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​FOREWORD
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This is a story that is dear to my heart, a project that felt nearly impossible to me. It is a story of passion, misunderstanding and trauma. Heidi is an exaggeration of a bit of most of us, though I sincerely hope you don’t find yourself relating to her.

Heidi might be fictional, but some people live her tragic life daily. If you do find bits of yourself in her, I hope you pick up those pieces and love and heal them.

Trigger Warning: Parts of Chapter Fourteen imply sexual assault which may be triggering for some readers. 

Thank you for making this real for me. Take a deep breath, turn the page and witness absolute hell break loose.
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​CHAPTER 1 
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I slit my throat with a large knife, my reflection in the mirror smiling hauntingly back at me. Sebastian watched in horror as I scrunched up my clothes and threw myself on the floor, banging my head on the way down. I forced some tears as the door barged open, guns flashing and officers infiltrating the house.

“Oh, thank God.” I yelled as I pushed past a confused Sebastian and ran outside, hugging myself from the cold and imaginary fear.

“Ma’am are you ok?” An officer approached me, putting her hand on my shoulder in an attempt to comfort me. I stared at the officers pinning Sebastian down in the hall and forced a tear. Lips quivering, I turned to face the officer, looking as traumatized and disheveled as I wished to come across.

“Oh my God.” She took her hand off her gun and examined my blood stained neck. She shouted something to the other officer I didn’t hear as I watched Sebastian cuffed and dragged out, looking around confused before shooting me a glare as another officer brought me a blanket. The female officer wrapped me in the blanket and took me to her car, calmly whispering that I was safe now. But was I? 

I entered the back of her car at the same time Sebastian was being pushed into the second car. Both cars drove off as neighbours stood outside, whispering and making up stories to each other.

“Hey, we’re going to send you to the hospital so we check out that nasty scar then -”

“You can’t say that.” Her partner reprimanded her.

“No, I just meant it’s a wicked scar. I didn’t mean anything by it.”

Her partner gave her a look then turned his attention back to the road.

“It’s alright.” My voice sounded shaky, barely above a whisper. I was killing it right now as the perfect victim. She nodded and I retreated into my blanket watching as we passed by the cars in the night, sirens blaring and red and blue lights flashing. I could see the lights flashing even when I closed my eyes.

“Hey, hey stay with me.” The female officer was nudging me awake. We were in the hospital now and I was being ushered right into a doctor’s office.

“I don’t know? I think she lost some blood but not a fatal amount, at least I don’t think so.” I could hear the officers talking to the doctors, their voices sounding further and further away.  Huh. I must be blacking out.

I could hear myself being rushed into intensive care on a bed. I couldn’t open my eyes properly but I could hear doctors shouting commands, their voices wafting through the air. 

I opened my eyes and looked around. I was back in a regular ward now, and the officer from earlier was seated at the end of the room, watching the T.V on the wall.

“Oh, you’re awake. How are you feeling?” I looked at her but I really didn’t want to speak. I wasn’t sure what to say in my statement and I needed some time to think.

I nodded slightly and smiled, hoping she would take the hint.

“Do you think you’d be able to give your statement now? It’s been two days and we still need to know your side of the story.”

It had been two days? Was I unconscious the entire time? I looked around confused and tried to sit up but my neck hurt. I passed my hand along my neck, feeling the stitches that I had essentially given myself. What had I done?

“I’d get the doctor to come check on you. And I’ll pass by your house later to get your statement or you could always walk in.” 

The doctor came in to check on me and I was released within four hours. I took a taxi to Sebastian’s house and unlocked my car. I sat inside my car for a few minutes, replaying the events of the weekend. The look Sebastian shot at me as he was taken away. Like he thought there was a plausible explanation that he knew nothing about. Like he was betrayed but he would give me a chance to redeem myself. I wondered if the police had told him anything about Michael’s death. In any case, we both had an alibi.

I thought about the events that led to the police barging in to begin with. Sebastian had developed a weird relationship with Michael, similar to the kind he had with some of his patients where he felt the need to protect them from everything. He kept hounding me about the laptop and I panicked. What if he gave me up to the cops the second he found out I had murdered one of his precious friends? I could not take that risk.

While he was busy trying to get into the laptop, I went to the bathroom and took several heavy breaths, then dialed three numbers.

“Hello?” I breathed heavily and shakily into the phone, waiting for the operator to respond.

“You have reached the police department, what is your emergency?”

“I’m at my friend’s house and we were having a conversation and he started to get violent, I don’t know what to do.”

“Ok, ma’am and where are you?”

“I’m in the bathroom, I told him I needed to use it but I can’t leave without getting past him.”

“Is he armed?”

“No? I don’t know, there are a lot of knives in the house.”

“Did he hit you?”

“He threw me on the ground and threatened me, please help me.”

“What is the address?”

I stayed silent for a while, not sure whether to respond or not. I could easily back out and say everything is fine and it was a misunderstanding but I didn’t really want to. I needed some time. Police could track my location if they wanted to. And a little part of me hoped that they would.

I went back to the living room and sat by Sebastian who was trying passwords. I made a joke and asked him why he broke into Michael’s house. His response was valid;  he wanted more information. I thought there were better ways to get it, after all it was a big requirement for the job. But Sebastian wanted more, he always did. 

I told him I wanted to be part of that side of him. His obsessive side. We could be great together and inseparable too. A bond built on mutual understanding. He pretended not to know what I was talking about and it irked me. I didn’t know how much time I had left. The police could be right outside the door for all I knew.

He didn’t trust me and I didn’t have all the time in the world to wait for that to happen. So I told him I killed Michael. He was very calm about it. Unphased, even. And then he started acting weird. Asking why I would do it when I was friends with Michael. He still didn’t understand that that was all about us. That was between me and him, and that he would always come before Michael.

My life, my story was at stake here. I went back to the washroom and called the operator again.

“Ma’am?”

I breathed heavily into the phone, not saying a word.

“Ma’am please don’t call if you do not have an emergency.”

Silence.

“It is against the law to prank call an emergency line.”

“Please. Help.”

“Do you need us to come to your location?”

Did I ? I might need it.

“Mhmm.” I mumbled into the phone.

“Alright officers will be there in a few minutes, can you stay on the phone with me until then?”

I did not have the time for that. I hung up and went back out to Sebastian. He was just casually smiling out into space. Maybe the wine had finally gotten to his head.

He hugged me and told me that I was amazing. Really? Now? I told him that he should have said that earlier. It was too late to undo what I had done. I was running out of time, and fast. I asked him to kiss me and in that moment I realised how foolish I had been. I spent my entire life being closed off and constantly on the defense. The second I opened up to someone who was very much like me, I barely gave him the chance to fully understand and appreciate me. Now the police were going to take him away from me. And it was all my fault.

I could have had Sebastian, and we would have built the perfect relationship and been there for each other. But no, that would all be torn from me in a few minutes. I melted into the kiss, feeling connected to him; I never wanted to stop. But he did because he started to pick up on my remarks about not having time.

I told him that everything was perfect, and like a cruel stab from the universe, the police showed up. I watched him walk to the window and peek through. He froze for a second and turned around slowly, he wasn’t even mad. He mentioned my name but I couldn’t even bring myself to look at him.

He could sense I had something to do with it and asked me what I had done. I replied telling him that I loved him and that he should never forget that. Then I grabbed the knife under the sofa and slit my throat.

It was time to snap out of my lovey dovey state and protect myself. Be the perfect victim.

I sighed as I ran my fingers across my stitches and backed out of his driveway. I wondered what was going on with Sebastian at that moment. What he had said or what they told him, and if he was going to be fine. It was Wednesday, I could definitely skip work for the rest of the week. Typically, I would tell Michael or Sebastian but they were both ... unavailable at the moment.

I got back to my apartment and took a long soothing shower. Time to arrange my facts. I definitely wanted Sebastian out of jail as soon as possible. But what could I say to guarantee that without coming across as a liar from my first calls?

Stupid.

Stupid.

Stupid.

What was I even thinking at the time?
I could have been back at work, laughing and joking around with Sebastian by now. Maybe mourning Michael and finding solace in each other. Or anything. Anything with Sebastian was better than this.

The officer could show up at any moment or any day, she was on her way. No matter how long it took I would have to give a statement. One that did not involve Michael or admitting that I was lying. One that would not leave Sebastian stranded or with an irreparable reputation and record.

Oh, no.

His job.

If I took Sebastian’s job from me he would hate me forever. Whatever flimsy connection we built that night would be gone in the wind. I of all people certainly knew that. He was willing to go to unimaginable lengths to make sure each individual patient was heard and taken care of. I could not imagine what would happen to the person who took that from him. I was not as obsessed with my job as Sebastian was, but I knew what would happen to anyone who stood in the way of my interests. But maybe I would get off lightly because he had an interest in me. Or because he knew I was a killer.

It was probably best I did not find out. I had to dig myself out of this hell hole I built, and drag Sebastian out too.

What have I done?  
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After a long night of pondering, I finally had my story and was ready to tell it. It was 5 a.m and I needed to get some sleep but I was too nervous. I needed to be calm for the day. For both me and Sebastian. If there was a slight chance that my story was going to be torn apart and rejected I needed to avoid that.

That kiss. I cuddled my blanket as I recalled his warm body on mine, his mouth hungry for mine. The first time I actually felt wanted. Like I belonged. I held that image in my mind, a smile lingering on my lips as I drifted off to sleep. 

I woke up as my alarm went off and dragged myself groggily to the bathroom, showered and got dressed. The cold air stung my face as I stepped out, the dark clouds mirroring my mood perfectly. I wasn’t sure what to expect. I wondered if they would let me see Sebastian or if he would even want to see me if he was allowed.

I pulled into the police parking lot and got down, holding my jacket close to my body and making a run for the door as the first drops of rain began to fall. I made my way to the reception and explained my case to the officer there. I was directed to wait for the officers in charge of my case. As I sat on the cold bench, heel nervously tapping on the ground, I realized how perfectly avoidable all of this was. If only Sebastian could have been more accepting upfront then I wouldn’t have had to do all this.

“Hey, Heidi right?” The female officer from before walked up to me.

“Yes, hi.”

“Great. I’m Officer Marissa.” She stretched her hand to shake mine, her calm smile dropping once the handshake was over. “Are you ready to give your statement now?”

“ Yes please.” I stood up as she turned her attention to her notepad.

“Right this way, ma’am.”

She led me to an empty interrogation room and left me there. It felt intimidating. I thought I was just going to have a casual conversation in the open with a desk separating us. Looking around, it felt - real. Way too real. Like the second the camera was turned on my story was going to fall apart. I took a sip of water from my bottle and took a deep breath.

In. 1, 2, 3, 4.

Hold. 1, 2, 3, 4.

Out. 1, 2, 3, 4.

Everything was going to be alright.

“Hi again. Hope I didn’t keep you waiting.” Marissa entered and sat opposite me, her notebook open to a blank page.

I smiled and looked back at the table, suddenly feeling like I could barely speak.

“Oh, I almost forgot to ask. How’s your throat?” She pointed to her own scar free neck as she settled in.

“It’s alright. It doesn't hurt as much to speak as it did before.”

“Right. Well let’s get started shall we?”

I nodded and waited for her to start asking questions, tearing my story apart piece by piece.

“Don’t be nervous. You didn’t do anything wrong ok. We’re here to protect you.”

Oh, right. I was the victim.

“It’s just — this is a little intimidating.” I answered, rubbing my hands together between my legs.

“Would you feel better if I sat next to you?”

“That might help, yes.”

She pulled her chair around the desk and sat facing me, nothing between us but our legs.

“Now remember, all you have to do is to tell the truth. He can’t harm you from where he is.”

I wondered where he was. Somewhere in this station probably. I wish I could see him. Hold him. Tell him I would fix this and make everything right again.

“I promise, we will protect you.” Marissa reached over to hold my hand and sighed.

“Ready?”

I took a deep breath and smiled, “Ready.”

“Alright. State your name for the record.”

“Heidi Bennett.”

“Heidi, on Sunday around 9 p.m you called the police. Correct?”

“That’s right.”

“Could you tell me why?” Marissa gestured for me to continue as I took a pause, scanning around the room. The red light of the camera in the corner of the room glaring at me.

“I was at a friend’s house and I felt unsafe, so I called for help.”

“What do you mean by unsafe?”

“We had some wine to drink and he started to get aggressive.”

“Is there any reason for his behaviour? Has he been aggressive with you in the past or is there some other reason that he acted in the manner you claim?”

“Claim? What are you trying to say?” Was I losing her? Had Sebastian already sold me out and they were just waiting for the right time to get me?

“Can we please focus here?”

“No. What did you mean by that? Do you think I got bored on a random Sunday night and decided to call an emergency service?”

“No, ma’am. I’m sorry, can we please move on?”

I sighed heavily, feigning offence as I touched my scar lightly. Her gaze moving to my neck and pressing her lips tightly in what I assumed to be regret. Good.

“Ok. No, he has not been aggressive with me or anyone that I know of. It was just a spur of the moment thing.”

“What was the conversation that led to the attack?”

“Ok, so it wasn’t very ... linear, let me say.” I know this story. I’ve told it to myself hundreds of times in the past few hours.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the night started normal, I’d say. We ate, had a few drinks and got along well. But something was bothering me. A friend we work with told me something disturbing and I just couldn’t shake it off and he started yelling at me and talking about trust and whatnot. He seemed the same – minus the yelling of course. So I excused myself and called the police. The operator didn’t really take me seriously and thought I was prank calling or something.”

“What was the name of the operator who answered the call?”

“They didn’t give a name.”

Marissa nodded and noted something down in her notepad.

“Go on.”

“At that point, I had spent quite some time in the bathroom and Sebastian called out to me. I didn’t feel immediately threatened so I went back out before he got suspicious.”

“Why didn’t you just leave the moment you felt threatened?"

What was this woman even on? If I was an actual victim I would be offended by now and ask to speak to someone else. But I wasn’t and I had to get my story out.

“Well I wanted answers. Sebastian and I have always had a good friendship and I thought maybe Michael was wrong or exaggerating or something. You see, Michael told me earlier that Sebastian had broken into his house and I just found that hard to believe and thought he was just being paranoid. I came back out and he basically threw me on the floor and got on top of me and was yelling a lot. Then he got off and started mumbling to himself. He seemed distraught and dangerous so I went back and called again, and was actually taken seriously this time.”

I sighed and looked down, fidgeting with my fingers as I fought back tears that weren’t even there. “I must’ve been loud because Sebastian was looking at me weird when I came out again. He asked me who I was talking to and why I was trying to destroy his life. Then he backed me up against the wall and held a knife to my throat. I was terrified, I thought I was going to die.”

I managed to get some tears out this time, not from my story but from a very different experience I was re-living at that moment. “Then the lights flashed around and he heard the sirens and slit my throat before looking out the window. He didn’t even bother running. He just waited for you.”

“So that is your account of what happened?"

“Yes. Why, what did Sebastian say?” I tried to act casual about it. Hoping there was an angry edge to my voice instead of sounding curious.

“Nothing actually. He has refused to speak.”

Why was he protecting me? Or maybe he was just confused as to why he was in jail. 

“You mentioned a friend, Michael, correct?”

“Yeah, what about him?”

“How do you know him?”

Use present tense. As far as I know Michael is alive.

“We’re friends. We work in a hospital together.”

“Oh, you’re a doctor?”

“Therapist actually.”

“Oh, nice. And what is his relationship with Sebastian?”

“We all work together. Michael’s wife died quite recently and Sebastian was helping him get through it before Michael started avoiding him.”

“Because Sebastian broke into his house?”

“According to Michael, yeah. What does this have to do with anything?”

“Michael is dead.”

I froze. Don’t blow this up. I can’t afford to. I sharpened my breathing and scrutinized my facial expression; every scrunch, every twist, every squint.

“No, he’s not.”

“Heidi, Michael’s house blew up and he was in it.”

Michael. My friend. Maybe the one person in my adult life who cared for me even a little bit. I didn’t have to think about how he was going to put Sebastian in the exact same situation I had put him in now.

“No.” I shook my head and rocked my body back and forth, the tears flowing freely down my face. “No, this can’t be.”

“I’m so sorry for your loss.”

“But how?”

“There was a gas leak. Very possible that he did it himself.”

“What? Why? Michael -” I can’t say he would never do that to himself. This was playing out very nicely for me.

“He gave his dog to a relative just a few days before. It’s likely he planned this for some time.”

“When did this happen?” The tears were still flowing down my cheeks. I was tired of scrunching up my face in mock pain but I could not falter now. The cameras were rolling and I had a show to put on.

“On Sunday.”

I sniffled and slowed my rocking and easing my facial expression. I had an alibi and I intended to keep it that way.

“He must have loved her so much. He was in so much pain.”

“Who?”

“His dead wife.”

“Oh.” Marissa paused, probably at a loss for words. She didn’t seem very good at her job. “Well, luckily no one else was hurt in the explosion.”

I looked up at her in shock. Definitely sucked at her job. “Michael was.”

“I’m sorry, that was insensitive.”

“Does Sebastian know?”

“No.”

“Can I speak to him, please?”

She looked at me confused. “You want to speak to the man who gave you that huge scar and threatened your life?”

“It’s just - they got so close and it might be better if he hears it from me.”

“Just to clarify, you want to ease the pain of the man who did that to you?” She pointed at my neck, the look of confusion etched on her face.

I paused, my gaze fixed on the floor. He did already hear it from me. I just wanted to speak to him. I couldn’t  tell Officer Marissa that, obviously.

“Well you can’t. He has refused to speak to anyone except a lawyer.”

“A lawyer? I haven’t even pressed charges.”

“You didn’t have to. We did.”

NO. NO. NO.

I thought this was going to be a quick visit and everything could be smoothed out in a week or two. This was real now.

“Can I see him at least?”

“No.” She didn’t give a reason and just asked me to wait and then left the room. She must think I’m crazy or something. Time to play Stockholm Syndrome victim until I could get my Sebastian back.
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