I feel anymore, not that sick, primal panic that should come with murder. No, it’s something else. Something worse. Like I’m numb to the fact that I’ve done the unthinkable. Like I’ve stepped over a line, and now the world doesn’t make sense anymore. But the world doesn’t care. The clock still ticks. The sun still rises. It moves, constantly, without pause for the monster I’ve become.
The thought is comforting in a way. It lets me think I’m still part of it, still tethered to something. It’s just easier that way.
I check my phone.Suki. Her message burns into my eyes. “Hey, you good?”
I should’ve told her the truth. I should’ve told her what I’ve done, what I’ve become. But instead, I tap out something simple: “Fine.” The lie tastes bitter, but it’s the only thing I can say. The only thing I can say.
The doorbell rings.
My whole body freezes. Every nerve snaps taut. The room around me closes in. My mind shatters into fragments, each piece filled with panic and the acidic sting of what now?
Suki.
The sound of her knocking is like an explosion inside my skull, and for a second, I don’t know if I want to answer it or hide. If I let her in, everything might unravel. If I don’t, she’ll suspect something’s wrong. Either way, I’m trapped in this nightmare I can’t escape from. I breathe in, then out. I force myself to open the door.
She’s standing there, and for a second, I feel like I’m looking at a ghost. Her face is too calm. Her voice too steady.
“Perth...” she begins, her gaze locking onto mine like she’s already seen everything, like she knows what’s hidden behind my eyes. But she doesn’t know, does she? No, I don’t think she does. I think she only feels that something is wrong. She’s probing, searching. Waiting.
“Everything alright?” She asks, but it’s not a question. It’s a statement. It’s her already knowing, but daring me to confess.
I stand there. I can feel the weight of her stare, how it cuts through me like a blade. My throat tightens. I want to speak, to tell her everything, but the words are lost in the chaos inside me. The body... it’s still there. How do I explain that? How do I explain the unexplainable?
“Fine.” I manage, forcing the words through clenched teeth.
She’s not buying it. She steps past me without asking, gliding into the house with that unsettling calmness, like she’s walking through a storm and it doesn’t even touch her. But I can feel it. I can feel how everything in the house is screaming, how the silence is suffocating. It’s all wrong, but Suki—Suki doesn’t seem to notice. Not yet.
But then, she sees it.
The body.
Her eyes go wide, and in that moment, time doesn’t exist. The world crashes to a halt, and I’m caught in that instant, watching her absorb it. The blood, the lifeless form of my mother—it’s all laid bare. Her face morphs, her eyes flickering between the horror of the body and my own fractured expression.
She stands still. Too still. It’s like she’s frozen in place, staring, calculating, and then...
“Perth,” she says, her voice strangely soft, but not at all comforting. It’s knowing, and it hits me in a way I don’t understand. She doesn’t look at me like I’m a monster. She doesn’t recoil. No, her gaze softens.Almost sympathetically—as if she’s understanding me.
And then, before I can breathe again, she steps forward, without hesitation, grabbing a blanket and wrapping it around my mother’s body with the same cold precision I’ve seen in... her.
She doesn’t say anything else. She doesn’t need to.
I just follow her. My mind is a whirlpool, spinning faster than I can grasp, but Suki is already moving. She’s already in control.
 
We work in silence. The blanket has absorbed the blood, but it doesn’t erase it. The stain is there, lingering in the air like a stain on my very soul. She doesn’t ask how, or why. She doesn’t ask if I feel guilty. There’s just this cold understanding between us now. Like she’s seen me, and I’m no longer human to her. I’m something else. Something she understands.
When we get to the cemetery, everything feels too quiet. Too still. The trees loom overhead, their skeletal branches reaching like fingers toward the sky, as if waiting for us to offer up whatever dark thing we’ve brought. The earth smells different here—decayed, ancient. It’s as though the land itself is a witness to everything we’ve done, a silent accomplice in our crime.
We bury her together, in silence, with nothing more than the soft rustling of the leaves and the distant call of birds. The earth swallows the body, as though it’s been waiting for this moment, for us. For me.
I don’t feel relief. I don’t feel anything. But as the last of the dirt is shovelled on top of the grave, a terrifying thought burrows into my mind.
What happens next?
I can feel it now. Like the earth has swallowed the truth, but it hasn’t erased it. It’s still there, inside me, inside us. This thing we’ve done. This thing we can never take back.
The thought burns into me, like the embers of a fire that refuses to die.
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Chapter 4
The world doesn’t stop, does it? It just keeps moving, a whirlwind of ordinary lives spinning around me. People laugh, they talk, they eat, they breathe. They’re unaware of what’s happening in the shadows. Unaware of the raw, blood-soaked reality that I’m carrying inside me. But it’s fine. It has to be fine. It’s all part of the game.
Suki knows. I’m sure she knows, in some twisted way. There’s an understanding between us that doesn’t need words. It’s in the way she watches me, those sharp, observant eyes of hers. The kind of eyes that pierce through the walls we’ve built, peeling back the layers of normal until all that’s left is the raw truth. And yet, she doesn’t say a word. Not yet. But I feel it. I feel the pressure between us.
We meet like we always do. At the bench. A stupid bench in the stupid park, where I used to sit and pretend the world wasn’t falling apart. It’s always been our place, but now it feels… different. Heavier. Like the earth itself knows something’s changed.
Suki sits beside me, and for a moment, everything feels numb. I can almost pretend it’s all fine. Almost. I focus on the hum of distant conversations, the flutter of wind through the leaves, the chirp of birds that don’t give a damn about the blood under my nails.
But Suki doesn’t let me disappear into the normal. She never does.
“You good?” she asks. It’s simple, a casual question, but I know it’s not just about how I’m feeling. She’s asking more. She’s reading me. Her voice is steady, calm. Too calm. She’s not rattled. Not even close.
“Yeah,” I mutter, though my throat feels tight. “I’m fine.”
She nods slowly, her gaze never leaving me, and for a moment, I almost want to flinch. The silence between us is thick. It presses in from every side, suffocating, but I don’t dare break it. Because we both know: it’s there. That thing that can’t be said. Not yet.
The tension is sharp, like a wire stretched too tightly, threatening to snap at any second. But we sit, side by side, playing the part. She’s here. I’m here. The world keeps spinning. People walk past. They don’t see the storm cloud hovering above us.
“I’m glad you’re here,” I say, the words slipping out before I can stop them. They sound hollow, almost rehearsed. I don’t mean it. I do mean it. I don’t know what I mean anymore.
Suki’s lips curl into a small smile—too knowing, too sharp. Like she’s aware of every twisted corner of my mind. "Always," she replies, but it’s not the same as before. It’s colder. More detached. A smile with edges.
We sit there in silence for a while, the weight of what’s hanging between us thickening the air. There’s a kind of mutual understanding, a silent agreement, that we’re not going to discuss the real reason I called her here. Not yet. Maybe not ever. But it’s there, in the air. It’s in the way she watches me, like she’s already made up her mind about what happened, about what we did.
Her next words are almost a whisper, but they cut through me like a blade.
“It’s just you and me now, isn’t it?” she says, her eyes narrowing slightly, studying me, measuring my every reaction.
I freeze. For a second, the blood in my veins stops moving. That feeling—paranoia, guilt, fear—it surges up in me again. She doesn’t need to say anything else. I know what she means. It’s just us now. No one else can ever know. And that thought hits me harder than anything I’ve ever felt.
I try to keep my face neutral, but I can feel the sweat forming on my palms, my breath coming in shallow gasps.
“Yeah,” I say, my voice coming out wrong. Too tight. “Just us.”
And she smiles again, that same knowing, almost cold smile. The kind of smile that feels like a warning.
“We don’t need to tell anyone. No one needs to know.” Her voice is smooth, controlled. “We play it like it’s just another day. Nothing’s changed.”
But something’s changed, hasn’t it? I can feel it. I can feel the darkness in my chest, creeping up, clawing at my ribs, trying to break free. I’ve done something that can never be undone, and no matter how hard I try to pretend otherwise, it’s eating me alive.
But Suki... Suki doesn’t see it like I do. She doesn’t feel the same panic clawing at her insides. She’s calm, too calm. She doesn’t care. And that scares me.
“We just keep going,” she says, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. Like this is normal. Like what we’ve done is just part of the plan.
I nod, but my mind is spinning. Keep going. Keep going like nothing’s wrong.
But what if I can’t? What if this breaks me? What if I can’t play this game anymore?
I stand up, my legs shaky, and try to follow her, but my body feels like it’s on autopilot. My thoughts are too loud, too messy. It’s like I’m drowning, and the only thing keeping me afloat is the knowledge that Suki is here. With me. She understands. Or at least, I think she does.
“What happens if we can’t keep it together?” I ask, my voice almost too quiet, too small.
Suki doesn’t look at me. She doesn’t need to. She knows.
“We won’t have to,” she says, her words like a dark promise. “We don’t fall apart. We’re in this together.”
Together. It’s a lie. It’s a bond forged in blood and silence. But it’s all I have now. All we have.
And the terrifying thing is, I’m not sure I want anything else.
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Chapter 5
Four days. Four days since my hands were slick with her blood, and two days since Suki and I buried her in the dark, damp ground of that forgotten cemetery. Time hasn’t been moving right. It crawls when I need it to fly and rushes when I need it to stand still. And yet, the world spins on like nothing happened.
Suki? She’s an enigma. At school, she’s unshaken, a portrait of calm, laughing, smirking, living as though there isn’t a body decomposing a kilometre away. Watching her, I feel like I’m the one losing my grip.
The smell of decay clings to my memory, an unshakable specter haunting my senses. And yet, Suki sits beside me in the cafeteria, sipping on a steaming hot Americano like it’s just another ordinary day.
“I’m getting a tattoo after school,” she announces suddenly, her voice breaking through the fog in my mind.
“A tattoo?” I blink at her, disbelief lacing my words.
“Yeah. You should come.” Her grin is sharp, playful. But her eyes? Her eyes tell a different story.
There’s no point arguing. Suki’s invitations are never really invitations. They’re orders wrapped in sarcasm.
After school, we walk side by side through the crowded streets. The air is cool, almost crisp, but it does little to wash away the lingering weight pressing down on me.
And then we hear him.
“Well, well, if it isn’t Bonnie and Clyde,” Chad’s drawl cuts through the air, as smug and infuriating as ever.
He steps in front of us, his stupid varsity jacket gleaming in the sunlight like some twisted badge of honor. He’s everything I’ve always hated—entitled, cruel, and dripping with fake confidence.
“What do you want, Chad?” Suki’s voice is ice, her steps unwavering.
Chad smirks, shoving his hands into his pockets. “Where are you two rushing off to? Some secret love nest, maybe?” His eyes flick between us, calculating, always looking for a weakness to exploit.
“None of your business,” I snap, my voice sharper than I intended.
But Chad isn’t done. He steps closer, blocking our path entirely. “Aw, come on. You can tell me. We’re all friends here, aren’t we?”
“Move,” Suki says, her tone dropping dangerously low.
Instead of moving, Chad’s smirk widens. And then he does it—he reaches out, grabbing a fistful of Suki’s hair and yanking her backward.
What happens next feels like slow motion.
Suki doesn’t scream. She doesn’t stumble. She doesn’t even flinch. Instead, she turns, her hand flying to the steaming cup of hot Americano in her grip.
With the precision of someone completely done with the world’s bullshit, she hurls the scalding liquid straight into Chad’s smug face.
The effect is immediate. He yelps, stumbling back as the coffee scalds his skin. His hands fly to his face, clawing at the burn as he sputters and curses.
“Touch me again, and I swear you’ll regret it,” Suki spits, her voice cold and deadly.
Chad glares at her through his fingers, but he doesn’t say another word. The sting of humiliation is written all over him.
Without missing a beat, Suki grabs my arm and pulls me toward the parking lot. The roar of her motorcycle drowns out the lingering tension as we speed away, leaving Chad in the dust.
The tattoo parlour greets us with the sharp scent of antiseptic and ink. Suki acts like nothing happened, chatting with the artist about designs as if she didn’t just douse Chad with boiling coffee.
I sit in the corner, my leg bouncing as I try to process the day, the week ; the entire mess we’ve found ourselves in. The tattoo needle buzzes to life, and I watch as Suki’s calm demeanour shifts ever so slightly. She doesn’t flinch as the ink blooms on her abdomen, but her grip tightens on the chair’s armrest. The design takes form ; a black, thorny vine snaking across her skin, jagged and unyielding.
“It’s perfect,” she says softly when the artist finishes, her voice low and deliberate. She stands, examining herself in the mirror, her fingers brushing over the fresh ink.
And for a moment, I see it. The faintest crack in her armour, the shadow of something darker beneath her stoic exterior.
“Let’s go,” she says, throwing me a grin
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