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Two Graves One Throne


I wouldn’t say that my friend and I were just a couple of regular girls. My friend was gorgeous and smart and amazing. And I guess you could say I followed her while we got into a lot of mischief. We came from very average, lower middle class lives.

We used to go out and meet men together, even though she did get all the good ones. But I did hope that one day I would meet an amazing man and get married and have kids. That was always my plan anyways.

There were warning signs that my friend was a major troublemaker. Now, I am saying all this from a positon of the utmost love and respect for her. But first of all, she was about as big of an egomaniac as you can imagine. I think she genuinely believed that this was her world and we were all just living in it.

I did feel like I had to compliment her a lot on everything, or she wouldn’t like me. And looking back, complimenting her on everything became so normalized that I was doing it automatically.

She was always getting in trouble over money. When she had it, she bought things impulsively, and she loved to do random things that wasted money, like play slot machines. And when she didn’t have money, she borrowed from everybody and never paid anybody back, didn’t pay bills, and had money drama in general.

So, she regularly used men for money. She remorselessly told men that she loved them, took money, and moved on. It was never anything atrocious. Just selfish, narcissistic behavior.

Until one day, a man visited a bar we were at. It was kind of an upscale place. We probably wouldn’t even have been there except that a woman we knew was bartending there that night. My friend noticed a man at the bar as someone she might like. She did like a lot of guys at first sight though. I have to say.

The bartender told us that he was a very rich man. Right away, I thought, “Uh oh. My friend is going to try to get money out of him.” My friend went to the bathroom and fixed her looks the best she could and hurried back.

My friend and I approached the man. He was very receptive to us, but he explained that he was married. That didn’t even mildly affect my friend. She continued to show a serious interest in him. She took me aside and told me that she really liked him. She told me that she didn’t want to lose him. So, she asked me if I would be willing to sleep with him too, some time in the future. She explained that if he could have both of us, he would be more receptive to her.

Of course, I said OK. He wouldn’t have been the first boyfriend of hers who she shared with me. After that conversation, they left together.

My friend did try to move forward with this man. She was able to pretty quickly find out that he lived in a really awesome mansion. She was able to gain this married man’s interest.

My friend dated men all the time, but I knew this one was special to her. Not only was she interested in offering me up as an added bonus to dating her, she had given him a burner phone for all communication with him. They were both using burner phones. She told him this would be to protect him from his wife ever finding out about her. But I believe it was just part of her long-term devious plan.

I didn’t know if he was just being a gentleman or what. But months were passing and he wasn’t taking us up on me sleeping with him. My friend, on the other hand was having an affair with him, and getting really decent money for it.

Eventually, my friend started talking him into divorcing his wife and marrying her instead. The guy really didn’t want to leave his wife. One of his main concerns was that she was set to get half of his assets, and those assets were very significant. He also just plain felt really bad about it and he was embarrassed to tell his wife that he was leaving.

Well, my friend did have a talent for manipulating people into doing what she wanted them to do. Looking back at everything, I was pretty openly her follower, and under her spell. I had seen her get other people to do her bidding too.

My friend was able to talk this man into leaving access to his mansion for her, so that she could go in and “make his wife disappear.” He would be out working or something at the time. I didn’t know if he realized my friend had been laying the groundwork for this the whole time. But my friend and the husband had used burner phones through their whole relationship, and hardly anyone ever saw them together.

Of course, my friend was expecting me to help her. And I thought that just being in the house while she killed the wife was asking a ton of me. But I was expected to carry a gun in case killing the wife quietly went wrong. And... She expected me to dissolve the body at my house.

This crazy bitch. Apparently, she had been holding onto sulfuric acid and a huge barrel for years. She gave it to me in preparation for everything. I didn’t know how she could be so sure of herself. She was ALWAYS sure of herself. But she repeatedly told me not to worry. She said she would never get me in trouble and that she was doing this for both of us. When she said she was doing this for both of us, those were the magic words.

Yes, the plan was that if all went well, I could live in the mansion with her! I was willing to follow her to the end of the earth for that great privilege. Even if it meant helping her kill.

We started to get ready for the big day. We made sure we had everything we needed. My friend already had everything she needed for herself. She was more concerned about me. We went through my stuff, and the best she could come up with was black sweatpants, a black hooded sweatshirt, and a surgical mask for my face. I didn’t think much of my outfit until the big day came and I saw what she looked like.

We staged at my house before heading out. She was wearing tight, black Lululemon yoga pants and matching shirt. I think she was going for a stealth, ninja look. You could see every curve and wrinkle of her body. I admired the shape of her thong that was totally visible 
under her tight, thin pants. 
I thought she looked super sexy, but I always thought she was super sexy, so don't ask my opinion. OK alright, well she was the star here, and she did plan for this. I didn't. 
Her mask was crazy though. She did say that she got her mask a long time ago. And she said that we shouldn't be buying masks right now that could come back to haunt us. Her mask was hyper realistic silicone. It made her look like a whole other eerily perfect woman, and you couldn’t tell it was a mask. She also had a wig that was different from her color and style. Personally, I would have let her kill me any day of the week if she was going to look like this while doing it.
Looking at us was quite a contrast. She looked like an ultimate expensive lady, and I looked like a bum. It was all right. I was just starting to marvel at the night and day difference between us when she snapped me out of it. She commanded, “Leave your phone home! We were at our houses all day!” She gave me a gun and told me, “Remember. This is only a last resort. This is only if shit goes wrong, and you need to protect me.” She was planning on doing the killing.

She used my computer to log into a camera that the husband had set up, and she confirmed that his wife was sleeping. We got in my car and headed to the mansion. Fortunately, this mansion had pretty solid privacy. We parked in the least conspicuous spot we could find near the mansion, and snuck around to the back of the mansion.

We walked right through the door that the husband had left open for us. I followed behind my friend. We found the wife, still sleeping where we were expecting her to be. My friend snuck up and used something that I later found out was called a garrote wire to choke the wife. There was some light from the hallway and I watched the whole thing. They both put on Oscar winning performances this night.

She quietly instructed me to go get the car and pull it around back. By the time I hurried back, she had wrapped the woman in plastic and was tying the ends. She commanded, “Drag the body. Let’s go.” And we dragged the body out the back to my car.

We both had crazy adrenaline rushes going. We started driving back to my house. She said, “Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit. We did it!” So far this had gone as planned. We got the body out of my car and into the barrel in my house. It was bright now in my house, and I noticed that my friend had pissed herself at some point. I didn’t know if leaving urine behind could be a problem or not, so I asked her. She explained that happened during the kill and she was pretty sure it was absorbed by her thong and pants.

My friend proceeded to pour the sulfuric acid on the body. She said, “OK. When you calm the fuck down, go about your life like nothing happened. Go somewhere public, just to get some alibis going.”

I was scared shitless having this body in my house. But everything was cool so far and before long, enough time passed where the body was dissolved. As per the instructions that my friend left me with, I used the giant spout on the container to transfer the fluid into smaller containers. I looked like a damn chemist with my goggles and gloves on. 

And I carried out the rest of her instructions, which were, “Pour her into the sewer. I want you to give her a proper burial.” This was so gross but I did it. The sewer where I dumped her was so gross that I think we could have put the whole body down there and no one would ever gone down there and found it. Yuck!

Now that everything was done, I met up with my friend. I was extremely curious to find out if she had any updates. The update was that this woman had vanished without a trace. At this point, everyone was still hopeful that she was alive somewhere.

But as days kept passing with no word from her, everyone became suspicious of the husband and blamed him. The proverbial torches and pitchforks were coming out. I was getting my info pretty third hand, because my friend wasn’t back in contact with the husband. But we were able to follow the situation on the news decently.

The wife’s family was in from out of state at this point, crying and pleading that, “If someone, anyone, knows anything, they should please come forward.” Every day that went by, it was looking better and better that we just might have succeeded in making a cold case out of the wife.

The murder did prove to be a major turning point in my relationship with my friend. I was always her follower, but she was getting very used to bossing me around now. And it felt good, actually. From this point forward, the dynamic was clear in our relationship. She called all the shots, and I was her assistant, employee, follower, minion, faithful servant. Whatever you want to call me. And I was very happy about this. I loved her more than ever.

Also, I was hoping murder was a one-time thing. My friend got what she wanted and now she could go back to being her regular self again.

My friend got in touch with the husband eventually. He was paranoid that he was being watched. Also, he claimed he had taken an inordinate amount of crap about his wife’s disappearance. Apparently, he was, “Sorry he agreed to this shit.”

My friend was in a rush to get started on her new life. Her intention was to move into the mansion and enjoy the fruits of her labor. She displayed a ton of maturity to hold off and let more time pass.

Finally, my friend and the husband staged a pretend meeting. This was supposed to be the day they met for the first time. This was all my friend’s idea. They made sure it was a pretty controlled environment
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