
The Model of a Stalker

10 pm, Emily’s getting home drunk, she’s stumbling around trying to put her key into the

door; now would be a good night, but no, not tonight, I don’t know enough about her yet, it’s

only been 2 weeks. Anyway, she’s in her house now, I assume she was out with the guy she met

on Tinder, I think to myself about how risky that night was when I broke in and went into her

phone while she and her Tinder date were sleeping together, it was very rewarding though, I got

her schedule for that week and swiped some lovely pictures. She looks to be entering her

bathroom now, assumably for her nightly cigarette and shower she literally always takes when

she gets home.

I get up and switch positions from the parking structure in front of her loft to the bakery

on the left side so I can get a view of her bathroom, she usually doesn’t close her curtains

because the only thing as high as her window is the top of this building, and you can’t see in

from ground level, and her shower door is also clear glass so I get a perfect view of everything. I

climb up the back of the bakery and set up shop there. I always hide behind this big vent

diagonal from her window on the ruff, this way, I can see if she’s looking out the window before

I set up my camera right in front of it, this also provides me a place to paint on-site if need be,

which only happens on special occasions, when and if I get perfect pictures of my models. I take

out my Canon EOS R3 and its stand, as well as my easel, paints, and my trusty 0.7 mm

mechanical pencil. After setting up my art supplies behind the vent, I look around the corner to

see if its time to start taking pictures, I then meet her gaze, She is just now starting to smoke her

cigarette, how odd! It’s been 10 minutes since she entered her bathroom, she should have

smoked already, I take note of this small discrepancy and move on. Luckily in her inebriated

state, I don’t think she saw me. Two minutes go by, and she tosses her bud out the window



and starts undressing, I then set my camera up and wait. After around 30 minutes, I took roughly

20 photos of Emily, I go back behind the vent and look at my work for today, and As I opened

the camera roll and look at the first few photos, I shed a tear, for the photos I got today were so

expressive and modeled the human body so perfectly, Her physique and figure are very slim and

show off her excellent bone structure, and I could see all of it. I immediately broke out into

drawing, I had to have stayed on that bakery rooftop for at least 3 hours painting and sketching

Emily’s expressive body. I did a lot of good work today and felt like I could use a reward, so why

not go to the bar that Emily, just got back from.

Mavericks bar on Fork Road, a sports bar that teenagers usually go to after football

games, and a boatload of adults during big games, and what do you know, the Lions are playing,

so it was very packed, but whatever, I never mined a crowd. I ended up not drinking and just

eating and watching the game. Upon returning home to my mansion to hang my art pieces in my

file for my next project line Emily, my butler promptly took my art bag and camera bag, I then

headed straight up to my gallery and hung up my pieces. After leaving my gallery, I went down

to my evidence room, where I keep all my data on my models, I then organized and filed the

findings I had collected on Emily today and updated my discrepancy file, which is not very big,

unlike my past models, Emily is a woman of habit and routine, it’s odd for her to break that. It’s

truly remarkable how much I have learned about her in only a short two weeks, the temptation to

jump the gun and murder her tonight is very strong but no, I need to know more about her before

I kill her, before I can divulge into drawing her last moments I need to delve into her being, I

need a more comprehensive understanding of what makes her tick, Besides, I only have 40

paintings and sketches of her; I’d need at least 50 for this to be my final masterpiece. The

thought of me taking her life before engaging in a conversation with her gave me major anxiety, I



believe in understanding my models before watching the light inside of them slowly simmer out,

and it’s at that moment, the human body is the most expressive. I then walk into my kitchen and

realize I still have a bottle of Smirnoff left over from my birthday party I threw two nights ago, I

decide to crack it open, and one drink after another, I suddenly was three-quarters of the way in. I

finish the bottle and decide to go back into my evidence room and review some notes, shes only

been home for eight hours, so she should still be asleep, considering the fact she falls asleep for

10-11 hours when she gets home drunk, I should have ample time to break into her loft and kill

her.

I leave my evidence room and stumble down the hallway connecting to the stairs, as I get

to the stairs, everything suddenly becomes very far away, or at least it felt that way, as I walk

down the stairs I hug the wall, as to not make myself topple over, once I reached the bottom of

the stairs I hobbled over to wear I usually leave my keys, I pick them up and leave the house.

Suddenly, I am at Emily’s loft, I check the dash and try to make out what the time says, but it is

extremely blurry, I manage to make out 7:00 am by covering one eye, good, only eight hours and

eighteen minutes, I still have time. I grab my art bag and stumble my way into the lobby, I get

into the first elevator I see, and every color I see is very bright, almost like I turned the saturation

up on my eyeballs. The buttons on the elevator were the worst, in my drunken state the bright red

buttons just blended together to make one big neon red mass, but I covered one eye and seemed

to roughly make them out, I clicked floor three and wait. Upon reaching her floor, I walked along

the wall, I was feeling dizzy and couldn’t walk that well, I get to her door and use my copy of her

key to get in, her loft was just as it was the last time I embarked into it, except her lights on,

THERE ON, SHES AWAKE, too late now, as I look to my left to the hallway connecting her

bedroom, laundry room, and bathroom, I see Emily in all her glory, just standing there like a deer



in headlights. Emily screams “Who are you, get out of my house right now before I call the cops,

are you that Drake guy who’s been stalking me on Instagram”, I attempt to talk back, but my

speech is slurred, and everything mushed together, I instead walk toward her at a brisk pace and

as I get three feet from her, BAM, she struck me on the side of the head, and I crash into the wall

on the left of me, she makes a run for it and locks herself in her bedroom. I suddenly had an

uncontrollable rage, bubbling inside of me, and in a drunken stupor, I grab a knife from the

kitchen and start hacking away at her door. She was holding her body against it as to keep me

out, but that didn’t help, I manage to nick her shoulder pretty good, she falls off the door and

onto the floor, I burst in and yell, “IAMBGOINDTOMAKEYOUBUETIFUL”, and then I stab

her 20 times exactly in the chest. As I feel my heart beat out of my chest and the adrenaline in

my veins, everything gets blurry to an unrecognizable point, and I collapse on top of her.

As I come to, I lift myself off Emily’s dead Carcass, my face and shirt stick to her

because of the blood and through-up mixture that had hardened while I was unconscious. I must

have thrown up when I was out, and then a very sobering thought hits me: I…I… I killed her, it’s

only been two weeks, oh f^!k what have I done, I start frantically pacing back and forth in her

room, my thoughts are passing me by in my brain like race cars, what have I done, it’s too early,

I didn’t know enough about her, she wasn’t ready, I didn’t understand her, I start to breathe

heavily and quickly, in a panic I pull my art stuff out and start drawing, no no no no no f^!k, tears

fall down onto my paper, I throw my sketchbook across the room, I wasn’t able to catch the

moment of her death, I wasn’t able to see her last expression of pain, I don’t have anything to

draw. With Tears falling down my face, I felt like nothing was going my way, everything was

against me, I screwed up, and I killed her, nothing is going to plan, I stand there and cry while on

the verge of hyperventilating, I didn’t want to live anymore, if I don’t have my art, I have



nothing, if I don’t have the experience of murder and the beauty of death in my models face,

what the hell is the point of me doing this, I grab the knife I used to kill Emily and slice 4 lines

onto both arms, I let the blood drip down to my fingertips. Standing there looking at Emily’s

lifeless body, I see it, I rush to the closest wall and started painting, I was drawing myself, it was

perfect, my own personal suffering was so pulchritudinous and telling, I step back and look at

my work, it was truly my magnum opus, it was almost organismic, as I take my last deep breath

looking at what I can only describe as a mural of my twisted and sadistic mind, with what

strength I had left I slit my throat and accept that my fine works of art are finally over, I feel my

brain slowly shutting down, I slowly can’t feel anything anymore but the pain, or at least the

memory of it, for this, this is truly bliss, being my own model.


