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He left me. 
I can’t believe he actually left me.  
Everything I did was for us.  
Only Us.  
That’s the way it should always be—just my Noah and 
me. Existing as if we could remove every other letter 
from the alphabet.  
That’s why I had to do what I did.  
I had to kill those girls. 
  



 



Chapter One 

Beep. 
Beep. 
Beep. 
I’ve been here since nine o’clock this morning and I have just about had enough 

of mindlessly scanning items across a glass plate for the day.  
“Your total is going to be $27.32,” I say with as much life in my voice as I 

can muster. The longer I stay here the harder it gets.  
Just turn six o’clock already. 
The merging sounds of the background voices seems to lull me as everyone 

goes about their day pushing metal carts, tossing things in, and occasionally 
scolding wayward children.    

For a brief moment, I look down at my phone to double-check the time. It’s six-
oh-two and Michael has failed to pull me from this register. I glance around the 
store for him, gazing through the isles as far as my eyes could see.  

There he is.  
I raise my hand and wave to get his attention. Once he sees me, there’s a 

slight nod of his head, and I reach up to turn my light off. 
That’s when it happened.  
That’s the moment I’ll never forget.  



He sets his small black basket on top of the conveyor belt and starts to unload 
it. I can’t believe how speechless I am.  

Honey brown hair, slightly messy and uncut.  
Stubble as though he’s unsure he’ll grow the beard out or shave it off again.  
Long inhale.  
Slow exhale.  
Is that— 
Yes. Black by Kenneth Cole.  
Before I know it, he’s standing in front of me, and I don’t have the wits to tell 

him that I’m about to leave. I could just check him out, I guess. He has under 20 
items after all.  

He looks at me with a smile, though I can tell that there is something hidden 
behind it. A part of him that’s hurting.  

I can fix that.  
“Hello, how are you?” I ask with sincere concern. 
When he speaks, I pulsate between my legs, and I know this isn’t normal. 

Nothing about this is normal. But, what is normal anyways, right? 
“I’m fine, how about you?”  
I smile, maybe a tad shyly. “About as good as I can be. You’re my last checkout 

of the day.” I finish scanning his items without another word between us. Just 
warm air occupied with the smell of his cologne.  

“$13.65 is your total,” I say after clearing my throat, as though it could 
soothe the anxious arousal I feel in my body.  



He pays with a card and collects his bag before walking out of the store 
without looking back. Michael finally comes over to make sure I get out of here—
Lord forbid anyone get any overtime around this place.  

I take the transaction slip from the receipt printer and glance down at it while 
Michael fools around with the register screen.  

Noah Eriksson.  
“Alright, you’re good to go. The new schedule is posted in the back. Check it 

out before you leave,” he says, handing me the receipt for my register to take 
with me.  

“Will do,” I respond, moving past him. 
When I get to the back, I hand the receipt to Francine and go look at the new 

schedule. Seems like I’m going to be off for the next two days, and well, I’m so 
thankful for it. Of course, that only means, I’ll be powering through the remaining 
five days practically running on fumes. Still, I’m happy that I’ve even been deemed 
lucky enough to get the hours.  

The sun has already started to set once I step outside and all I want to do is 
breathe in the fresh air. Maybe take a jog around the block, just to clear my mind 
of thoughts of Noah.  

Listen to me.  
Using his name as if I know him.  
But I want to know him so badly.  
So unexplainably bad.  
I begin to throb again, just remembering the smell of his cologne that mixes so 

well with his body chemistry it should scare me.   



A car horn blows and nearly deafens me. I hadn’t realized I was halted in the 
middle of the road. I have to pull it together.  

I move my stiff legs and call out an apology to the driver while making my way 
towards my car. Since the sun has gone down the air has gotten slightly cooler, 
yet still humid. My car is parked at the back of the parking lot and backed-up 
under a row of trees. Once inside, I take out my phone.  

It doesn’t take me long to find him. There he is, holding a prize-sized fish and 
beaming the widest smile into the camera. He looks happy here.  

Not at all like the guy who just checked out in my line—the broken one. The 
one that needs saving. For the most part, his profile is private, aside from the 
random posts that say Noah Eriksson updated his profile picture. 

Geez. This picture is three years old.  
Come on, Noah.  
I search around for more, finally finding one from last October. He’s so 

perfect. So happy.  
There seems to be a video of him talking, tagged by a Saline Hardy. It’s a quick 

fifteen-second video.  
“Happy birthday! Wishing your many more to come. I love you, babe.” 
This was posted last year. I guess neither one of them want to delete it. She 

must be the one that broke his heart. Especially seeing that she’s now in a 
relationship with Cory Dean and making kissy faces on her new profile picture 
uploaded 4 hours ago.  

How dare she?  
I replay the last several seconds of the video.  



I love you, babe. 
I love you, babe.  
I love you, babe. 
The more he says it, the more I believe him, and definitely the more I want him.  
Great, now I’m agitated.  
I glance around the parking lot. No one can see me here. Laid back in the seat, 

hands down my pants and twirling my fingers around to relive the pressure 
building up from this all-too-welcome arousal. 

I love you, babe.  
I love you, babe.  
“I love you too!” I practically yell as I reach my moment of climax.  
The fireworks that explode in my brain are enough to release all of the day’s 

stresses. Almost like a drug. I slowly slide my hand out and look around the car 
for my small bottle of hand sanitizer as though I have no shame for what I’ve 
done—because well, I don’t.   
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Excerpt from Consignment 

Bright rays of sun peer through the window directly into my eyes as I lay on the bed not 
wanting to get up. 

Tomorrow’s the big day. 

It’s funny how I feel as though I should be more excited than I am—after all, I’m marrying 
the man of everyone else’s dreams. There are women who would kill to be what I am—a 
trophy wife. 

So naïve. 

I roll over and turn my back to the window. Vince left earlier this morning to finish up 
everything on his end and I wonder how he does it. Go about his normal day in a state of 
delusion as if he is the man of the year. 

There’s a bouquet of flowers sitting on the nightstand with a little card sticking partially out 
of it. I don’t even bother taking a second glance at it. When the phone rings I slowly get up 
from the bed and walk across the room to answer it. 

“This is Carlen,” I say groggily. 

“Hello, Ms. Escobar?” 

I stare at the number without recognition. “How may I help you?” 

“This is Chef Cambridge, I’m just calling to tell you there was a little bit of a mix-up with 
your cake,” he answers. 

“What do you mean? I put that order in almost two months ago. What happened?” I walk 
back over to the bed and sit on the edge. 

He clears his throat. “I know that, Ms. Escobar. The thing that happened was it was sent to 
the wrong facility. We are in the process of building you a new cake but to wait for the vanilla 
would require an additional two business days.” 

I frown. “I’m getting married tomorrow, Mr. Cambridge. There has to be something that you 
can do.” 

“Well, going by your flavor list, only the chocolate turtle option could be prepared in time. 
Would you like me to go ahead with that?” he asks.   



The chocolate turtle was good, but it was also my least favorite. “What choice do I have? Go 
ahead with the turtle and we can talk about the potential discounts later.” 

I lay sprawl across the bed on top of the comforter, wanting so badly to just sleep the rest of 
my life away. Is that the same thing as wishing I were dead? I’m sure Vince would be angry that 
I tried to die on him and whip me back to life. 

The thought makes me smile even though nothing is humorous about my situation. I guess 
that’s how I’ve gotten through it all this time—never losing my ability to smile about it. 

Tonight’s the rehearsal dinner and I’m only partially looking forward to it. Luckily Vince 
has been laying off of my face, so I don’t have to cover it with as much makeup as the last few 
weeks have been involving. 

I finally get up from the bed and head towards the bathroom, peeling off clothes as I walk. 
My feet stop when I get in front of the mirror and I’m forced to stare back at the woman in 
front of me—fully naked and exposed so boldly as if her olive skin weren’t completely covered 
in purple blotches tracing all the way from her breast downward. 

Tears fall from my face and I want to turn away. 

I need to. 

But my eyes will not stop glancing at the broken woman with a story only she can tell—
living a nightmare she cannot wake up from. 

Finally, my feet drag their way towards the shower and I turn it on before stepping inside. 
The warmth and steady streams make me tingle as if tiny hands are patting all over my skin. 
There is something about the water and the steam that I draw comfort from and even when 
I’m not technically dirty I still like to come in here and sit under the stream. 

“Carlen!” 

I nearly jump out of my skin until I realize that it’s only Hannah calling me from the living 
room. I forgot she still has a key. 

“I’m in the shower!” I call out. 

“I thought you would have been ready by now. Didn’t I tell you I was coming at one o’clock?” 
she says stepping into the bathroom. 

“You know you’re only supposed to use that key for emergencies, right? Don’t let Vince 
know you have it,” I respond. 

Turning the water off, I pull the towel down and wrap myself with it before stepping out. 
Hannah is dressed casually with jean shorts and a purple tank, showing off her smooth mocha 
skin and long legs. I would be jealous if she wasn’t my half-sister. 



“Yeah, yeah, I know the rules. But that still doesn’t explain why you aren’t dressed and ready 
to go,” she says with a tube of lipstick in her hand.   

When I take the towel off she stares awkwardly for a moment then turns away. “I’ve never 
told you what to do and you know I’m always in your corner but, why, Carlen? Why?” 

I know she’s well past the anger stage. Her tone is almost pleading, and I can’t for the life 
of me figure out a proper answer.  

I’m not sure why. 

“Things will change, you just wait and see,” I say rubbing lotion all over my skin. “We’re 
going to honeymoon in Cancun for two weeks. It has just been the stress of the wedding and 
the new promotion. Things will get better, Hannah, don’t worry.” 

She snorts. “That’s what a lot of women think right before the man kills her. When are you 
just going to give it up? Or is that it, you want to be laying inside of a casket wearing a pretty 
white dress?” 

Her words hurt.  

They always do. 

I wipe the tears from my face and finish dressing. “He’s done a lot for us. You have a great 
paying job now, mom has a house and whatever else she wants. You have to see the benefits, 
Hannah. Watch, things will change.” 

She makes her way over to me and gently strokes the side of my face. “As your friend and 
sister, I’m asking you to walk away from this while you still can.” 

Closing my eyes, I inhale deeply and look her in the eyes. “We’re going to be late,” I say 
before grabbing my things from the bed and heading towards the door. 

She stops me again. “Just say the word and this whole thing is off, Carlen, I’m serious. We 
can walk away from this whole thing; you don’t have to keep doing this to yourself.” 

“And go back to what, Hannah? Living paycheck to paycheck? Having to worry about bills 
and their collectors, riding the bus everywhere,” I sigh and calm down, “Let’s just see how 
tonight goes, ok?”  

Letting go of my shoulders, she ushers me into the living room. “I wish daddy was still alive, 
maybe he could talk some sense into your head.” 

“I think I got the stubbornness from him in the first place,” I chuckle, trying to make light of 
the situation.  

 



 


