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      I never understood the phrase ‘back-breaking work’ until tonight. Every inch of my body is screaming out in pain, begging me to lay down for a few minutes and rest. But if I don’t bury this body, who will?

      The cold earth bites into my fingers as I claw at the dirt, the shovel long since abandoned in favor of my hands. The stench of damp soil fills my nostrils, mixing with the sickly sweet scent of blood. My body trembles, not from fear but from the sheer effort of digging this grave deep enough to hide her sins.

      Mother Superior. The name alone makes me clench my teeth in anger. How many times has she stood in front of the girls in the convent, her voice dripping with false holiness as she recited passages meant to humble us, break us down, and turn us into obedient little lambs? How many times had she turned that gaze on me with a cruel smile that said she enjoyed every second of it?

      I grit my teeth and dig deeper.

      She thought she could beat the devil out of me and break me with her lessons of purity and submission. “Lucrezia Castiglione,” she would say, her voice hard and cold. “You are a daughter of sin, born into a family that walks hand in hand with the devil. You will never know salvation.”

      I laugh bitterly as I fling another handful of dirt to the side. Salvation? She never understood. I wasn’t looking for salvation. I never wanted it, never craved that false promise of heavenly redemption. What I wanted was freedom, pure and simple. The ability to choose my own path, to break free from the chains of expectation and judgment. And tonight, I’ll finally get it.

      But not before paying the price.

      My muscles burn with a deep, searing ache, each movement slow and agonizing. Still, I keep digging, driven by the knowledge that this is my final act in this godforsaken place. One last favor for the woman who spent the last five years trying to bury me in shame and guilt, her words like acid eating away at my soul. It’s darkly fitting that I should be the one to bury her, to lay her body in the cold ground she so often claimed I belonged in.

      When I hit a rock, I stop, panting heavily. The grave is deep enough to conceal her corruption along with her body. I stand on shaky legs, wiping my dirt-covered hands on my dress, leaving grimy streaks across the once-pristine fabric. The material sticks to my sweat-slicked skin. My knuckles throb with a dull, persistent ache from where I struck her—the impact of her skull hitting the stone floor still echoing in my mind like a sweet symphony of retribution. The sickening crack replays over and over, a macabre lullaby that both haunts and satisfies me.

      I glance at her lifeless body, her once pristine habit now drenched in blood, and for a moment, a flicker of something passes through me. Guilt? Regret?

      No.

      Satisfaction.

      Her body is crumpled at an awkward angle where I left her; limbs splayed like a broken doll discarded by a careless child. It’s strange to see her so still, so powerless, her once-commanding presence reduced to a heap of flesh and bone. For five long years, she ruled this place like a queen, her word as absolute as divine law, and I was just another girl in her kingdom—another sinner in need of salvation, another soul to be molded and broken according to her twisted vision of righteousness. Now, as I stand over her motionless form, I can’t help but marvel at how quickly the tables have turned, how swiftly the mighty can fall.

      With a grunt, I grab her by the wrists and begin to drag her toward the grave. Her body scrapes across the rough earth, and I have to dig my heels into the ground and pull with all my might. My muscles scream in protest, but I don’t stop. I can’t stop.

      As I drag her, my mind wanders unbidden to all the times she humiliated me. Her voice echoes in my ears, cold and cruel.

      “On your knees, Lucrezia. Pray for your sins. Pray for your filthy soul.”

      I spent hours on my knees in that dim, cold chapel, hands clasped in forced prayer while she watched from the shadows. Every time I faltered, every time my body gave in to exhaustion, she would appear like a vulture circling its prey.

      “You think you’re above this, don’t you? You think you’re too good to bow before the Lord? You’re nothing, Lucrezia. You were born into filth, and that’s where you’ll remain until the day you die.” Then I’d hear the whistle of her thin, wispy cane cutting through the air, and just milliseconds later, excruciating pain would explode across my thighs, the crack of impact echoing off the chapel walls. My vision would blur, tears stinging my eyes as I fought to remain still, knowing that any movement would only invite more punishment.

      I grit my teeth as I haul Mother Superior’s body closer to the grave. The weight of her is nothing compared to the years of shame she forced on me, the constant reminder that I was nothing more than the daughter of a mafia boss, stained by my father and brother’s sins.

      I remember when she made me scrub the convent floors until my hands bled, as though the dirt could somehow seep into my soul and purify it. She watched from her office window, her gaze sharp and judgmental. I could tell she enjoyed seeing me on my hands and knees.

      “Hard work is the only way to salvation,” she said, her lips curled into a twisted smile. “For someone like you, it will take a lifetime to earn it.”

      My hands ache at the memory, but I keep pulling, dragging her body closer to the edge of the grave.

      Then there was the night she locked me in the cellar for breaking curfew. I hadn’t even been out of the convent grounds, but it didn’t matter. She wanted control. She needed it, thrived off of it.

      “A night in the cellar might remind you of your place, Lucrezia. Your arrogance will be your undoing.”

      I spent the night huddled on the cold stone floor, shivering, my teeth chattering as rats scurried around me. I could hear water dripping somewhere in the distance. The air was thick with the musty scent of decay and neglect.

      As the hours crawled by, I imagined her up in her warm bed, sleeping soundly, satisfied that she had taught me another cruel lesson. By morning, my muscles ached from tensing against the cold, and my eyes burned from unshed tears. When she finally unlocked the door, her face was a mask of stern disapproval, but I caught a glimmer of satisfaction in her eyes. That was the moment I realized that her cruelty wasn’t just about discipline—it was about breaking my spirit.

      I yank harder now, her body bumping over the uneven ground as I pull her to the edge of the grave. I welcome the burn in my muscles. Every strain, every ache—it’s nothing compared to the torment she put me through.

      Five years. Five years of being her favorite target. Five years of beatings, humiliations, and cold, calculated punishments.

      The worst was when she found out about my family—when she realized exactly who I was. It was like she had been waiting for an excuse to make me pay for sins that weren’t mine.

      “You’re just like them,” she hissed after delivering a particularly brutal lashing with the belt she always kept in her office. “Your blood is tainted, and no amount of prayer will ever save you. Your family walks with the devil, and so will you.”

      I stop at the edge of the grave, my chest heaving from the effort. I look down at her body, the woman who had made my life a living hell for half a decade. She’s gone now, dead, lost to the world. No more sermons. No more lashes. No more cold, condemning stares.

      I kneel beside her, taking a moment to catch my breath, my hands shaking as I wipe the dirt from my face. Her pale skin seems even paler in the moonlight, her features slack, devoid of the sharp cruelty they once held. For the first time, I see her as something other than the tyrant who tormented me.

      She’s just another body. Another casualty in my fight for freedom. It has been a long battle, one that started when I was twelve.

      I grab her ankles and, with one final effort, roll her into the grave. Her body falls with a sickening thud, and a rush of satisfaction courses through me.

      I get to my feet and stand over the grave, staring down at another person who tried to break and bend me to their will. “Burn in hell, bitch,” I mutter, the words sharp and bitter on my tongue. “You were the first, but you won’t be the last.”

      A slow, twisted smile creeps across my face as I begin to shovel dirt on top of her corpse. A weight in my chest lifts, replaced with something else—something darker. This is it. This is the moment I take back control, the moment I stop being the victim.

      For nine long years, I’ve been the little girl men and women looked down upon. I’ve been ignored, I’ve been brutalized, I’ve been raped, and I’ve been taken advantage of. But that stops now.

      “Every single one of you who dared to hurt me, who thought they could hold me down…” I let the words hang in the air for a moment, the taste of freedom dancing on the tip of my tongue. “I’m going to bury all of you.”
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