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What was I thinking? How did I think I was going to get away with it? Was I so naive to 

believe that I had a chance in hell of pulling it off?  

Maybe if I hadn’t stopped for gas on the way, or remembered to switch off my cell 

phone, or even make sure I had locked the boot of the car, would have been a good start. But 

I was flustered; the mind wasn’t thinking straight. The well-executed plan I had gone over 

again and again went to shit as soon as I walked out the door. I should have known. 

If I run it back and play it through again, I can see where it started going wrong. It was 

just before Stacey saw me in the corridor. Stacey, with her breasts, and her fine tanned legs. 

Stacey with her bouncy golden hair, and that big cheerleader smile. Shit, I should have turned 

and walked the other way. I could have done it, no problem, if she hadn’t bounced and 

jiggled her way up to me, fluttering her lashes and playing all dumb. But no, I had to go and 

stop. I had to try my luck with Stacey. One more roll of the dice before... well, before it fell 

apart. 

Something outside woke me from my drunken slumber that day. The alarm clock told me 

it was 11:34 as I fluffed the pillow, turning it over to the cool side as I lay and stared at the 

ceiling, my eyes throbbing with the realisation that I had another bad hangover. I followed 

the small crack in the plaster as it meandered under the coving on the far wall, all the way 

over to the doorway of the bathroom, where it became a fracture of plaster and cobwebs. 

Another job I hadn’t gotten around to doing, that had become too big for me to handle. 

Another job left to linger and fester unchecked. It would just have to wait, like all the rest. 

I cursed and checked the display again; this time it was 11:55. Really...? Twenty-one 

minutes staring at a frigging crack in the wall... or was it just one minute, had I just read the 

clock wrong in the first place? I rolled out of bed and adjusted myself, waiting for the sickly, 

woozy dizziness to begin, as I fumbled in the dark for my jeans and yesterday’s socks. The 

first of yesterday’s socks were hanging from the leg of the jeans and I pulled it free and 

sniffed it before crouching over and searching for its partner. 

After a couple of minutes searching, pulling all sorts of shit from under the bed, I 

realised I still had the other one on my foot. Cursing the hangover kicking me in the head, I 



stumbled to my feet and made my way over to the bathroom door; yip, there it was... the 

dizziness had started. It didn’t take too long for the cold sweats to arrive and before I had a 

chance to check for my wallet in my jeans, I was on the floor with my head over the toilet 

and my damp forehead resting on the cold porcelain, reciting the never again verse over and 

over. 

Ten minutes later, a dry retch work out complete, I got up and wiped the acid drool from 

my stubbled chin, then stared back at the hippy that was watching the morning routine unfold 

from the medicine cabinet.  

Fuck you, he said, and then snarled at me as I wiped my sweaty brow on the sock I had 

in my hand. I turned to leave him and his smugness and made my way to the kitchen slinging 

the denims over my shoulder and began recounting last night’s mess. 

So I get to the kitchen and the scene hits me. Its total carnage — it’s like someone has 

broken into my pad and run a lawnmower over my floor, trashing everything in its path. The 

fridge must have exploded at some point as well, as the week’s shopping is now coating the 

kitchen floor and walls. My jaw drops; over in the corner someone has decided to take a 

dump, on top of the pedal bin. Bastards! 

Jack, fucking Jack. And who else…? Think... think... Barry! Yes! They appeared late on 

at the door asking to join the party, and I let them in. What was I thinking? I let them in, and 

then all hell broke loose. I walked over to the fridge and closed the door, kicking a discarded 

tub of Ben and Jerry’s Phish Food with the foot wearing the sock. Then I saw him. 

It was the blood on the kitchen worktop. I followed the trail from the chopping block; 

there were thick clumps of hair stuck to the large knife that was driven in deep into it. The 

blood trail led me to the sink, and there, sticking out from the waste disposal unit, was 

Archie. Well, bits of him, anyway. I gasped and steadied myself at the sight, and I could feel 

the blood rushing from my head and the bile rising from my belly again. 

It was his little furry feet poking from the munching blades that set me off, poor little 

bastard. I’d had Archie for five years. Lost him eight times in the first year, and he’d 

tunnelled out six times in the second, but I got him back every time. Archibald Ives, by name, 

Archibald Ives by nature. But he was hanging on the wire now. I pulled the wee guy from the 

hole — half of him, anyway — and made my way over to the pedal bin and kicked the pedal, 

forgetting about the dump on the lid. It sailed to the floor next to the Ben and Jerry’s tub and 



broke its seal. The stench hit me, and again I retched, dropping Archie into the bin and 

turning from the putrid smell. 

I fell onto the couch and slid on my jeans, then held my sweaty head in my hand. What 

the hell happened last night? It was all a hazy nightmare, and I couldn’t remember any of 

them leaving… hell, I couldn’t remember much at all. Jack and Barry arrived about eightish 

— I got that; the tequila shots started soon after. When Mika found the Twister mat, things 

got hot. Shit, I think it was me who suggested the naked twister, but Mika was all for it. After 

that... Stacey... oh, shit, Stacey had appeared… after that it’s just a blur. 

Stacey Wallbecker always invited herself to parties, and here she was at one of mine. So 

I’m standing at the door in my boxers, I remember that… Stacey walks in and then... and 

then… bollocks, I can’t remember. I lean forward and pick up an open can of Pepsi by my 

feet and slosh it around the can before raising it to my mouth and gulping down the flat, 

warm nectar which seems to go down okay, until I choke back on the butt someone had 

kindly deposited. 

Then I remember... then it all comes back! 

The coffee table was tipped over on the carpet in front of me, the twister mat crumpled in 

the corner. I saw it poking from under the shattered glass, and remembered her producing it 

by the doorway. When the others had seen it, they were all for it. Sure, why the hell not? It’s 

only my house, not as if they had anything to worry about. Thanks for that, Stacey. 

The wooden board that Stacey had brought with her was now torn in two pieces. I saw 

the smashed crystal whisky glass scattered in the marble fireplace and sighed. Thank you 

again, Stacey Wallbecker. 

It seemed that it was a good idea to play Ouija with my collectable glassware. I got to my feet 

and uprighted the coffee table, and picked up the two pieces, laying them on top and turning 

them over. Blood splattered the large lettering and I turned away in disgust. My belly 

tightened again, but I gulped the bile down... once, twice, three times. It settled and I wiped 

my sweaty brow once more and bent over to pick up the twister mat. 

My flashbacks kicked in again, and I saw the previous evening in short uncomfortable 

bursts; the naked twister, the beer bongs and the cones with Stacey. Then it all goes dark. 

Barry turns the lights off and we all sit round the coffee table. Stacey brings out the board and 

we all giggle at each other. Really we are just piss-scared to admit that we really don’t want 

to be doing this, just in case we interrupt the devil during his beauty sleep. 



Stacey takes the lead and crawls over to us on her knees, her miniskirt riding high on her 

smooth white thighs. She knows. I catch a peek down her top at her swinging tits, and grab at 

my boxers to make sure I’m not poking through. Barry makes a move and slaps her arse and 

she just smiles, taking my whisky from my hand and giving me a sly, wicked smile, then 

knocks back my 12-year-old single malt in one go. Then the fun starts. 

Jack lights the coal fire by throwing in a box of firelighters and lighting the box, then 

searches my cupboards for something to speed up the process. The contents of a handy bottle 

of spirits that I’d used to clean my paintbrushes finds its way to the flame, and I have Hell’s 

own bonfire in my front room. And that sort of set the scene for the rest of the evening. 

I remember it going deathly quiet as we watched the glass slowly glide from letter to 

letter, and I even caught the fascination in Stacey’s eyes for a moment before the fascination 

turned to fear. Jack and Barry pulled away early on, leaving me, Mika and Michelle watching 

Stacey’s finger hover over the glass, as Daniel denied pushing it. 

“Ask it if it can possess one of us!” Michelle cries out in amazement. 

“Shit, no, don’t ask it that, you stoopid twat!” I replied, but it was too late. She looked 

around and popped the question, and we all inwardly held our breath. 

Now, when I say it all went a bit pete tong after that, I would be understating the scene 

that unfolded. I was sure that Jack was fucking around with the fire again, because it went up, 

and I mean it went up! In big, billowing crackling puffs that spewed out embers into the 

room. Jack and Mika freaked, but Barry insisted it was just the log settling and the moss 

catching light. But I saw the fear in all of their eyes. 

Then the glass moved. 

 

Now when I say the glass moved, that little crystal fucker moved! I saw the terror in 

Mika’s face as Michelle sat there reciting the Oh my god prayer over and over. 

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, oh my god...!” Over and over in hysterical, 

hiccupping sobs. But Stacey’s eyes were wide, in awe. I swear she loved every minute of it, 

even Daniel had joined in the Oh my god prayer by now. I couldn’t work it out, how the hell 

was she doing it — I could see her finger all floppy on the top of my glass, but still it slid 

from letter to letter. 



Y... E... S, the cup slowly dragged as our fingers followed. 

“Shit… ‘yes,’ yes what? What the fuck does ‘yes’ mean?” I remember a panicked Barry 

shouting from behind me as I watched the glass return to the centre of the board. 

“Shhhhhhhh... I think it’s saying yes to possessing someone!” Stacey gasped. 

Now the image of Barry crouching behind me in his boxers would have been almost 

comical in my head, had it not been for the image of Mika, rigid in fear, pointing over to 

where Jack sat foaming at the mouth and shaking violently. We all watched for a moment as 

he fell over onto the beanbag and the froth ran down his chin. Michelle let out a scream and 

kicked at the board hysterically, knocking it to the floor, as Daniel turned to me with his 

mouth hanging open. 

I’d clambered over to Jack, who had stared up at me with wide, dilated eyes and winked, 

then sat bolt upright and tried his best Linda Blair, turning his head round slowly for effect. 

His audience mesmerised, hands held to their faces in shock — until Jack burst out laughing. 

Stacey was not amused and picked up a cushion and threw it at him. 

“Jack, come on, it was getting good... don’t screw it up! Michelle nearly wet herself!” 

This had caused the mood to lightened briefly, I remember that, and the board was returned to 

the table. Stacey gave Jack a look that could kill and we all returned our attention to the glass. 

Mika began to laugh as Jack wiped the Coke froth from his chin. 

“Okay, are we ready? Jack... no messing about, okay?” Stacey frowned and settled her 

finger on the glass. Mika cautiously laid her finger on the crystal, and we all followed. 

The fire licked at the chimney and cast long, dancing shadows, flickering up my newly 

painted walls. We all sat silently and let Stacey do her stuff. 

“Are you still there?” she whispered. 

Y... E... S. 

“Who are you?” 

The glass wobbled and seemed to slide awkwardly over the letters in a wide arcing loop. 

A… B... C... D... E… F... G... H... 

Then it turned and made its way back quickly. 

H... E... A...T... H. 



Then it stopped. 

“Heath... LEDGER! It’s the fucking Joker!” Barry cried out excitedly. 

“Shhhhhhhh...!” Stacey demanded. 

N... O... 

We all watched the glass slide over to the left. 

D... E... A... T... H... 

Mika jumped up and fell back, knocking the clock from the sideboard. It swung down on 

the electrical cord and smashed against the fireplace. The red glowing numbers flickered; I 

remember that quite vividly. 

It announced it was 11:34 as it swung back and forward, upside down against the 

fireplace. 

As I watched the digital display, Mika screamed as the numbers changed and flickered 

with each swing. 

 

 

I glanced around the room at the shocked faces. Mika held her face while Jack stared at 

the board. Daniel was backing away to be with Michelle, pulling the baggie from his pants; 

obviously the night was moving on for him and ‘Chelle, but Stacey was mesmerised. She was 

rooted to the spot, her finger still resting on the crystal glass. I watched her wide-eyed 

expression for as long as it took Mika to back away from the fireplace and pick up her jacket. 

“Smash it... smash the glass... do it now!” she cried. 

“To hell with that,” I said. It was my crystal whisky set of six I had received from my 

father. Mika didn’t listen and grabbed it from the board and aimed a pitch at the fireplace. I 

was faster and grabbed her arm before she could pitch the glass, levering it from her cold 

fingers. 



“Mika, calm down... she’s just fucking with you, aren’t you, Stacey!” I said, trying to 

smile. Mika stared back and I could see genuine fear in her eyes. Stacey didn’t reply. She just 

gazed angrily at the board, then up to Mika. Pretty freaky, thinking back. 

I tried to calm the situation by pouring another tequila into the Ouija glass and downing 

it, much to the disgust of Mika, who made a bolt for the door. The room had gotten colder, 

even although the fire was blazing. Maybe it was because I was in my boxers and someone 

was walking over my grave, sending chills up my neck. She stood in the flickering light and 

adjusted her clothing as Michelle and Daniel snuggled up to each other and lit up another 

joint. Barry and Jack were bundling up their clothes and searching for their boots under the 

coats in the corner. And that was when I realised the party was over. 

“Dude, this is some freaky shit, man… I’m out. ‘Chelle, you comin’?” Daniel grunted in 

his stoned state and he and Michelle disappeared into the other spare bedroom for some quiet 

time together. 

Now I remember everything about the party. I remember them all making their excuses 

and getting ready to leave; I even remember putting on my lumberjack shirt to warm up, and 

phoning for a cab for Mika. What I don’t remember is any of them actually leaving, only 

Stacey getting friendly and pouring me another tequila in the Ouija glass and the room 

getting colder. Barry, Jack and Mika all said they were leaving, but I just couldn’t picture 

them leaving my house. My head throbbed again as the gas in my belly gurgled around in my 

gut. I should call Daniel see what the hell happened last night. 

I got to my feet and walked around the debris on the floor, scratching my backside and 

smacking my tongue against the dry roof of my stinking cottonmouth while I searched for my 

cell phone. I remember making the call and... my lumberjack shirt! Mika had borrowed my 

mobile; I’d stuck it back in my lumberjack shirt. So where the fuck was my lumberjack shirt? 

I went back into my dark bedroom and turned on the light. The smell was thick and 

overpowering, so I only glanced around, but saw no shirt. I walked to the next room and 

poked my head through the door to see if Daniel and Michelle were still there. I pushed open 

the door slightly so there was enough light from the living room to make out the foot poking 

from under the covers, and then pulled the door closed again, leaving them alone. 

I made my way back into the kitchen and searched through the junk on the table for my 

phone. Bottles and takeaway cartons were strewn all over the place. A jingle reminder 

bleeped from a glittery handbag that was plopped on top of a Chinese takeaway foil tray, and 



I noticed the congealing sauce had stained the corner of the bag as it soaked up the tasty 

leftovers. I pulled it from the tray and placed it on the table. Michelle would be pissed when 

she woke up. The jingle continued to ring its annoying message tone, so I opened the bag and 

rummaged for the phone. The display said ‘2 messages’ so I opened it and read the first; she 

wouldn’t mind. 

Dude some night last night are you okay, you took a mental- chelle left her bag and 

her phone when you get up give me a call- cheers Dan! 

So you can imagine my surprise when I read the text. I looked up and over to the room 

I’d just been in — who the fuck was in the bed? 

I dropped the phone back into the curry-stained bag, and then made my way back to the 

bedroom. This time I opened the door completely, making no effort to be quiet; instead I 

walked briskly over to the futon and stared at the tanned foot sticking from the duvet. I 

slowly pulled back the cover. 

In the initial moments, it was just shock; I didn’t know what or who I was staring at. The 

blood on the face hid their features. I remember stumbling back and pulling the rest of the 

covers with me as I fell to the floor, revealing Mika’s bloodied, still body, in my blood-

soaked lumberjack shirt!  

What the hell happened last night? 

Oh shit, what did I do...? What the hell did I do to Mika last night? She was lying on the 

mattress with the blade of a kitchen knife buried deep in her chest, the bloody wooden handle 

poking through my torn lumberjack shirt. I sat slumped against the wall, trying to take in the 

madness, but my head wouldn’t accept what it was seeing. Mika was on her way out the door 

the last I remembered… I’d called them all a cab... sure I did. My phone began to ring from 

Mika’s chest. 

I rolled over and threw up on the wooden floorboards. This was too much for me to take 

in... I had to do something fast, but what? Call the police...? Sure, I’d call the police. I 

stumbled to my feet and tried to retrieve my ringing phone from the shirt pocket, but when I 

saw her bloodied face I scurried out the room, leaving the corpse of Mika lying on my futon, 

in my lumberjack shirt… with my kitchen knife buried in her chest… and made my way back 

over to Michelle’s handbag. 

I retched again as I pulled the phone from her bag and dialled 911 and waited. As I 

waited, I looked around the bloodstained room, realising the situation I was in was dire. 



Obviously there was a struggle here, and obviously I had lost several hours due to substance 

abuse… what the hell was I going to say to them...? 

“911, do you need fire, medical, or police?”  

The operator broke my trance and I began to mumble, I... er... no... sorry... I, uh… 

I’ve...” I struggled to get it out. “I’m sorry, I’ve misdialled...!” I hung up and stared at the 

shaking phone. The screen blinked ‘1 new message.’ I opened it and read the text. 

Answer your phone Dawg - we are on our way over to pick up chelles car- see you 

in an hour. 

Oh, shit. They were coming over. I was in big trouble. I went lightheaded as my heart 

pumped my eyeballs from their sockets; I had to think of something fast, but what? I began to 

shake with the realisation I was going to be locked away for a long time. This was bad — and 

poor Mika… why the hell had I killed her? What the fuck did I take last night? This was real 

bad. I had to think. 

I grabbed Michelle’s bag and rummaged for her car keys, then I texted Daniel. 

Don’t bother coming over I’ll bring it over mate we need to talk. 

My trainers were under the table and I slid them on, and grabbed a jacket that hung over 

the chair, it looked like Stacey’s track top, but I didn’t care. I put the car keys into the pocket 

and made my way over to the window. Michelle’s car was in my drive. 

If I could take the car and get Mika into it, maybe I could say she drove it away… sure, 

that could work. Yeah, that could work — she was upset and drove away in Michelle’s car. I 

had to get moving. It was getting late. 

Oh, shit… this was a bad idea, I thought, but what else could I do? I sat for what seemed 

like an age going over the plan in my head before I decided to act. 

I would get Mika’s body into the car and drive it to the quarry on the other side of town. 

Then I’d have to burn it; that was the hard part. Could I burn Mika? I didn’t know. There was 

plenty of car thefts around here, and people got hurt; maybe this could be put down to a tragic 

carjacking. Then I’d have to clear this mess up. I could stop off at work; it would be closed 

today and I could get cleaning equipment and bleach from the cleaner’s cupboard, get back 

and clean up. 

Oh, shit… could I really do this? 



I sat there sobbing into my palms for about ten minutes, convincing myself not to call the 

cops. One thing I had got from watching cable, was that pleading amnesia to a crime did not 

help your case; I would more likely to end up in a nuthouse tied up in a jacket, with my own 

padded cell after they labelled all the evidence… God, I could see it now… 

“...Yeah, the guy took one too many pills and mixed them with tequila. Hell, he killed his 

girlfriend, and took a dump on his pedal bin... total smack head!!!” 

Right decision made. I stood up and made my way outside to Michelle’s old Kingswood 

sedan and popped the boot. Her textbooks and spare tyre filled the space, so I had to clear 

them to allow room for Mika, so I threw them by my front door in a pile. There was a tartan 

picnic blanket neatly folded in the corner, so I pulled it apart and laid it out on the boot; why, 

I have no idea… did I think it would make a difference to Mike’s ride? A bit more comfort? 

As I said, I wasn’t thinking straight. 

I went back into that macabre sight that was the bedroom. She hadn’t moved, which I 

had hoped she might have; it would have been so much easier than what I was about to do. I 

grabbed the bloodied sheet at the foot of the futon and pulled it from under the mattress. Her 

dead eyes gazed up at me as I bent over her cold body. I tried to look past her, but all I could 

see was the wooden knife handle poking through the lumberjack shirt. 

Take it out... pull it out... don’t leave it in her. They’ll trace it back to you. 

The voice in my head began to speak to me. 

Don’t leave it there... it’s part of a set. It’s your good knife... 

For some reason I agreed, and I reached out to the handle and actually grabbed the 

murder weapon. If there had been any doubt about the fingerprints before, they were well and 

truly dead in the water now. I didn’t care; I wanted her gone. I could lose the knife and buy a 

new set. My hand curled around the wooden hilt and clenched tightly, and I began to pull it 

back through Mika’s rib cage. 

It was stuck fast, and I had to steady myself on her cold torso with my other hand. Boy, it 

was in deep, and I really had to heave at the handle to get it moving. Again my stomach 

churned as I gagged, but the voice just egged me on. 

That’s it, pull it out... that’s the way... go on, get that thing out of there... 



The sound of the suction releasing the steel cutting blade from its resting place was truly 

awful, and I wept as I pulled it free to the sound of squelching mushy organs giving it up. I let 

out a gasp as I toppled back from Mika’s lifeless corpse, with the knife in my hand held aloft 

like King Arthur having just pulled Excalibur free. 

I dropped it onto the wooden floor in disgust and wiped my shaking hands on my top. I 

couldn’t do this, this wasn’t right... I had to call the police now. This was all wrong. 

Don’t do that! Think about it... you’ll be locked away. Look at yourself... look what 

you’ve done. We can fix it... 

I took a deep breath and grabbed at the sheet by her head. I covered her face and then 

leaned over her and pulled across the other side of the sheet, wrapping her in her death 

shroud. I grabbed her bare feet and began to drag her from her resting place. She was a petite 

girl, so I had no trouble pulling her from the bed and lifting her limp body to my chest. Then I 

began to recite the Oh my god chant that I had ironically heard Mika chant the night before. I 

carried her body outside to the car and lowered her into the boot of Michelle’s sedan, making 

sure that I didn’t bump her head. 

Why...? Same reason as the blanket, I suppose! 

I held my face with both hands and inhaled hard, trying to quell the butterflies in my 

belly. 

That’s the way, lad... now let’s get going, before someone comes along, eh? 

I looked down on the shroud before I closed the boot, then walked round to the driver’s 

side of the car, but he stopped me again. 

You left the knife, bozo... the door’s open, and you left the knife... go get it. 

I did. I returned to the room and saw the blade where I’d dropped it and picked it up, 

putting into the training top’s joey pouch pocket at the front, and then I left the house and 

locked the door. The car was already spooking me as I drove from the driveway onto the 

empty road and made my way to the sports centre. It should be empty today; cleaners didn’t 

work Sundays these days. Besides, it was too early for any punters to be there. 

My armpits were soaked through, and the sweat was dripping from my forehead as I 

crossed the main street to my work, and I realised I was probably still way over the limit to 

drive. That brought a smile to my face and I let out a manic snigger as I slapped the wheel; 



here I was with the body of one of my friends in the boot of my best friend’s girlfriend’s car, 

that I was not insured to drive, and I was worried about the fact that I may be over the limit! 

I looked at the dashboard as a light blinked on; the fuel tank was empty. Cursing, I 

slapped the wheel again and turned into Johnsons Way and waited for the lights to change. 

Could I chance it? The quarry was 20 miles away, and I didn’t want to get stuck on the 

roadside. The fuel station was over on Brannigan Street, heading the opposite way. 

Damn, I thought. Then I turned the car around and headed the other way. 

That’s the way, fella, keep it calm... just another Sunday driver on the road... nothing to 

see here... 

I pulled into the gas station and parked next to the pump, then looked for the release for 

the petrol tank. I fumbled around for what seemed like an age, pulling levers and slapping 

buttons, until the flap opened and I walked round and unclipped the hose from the pump. 

I filled the tank after checking that I had a twenty to cover it, then hooked the hose back 

up and walked to the entrance. 

And there she was, Stacey Wallbecker, looking as hot as ever, walking down the corridor 

between the fresh milk and the fresh donuts, with her 10 litre fuel can, heading straight for 

me. 

She faltered for a moment, then gave me her sultry smile — the one she gave all the guys 

at the college — and flicked her golden hair over her shoulders, 

“Great party last night! You look like you just saw one of our ghosts!” she smiled, then 

stroked my tracksuit top softly. 

“Good, I see you found my top. I was looking for that this morning. Did you get the note 

I left you?” 

Note? What note? I shook my head and tried to stay calm. If she had still been in my flat 

and seen the mess, surely she would have seen the blood! 

“I left you the note to tell you I just popped out for some rolls. I was going to make us 

breakfast, but you have nothing in that house of yours. But my damn car ran out of gas down 

the road! Sweet of you to come looking for me... you were looking for me, right? Because I 

rang your phone and it just went to messages.” Stacey rocked from side to side, playing with 

a ringlet of her hair and swinging the fuel can, looking as hot as ever. 



“I... er... my phone. Sure, I noticed you had been gone a while, so... I... got your message 

and came looking for you... yeah... and here you are!” I said, feeling the sweat from my brow 

ooze from my pores, my phone was still in my jacket which was wrapped around Mika- who 

was in the boot of the car. 

“Great, then we can drive to my car and you can help me fill up... where’s your car?” she 

said, smiling again. This was not the fucking time to be flirting with Stacey Wallbecker, I 

told myself, and pointed to Michelle’s car out on the forecourt. 

“Okay, I’ll see you there!” She kissed me and shimmied out to the car, turning back to 

wave at me. I cursed and ran over to the cashier’s window, knocking over the freshly baked 

rolls that were neatly stacked by the window for convenience, and slapped down my $20 and 

ran after Stacey as she made her way to the boot of the car. 

“I’ll get that, here, gimme the fuel can!” I said, running towards her and the rear of 

Michelle’s car, where the boot was popped open. I must have released it when I was 

searching for the fuel flap. 

“It’s okay, I got it, honey!” she said, lifting the boot lid up slightly. I froze for a second 

before blurting out the first thing I could think of: 

“Where’s the rolls? I thought you were getting rolls?” 

She stopped for a second then looked up with what looked like an angry, contorted face, 

and then smiled back at me as she slid the fuel can inside the boot without looking down 

inside the cracked opening. 

“Oh… they weren’t ready yet. I’ll come back later... look, are we going, or what?” She 

looked pissed for a moment, but then the smile returned. 

I fumbled for the keys in Stacey’s borrowed tracksuit top and quickly pulled back — the 

bloody knife, which was still in the pocket, slid into my palm and caused me to wince in pain. 

I smiled and withdrew my hand, hiding it from Stacey’s view. This was all going to shit. 

We got in and I started the engine. I noticed Stacey glancing nervously in the mirror as if 

she were looking toward the car park and what looked remarkably like her car parked by the 

water and air bay. I studied her face for a moment before she turned and smiled at me. 

Something was up. I didn’t know what, but something was definitely up. 



I drove out the car park and turned left onto Johnson’s Way and headed back along the 

empty road toward my house, periodically glancing over at Stacey who seemed preoccupied 

and deep in thought. 

“So where is it, then?” 

“Um... sorry, what?” 

“Your car. Where did you break down?” 

“Uh... oh, yeah… just a bit further along here!” Again the look, then the smile. 

We drove along Johnson’s Way but saw no car. She apologised and said she was sure it 

was that street where she had stopped. I pulled up and put the car in park, then turned to 

Stacey... and that was when I heard my phone ringing in the boot. She turned to me and 

frowned. 

“Is that your phone, Eddie?” 

“Is that your phone, Eddie?” I stared out at the empty car park over the steering wheel, 

stuck for words as she repeated the question while fumbling for the door handle. 

“Eddie, is that your phone in the boot of the car?” Stacey grilled me as she got out the 

car and peered inside with her wrinkled forehead scowling at me and her tumbling hair 

swinging free. 

I began to shake again as I watched in the rear view mirror as she walked around to the 

rear of the car and tried to open the boot. 

“Open the boot, Eddie!” she demanded. I was frozen with fear. I daren’t look away from 

the woman who was about to bust my murderous ways any minute now. 

“Eddie, open the friggin’ boot now, or I’ll come round there and kick your arse!” she 

spat, and in her rage, she slammed her fist down on the boot.   

Oh, god, she knows. She knows I killed her best friend... and  I’m going to jail for a long, 

long time... oh, shit... I felt sick again and could feel my heartbeat in my eyes and ears as I 

gulped back the nausea. 

“EDDIE... THE BOOT, NOW!” she screamed. 

I popped the boot, lowered my head onto the steering wheel, and waited for the 

screaming to begin. After a moment I lifted my head and checked the mirror to see Stacey 



with her hands to her face peering into the darkness. I was thinking about opening the door 

and confronting her, and begging for forgiveness.  

But she was probably already calling the police. My life was over. Just like Mika’s in the 

boot. 

I heard her shoes on the gravel surface crunch their way slowly around to the side of the 

car and I retched with fear and guilt, but held it together as my fists clenched inside the 

pockets of the jacket. 

 What could I say to convince her I was truly sorry? I couldn’t remember killing Mika. I 

turned to face her as she walked up to the driver’s side and lowered her head to the open 

window. I remember thinking This is it — this is the moment my life comes crashing down 

around me for good.  

Just then, Stacey Wallbecker stuck her smug little head into the car and sneered, 

“Someone’s been a busy little beaver then!” 

I panicked; what can I say. Survival mode kicked in and I clenched my fists tight, pulled 

them from the tracksuit pockets and struck out at Stacey, knocking her backwards and 

sending her to the ground in one swift movement. 

I heard her muffled scream, then the thud as she slammed something against the car 

bonnet and crumpled in a heap on the ground, jerking and frothing as I just sat there 

mesmerised.  

I stared at the steering wheel for a good few minutes while she wriggled on the ground 

bleeding, and it took me a good five minutes before I even decided to turn my head to see 

what damage I’d done to her.  

But as I turned and opened the door to find her lying jerking on the ground I noticed the 

wooden handle again. The knife I had placed in my pocket back at the house was now deeply 

implanted, once more, up to its wooden bloodied handle, sticking out of her slender neck, 

surrounded by her golden ringlets of hair. I was empty. Shock had numbed me for the second 

time today and I simply stared down at her as she stared back with wide eyes that seemed to 

mock me. 

Then she lifted something from the ground and showed it to me. It was my phone. And 

as she pressed a couple of buttons with her bloodied fingers, I watched in horror as video 

footage, clearly from the previous night, played on the screen, of Stacey and Mika entwined 



on my futon in an embrace playing with the large kitchen knife, unaware that Stacey was 

breathing her last mocking breath, slowly passing away on the gravely parking bay 1134. 

As she did, she hit the delete key. The phone fell to the ground as she gasped and gurgled 

her last by my feet. I fell backwards against the car and slid down the bodywork, crumpled in 

a tearful heap.  

Stacey Wallbecker, you bitch! 

Hey, big fella... what’s the problem...? The voice whispered once again between my sobs 

of self-pity as I wiped the mucus from my face, stemming the flow from my nostrils. 

Nothing has changed... get her into the car and dump it... go on, before someone sees 

you. 

Sure, get her into the car. Why didn’t I think of that? I stumbled to my feet and wiped the 

slimy sleeve of Stacey’s track top on my jeans as I turned to check out the other side of the 

empty car park. 

I could feel the dizziness in my eyeballs again, the throbbing, whirling vertigo causing 

me to retch and reach out with my clammy hands to steady myself, but it was no good — I 

was going down. Last thing I remember, I was throwing up over Stacey’s bloodied body and 

falling onto her creamy, spread thighs. This was not the circumstance I had envisaged. 

So here I am, bloodied and vomit-encrusted, lying between the legs of the girl I’d had a 

crush on since high school, wondering where it all went wrong. Could it get any worse? I 

doubt it. 

I can’t process it. The more I think it all through… the idea of Stacey pig-sticking Mika, 

then stitching me up didn’t make sense. We were having a great time last night. What went 

wrong? And how come Mika didn’t leave when she got spooked by the Ouija board. It 

doesn’t make sense. I need to sort this out. 

The phone rang on the ground and I stared at it for a moment before reaching over to 

grab it. Daniel’s number is on the screen, and I hit the green button without thinking. 

“Where the fuck are you, Eddie? Is ‘Chelle there?” Daniel asks.  

“What...? I... no, I haven’t seen her, why?”  



“Shit, Stacey came round and picked her up this morning... said she’d take her to pick up 

her car while I was in the shower, but I’ve heard nothing for over an hour... I’m outside your 

place now!” I try to think fast, but I can’t. I don’t want to think any more. 

“I’ve not seen them,” I hear myself reply. “Her car was gone when I got up this 

morning.”  

“What? Thought you said you’d bring it round with her phone... where are you, Eddie ?” 

Lying in Stacey’s crotch, if you must know, Daniel, I hear in the back of my head. 

“Look, Dan... I’m a bit busy — if I see ‘Chelle, I’ll text you, okay? Don’t stress, mate.” 

I hang up and reach for my head. Time to end this; it’s snowballing, I can feel it. I can 

picture the scene: car cruising down the main street with Mika and Stacey propped up in the 

back, dead heads lolling around with each corner I take. It’s like a bad comedy.  

Whoa, big fella... think... take a breather, and let’s get the show on the road... 

I’m right, I’ve gotta get Stacey and her creamy thighs into the car. I can sort out the 

details on the way. The boot door is open and I straddle her, but it’s not like the movies. Her 

limbs are everywhere, flopping and slapping me as I shuffle her dead weight up to the car. 

Her head digs into the shingle of the car park and rakes the stones into a pile around her 

shoulders as I struggle to keep her legs closed. I have to get around behind her and try 

positioning her knees onto the sill of the car as I grab her arms from behind... shit, the blood 

is still flowing from her neck. 

I’m sure Harvey Keitel didn’t have this problem when he stuffed the dead guy into his 

car. I grab her and try to keep her upright as I flop her bleeding head into the boot and watch 

as she slides in over Mika’s shrouded body. Well, almost; her legs are sticking up in the air 

and no matter how much I try not to think about them, I have to admit they are a fine pair. 

Dude... she’s dead, now close the boot and let’s go, the voice whispers. 

Right, let’s go. Good idea. I turn around and see the mess I’ve left behind — blood 

puddles everywhere, drag marks and Stacey’s car keys and lipstick. Looks like they’d fallen 

from her pockets. I pick them up.  

Michelle’s car starts up first time and I hit the accelerator and fishtail out of the deserted 

car park in a cloud of dirt, catching the sight of the bloody reflection in the mirror. Now if I 



think this through now, I plan to ditch the car, burn it and walk the 20 kilometers back to 

town… yeah, smart move. 

Just do it... we can work out the walking part after... the voice whispers again in my ear. 

“No, I got a better plan...” I mumble back to the mirror. 

I backtracked to where I’d met Stacey and slowed as I passed the garage forecourt. The 

red Toyota was still there, and I checked to see if anyone was watching me pulling up next to 

it. My bloody hands won’t release their grip from the wheel and my head is still thumping.  

There is enough DNA evidence on the steering column alone to lock me away… I can’t 

go outside looking like this, Stacey’s blood is all over me. All I can do is pull out what I hope 

was the key fob to the red car and press the unlock button. The lights flash and the locks pop 

up, and that gets a smile for a second before the sickly feeling awakens the butterflies again 

and I realise what I am going to have to do.  

Daniel is going to be snooping around. He knows where I keep my spare key, so I am 

going to have to ditch the car for a bit... sorry, girls... then get back there and talk to him, 

maybe even confess… I dunno. The locks descend again with a double flash of the indicators 

and I slip the key fob back into my pocket and slowly coast away back down Johnson’s Way. 

I know a place I can park this Machine Gun Joe party bus, and buy me some time with 

Daniel — then when it’s dark I’ll come back and hopefully have a plan worked out. Hell, 

maybe I’ll just walk away from it and disappear, I’m pretty fucked no matter what I do, I 

realise. 

The park behind the petrol station is full of winding roads and service tracks that 

meander into the foliage. I’ll dump the sedan there and walk back around to the garage after I 

clean myself up a bit. Shit, when I take the time to look at the car I see the blood… it’s like 

Frankenstein’s carnival float. I’ll be fucked how the hell I made it down the road unseen.  

Stacey’s jacket is smeared in crimson snotty finger strokes, so I take it off and after 

rubbing my hands to try and remove the redness, throw it to the mulchy ground.  

I see myself bending back into the car and flicking the catch to release the boot, then I 

find myself watching from above, like an out of body-type experience, as I walk round to the 

back of the car and lift open the boot. 

Don’t do that — leave them, lets go! What am I doing? I watch as I grab the sheet and 

pull it back to see Mika’s face staring back at me. No time for goodbyes, honey… you better 



split before that bitch gets her game on again. Grab the petrol canister and pour it now... get 

rid of the evidence in a puff of smoke! 

I hear the self-pitying sobs again as I unscrew the cap and begin to empty the contents 

onto the bodies, watching it splash over the two girls and pool in the spare tyre well at the 

bottom. As I back away from the car, the petrol begins seeping from the boot well to the hot 

manifold below. 

“No, no, no...!” This is so wrong. 

Well, then... now what, dipshit...? You can’t just leave us here! Stacey says from her 

flopping dead head. 

This is madness...I’m talking to the dead! 

“Wanna bet?” I turn my back, dropping the canister, and run away from the madness as 

the branches reach out and slap me, each one more vicious than the one before. It feels good, 

and I take my penance as the tears of panic once again fill my eyes. I could take the track 

back, but this is what I deserve, and I feel the branches tear into my face as I run faster into 

the heavy growth. I can hear the girls calling for me, 

Where you going, Eddie...? Don’t leave us... finish us off... do us... do us both, Eddie... 

you know you want to! Stacey calls from the boot. 

It’s not them, it’s the whispering voice fucking around with me and before I can stop 

myself I hear the roar of pain explode from my lungs. 

“FUCK OFF... LEAVE ME ALONE!” I’m panting now as i see the clearing and I 

scramble up the embankment to the rear of the gas station, flaying my arms around to clear 

the grabbing, gnarly branches. 

My face is numb with the scratches, and my nose is bleeding, and I think I’ve got my 

twitchy eye back. Well, at least the hangover is gone, the voice says. I wipe the foliage off 

my body and grab a breath, checking behind me to make sure the two girls haven’t managed 

to follow me in some macabre zombie waltz. They haven’t, and I sigh with relief. 

No time for backslapping... let’s go! 

I unlock Stacey’s red Toyota and get in, fumbling with the key with my shaking hands. 

The till monkey behind the security window is staring at me from the counter.  

Come on... come on... where’s the fucking hole...?  



I find it and the car roars to life, but no sooner have I turned the wheel than I hear an 

almighty roar behind me and a huge fireball erupts from the woods. Flaming debris falls from 

the sky around the petrol station and I duck while still inside the car! 

The car wheel spins out of the petrol station as fire takes hold on the roof and I almost 

manage to correct the oversteer that takes me perilously close to the pumps. The back end 

smacks into the green unleaded pump in a crumpled mess, and I see the flammable liquid 

spray from the torn machine, but I don’t stop. 

You’re screwed now, Eddie... work your way out of this one! 

I steer the car blindly over the kerb and it lurches onto the road in a grinding of metal 

from beneath me and begin reciting Mika’s favourite chant again, “Oh my god... oh my god... 

oh my fucking god!” 

The petrol station explodes behind me in a fireball that reminds me of last night’s fire in 

my front room for some reason. I feel the ripples and the heat from the blast, and begin 

laughing hysterically all the way to my house. 

Daniel is walking out with Michelle’s bag and textbooks when I pull up. 

He looks really pissed, that same look he gave me when he caught me and ‘Chelle 

getting it on in his bedroom when we were kids. But this was different — this was more. 

There was anger, fear and a dab of WTF etched all over his face. I gulped back the bile and 

wiped the sweat from my brow as I coasted into the driveway with Stacey’s car. 

Hi Danny boy what’s up dude great party eh! 

“Eddie, you twat! Where is everyone? And why don’t you answer your calls?” Daniel 

says as he walks around the car and leans in. “And what the fuck is that smell, dude?” he 

gasps, backing off from the open window and wrinkling his nose. 

I didn’t think I smelt that bad, and tried to crack a smile, but it came out all weird and he 

just stared at me. I looked away, guilt written all over my face. 

“Look, mate, your house is trashed, and I can’t get in touch with ‘Chelle…” he looks 

down at Stacey’s car. “This is Stacey’s… you know where she is, right...? I need to see her!”  

Yeah, I’ve seen her, kiddo — which part of Stacey do you wanna see? the voice pipes up 

in its best James Cagney impersonation. 



Okay, it’s time to confess. I can’t take this. He needs to know about Mika, and that 

murdering psycho Stacey. But Daniel is already on his way round to the back seat with 

‘Chelles books and shit. 

“...and what the hell is her stuff doin’ piled out here at the front door...? Did she pick up 

her wheels, or what?”  

“Dan... I’m in the shit, we need to talk,” I manage to croak, but he’s too busy arranging 

Michelle’s textbooks on the back seat to hear me. “...man, have you shat yourself in here or 

what...? It stinks!”  

“DANIEL... I’m in trouble here, hear me out!” I spit out and look down at the pedals, 

unable to face him. 

Daniel stops and pats me on the shoulder from the back seat, wrinkles his nose and then 

looks at my lap. 

“Hey, don’t worry, bro, it was a heavy session last night! Happens to us all every now 

and then... hell, I shat ‘Chelles bed once — you thought Spud had it bad! Go get cleaned up 

and I’ll start clearing the kitchen!” 

“What...? No... Dan, I’ve not...” I stop. The smell was quite bad. 

I get out and close the door and follow Dan into my house, but I don’t want to go back 

inside that place and stand by the entrance. Dan is already inside and making his way into the 

kitchen again.  

“Dude, what did you lot get up to once we left? This place is totalled... did you and 

Stacey hook up?” 

I say nothing. 

“‘Chelle said that Stacey sounded weird when they spoke — you didn’t put anything in 

her drink last night...?” 

I hear him, but I’m not listening. 

“...and Mika got pretty pissed when Stacey cancelled her taxi… did she stay here? I told 

you that Ouija was a bad idea, Stacey took it way too serious... hang on... you didn’t... you 

did, didn’t you!” 

Any moment now, he’s gonna see the blood. 



He walks over to the spare bedroom, pokes his head around the bedroom door, sees the 

mess — then turns and stares at me. 

“You fucked them both last night, you dirty bastard!” 

What...? Really? The place is bleeding from the walls, and your head’s in the gutter? 

“Dan, Stacey is dead!” I mumble again. He still doesn’t hear me; he’s grinning like a cat 

and walking bowlegged over to me with his gang signs and his crotch grabbing. 

“You durty dawg... no wonder you were so off with me. The three of you done the durty 

shuffle last night! I can see the guilt all over your face. Shit, no wonder Stacey looked so 

weird this morning! Man, you get all the breaks!” 

He slaps my shoulder again, all smiles and wide eyed, saying something about my lucky 

break and how bad I was. 

I lower my head and sigh, and it’s the voice in my head’s turn to laugh hysterically.  

Then I walk inside. 

I don’t look at Dan as he fucks about in the kitchen; instead I make my way into my 

bedroom and fall onto the unmade bed, hiding from the world as the sheets slide over the 

side. 

Christ, what a clusterfuck, as my good old dad would say. The fire at the gas station will 

be all over the local news by now, the body count growing by the hour. My head hurts, and 

the guilt is heavy on my chest, or is it Stacey and Mika straddling me as the pain squeezes my 

ribcage flat? I can’t breathe. 

“Hey, Eddie, you never finished us off... come back and finish us, Eddie!” Stacey 

wriggles and squirms, dry humping my crotch, as I clutch my hands to my head. 

I’m going insane here. I need to think straight. 

“Hey, Eddie... who the fuck took a dump on the bin? Was that you? Were you drinking 

tequila again...? Stupid boy!” Dan shouts from the kitchen, breaking the image above me. 

 I sit up and pull my trainers off each foot and unbutton my jeans, and let them fall, 

spilling my phone to the floor, along with Stacey’s lipstick. Slowly bending down, I reach for 

the damn thing and unlock the display. 



“I’ll bag all this shit and put it in the car, mate, okay?” he shouts again. “We can take it 

all down the skip! It’s free today!” he says as he fills another black bin bag. 

“Then maybe you can tell me what happened last night... Mr Hefner!” 

Yeah, maybe if Stacey hadn’t deleted the damn video of her and Mika getting it on last 

night, we’d have something to show you, Dan, the voice pipes up. 

I scroll down and notice that it wasn’t the only video in the folder — three other new 

ones had been made. 

My hand starts shaking as I scroll for the last entry 31.10.2015. 11:34am... This 

morning? Somebody had used my phone this morning! My mouth has gone dry again as I 

stare at the screen and press play. 

I can’t make it out at first. It’s all over the place. 

 

trees, gravel... red car... panelling... a soft hand patting the boot of a red car... lips coming up 

to the screen... IT’S STACEY’S CAR... IT’S STACEY... she’s blowing me a fucking kiss... now 

she’s walking... outside... she’s outside my house and walking into the front room... it’s my 

bedroom... IT’S ME... she’s filming me... now she’s out, to the spare room... oh, fuck... there’s 

Mika’s body, and my lumberjack shirt... bitch blows me another kiss... and the phone is 

lowered to the pocket of my shirt! 

 

The video stops, and I let out a gasp.  

She was here this morning. The bitch was here this morning stitching me up! But what 

else had she done? I watched the video again as I heard the front door open and Daniel’s 

footfalls crunched down to the car... THE CAR! 

Oh, fuck, what has she done? 

I’m sliding to the front door in yesterday’s sweaty socks, bumping of walls like fuckin’ 

Tom Cruise in his CKs as I crash into the hardwood panel and yank open the door. Daniel is 

halfway between me and the car as I throw myself out after him and stumble into the 

driveway. 



“Dan, Dan... let me get that... cheers, mate, but I got it!” I hear myself panting, grabbing 

the black bags from him as he stops by the car boot. He looks at me funny and stands there 

holding the garbage out.  

“Sure thing dude, whateva... Christ... you need to get some pants on, fella, then you need 

to gimme a lift... I need to go find ‘Chelle!” he says, shaking his head and staring down at my 

white legs. He turns back toward the house, still shaking his head. 

Oh Danny Boy… come back, I think we’ve just found her! the voice sneers. 

I look at the phone, then back to the boot of Stacey’s car and back to the phone again. 

At some point, the phone in my shaking hand is dropped onto the gravel and I walk 

away. 

Away from the house.  

Away from the car.  

Away from that smell. 

I hear Dan shouting and laughing at me as I walk away and try not to lose focus, but my 

eyeballs swell in my head and I see stars again.  

He’s opening the boot, Eddie... look... look...  

I think I hear screams from behind me... yeah, screams... and crunching gravel... more 

screams, angry, vicious screams... my eyes hurt... and my head throbs... screams... whoa, he’s 

really pissed... I hear him behind me now...  

I feel the rattle in the back of my eyeballs, and seconds later, taste the gravelly blood in 

my mouth...  

Shit, Dan was right... I shoulda put my pants back on! 

 

The End. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


