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“… you fucked her to death?”

“Listen, it’s not like that…”

“You know death by ‘snew snew’ was a joke?”



“Ok… seriously…”

“There’s another reason for the dead naked woman in your
bathtub?”

“We’d been drinking, and it was shower sex. It got a little
rough … and now she’s there… and you’re here…”

“… that’s a lot of blood.”

He and I
stood next to one another in the small bathroom, peering into the
bathtub. After doing an internship at the city morgue, I’d seen a
lot of bodies in worse shape than this one. She could have been
sleeping if it wasn’t for the blood. He’d been struggling to get
control of himself – smoking up to calm down – it seemed now that
over the last hour he’d succeeded.

When I’d
arrived an hour ago, he’d been speaking gibberish, tears flowing.
Getting him to lie down, relax, and get a little high was just
enough to get the full story out of him. The body and blood
belonged to his latest mistress, who was crumpled in the bathtub,
just waiting to be cleaned up. He said he didn’t know her well, and
I suspected she was actually a pro. I didn’t push the question. The
details didn’t seem relevant at the moment. Later, when we had time
to talk, I’d ask for the full story – at this point we simply had
to handle the mess.

“Turn the water in the shower on hot and make sure the drain is
clear. We’re going to get the blood cleaned up at least.” Frowning,
he reached over to the taps, turning on the water, while watching
the dead girl as if she was going to move. “I’m thinking we need to
get rid of this before Jessica gets back from New York.” He chewed
his lip for a moment. The reminder of his girlfriend had sobered up
the last bit of panic he had in him.

“Calling the police would probably give this too much airtime,
wouldn’t it?” I snickered.
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