I wipe furiously at my at 
my blue and gold sweater-vest while attempting to stop the sticky crimson liquid from leaving a stain. My faded brown jacket had received most of the attack, 
only a fist-sized pool had stuck on my vest. I place one of my saturated fingers in my mouth and suck enjoyably. Strawberry. 

The the
 kid who spilt his ice cream on me starts crying until his idiot mother lets him get a new cone, Chocolate
 this time. She is oblivious to the fact that he'd pouted in line because she wouldn't let him get Chocolate
. And my favorite freaking sweater-vest ends up victim to a 7-year-old brat. 

Luckily, my pants are spotless. I adjust the camera bag dangling from my shoulder and flick a spot of ice cream from the case. My camera is quite heavy with the lens attached and I have to swing the neck strap on to keep it balanced. The plan was to actually get some dessert at Andy's Famous Custard, best place for a sugar rush on the boardwalk, but saving my shirt had taken more time than I was expecting. 

He's sitting at a table near the stairs that lead to the beach. His tacky Hawaiian shirt and swim trunks are utterly repulsive with their clashing green and orange colors. Definitely not Arthur Curry. Across from him is a beautiful blonde girl. Her clothes and body posture give off the impression that she's wild and adventurous, but her eyes are distant and bored. Fishboy better make a move, or this whole trip will have been for nothing. Waiting any longer is not an option. I walk slowly to their table. 

"Sorry to bother the two of you, but my editor is drilling me for some photos. Do you mind if I get your picture?" 

"What kind of photos exactly? We are 
kind of in the middle of a date here." The pseudo-Aquaman raises an eyebrow and smiles stupidly. 

"Well, that's it. I need pictures of couples." I feign a look of desperation. He looks slightly ticked off. Too bad. 

The woman he's with looks me up and down then shifts her eyes back to him. "Come on, let him takes some pictures and get on his way." 

Thanks a lot, you witch. Maybe I'll let him mess you up a bit. A grin sweeps onto my face for reasons they couldn't begin to understand. 

"Whatever. Just make it quick." He returns to a bowl of soupy-looking crap. 

I pull the camera away from my chest and find them through the lens, moving myself until a suitable shot presents itself. Click. Click. Click. Three photos should be enough. Placing a notepad on the table along with a pen, I look at them awkwardly. 

"What know
?" A thin sweat is collecting on his wide forehead. I pull my jacket closer as another ocean breeze rolls over the boardwalk. 

"If you want to be in the paper, I need your names. After this I promise to leave." Yeah, the restaurant. I won't let him get away. 

Once they give me the notepad with their names on it, I weave through the other tables. I make my way down the stairs leading to the beach and stop just under the wooden structure. My eyes widen at the names they gave me. John Roland and Susan Beckett. Lying means I'll have some fun first. I move between the beams holding the boardwalk, counting. Five over, two left. Five over, two left. The footprints I'd left earlier today were gone now thanks to the high tide. I begin to dig using my hands in a spot marked by a piece of driftwood. The backpack I buried before was still there, only a little soggy. No worries. After grabbing the trash bag from inside, I toss the backpack into the hole. 

I sit down on the damp sand and start stripping. I put the sneakers neatly in the trash bag, followed by my jacket, camera, sweater-vest, and white button-up shirt. The wind is stronger here; my chest cringes from the chill. Then the pants come off, and I get to stare at my Ironman boxers for a second. My right hand rummages through the bag, pulling out a different set of clothing, two pieces of rope, and a leather bundle. I begin with the clear rain poncho. It slips on easily and drapes over my shoulders and ends just short of my knees. The plastic is cold against my leg hair. I stand up and shimmy into the rubber overalls, buckling the straps for a snug fit. The sleeves of the poncho only reach the elbows, where the rubber gloves start. I check that the voice recorder is in the front pocket of the overalls. Returning to the bag, I snatch the rubber boots. I make sure to tuck the pants into the boot legs. I pull the hood of the poncho up, put the trash bag inside the backpack, and cover it with sand. Now the waiting game begins. 

Half an hour passes and I can hear them walking behind me, drunk and giggling. It won't be fun if he can't think straight. Judging from the sounds, they are further under the platform than me. I listen to them closely. A few minutes of kissing pass. Then he says something softly to which she responds "No". He gets a bit louder. 

"You don't know what you want, you're drunk." My heart starts pounding in my chest. I can hear clothing rip. 

"Stop it! Get off me!" I hope he's ready.

I unwrap the leather bundle and carefully grip the machete's handle. With the other I grab the ropes, which are neatly coiled. It's dark and hard to see on the way to them. I lay the ropes down and pick up a wine bottle. I stroll over to them. She's attempting to kick him off, to no avail. It's takes a minute to get her attention and she almost screams for help before I bring my left hand, with bottle held tightly, down on the guy's head. He slumps over in the sand, blood trickling on the sand. Now to get rid of her. 

"Go, I'll call the police!" I try to make my voice sturdy, don't want to sound excited. She can't see my face in the poor lighting. 

She gets up quickly and takes off in the opposite direction of the stairs to the boardwalk. Good. Once I can't see her anymore, I hoist the guy up and push him into the nearest pole. 

By the time he wakes up, I've already got him restrained with his arms and legs bound to the wood beam. The right side of his face is glistening with blood; I want to lick it, but now isn't the time for that. 
He blinks his eyes four or five times to focus his sight, then looks at me. 

"What the hell? Why'd you hit me?" He looks so helpless. 

"Your name isn't John Roland. You lied to me." Small-talk is always fun. 

"So you almost kill me? Did you kidnap me too?" Wow, he's no Einstein. 

"Look around, retard. You're still under the boardwalk. And I didn't almost kill you." Cat and mouse. 

He gazes around. "So why did you tie me up?" His feet fidget in the sand. 

"You were going to have your way with that lady, weren't you?" 

"She had too much to drink, she was just messing around. So was I." I tighten the grip on my machete. 

"Were you 'messing around' with Linda Parsons? What about Kate Singleton, Amanda Gibbets, Tanya Anthony?" He's done for. 

"You trying to get a confession out of me? The police dropped the charges. No evidence. You won't get anything from me." His eyes say it all. 

"You know you're guilty. I know you're guilty. And I'm going to punish you for it." 

"How exactly do you know I'm guilty?" He has the nerve to smirk. 

"I can see it in your eyes. You're addicted, like me. But your substance of choice isn't the same as mine." I pull out the tape recorder with my left hand. "I want you to confess to your sins. Say it all in this recorder." 

"Why would I do that?" He's being difficult. 

"Because if you don't I'll kill you." I make sure he sees the machete. 

"Alright!" He takes a deep breath and begins. "I...I violated Linda Parsons, Amanda Gibbets, Tanya Anthony, and Kate Singleton. I'm guilty." 

"Sorry, I wasn't recording." He looks like a kid who just discovered the Santa Conspiracy. Innocent and heart-broken. "Just kidding, man. Lighten up." 

"I swear, the cops are going to hunt you down. What you're doing to me is worse than anything I've done." 

"Look, you're not the first to give me the "bad guy" speech. It doesn't work. I'm a hero, I clean up the dirt. You, sir, are dirty." 

I slash the machete across his throat and warm, sticky blood slurps out. I lean forward so I can talk to him. 

"I wish I could go with you. See what it's like dying, you know?" He struggles. 

"T-Th-en ki-ki-ll yo-ur-self." 

"I have." 

I stab his chest quickly, making sure it goes in all the way. The blade comes out with some resistance. I even have to wiggle
 it a little. The tape recorder falls from my hand and rests at his feet. Blood drips on the ground around it. If I change quickly, maybe I'll get home in time for Deal or No Deal.
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