
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Perfect Chaos 

Aleana Labrador  

Tuesday, May 24th  

Short Story 

 

             

             

             

             

             

             

             

   

 

 



 She was most magnificent creature alive. Beautiful, breath takingly beautiful. No words 

could ever describe how perfect she was. From her wide smile to her long-legged walk, there 

were absolutely no flaws. If anyone thought otherwise they had to be mentally insane.  We 

lived on the same apartment floor, and I would send her small gifts every day. Oh, if only you 

could see her charm, you would do the same. I even made a scrap book filled with pictures of 

me and her, of course, not together. I was too shy; my pictures were always glued next to hers. 

We had only met once, but I knew it was destiny. It was April 27th, 2014 when my eyes were 

first blessed with her, almost a year has past since then. I replay this moment, our moment, in 

my head constantly. She was standing in the lobby of the apartment, speaking to the worker at 

the front desk because she had just moved in. Her long, raven coloured hair, almost covered 

her bright lime eyes, which stood out greatly with her perfectly tan skin. She was a sight alright, 

a sight! A masterpiece such as herself was too magnificent not to stare at, and I guess she 

noticed because se held my gaze and offered a blinding smile, a seamless smile really. 

 “Hi, I’m Nayaley. I just moved in,” she said, her smile was never ending. I remember I 

could barely reply because I was held in a trance.  

 “Oh, hmmm, welcome! I’m Adam,” I somehow managed to say. We shook hands 

afterwards. Her hands were remarkably soft. I recall that her fingernails were painted a sky 

blue, she looked amazing in any colour.  

 But you could only imagine the excitement I had finding out that Nayaley would be living 

next door to me. Coincidentally, no, destiny had my small balcony close enough to her. I could 

easily get onto her balcony and study her every movement through the large sliding glass door. 

Her every being screamed beauty, but what amazed me was how beautiful she was as she 

woke up and how peaceful she appeared as she slept. On particularly hot nights, she would 

leave the balcony door open for some fresh air, but she wasn’t fooling anyone. I knew that her 

leaving it open was just her way of inviting me in. 

 Well, I decide in order to truly understand such wonders has herself and become her 

perfect match. I am obligated to study everything, her schedules, routines, personality. 

Everything.  



 By the end of the month, I learned many about Nayaley, sensational things! For one 

thing, her full name is Nayaley Maria Scott, born in Winnipeg, Manitoba at 5:43am on 

September 27 at St. Boniface Hospital. Far from Vancouver which is where fate brought us 

together. Oh, and I learned so much more, like how she organizes her clothes by seasons wear. 

Or that she’d leave for work at 6am and return by 7pm, but only on weekdays. She spent her 

weekends watching movies at home, and wrapping herself into her blanket, making her 

resemble a burrito, which happens to be her favourite food.  

 I notice that her would “hide” her house key underneath her mat was adorable, so 

adorable. It was almost as if she was screaming for me to enter. She loves me. I knew, I just 

knew that she wanted me to have a copy of her house key, since we would soon be living 

together.  

 Seven months have gone by, and I now have access to her laptop, by hacking it I can 

now see through her front camera. Could you believe that even as she answered emails at 5am 

she still looked marvellous? My favourite days were when she forgot to close her laptop 

because then I would be able to watch her for longer. I’ve been considering getting surveillance 

cameras installed all over her house, but I didn’t have enough time to, and I didn’t want anyone 

other than me entering her place to set them up.  

 It was my time to shine, I set my confession date for January 9th,2015. I am going to 

declare my love. I am going to make her mine. She is going to love me. I had to make sure she 

would warm up to me, so I started sending her small, anonymous gifts. But I knew my presents 

weren’t enough, so I started writing heartfelt letters. Sometimes, poems, other times pictures. 

My appreciation for her was remarkable. She was so happy when she received my tokens of 

appreciation, so happy she’d cry, oh how she’d cry! It was great motivation for me.  She 

deserved my undivided attention, so I quit my job and gave all my time to Nayaley. Working at 

home wasn’t make preference, but it was worth it. She deserved this.  

 A week later, I overheard her talking about moving somewhere else. I was shocked and 

extremely hurt. Here I am putting in so much effort in to our relationship, and she was acting so 

ungrateful, so ungrateful!  



 The next day, I left the scrap book that was made up of pictures of us at her front door. I 

also added a note which said: “My darling Nayaley, if you were to abandon me you would never 

understand the pain I would be in. Thousand upon thousands of tears would be wept, and all 

would scream your name, my darling, darling Nayaley.” 

 But even after sending this, she continued to talk to realtors over the phone. Oh, how 

this made my skin boil, steaming hot, steaming hot! This was not acceptable. Couldn’t she see 

the hours upon hours of hard work I’ve put in for her, for us? All she does is disregard my 

feelings. She needed to know that I wouldn’t just let her slip away. We would stay together, 

even after death. Nothing, no one, would or could split us apart. I knew, I just knew she loved 

me, but she just couldn’t understand her feelings.  

 The night seemed bleak, desperately searching for ways to make her stay. I figured it 

out. Her sister was the key, yes, her sister. She loved her sister very much, I knew this because 

they were always talking on the phone. Come morning time I had found out that Nayaley’s 

sister lived in Coquitlam and had no family of her own. My plan was set. I wrote Nayaley a note 

with all the information I gathered on her sister. Beneath the note I added “Leaving, my darling, 

with only bring more harm.” I just want us to live happily together. 

 After that day, I never heard her speak about moving again. Maybe, she’s finally 

accepted her fate. I mean, why else would she talk about me to her friends over the phone. I 

bet she was bragging about how great I was treating her. She started to get emotional too! 

She’s really starting to get attached to me. At this point, there was no way she would deny my 

confession.  

 January was only three days away. I anticipated her reaction greatly. Would she cry of 

joy or freeze in excitement? Only time could tell. I just wanted January 9th to come as fast as it 

could. I was getting tired of waiting. Nayaley was becoming slightly annoying. She blocked all 

her windows with newspaper and changed all her locks. It was hard to get into her house now a 

day, but I could still watch her through her laptop and even her phone now too. I was very 

upset, when I looked on her search history, all her recent searches were about stalkers. I began 



to worry for Nayaley. What if someone was stalking her? I’d kill them of they got in between 

me and Nayaley.  

 A few more days passed, and no sign of a stalker, so I disregarded the whole thing. What 

I was focused on was January 9th which was tomorrow. Just thinking about it made nervous. 

Everything was planned out. I invited her to my place over the phone and of course, she said 

yes. But it took awhile to persuade her, but in about an hour or so she trusted me.  

 I heard a knock on my door around 6:32pm. I glanced anxiously at the door, I got up 

slowly to answer it. I already knew it was Nayaley, but I needed a little more time to figure out 

how I was going to confess. I decided to just pour out my heart and not worry about the details. 

I invited her in, and we had a wonderful dinner. Oh, how the time when by, it was nearing the 

end of dinner and I had to confess sooner rather than later. I took a deep breath, preparing 

myself. At first my voice came out shaky but soon steadied as I went on. Her expression 

changed from something natural to something I couldn’t read. She didn’t seem to please, and 

that’s when the anger started to build up inside of me. She spoke slowly, avoiding eye contact 

and trying not to say anything to straightforward. But I already knew, she didn’t accept my 

confession. I worked so hard for her. I bought her chocolates and flowers, but still she refused. I 

looked at her porcelain face and all I could see was the fear in her eyes. I didn’t know why 

though. I’ve only ever been nice to her. She stood up, her body was tense, she was scanning the 

room looking as if she was ready to bolt.  I cried out her name, trying to get her to stay, but she 

didn’t want to listen. She was almost out the door, but I caught her just in time. She streamed 

loudly, and I knew that she wouldn’t make this easy. She just needed to spend more time with 

me, then she’ll understand, she’ll understand. But as her screaming continued I knew that if I 

couldn’t have Nayaley, no one else deserved her either. 

 I sigh, scanning the mess I made of my apartment. I run and shaky hand through her 

hair. I really wish it didn’t end like this, but I had no choice. 

 “It’s quite a shame you didn’t return my love,” I mutter, looking down at the bloody 

corpse sprawled across my living room floor. How beautiful. 

 



 


