Last Breath

by

Mersadie Somerville


The red door read, “VSG”. Victims Support Group. I was a firm believer that this group was created not to help the victims, but to make the city feel less guilty for what had happened to its people. Don't get me wrong, I went regularly and found some of the exercises and programs there helpful, but I could never tell if it was truly genuine or not.


I pushed past the doors and into the small building. It couldn't of been more then two thousand square feet big, and only held four rooms. To my left, was the only room that I had ever been in. Before grabbing onto the handle and walking in, I took a deep breath.


Every week that I came to VSG, there was another person there, begging for help and answers. Like most of the victims, they never knew why they had been attacked. There constant “Why me”'s were a bit annoying at times, but I guess everyone in the room could relate.


Not including the extremely perky and optimistic counselor that lead each meeting. Who really knows, though? Maybe she got attacked by rainbows in her younger days...how horrifying.


Once I opened the door, I saw that I recognized no one in the room. Without asking any questions, I started to turn around to leave.


“Wait, Sarah.” I heard a female voice say.


I turned to face the circle of people that were sitting in the center of the room, attempting to locate who had spoken to me. 


A woman in her late fifties approached me, her long black dress swaying as she walked. Before speaking to me, she ran a wrinkled hand through her blonde hair and threw a half smile in my direction. “We've been asked to meet in this room now...with you.”


I felt my eyebrows come together, and I hesitated before I spoke. Why would I need to get with new group members? Did they not think that I needed to be with all the newbies anymore or something? “What's this all about, miss....?”


“Miss Ryan. And I wasn't given much details, only that the organization was looking at your profile and felt like you needed to be with different types of people.”


I looked at the other people in the room. The four women stared at their hands, pretending like they could hear nothing but the rushing thoughts in their head and the two men shyly looked in me and Ms. Ryan's direction. I wondered what made them so much different from the rest of the people I had been with.


“How exactly are these people any different from the ones that I have been meeting with? Look like more self pitying depressed people to me.” I said, wondering if I should care if I offended anyone or not.


“How about you sit down and have everyone introduce themselves first? And then we can talk about why you are here instead of with your normal group. Okay?”


I shrugged slightly and looked for an empty seat. I found one between a redheaded woman and a balding man. Neither of them met my gaze when it landed on them, not much of a surprise. 


Ms. Ryan sat a bit out of the circle, but not so much that it seemed like she was distancing herself on purpose. “Okay, let's begin with the ladies! Please state your name and the crime you were involved in.”


The redhead next to me raised her hand an inch, and after getting a nod of approval from Ms. Ryan, said, “Jenna Yola, theft.”


That's weird, I thought. I hadn't ever met someone at VSG that was involved in a theft crime. I shrugged it off, though and listened.


The next woman that spoke was small, and looked like she was reaching her sixties. Her gray hair was pulled into a tight bun and her voice quivered as she spoke. “My name is Karla Jones, and I was involved in kidnap.”


Now, kidnap I had heard. A number of times. That was hardly anything out of the norm.


After Karla was Tina Rink. She said that she had been involved in rape, another thing that was very common here. After Tina was Theresa Hamilton. The crime she had been involved in was kidnap as well. 


Then it was my turn, and I was slightly hesitant to speak. It wasn't because I was shy or nervous around these people, I had told my story many times, but because I was getting a weird vibe...a very weird vibe. I decided not to linger on that for too long until I knew what the deal was, and I said, “My name is Sarah Lochheart, and I was involved in attempted murder.”


Ms. Ryan nodded without a word, and the bald guy next to me cleared his throat. “My name is Timothy Michaels, and I was involved in rape.”


I felt the confusion rise in my gut quickly and I looked towards Ms. Ryan, who sat with a blank look on her face. A man, raped? At first, I was incredibly confused, but then I realized the evil of some people, and deemed it possible. Nothing too unusual..


The last man, a man with his hair covering his eyes and leather covering his body was silent for a few moments. Everyone in the room looked at him, waiting for his title and horror, but none said a single word.


After what felt like way too much time in my opinion, he looked up, his eyes meeting mine. The blue piercing eyes hit my stomach hard, and I tried to ignore the feeling in the back of my head that told me that they looked strangely familiar. 


“My name be Charlie Ryde. I was involved in murder.”


That was it. I stood up quickly out of my seat, drawing the attention from everyone in the room. “What is going on here?! I want someone to tell me right now!”


Ms. Ryan stood up and came toward me, shaking her head. “Calm down, Sarah, it's alright.”


“Murder?! If someone was a victim of murder, they'd be dead!”


The voice of Tina Rink rose above mine in a firm statement. “Who said we were victims?”


I felt my blood get a bit colder, as I slowly fell back into my seat. “What's going on?”


Ms. Ryan slowly made her way back to her seat, pausing every few seconds to make sure I was still seated. “Well, the organization thought it was time for you to take the next step. We wanted you to meet some of the offenders themselves, to better understand why what happened to you happened.”


I tried with everything I had not to think about what each person had said. I didn't want to know who Rink had raped, who Hamilton had kidnapped or who Ryde killed...


“How is that supposed to help me at all? All it will do is make me more and more disgusted with the bastard that tried to kill me!”


Ryde's eyes were glued to me, and their familiarity struck me again. I couldn't place them, and at that moment, I wasn't sure I wanted to.


“Please calm down Miss Lochheart. I understand how this can be rather...surprising.”


“Surprising, yeah. I think I'm talking to a bunch of people that I can kind of relate to, and it turns out I'm talking to the people who make this kind of organization necessary! Tell me! How can this help me at all?”


Ryan's eyes closed for a moment, and I noticed her jaw clench slightly. “We thought maybe if you talked to the people who have committed crimes that are similar to yours, that you could ask them questions. See what made them do what they did. Maybe figure out who your attacker was...”


“What if I don't want to?”


Ryan shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “Then no one is forcing you to.”


I stood up, disgusted with all of this. Why would I want to talk to the people that put others in hospitals and in graves? And why were these people who were admitting to horrible crimes, especially Ryde's, able to just chill in a room with two innocent people? Blasphemy!


“I can't do this. I think it's a bit insane and I just can't.”


Before Ryan or any of the cons could stop me, I was out of the main entrance to the building. I felt my eyes fill up with tears as flashbacks of my attack ravaged me. I wanted to go back in there and strangle that Ryan woman and whoever else thought this would be a good idea. The only reason I went to all of those stupid meetings was to forget, not to be fully reminded of what had happened to me. I had no interest in hearing all of the sick and demented thoughts of those people, none at all. Whoever did belonged in an insane asylum.


I started walking towards my left, not sure exactly where I was headed, but I knew I needed to just walk. I had often asked myself when the memories would fade, when the nightmares would stop. Then one day, the answer hit me hard. Never. Even if I got married, had kids, had a great life...those hours of absolute terror would never, ever go away.


I heard footsteps that were oddly mimicking mine coming from behind me, and when the gooseflesh appeared on my arms, I had a sudden urge to turn around. Not knowing who or what I would see, a great part of me really, really didn't want to. 


I did anyway, though.


Curiosity killed the cat after all.



I nearly gasped when I saw who it was. Charlie Ryde. I swallowed hard and searched for words, and before I could come up with any, he put his forefinger over his lips and shook his head.


“Shh, now darling. No need to speak.” Those blue eyes twinkled as he smiled at me.


I took a step back. “You need to go back, and get away from me.”


Charlie filled the space between me with one long stride. “I'd advise you not to piss me off, girly.” He grabbed my forearm and pulled me against him.


“I'd advise you to get the hell away from-” I felt a searing pain in my neck and my knees buckled. I looked around me, seeing all of the people walking on the street. Why wasn't anyone stopping to see if I was okay? Why wasn't anyone stopp-


Darkness. That's all that surrounded me. I felt an inch in my neck and fear in my gut. I went to put my hand to my neck, when I hit something hard above me. Panic filled me as I pressed my hands above me, feeling rough wood. I put my hands out to the side. I was only able to spread them a few inches before I hit more wood.


Tears filled my eyes instantly. This. Could. Not. Be. Happening.


Recognition and familiarity went through me fast, and I forced the bile rising in my throat to stay there. This was a dream. This had to just be another one of those nightmares. No way this could be real...no way.


I heard a loud thumb from above me and my heart jumped.


“How's it feel, sweetheart?” I knew that voice. But whose was it?


I hit my fists and the tips of my feet against the wood as hard as I could and let out a scream. “Let me out, you bastard! Let me out now!”


The laughs were muffled, but I could still hear them loudly. I felt my heart go into over drive and tears stream down my face. “Wake up, Sarah. Wake up, wake up, wake up!” I screamed to myself. 


I felt around what I knew had to be a makeshift coffin, hoping to find something, anything. If this was a dream, I'd just escape like I did last time. I would get out, take a deep breath, then wake up. Everything was okay. I just had to remain calm and play out the already written script.


My hand wrapped around something cold, and I felt my heart leap. This had to be the nail that I used to escape last time. I put my hand into my lap and felt the piece of metal with my other hand too. No, this was no nail. It was something else. I traced the shape of the thing with my fingers, and my stomach fell when I realized what it was.


A cross. No matter, I told myself. I could still be dreaming. Dreams that involved events that really happened weren't always the exact same. I still just needed to stick to my plan, and go along with this nightmare.


I decided to use the only thing I had as best as I could. I rubbed the edges of the cross along the metal above my head. I didn't have a lot of hope that it would actually wear a hole in it, but this was a dream, so that was irrelevant. 


After a few minutes of rubbing metal against wood with nothing to show for it, I put my heavy arms back down beside my body. This wasn't like any other nightmare I had had. There was no blood spewing from my body, no knives being slammed into me. Why was this one so tame when the rest had been so horrible? And when had I fallen asleep? The last thing I remembered was leaving the VSG and running into Ryde...


Ryde. He had to of had something to do with this, whatever it was. He had stuck me with something...something that had put me out. It could be some hallucinogen that is making me recall all of these memories, but why would he do that?


I couldn't consider the idea that maybe this was reality after all. Why would Ryde lock me in a wooden box anyways? I hadn't done anything to him. I hadn't even met the man before, at least I didn't think I did. The only thing that I recognized was his eyes, and there are plenty of men with stunning blue eyes in the world.


“What if this is real, Sarah? Think about that...” I whispered to myself. 


“Oh it's real baby!” A voice suddenly said. It was loud and clear, like it was right inside of my head. I felt around my head and felt a small earpiece in my ear. 


A laugh came from the other side. “Hey there, Sarah. I was so insulted when you didn't formally say hello to me back at the VSG. So rude of you, you know?”


I didn't say a word.


“I guess it has been three years, hasn't it? I just didn't really think that my face would be one you'd forget...”


Clenching my jaw, I felt my stomach turn. What was going on?


“I knew you would go to those stupid meetings, Sarah. It's so like you! To follow the pack, to do what you're told. It's quite pathetic if you ask me, but I guess you can't teach an old dogs new tricks.”


“What the hell do you want?” I said with loathing covering each and every word.


“I want what I always had wanted. I bet you're surprised, love. I don't blame you, I was too. They don't normally let people who tried to kill someone out on parole. I guess the money I sent to a few people really did pay off.. Sad the way the justice system is working now days.”


This was going to be my final resting place. I knew that now. I knew that those eyes had been more then just a coincidence. How could he of found me, though? How could they of let him out? They had to have known that he would of come after me!


“You know, Sarah...” He began. “After seeing you today, looking so strong and sexy. I almost considered changing my mind. It's not like I had any real reason to want you dead in the first place... You were mere practice after all.”


So badly I wanted to ask questions, but I knew my curiosity would give him some sort of satisfaction. 


“Too bad you sending me to jail put off my other plans, but whatever, now I'm just ranting. I just would like you to know that I'm not sorry. Not one bit. I that during your last breath, you think of something nice, love.”


Then there was silence. I desperately wanted to continue telling myself that this was only a dream. Just a stupid nightmare that I would soon wake up from, but I knew I couldn't live in that fantasy right now. I was going to die unless I figured out how to get out.


I grabbed onto the cross again and pushed it harder against the wood, hoping that the friction would wear it away enough. I squeezed my eyes shut and tried not to remember how the dirt had come caving in last time, how I had barely been able to breathe, let alone get out.


Then a smell hit my nose. An acidic, sickening smell that made me stop all movement. I could see nothing through the darkness, but I could feel something wet hitting my feet with a steady stream. I took another deep breath and let out a cough. The fumes tickled at my throat and I arched my back as it moved up towards my torso. 


Whatever the liquid was, it was anything but good news. I hoped it would seep through the wood, rather then drown me, but at that point, my hopes were low. I bit my lower lip as I felt the liquid run through my hair. I felt my legs start to itch the moment I went back to digging at the top of the coffin. Then that itch turned into an unbearable burn, and before I knew it, my entire back was on fire.


I let out a scream and smashed my fists against the top, crying desperately for help. I tried to get my legs in a position where I could push against the lid, but I remembered that that hadn't worked one bit last time. The liquid was nearly to my hips, and it bit and stung at any uncovered flesh.


I felt my stomach twinge horribly as the pain became intense. All I wanted was to wake up...all I wanted was for this to be a dream. Fear radiated through every pore on my body, and filled the screams that left my throat. Sobs racked my body and I thought about what my real options were. At that moment, as I laid out flat on my back, with the liquid beginning to cover my ears, I had a feeling that I had no options.


I'd drown or pass out from pain before I could get a hole in the wood. Even if I could get a hole in the wood, I would still be smothered by dirt. It was only a fluke that someone happened to be in the cemetery the last time...I doubt I'd be that lucky this time.


He'd probably put me somewhere less public this time, anyhow. 


As I thought of a way to end this, more tears streamed down my face. It wasn't from the fear and it wasn't from the pain. It was from the absolute sorrow that filled me. I had thought that this was over, I had thought that it would all be okay.


I was wrong.


I turned my head to the side, drowning it in the flaming liquid. With my last breath, I thought of serenity, and how nice it would be to finally have it. 


Two months later.


“The body of a young female woman was found today at the Cresant Hill park,” the news reporter said. “It looks like the woman was buried alive and drowned in some sort of acid solution. The police are not releasing any news on the identification of the woman.”


Detective Connoley pushed past the news crew and made his way toward the crime scene beneath the largest oak tree in Cresant Hill park. 


“How'd she get found, Munch?” He asked a CSI.


“I guess a tip came in that a girl had been buried here, and a few uniforms came to check it out. Sadly, the tip was more then accurate.” The man named Munch said, shaking his head.


Connoley couldn't remove his eyes from the objects in the ground. All that remained of the girl was a skeleton, the flesh now in liquid form all around her. “It's disgusting.”


“I agree. Who knew sulfuric acid could do that much damage...”


Connoley looked at Munch with his eyes narrowed. “I'm talking about whoever did this to her! What kind of monster...”


From far away, the rest of the detectives words were not as clear. Charlie Ryde stared at all of them, running around his work like little ants. He was shocked that they never found out on their own. He had to call and practically tell him that he had done it! He didn't mind though. Now he could watch them twiddle their thumbs as they tried to figure out who had done it.


They'd come to him first, of course. 


Or at least they'd try, he laughed to himself as he walked into the shadows made by the outstanding trees... 

