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Mirror Man
 
“Maaark.” An eerily familiar voice called out, sending shivers down Mark Bergstrom’s spine. Mark continued to smoke his cigarette nervously and acted like he didn’t notice the taunting voice.
The voice called out once again. Mark became less frightened and more irritated. He took a long drag, dabbed out his cigarette, and blew out the smoke with a loud exhale, but he didn’t respond to the taunting voice.
“Oh, Maaark. I know you hear me.” There was a brief pause, and the voice laughed a distinguishable laugh that Mark found repulsive and hated.
“Mar.…”
Mark Bergstrom finally gave up, interrupting the voice. “What! What do you want?” Mark stood up but didn’t turn around; he purposely looked away from the bedroom door.
The voice sounded like a scolded child pouting. “I’m bored. I wanna play, Mark.”
Mark paced around the square bedroom of his mom’s apartment for a few seconds, debating on having another cigarette with the hope of the voice leaving him alone. He ran his hands through his hair, and hesitantly, Mark turned around and walked to the cheap mirror hanging on the door to the bedroom. Mark looked at the reflection and immediately thought, God, I hate that image. He hated what that image showed him. Mark quickly walked away from the mirror, sat on the floor, and covered his ears.
The voice said in a sarcastic and silly tone. “Oh, Mark, you know better than that. You know that won’t keep me away, silly boy.”
Mark let go of his ears, looked up at the ceiling, and closed his eyes. He then stuttered, “I, I know it won’t, b, but one could wish, r, r, right? Nothing will m, m, make you go away. Nothing!” Mark stuttered only when he talked to the voice; he didn’t stutter in everyday speech.
The voice made a huffing sound, followed by Mark’s favorite laugh. “Hahaha! But Mark,” the voice became its usual tone, a more scratchy and edgy voice that frightened Mark. “We both know how you can get me to leave. Hahaha! It’s something you have to do. It’s something I’ve asked you to do several times.” The voice paused, and then Mark heard it take a deep breath so it could shout, “But you’re a coward!”
Mark had had enough. He stood up and rushed to the mirror with his chin tucked in tightly like he was about to get into a fight. Mark raised his head until his eyes caught the reflection in the mirror. He stood motionless, staring at his reflection with hate and disgust plastered on his face like an old landmark. Mark edged closer to the mirror, his mouth open, as drool seeped out of the corners of his parted lips.
“I’m gonna do it, you sick, twisted freak!” Mark said without his nervous stutter, surprising himself when he was about a foot away from the mirror. His breathing had accelerated, causing his chest to rise and fall dramatically.
Mark twitched his head and rolled his neck.
The raspy voice continued to tease Mark. “You’re too scared to do it. You’re all talk and no action. Prove it, coward.” The voice said scornfully. “You can’t do it, and you never will do it. You’re too scared, freak!”
Mark’s body posture slumped as the Mirror Man scolded him. “Do you think you can get rid of me? Hahaha!” The image in the mirror teased him. Mark called this reflection of himself the Mirror Man. As far back as Mark could remember, he saw another person in the mirror. Mark knew it was his personality, but to Mark, the reflected image was a mean, scornful person who insulted Mark. Mark couldn’t help being terrified of the Mirror Man; he was vicious and made Mark do things Mark normally wouldn’t do.
Lately, the Mirror Man has been visiting Mark more often. Mark wanted to kill him. God, he really did, but he had to kill himself to do that. Suicide was a thought that Mark considered many times, but like the Mirror Man said, he was a coward.
Mark closed his eyes, and in his normal voice, he stuttered, “I, I, I hate it when you call me s, scared and an f, f, freak! If I’m an f, f, freak, so are you!” With no warning, Mark struck himself across his face. Immediately, his cheek glowed from the self-inflicted slap.
The unimpressed Mirror Man used the slap to insult Mark even more. “Hahaha! I think you’re a fool and a dumbass! You’re only hurting yourself, retard. You’re a stuttering imbecile!” The Mirror Man retorted.
Mark’s fist clenched, and his knuckles turned white as he thought about what he wanted to do next. But Mark couldn’t decide what he should do. He hated the Mirror Man, the persona that picked on him and called him names. He hated feeling weak and worthless.
The image in the mirror started laughing as Mark stood with his fist balled up. “Hahaha! I tell you what, coward, how ’bout you get that knife of yours that you always said you would use to slice our throat. Now, remember…” The Mirror Man smiled mischievously as Mark stared at the image he saw as another individual. Mark’s focus shifted from the Mirror Man to the paring knife sitting on the nightstand in the background. “… it’s our throat. Go on now, go on. Get that knife.” The Mirror Man ushered Mark away like a mother who asked her child to get something for her. The Mirror Man laughed maniacally. “Hahaha!”
Mark turned around and instantly found his paring knife. It was a simple blade that he thought would be the perfect weapon. It was small enough to conceal and sharp enough to cut the skin like butter. Instantly, Mark saw himself in the mirror with the short blade against his neck. His elbow raised like a batter, except he wanted to slice his and the Mirror Man’s throat.
The Mirror Man smiled and laughed at Mark as he struggled. “Hahaha! You couldn’t kill a mouse. What makes you think you could kill yourself, coward?”
Mark stabbed the wall with the paring knife, which sunk into the sheetrock like silk. Mark let go of the handle, looked into the mirror, and shouted, “I hate you! God, I want you out of my head! I hate you!”
The Mirror Man retorted, “Then kill me! Make me go away.” Mark stared at himself for several long seconds. It was peacefully quiet for those seconds. The Mirror Man was silent; Mark was calm. Then the Mirror Man chimed, “Or we could see if you have what it takes to kill.”
The tense room was briefly quiet once again as Mark debated what to do next. He could grab the paring knife and cut his throat, and everything would end in a nice bloody mess. Mark wanted to do it, yet he was hesitant.
The Mirror Man spoke up and broke the silence. “Have you ever wondered why you hate me? Why do you hate yourself?” Mark looked at his reflection. His body was toned and muscular, but he was thin. The Mirror Man asked, “why are you such a girl scout? Hahaha!”
Mark replied angrily, “I want to k, k, kill you. You’re always m, m, messing with my h, h, head.” Mark sounded as if he was about to cry.
“Hahaha! Hey, don’t fucking sob, coward. Hahaha! Instead, why don’t we work together and enjoy this misery? Do you think I enjoy sharing real estate with you?”
Mark looked at his reflection with a curious gaze. “What do you have in mind?” He asked.
The image in the mirror smiled a sinister grin. “How bout we make a list of the assholes that made us feel so fucked up. Then, if you believe you have the balls, let’s kill them. One-by-one. Hahaha!”
Mark smiled at the idea. His smile turned into a laugh familiar to the Mirror Man’s chuckle. “Hahaha! Yeah, let’s do that. I’ll make a list. Yeah.” Mark punched the wall and cracked the sheetrock. He put his face against the mirror and said with newfound confidence, “You and I, we’ll be the last name on that list, asshole.”
 


Chapter 2
Committed
 
Mark went to bed almost happy that night, something he hadn’t done in years, if ever. His fist was sore from punching the wall when he woke up, but Mark focused on his kill list. Mark thought about the people that had pissed him off and hurt him, ridiculed him, and caused him to become who he was, who he freaking hated. Mark wanted to be the last name on the list. He was miserable and hated himself. Mark hated the voice that taunted him; he hated the Mirror Man. Mark hoped he might get the courage to finally kill himself by killing the others first.
As Mark walked out of his bedroom, he could smell that his mom was awake. The cigarette smoke was already thick in the kitchen. His mom sat at a cheap kitchen table on a chair that moaned under her weight every time she adjusted her position. Deidre sat in a zombie state with her back toward Mark, with her gown hanging off her right shoulder, leaving her breast exposed. Deidre sat with her legs apart, revealing a tiny pair of panties covering very little.
Mark shook his head at her appearance. He walked by her, and neither of them said anything. Mark took one of her cigarettes, lit it, and started walking back to his bedroom when his mother grabbed his wrist like a bear trap.
Deidre asked in a husky smoker’s voice as she continued to clasp Mark’s wrist. “Hey there, boy. Where were you last night?” Her cigarette was tucked between her thin lips, which showed wrinkles from excessive smoking. The lit cigarette bobbed up and down as she spoke like an orchestra conductor. Mark looked down at her uncovered breast, then at her. She smiled, releasing her grip on Mark’s wrist so she could lick her finger and rub her exposed nipple. “You enjoy looking at me, don’t ya, boy?” Deidre asked while her finger softly rubbed her areola, causing obvious arousal in her mannerism.
Mark huffed and shook his head, unimpressed, as Deidre spread her legs further apart and pulled her panties to the side.
Mark walked away. After a few steps, he reluctantly turned around and looked at his mom. She was touching herself. “Don’t go, boy. Stay with me. Stay with me, Mark.” She moaned sensually and loudly with the cigarette tucked between her lips.
Mark shook his head, walked into his room, and closed the door. The mirror shook on the door. Mark looked at it and commanded in an intense tone, “Not now. Not freaking now!” Mark held his head with his hands and pushed toward each other like a vise, forcing the voice out. Then, finally, it was quiet, and Mark went and sat by the window and peacefully smoked his cigarette. Mark enjoyed watching the people outside, going and coming from anywhere. He was jealous of them; they seemed normal, sane, and happy.
After Mark finished his cigarette, he thought about his list. What a great idea that was. A list of the people who have messed up his head. Mark thought about his mom, and he smiled. Mark thought about the Mirror Man and laughed like the Mirror Man’s laugh at the thought of killing his mom, the Mirror Man, and himself.
Mark then thought about who else he could add to the list. It needed to be more than his mom and himself. The Mirror Man maybe right, what if he couldn’t kill? Mark had never killed anyone or anything before. Perhaps he should try it and see if it was something he could follow through with, but who?
Mark wondered who he could kill to justify killing. Whoever these people would be, they couldn’t have much connection with him. He thought about one of his work colleagues, Spencer. Mark knew that killing him would be too close of a link. He thought about past girlfriends but didn’t have too many of them. There was Fiona, though. “Hahaha!” Mark laughed at the thought of Fiona.
Fiona was a girl who chased Mark for the longest time. He avoided her because she was overweight, a mother, and was known as easy. She was a fatter version of his mother in Mark’s mind. But one night, Mark gave in and went out with her, and they had a one-night stand.
Mark lit another cigarette and gazed out the window, thinking about that night with Fiona. The night was fun. It was the morning after that was a nightmare. “Fiona,” Mark said out loud for no apparent reason. “Fiona and Kevin.” Mark started thinking about her baby boy, Kevin. He was Fiona’s pride and joy. Then Mark remembered her mom, Rosie. It amazed Mark he could remember their names after years of never thinking about them.
“Do it!” Mark said in another tone, a huskier voice.
“D, d, do what?” Mark asked timidly.
“Damn it, kid! Kill them. See if you have the guts to make a kill list. Do it for me! Let’s have some fucking fun, man!”
Mark got off the bed, dabbed his cigarette, and went to the mirror. “I tell you what. I’ll go to her apartment and scope her out. See if I want to kill her. I’ll mess with her as you mess with me. How’s that for a deal?” Mark stared at his image in the plastic-framed mirror, surprised he didn’t stutter once just then.
The reflection grinned menacingly, “she deserves to die. She played you like a fool. She used you!” The Mirror Man laughed for a second. “You were a game to her. That’s it. You were nothing more to her than a quick lay. She chased you, got you, fucked you, and then she set you free.” Mark paced around in front of the mirror as the Mirror Man preached. “Did you ever hear from her again after that awkward morning? Did she ask you about doing your laundry after the brat kid pissed on your lap?” The Mirror Man asked. “No! She’s a whore! That’s it. A cock sucking whore. Go kill her!” The Mirror Man commanded.
Mark covered his ears to silence the inner voice of the Mirror Man. “Stop it! Stop it!” Mark yelled as he walked back and forth, trying to think while hitting his head. “OK.” Mark turned to the mirror after he had struck himself several times. “I’m committed to playing a game with Fiona. Watch this. I’m going to impress you so much; you’ll leave me alone for a week.” Mark smiled at the mirror, gave it the finger, and walked away.
Mark walked over to his journal, which he put all his thoughts into, which helped him stay focused as he started making his list of people he would kill. First, Mark wrote Fiona’s name with a brief description after stating she was a whore. Mark then wrote the second name, Kevin, with his explanation as an ex-girlfriend’s son who pissed on his lap. Mark then penned Rosie’s name in third place; she never gave him a chance.
Assuming that Fiona had a boyfriend, Mark looked at his list and dedicated the fourth place to this potential victim. Mark then remembered that Fiona’s best friend was a valley girl named Carrie. Mark always wanted to have her. Just a sample of her would be so lovely, he thought as he wrote her name in fifth place, with an erection. “Why would I kill her, though?” Mark whispered as he pushed on his stiff penis. Then he simply wrote, she never liked me, after her name. Mark then wrote Spencer’s name for the sixth person he wanted to kill for talking behind his back at work.
Finally, Mark felt his heart rate speed up as he wrote the seventh person and one of the prominent people he wanted to kill. Deidre Bergstrom, his mother. He didn’t write the reason behind her name. It would be too much truth on paper; he couldn’t jot down why, as odd as that seemed. Not yet, anyhow.
Number eight was simply Mark. I can’t stand the internal battles that rage inside me was his reason. Mark reread his list, and he was pleased. He took a cigarette and looked out his window at the pedestrians walking around. Mark wished to be like them. But Mark just came to terms with the fact that he wasn’t like them. But he would be dead soon, along with seven other people.
 






Chapter 3
              Fiona and Kevin
 
Fiona heard the phone ringing. She didn’t want to answer; she just wanted to keep sleeping. Fiona sensed it was too early in the morning to wake up. Kevin had been a nightmare to get to sleep last night, and she knew without a doubt that she would be sleepy all day when she had to crawl out of bed and take him to daycare and go to work.
The phone continued to ring. It sounded like a fire alarm to Fiona, a sound you didn’t want to hear first thing in the morning or anytime, Fiona thought as an afterthought. 
She rolled over and dreaded opening her eyes. But reluctantly, she did and saw that the clock was blinking. The power must’ve gone out sometime during the night. She twisted her neck and reached for the phone that vibrated and rang on her nightstand.
The phone stopped ringing just as she tried to answer it. Typical, but she saw the time. It was 0534. She could sleep for another hour, but she knew the consequences of going back to sleep for an hour. She’d wake up more tired than if she took a long shower and prepared breakfast before she woke up Kevin.
Fiona sat up and put her feet on the hardwood floor. Her apartment was small but designed nicely to maximize all available space. Her problem was she couldn’t afford to maximize all the available space. Thank God for overtime on Saturdays!
The floor was cool and creaked under her weight. Fiona wasn’t a fat girl. She thought of herself as plump. Fiona had Kevin when she was young, just twenty-two. Fiona had been a single mom since he was born and felt proud of her accomplishments. A decent job and an apartment, and she could buy Kevin toys and clothes without worrying about monthly bills.
Kevin’s dad, Rodney, who Fiona couldn’t understand why she got pregnant by him and thought she loved him for a brief time, left her while pregnant to be with her now ex-best friend. Those were tough times. Losing her lover and best friend at the same time while pregnant. Kevin is supposed to see his dad roughly every other weekend. Roughly means rarely. Rarely means practically never. He’s battled addiction issues and goes off and works on an oil rig for months on end. At least he pays child support.
When Kevin sees his dad, Fiona likes it because she can remove the mommy hat for the weekend and have a little adult fun. She still can turn a few heads, and she likes she can choose to sleep with whoever she wants while Kevin is away.
Fiona walked softly by Kevin’s room and then relaxed as she walked into the kitchen. She immediately started preparing the coffee maker. Fiona opened a cabinet door nearly out of her reach and took out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. She turned on the fan over the stove, lit her cigarette, and waited for the coffee to brew.
When Fiona finished her smoke, she returned to her bedroom and looked at her phone. Fiona vaguely remembered the phone ringing. It was more like a dream, but it wasn’t. Fiona looked at the screen and tapped on an icon, showing her, she had missed a call. When she touched it again, the number appeared and who called. Fiona’s face blushed with excitement at seeing the name Mark Bergstrom. She never deleted the contact, and Fiona seemed to expect this day would come. It had been so long since she thought of him, and Fiona wondered where he was and what he was doing. The name excited her some as she remembered their one night together.
Fiona stood up and debated calling him back. She only needed to hit a button, yet, twice, she canceled as her nerves took hold of her. She enjoyed being with him that night. Something about him made her feel safe, wanted, sexy, and desired. What happened to them? Fiona walked back to the kitchen, poured herself a cup of coffee, lit another cigarette, and tried to recall the past.
She couldn’t recall what had happened to them. They never became a couple. Fiona chased Mark for a while, and when he finally gave in to her, he disappeared for several weeks, and she moved on. Besides, he and Kevin never seemed to click that one time they met. Mark didn’t show her he was comfortable around children, but most men weren’t. Fiona believed that was a learned trait, and she would teach that to the man she had settled down with whenever she settled down. 
Fiona went into the bathroom to take a long shower. She needed a cold one now; she giggled at the thought. Fiona was excited. She teased herself a little in the shower until she nearly slipped, which brought her back to reality. Fiona had one foot on the side of the tub when her balance failed her. So, she sat in the tub and let the water rush over her head as she finished her teasing. Fiona remained sitting in the tub, breathing heavily after climaxing. Fiona was thinking more clearly and started recalling what had happened between them. 
Mark had traveled back to visit his family. They had just started seeing each other when he stayed one fantastic night with her. Fiona felt he was showing a genuine interest in her when he left. Mark also talked about moving back to his hometown, which spooked her some. Fiona met a guy at the pub she had wanted for some time and took the chance to sleep with him. Mark must have figured this out somehow.
“Mom! Mom!” Kevin’s adolescent high-pitch voice screamed. Fiona jumped out of the shower and grabbed a towel that barely covered her breast and ass. She ran into Kevin’s room just as Kevin called out again for his mommy.
“Hey, baby. Mommy’s here.” Fiona rubbed his hair and kissed his forehead, keeping water from drenching everything. 
“Mommy, I dreamed a man was touching my head. He whispered something to me.” Kevin’s body shook uncontrollably from the petrifying nightmare.
“Oh, baby, it was only an unpleasant dream. Do you want to tell me about it, or do you want to forget about it and relax?” While consoling Kevin, Fiona tried to dry herself off with the towel.
Kevin didn’t notice his mom fidgeting to dry off. Instead, Kevin continued, “He said. He said, ‘This will be easier than I thought.’ Then he touched my head with his fingers shaped like a gun and said,” Kevin made a gun with his fingers. “‘Bang! You’re dead.’” 
Fiona pouted at her little man, being so scared. “Honey, it was only a dream. Come here.” Fiona tucked the towel so it would not fall off, and she opened her arms for Kevin to get out of bed and come to her.
Kevin climbed onto his mom’s lap and cuddled up. She fought with the towel, but Kevin seemed comforted by her hugs and repeated kisses. She looked around the room as Kevin laid his head on her shoulder. His alarm clock wasn’t blinking, and her cigarettes and lighter lay beside the alarm clock.


Chapter 4
Journal Entry
 
Mark sat down at his tiny desk and grabbed his journal, his most precious possession, his book of thoughts, and his safe place. Mark took a cheap ink pen and started writing, but the pen didn’t write. Getting frustrated, Mark stood up, slung the ink pen across the room, and found another in an old plastic cup. He sat down, got comfortable, and made a second attempt at writing his thoughts down in his journal.
I just visited the whore Fiona and her bastard child, Kevin. This proves that making my list and killing the assholes who made my life miserable will be so freaking easy. I even told the brat, Kevin, that as well.
Mark stopped writing and thought for a second, tapping his ink pen against his head. A smile slowly crept across his bony face while looking at the mirror. Mark thought about the annoying laugh of the Mirror Man, and he looked at his journal and reread what he had written. Mark put pen to paper and continued writing.
Hahaha!
It was so easy to enter the apartment. The dumbass whore left a key hidden in case she locked herself out. Maybe my memory isn’t that bad after all. 
Now that my trial visit is over and I’ve made my list of people I will kill, I should start at the bottom and work my way up to the last person on my list, myself. I can’t wait to silence the voice in my freaking head. I can’t wait. But I need to be patient. Killing might prove fun. Hahaha!
The funny thing about this trial visit was that Fiona should have seen me. I stood damn near in open view. I watched her make coffee and smoke a cigarette. Then, I watched her re-check the phone and start rubbing herself. I followed her into the bathroom, where she masturbated. Then I went to see Kevin.
Kevin slept so soundly. I pretended to be tying him up and whispered in his ear. I acted like I was going to shoot him. But the expression on Fiona’s face when she saw the time on Kevin’s clock and her cigarettes and lighter on the nightstand. That was the part that made my dick hard and really excited me. Hahaha! I thought she would drop her little bastard child like I wanted to so long ago. Now that would have been funny as shit. I would have laughed out loud and got busted if she dropped the little bed wetter! Hahaha! I love this evil game I started playing. 
But I need to be less conspicuous. I shouldn’t be taking these risks this early in my game. I’m fortunate Fiona didn’t see me. So really, I guess I was lucky today. But the day isn’t over. I need to call Fiona again, and I need to be the nice guy for a change. 
Hahaha!  
Mark sat back in his chair and took a cigarette. He left the journal open so he could see his words. Mark smiled; it was fun to be the bad guy. It was thrilling; maybe the Mirror Man was there to guide him. Perhaps Mark shouldn’t push him away but embrace him. 
Perhaps.






Chapter 5
Fiona and Her Mom
 
“Hi, it’s Fiona.” Fiona twirled her hair in her fingers nervously.
“Hi, hun. How are you doing today?” The other voice sounded surprised. Fiona’s mom rarely hears from her on the weekends.
“I’m OK, mom. Just, well…” There was a brief pause as Fiona rolled her eyes at needing her mom’s help; Fiona wanted to be as independent as possible. “Kevin had a nightmare this morning, and he can’t seem to shake it. I got to work today, it’s overtime, and I could use the extra cash and, well….” Fiona was twirling her hair quickly now, and it hurt her scalp. She stopped twisting her hair and started biting the cuticle on her right index finger.
          “Of course, I can watch him, sweetie. I have nothing planned today besides baking a cake I found a recipe for on the internet. What time will you bring him by or….”
“That’s the catch, mom. I’m falling behind now. I called work and told them I was running late, but I hate being too late. Do you mind coming by so I can get ready? I’ll get him after work?” Fiona bit her lower lip as she waited for her mom to reply.
“I’m leaving right after I hang up the phone. See you in ten to fifteen minutes, love.” Rosie was secretly happy to have company, and Kevin was always fun company.
“Kevin!” Fiona called to him. Kevin sat perched in front of the TV, watching a cartoon. “I called grandma, and she’s coming to watch you so I can go to work.”
He continued to stare at the TV. “Why can’t I go to daycare today, mom?”
“I think it’ll be better for you to spend a day with granny. Besides, I heard she’s baking a cake, and you can help her!” Fiona said with enthusiasm to help convince him it would be fun.
Kevin turned to his mom and smiled. He liked to lick the bowl after they put the icing on the cake. Fiona knew he would be OK going to his grandma’s after seeing that smile on his face. She then snuck into his bedroom and pocketed the cigarettes and lighter that mysteriously found their way into his room. This bothered her. But she couldn’t think of any scenario for how they went from the kitchen to his bedroom.
She left Kevin to watch TV while she fixed her hair and makeup.
As promised, her mom showed up within fifteen minutes. Kevin ran to the door and let her in.
“Grandma!” Kevin hugged her around her waist.
“How are you, sweetie?” Rosie bent over and kissed his head.
“Fine. I had a nightmare, though.” His face darkened, and she noticed the change.
“Your mommy told me you had a bad dream when she called. How bad was it?” She walked into the apartment, slipping off her shoes as she walked to a recliner and sat down.
“I dreamed about a man touching my head. He said that, that this would be easier than he thought. Then, he put his fingers against my head and said, ‘Bang. You’re dead.’” Kevin tilted his head as he waited for a response from his grandma.
“Wow! What a dream. Did you watch a scary movie last night or something?” Rosie looked around the apartment, trying to see if anything unusual may have caused Kevin to have his nightmare.
Kevin thought long and hard. His face squinted up, and finally, he breathed again, shaking his head. “Nah, I watched a cartoon last night. But it wasn’t scary. It was funny!” He smiled a big grin that made Rosie smile back at him.
“Hi, mom.” Fiona walked into the living room and kissed her mom on the cheek. “Thanks for getting here so quickly.” She walked to a closet where she kept a bag with Kevin’s items when he went to his grandma’s or was supposed to see his dad. “Here are Kevin’s extra clothes and things.” She sat the bag down near the front door.
“Kevin, go on and finish your cartoon; I got to talk to grandma for a minute in the kitchen.” She patted his head as he hurried off to watch a cartoon on the TV.
Recognizing the hint, her mom got up and followed Fiona into the kitchen. In a whispered voice, she told Fiona, “I asked how he was doing, and he mentioned the nightmare to me. I saw the fear on his face. Poor little boy!” She patted her heart. Then she sniffed the air. “Are you still smoking?” Rosie asked disappointedly.
“That’s part of it, mom.” Fiona rolled her eyes and placed her palms down on the countertop. “I woke up to the phone ringing, but the caller hung up before I answered it. I had only an hour before I should wake up, so I went to make coffee and had a quick smoke.” Her mom huffed and puffed. She hated her daughter smoking. “Then I went to shower when I heard Kevin calling for me. I went into his room, and he told me about the dream. I later saw my cigarettes and lighter on his nightstand!” She looked at her arms. She had goosebumps.
“And you didn’t take them in there by accident?” Rosie cocked her head to the side.
“No. No, it would be impossible. I left the cigarette and lighter on the kitchen counter by the stove. I’m sure I left the cigarettes there.” Fiona clenched her fist in frustration.
It was silent for a few long seconds. Finally, Fiona remembered something else.
“Mom, when I woke up, my clock blinked like the power went off during the night. But Kevin’s alarm clock wasn’t blinking. I feel like something’s off or a trick is being played. Mom, am I being paranoid about nothing?” Fiona started twirling her hair.
“Honey.” She grabbed her daughter and embraced her. “I think you are doing so much, and you were probably half asleep when you got up to make coffee and have your… your smoke.” She brushed Fiona’s hair over her ear. “Maybe you carried them in there but just don’t remember it. Kind of like laying your keys down somewhere, and a few minutes later, you can’t find them.” She leaned back against the counter and folded her arms across her chest. “It happens to everyone. This probably feels worse because of Kevin’s strange nightmare.” Fiona began pacing in the kitchen, and she squinted up her forehead. “You need to relax, honey. I can keep Kevin tonight, and you can go out with some girlfriends or go to bed early if you want to.” Rosie grabbed Fiona’s shoulders affectionately and stopped her worrying pacing. She stood on her tiptoes and gave her daughter a peck on her cheek.
Fiona smiled. “Thanks, mom. Maybe you’re right. Kevin stayed up late last night. God, he was fighting sleep so long and hard. I am tired. Are you sure?” Fiona asked.
“I said it wouldn’t be any problem to watch him tonight. So, we have decided. Go get his toothbrush, and let’s go. You’re already late for work, and I want to bake a cake today.” 
 
 



Chapter 6
Calling Fiona
 
Fiona works at a car plant on one of their many assembly lines. She usually has the weekends off, but because of some problems at the plant, they requested everyone to work Saturday for eight hours of overtime. She showed up forty-five minutes late. Her boss asked her to stay forty-five minutes after work, and they would call it even. She was seldom late to work, and they knew this. 
Fiona put on her hearing protection and began work. She couldn’t get out of her head the early morning call. Fiona periodically checked her phone during work to see if Mark had called again or sent a text message. But unfortunately, by the time her lunch break came around, she still hadn’t received a message or a call from Mark. She felt vaguely pathetic to be aroused by his call and how childlike she hoped he would call again. 
She sat down by her girlfriend, Carrie. Fiona bought a sandwich from a vending machine and a diet coke. “Hey, girl, how are you today?” Fiona asked as she fumbled with the wrapper of the vending machine sandwich.
Carrie was a tall, thin blond. She had lovely blue eyes, but something about her took away from the beautiful, attractive woman she should be. Fiona never figured out what it was and gave up trying to figure it out. Carrie was a good friend who had been with her through the good and bad times. She also knew about the past fling she had with Mark.
“I’m hungover but handling it well.” Carrie had her hands on her temples, massaging them. She looked up at Fiona. “You look about the same.” Carrie grinned mischievously at Fiona. 
“I know, and I feel it, but I’m not. I just had a creepy morning, that’s all. Kevin had a nightmare.” Fiona rolled her eyes. 
“Expect more of those, girl,” Carrie said as she nibbled at a vending machine sandwich like the one Fiona bought. 
“Yeah, nightmares are expected, I know, but this one was bad timing, I guess.” Fiona looked reluctantly at her vending machine sandwich and decided not to take a bite. “I woke up to a phone call from an old lover.” Fiona wondered if she should tell Carrie who it was. 
Carrie looked up and smiled. “I like that! Do tell, who was he?” Carrie loved to gossip.
“I’m not sure you’ll remember him, but he was a guy I liked a long time ago. We talked a lot for the first year before we hooked up. He was possibly moving again. When he went away for a weekend, I hooked up with another guy, and he found out, and we never fixed it.” Fiona felt like she screwed up that explanation.
Carrie sat up quickly and said, “Oh, hell yeah. I remember you telling me about this. Oh God, what’s his name?” Carrie tapped her temple repeatedly. “Don’t tell me. Don’t tell me. He was… he was… what was his name? Mmm... Mark, right? And what was that, uh, Kevin pissed on his lap after your mom and Kevin showed up unannounced the next morning?” Carrie smiled ear-to-ear. “Talk about awkward.” Carrie snapped her fingers, smiled at Fiona, and went back to massaging her temples. “Damn it. My headaches!” She sat back in her chair and grunted.  
Fiona smiled at Carrie’s memory. “Yeah, that’s him. I can’t believe you remembered him. He called early this morning but hung up before I answered the call. This led to me getting out of bed early and making some coffee, and I took a smoke while Kevin was still asleep. I showered afterward, and Kevin woke up as I finished showering. I went into his room, and he dreamed a guy was touching his head, and the guy in his dream told Kevin that this would be easier than he thought. He then made his fingers look like a gun and said, bang, you’re dead!” Fiona dropped her head and thought about how scared Kevin was this morning. 
“What did you let the poor kid see last night before he went to bed?” Carrie asked with a mouth full of the cheap vending machine sandwich. 
“Nothing, that’s it. Kevin watched a cartoon last night. But he was shaking so bad this morning, so I picked him up and held him, then I noticed my cigarettes and lighter on his nightstand.” Fiona let her mouth hang open for effect, but she wasn’t sure Carrie got the point.
“Spooky,” Carrie said sarcastically in a ghostly voice as she snatched a bite of her sandwich and talked with her mouth full. “I bet you grabbed them and sat them there without even thinking about it.” She wiped her mouth with her sleeve. 
“That’s what my mom thinks as well. She will watch him tonight, so I can rest some.” Fiona looked up at Carrie with a mischievous smile.
“Or, so you can go out!” Carrie’s eyes looked excited.
“Yeah, like you’ll feel like going out. Look at you!” Fiona took a few greedy bites of her sandwich and washed it down with her diet coke. 
“This girl,” Carrie pointed her thumbs at her chest and bobbed her head. “Will be OK after work. So, what do you feel up to? Do you need some strange? I could use some myself!” She rubbed her hands together and grinned. 
“I debated,” Fiona said as she took another bite of her sandwich. “I debated.” She swallowed her food. “I debated calling him back. I can’t believe I’ve checked my phone ever since to see if he has called again or left a message.” She looked down at the phone resting on her lap. “I haven’t seen him since he left to visit his family. I feel like a stalker wanting to see him so badly. To make it worse, I hooked up with that guy the weekend he moved away. I still don’t know how he learned about that.” She took another sip of her diet coke.
“Well, call him and see what he wants. Maybe he could be your strange for tonight!” Carrie said, smiling at the thought of Fiona with a guy. 
“Nah, maybe he called me by accident. It was early in the morning.” Fiona made a squished-up face.
She took the last bite of her sandwich and finished her diet coke. The 2-minute warning sounded that ended lunch.
“Maybe he called after having a wet dream about you, and then he re-thought it and hung up just as you answered the phone.” Carrie laughed at her comment.
Carrie stood up. Fiona thought Carrie looked attractive today; she was so tall and slender. “I like my idea best, and I think that by the end of your shift, if he hasn’t called again, you try calling him, then call me. We’ll plan our night after you know what’s up with you two.” Carrie kissed her hand, blew Fiona the kiss, and waved bye.
Fiona looked at her phone. Nothing. She stood up and put the phone in her pocket. “Damn!”
Work went by slowly. Fiona didn’t chat with anyone during work. It was overtime, and everyone wanted to finish and go home or out. Fiona was in the same boat. It was nice thinking that Kevin was with her mom, and she didn’t have to stress about getting back home to get him. Fiona looked at her phone and saw there was a message. She felt her heartbeat become faster. 
She touched the icon and saw it was from her mom. 
It read: 
Hi, honey. We made the cake. What a fantastic chef Kevin will be one day. He ate most of the icing, but he’s doing well. I just hope you relax some and don’t worry about us. Try not to call all night and check on him. Just relax. He says he loves you, and I already told him you love him, too. Call tomorrow when you wake up. Don’t wake up too early to come and get Kevin. I’ll make him a big breakfast and lunch if you want to wait for lunch before arriving and picking Kevin up. Understand what I’m saying here? Good.  
Love you.            
/Mom 
The message put a smile on her face, but sadly, she hoped for a different text from another person. Although her mom was so sweet and caring. She loved her so much. But she tried so hard not to rely on her for everything. And that made her proud of herself. Her mom wanted to be involved so much that she almost seemed pushy. But that was the grandma in her. She loved Kevin like he was her own. 
Fiona’s mom always wanted more kids, but unfortunately, her husband died shortly after Fiona was born. Cancer. Fiona missed him, although she never knew him, really. She saw pictures of him and her as a baby, barely a month or two old. He looked proud and happy. From what she saw in pictures and heard from her mom, she felt he would have been a great dad. That’s what made her miss a man she never knew. Pictures and stories. 
Maybe that’s what she misses now. She never knew this guy, really, only that he seemed like a great man. They’ve been intimate, but she never got to know him. Maybe she wanted to get to know him better. Although she ruined that back then, she regretted it and hoped for a second chance. Could this be her second chance?
It would be easier if he called, but whoever said second chances are supposed to make things easier on you?
The overtime workday finally ended. Carrie ran by to remind her to call her later and fill her in on all the 411. Fiona had forty-five minutes more to work before she could go home. Her primary task was restocking the carts of various screws and bolts. Make sure all the machines and their extra batteries are charging. It was a simple chore to be done, and even though it felt like a punishment, she knew her boss was being fair and extending her a courtesy.
She stamped out immediately, ran to the changing room to change, and sprinted to barely catch the bus that would take her home. The driver must have seen her running and waited to let her in. 
“Thanks,” Fiona said as she boarded, sweat dripping from her brow. It was August and humid as hell out. 
“No prob.” The driver drove off, and Fiona found a vacant seat. She reached for her phone and cursed as soon as she stuck her hand inside her pocket. She left her phone inside her work clothes, rushing to catch the bus home. 
Inside her locker, her phone rang. Then it chimed softly, showing a missed call. Shortly after, another beep came from the tiny speaker. She had a new message. None of them were from her mom this time.
Fiona hopped off the bus at the next stop to catch another bus back to work to get her phone. The city’s public transportation was supposed to be one of the best in the world, but that still meant she had a thirty-four-minute wait before she could catch the next bus back to work. Then, she needed to see when that bus left again to get home!
This could be a taxi day. How much would that cost?
She finally caught the bus and got back to the factory. The following bus wouldn’t be until seven o’clock. It was just seven minutes after five now! “Damn it!” She cursed out loud. 
Fiona ran to the entrance, showed her badge, and explained her need to enter. The guard reluctantly granted her after-hour access, and she took off like a bolt of lightning up to the changing room. Fiona reached into her pants, found her phone, and sprinted back to the guard. She held up her phone to show him she wasn’t lying. He smiled, not really caring one way or the other, and Fiona ran to the bus stop. She slowed her run, remembering she wasn’t in a rush since the bus wouldn’t arrive until seven o’clock. 
She called for a cab and asked how much they charged from her work home when she saw a missed call and a message. Her heart started beating faster when she saw it was from Mark! 
The message read:
Hi Fiona. Sorry if I called too early earlier. I forgot the time. For several days now, I’ve been thinking about you. I called and then noticed the time. I hope my calling so early didn’t wake Kevin up. How is he anyhow? I bet he’s a big, sturdy boy by now. This is a shot in the dark, but I got to ask, or I’ll never know. If you’re free, single, or not occupied, I’d like to meet for dinner to see if we can at least have a proper closure to our past or see if there’s perhaps a spark left to savor. I wanted to ask you over the phone, but you’re a hard girl to get in touch with. So, I did not mean to put the ball in your court, although it ended there; let me know what you think. Call or text me your answer. Hope to hear from you soon.  
Fiona’s mind started hyperventilating as she thought, ah, he wants to have dinner! Should I call? Should I? When? Now! Call him now! No, no, no! Not now. Wait. But the bus will be late. Get a cab. Or call and plan a time to ease the stress. Yeah, call now so you can schedule better!
Yes!
 
 




Chapter 7
Fiona Calls
 
Fiona tried to call Mark several times, but she fumbled many times before successfully hitting the call button. She was nervous and didn’t know what to say when he answered. What if he didn’t answer? What if this was a poor joke? Is it possible that he was just messing with her?
“OK, just say hi,” Fiona said to herself silently. “Ask what he’s been doing or….”
“Hello?” Mark asked, answering the call.
“Uh, hi. Mark?” Fiona knew it was Mark, but her nerves made her ask a silly question.
“Yeah, this is Mark. Who’s… is this, Fiona?” He asked excitedly.
“Yeah, hi. I… I… just got your message a minute ago. How are you? What have you been doing?” Fiona asked restlessly.
Fiona thought, oops! That was stupid. I just bombed him with a thousand questions. Shit. Shit! Shit!
“Hahaha! I’m fine. As I mentioned in the text message, I forgot the time working nights. I hope the call this morning didn’t wake you and Kevin.” Mark replied, sincerely sounding and cheerful.
“Nah, I wish it had woken me so I could have answered it,” Fiona replied flirtatiously.
“That’s sweet to say, but no one wants to wake up early on the weekend,” Mark said, pretending not to have picked up on her flirtatious comment.
Fiona started twirling her hair with a big grin on her face. “Nah, Kevin wakes up early for cartoons, and it didn’t bother us, really. I missed it and didn’t even notice you called until I saw the message you left. I had to work today. Overtime.”
Fiona thought again, stop giving all this information and lying to him. Stupid!
Mark said apologetically, “Really? Sorry, you must work today. I guess our meeting would be out of the question then?”
Fiona got excited and said, “I… uh, well, what time would you like to meet and where? I’m still at work right now.”
Mark blew raspberries. “I’m sorry, damn. I didn’t think you worked nights.”
Fiona heard he misunderstood her. “Oh no, I missed the bus, and the next one doesn’t come until seven o’clock.” Fiona was twirling her hair. She squinted her eyes; she was so excited.
“Where are you working? I’m in town, and I could swing by and give you a lift home and come back and pick you up like a formal date if you’d like?” Mark sounded eager.
Fiona was smiling ear to ear. “You don’t need to do that, really. I can…”   
“Fiona, we could save an hour if you let me. No strings attached. I promise.” Mark said convincingly.
Fiona giggled unknowingly. “Well. OK, thanks! I’m working at the car plant still.”
“I can be there in ten minutes,” Mark said.
 


Chapter 8
The Stress of This Job Is Going to Kill Me First
 
“You won’t believe this, detective.” said patrolman Corporal Alex Davenport, who happened upon the crime scene about an hour ago. It was roughly 0148 on Sunday morning, and the humidity was unbelievable.
The patrolman was young but no rookie. Corporal Davenport was twenty-five years old. He was just south of being six-foot-tall, had a military-style haircut, and shaved every morning before going to work. Corporal Davenport loved working out and eating healthy. For as long as he could remember, he dreamed of becoming a patrolman. He took his job seriously and did what he always dreamed he’d be doing for a career. 
Corporal Davenport understood the protocol. Even though he found the crime scene and secured it correctly, he would have to give the detectives and the investigators everything for a formal investigation. 
“Try me, trooper. I’ve seen a lot of crazy shit in my time.” Said Detective Armstrong. The detective was a tall man, a couple of inches over six feet, and he had graying hair that he liked to comb straight back, making him appear older than he was. His eyes looked like a cowboy in an old western film. They were squinted, and they were observant. He seemed to be a detective that was a walking bullshit detector. 
“It’s Corporal Davenport, sir.” He held out his hand to the detective.
“Nice.” The detective walked past him and toward the crime scene, avoiding his outstretched hand. “Tell me what you know.” He turned to the patrolman and gave him a sarcastic grin. “Corporal Davenport.”
“Well, sir-” He ran a few steps to catch up with the detective.
“Armstrong.” The detective said grimly.
Corporal Davenport stopped beside the detective. He looked confused. “I’m sorry, sir?
“Detective Armstrong, not sir.” Detective Armstrong said sternly to the young corporal. 
Corporal Davenport rolled his eyes for a brief second, then he caught himself performing the gesture and stopped. He loved this job. He reminded himself that he loved this job. 
“OK, Detective Armstrong.” He took a deep breath to relax, and then he continued. “I was patrolling the neighborhood. There was something that caught my eye as I drove past the alley. I slowed to a stop. Not braking too hard to cause suspicion. I then backed up and observed the area before shining my spot down the alley.”
“So, what did you see from your point of view, corporal?” As the corporal continued, the detective looked at the litter, trash cans, newspapers, and the various pockets of water on the pavement.
“Well, I still don’t know what caught my attention initially; maybe it was a six sense, but I shinned my light, and I saw.” Corporal Davenport took a deep breath, then he continued. “I saw the body up against the dumpster.”
He pointed to a few dumpsters at the end of the alley, and one had a female body slumped up against it. Detective Armstrong took out his flashlight, pointed it at the dumpster, and saw a partially naked woman sitting up against the container. In what appeared to be blood was the word WHORE written above her body in capital letters.
“I parked the patrol car and walked down the alley; it was apparent that the victim was dead when I reached her.” The corporal took another pause to recompose himself. “I immediately noticed the large quantity of blood pooled around her and the many indications of stab wounds.”
The others looked at the area around the dumpster as Corporal Davenport continued. “I glanced inside the dumpster and saw nothing that struck me as unusual, but the blood that covered the side of the container behind her was strange. It made me think the killer tried to toss her in the dumpster but failed.”  
The patrolman looked frightened. Detective Armstrong guessed that this was his first time seeing a dead body. But he continued to inform the detective. 
“I marked off the area and kept a watch until you guys showed up.”
The detective grinned approvingly, then asked, “So, no one has been into the crime scene yet, then? Is that what you’re telling me, corporal?” He pulled a toothpick out from behind his ear and chewed on it eagerly.
“That’s correct, sir, uh, detective. I am the only person to breach the crime scene, and I know exactly my path in and out of the area, along with how I glanced inside the container.” Corporal Davenport grinned a little at his professionalism.
Detective Armstrong clapped his hands quickly twice to get everyone’s attention. “OK, I need extra patrolmen to keep out any tourists that might start bird-watching and taking pictures. I’ll also want to keep out the media as they show up. They’re going to scream freedom of the press and all that, but we can’t let them contaminate our crime scene. Homicides draw their attention, and it seems we have a good crime scene to give to the investigators and forensics.” 
Corporal Davenport did as Detective Armstrong requested. Detective Armstrong started planning to photograph the crime scene and have all possible evidence labeled and documented. He looked at the crime scene and wondered, was this the primary crime scene? He needed to look, see the evidence, and hear what the coroner had to say about the body. 
He liked to look at a crime scene from afar first. It allowed him to scan the area and determine why the victim was put here or killed there. He had learned that most murders were random acts of violence. Most killers seldom plan their actions. But the few that planned their crimes usually were very meticulous. And then, some tried to lure the investigation by placing trace evidence or leaving clues at the crime scene. 
These individuals, usually educated white males, make up less than one percent of violent crimes. But he felt he was jumping to conclusions by thinking this way. He needed to focus on the task and not think too far ahead. But he still had that gut feeling and wouldn’t ignore it. He knew better than to ignore his gut. This feeling had saved his ass a few times before, and he felt grateful to have survived long enough to learn the meaning of this feeling he now had in the pit of his stomach. 
“The situation, detective, is this.” Corporal Davenport said as he walked up to Detective Armstrong. He had notes neatly written on a pad. “There is a white female. Her pants, underwear, shoes, and socks were no longer on her. She appears to be placed in her present position. It also seems that the killer tried to dump her in the container. We determined this from the smeared blood on the side of the dumpster.” He pointed to the dumpster. “As far as we can tell from the initial observation, she was most likely alive and brought to this location and attacked here. Leading us to believe this is our primary crime scene. The cause of death looks obvious, but we can’t say for sure until a coroner’s report gets back to us.” 
“I wonder how many killers we’re looking at here.” Detective Armstrong said aloud but not directed at anyone as he chewed on his toothpick. “Do you think it was one person? They could have gotten her into the dumpster if it were more, right?” He gnawed excessively on the toothpick. “One guy, strong but not strong enough. Also, I bet the amount of blood from so many wounds got messy.” Detective Armstrong smiled at the thought of the killer, not realizing how tough it would be to get her inside the dumpster.
Detective Armstrong took the toothpick out of his mouth and placed it over his ear. “Let’s focus on why the killer removed her clothes. I doubt the lady walked down this alley wearing only her shirt and bra. Did the killer rape her, or was there possibly more than one person, and she, God forbid, got gang-raped?” He stroked his chin. “Let’s look for semen traces, urine, excrement, and even a condom or a package, for one. Maybe he left it on afterward if a rape occurred. But we should assume it did until we know differently.” The detective walked casually about, observing everything. 
About fifteen minutes later, Corporal Davenport returned to Detective Armstrong with the information about the dumpster. 
“OK, Detective, they found the clothes in that dumpster the victim is resting against. Which is a six-cubic yard dumpster. Basically, it’s a six-foot dumpster that is currently barely half full of garbage. As you can see, it’s a front loader type, allowing access to climbing, but… damn hard to toss a body into. We have only one person of interest because, as you mentioned, two or more men could have dumped the victim into that container.”
“Yeah, I agree.” He took his toothpick from his ear again and chewed on it. “This will be interesting. I can feel it.” Detective Armstrong mumbled.     
Corporal Davenport continued informing Detective Armstrong,” We’re going to allow the inspectors to start their job. We’ll follow along to get all potential evidence and hopefully find an I.D. for the victim.” He closed his notebook and waited for Detective Armstrong to reply.
After a temporary pause, “Yeah, let’s do this.” He put the chewed toothpick in his pocket and pulled out another one, still wrapped in its plastic cover. “Why’d I ever quit smoking? The stress of this job is going to kill me first.”
 


Chapter 9
Journal Entry

I was almost late to work but needed to meet Fiona first. Hahaha! She has lost a bit of weight since the last time I saw her. Still, she was a fat cow!
I drove her home and wanted to be the nice guy, and I tried to leave, although I didn’t want to, and luckily, she was inviting. She wanted me; I could tell. But I knew this already, didn’t I? Hahaha!
She told me about bratty little Kevin’s nightmare, and I could barely keep myself from laughing at her. I wanted to shout at her and scream, “bitch, that was me! That’s what I did. I watched you all morning, you freaking slut!” But I played it safe.
After inviting me into her apartment, Fiona wanted to shower quickly. I patiently waited long enough before I walked in on her just as she had undressed. Fiona didn’t even cross her arms over her chest when I opened the door. She stood there, looking at me, inviting me to take her, so I did. That was all I could think about! My erection lasted only because it turned me on more from staring into the eyes of a dead bitch than from hearing her moans.  
Before I strangled her, I let her climax. It surprised me how easily she went unconscious. I finished screwing her, but I didn’t ejaculate inside of her. Not that I was worried about her getting pregnant. Dead people can’t reproduce! Hahaha! But there was more I wanted to do.
I helped her to my car and drove to an alley. I laid her on the pavement, and as she regained consciousness, I slid my blade into her stomach. She screamed. I covered her mouth as I pressed the knife into her with all the weight of my body. I felt her belly against my fist. Fiona never made another sound. I withdrew my knife, and I sliced her face and her neck. I removed her shoes and pants, but I heard people and thought I would get caught, but I guess the average person is afraid to look down alleys. They may see what they actually fear the most: me. As the couple walked by, I silently stood there with this whore bleeding out almost naked, and when they were out of sight, I stabbed her a few more times. I only regret that I wish I had counted the stab wounds; I’m curious. Hahaha! 
I needed to get rid of the body before getting detected. That’s when I decided to discard this trashy whore into the dumpster. I sat Fiona up against the dirty green container, and I propped her up, reached under that fat ass, and tried to push her into the dumpster, but she was too heavy for me. The nasty whore was leaking on everything, which made this no simple task. Fiona’s blood everywhere added to the fact that the bitch weighed a damn ton. I had to think of another idea, and fast.
Dead weight! Hahaha!
I should have forced her into the container first and then killed her. But then, I would have to crawl inside the stinking, rodent-infected garbage dump.
I propped the bitch up against the dumpster and spread her legs. I couldn’t help thinking of a rat crawling up inside her. Hahaha! I looked at her once more; she was still bleeding. I took some blood and wrote WHORE, on the outside of the dumpster. I bent over, kissed my lovely Fiona bye, and thanked her for being my first kill.
Then it was off to work. Acting like I was up for an Oscar, I pretended I overslept and had trouble sleeping. They didn’t notice the excitement I held within. No one noticed a murderer was in their presence, and no one knew they could be victims soon. All night, as I worked, I scanned the papers on the internet for news about a body found by a dumpster. I couldn’t wait for them to locate the body and report on my handy work. Unfortunately, I didn’t make the news when my shift ended. 
But I’ll make the news real soon. Everyone will talk about me as my list shrinks, and I start my mayhem. Hahaha!
People I will kill:
1) Fiona, ex-girlfriend, who’s a whore.
2) Kevin, my ex-girlfriend’s son, pissed on my lap.
3) Rosie, my ex-girlfriend’s mother, never gave me a chance.
4) Boyfriend to Fiona if she has one.
5) Carrie, Fiona’s friend, for never liking me.
6) Spencer, the guy at work, talks about me behind my back.
7) Deidre, my mom. 
8) Me because I can’t stand the internal battles that rage inside me.
 
 
Chapter 10
Finding Kevin
 
“Detective Armstrong?” The voice over the phone sounded pressing, and Detective Armstrong thought he recognized it. Still, since last night, he had met so many people because of the body in the alley by the dumpster that he couldn’t trace the voice back to a name. However, he once prided himself on remembering names.
“Yeah, who is this?” He had his feet up on his desk, a file in his hands about the investigation from last night. He only got three, maybe four hours of sleep, which was the norm for Detective Armstrong when he was on an urgent case like this one. A toothpick fluttered between his teeth as he gnawed excessively.   
“Detective, it’s Corporal Davenport. I thought you’d like to know about the cameras we spotted in the alley” The line was dead for a second. No one spoke. Detective Armstrong took his feet off his desk and laid down the manila folder. Corporal Davenport heard him smack on his toothpick. 
Detective Armstrong huffed in annoyance, then said, “Well, tell me what you found or hang up, son. I’m busy here and don’t have time for rookie games!”
Although Corporal Davenport wasn’t a rookie, he expected this and reminded himself that he loved this job. “Sir. I mean, detective, reluctantly, those cameras were all dummy cameras. The city put them in various alleys to act as a deterrent against crime. The local politicians thought a blinking red LED would be a cheap and effective way to stop drug sales and prostitution in the alleys.” 
Detective Armstrong rolled his eyes and blew into the phone, so the corporal could hear his frustration. “Damn it! OK, well, there’s still the hope she scratched him. Make sure they search for DNA under the fingernails. Let’s check for semen; They found her naked from the waist down; maybe whoever did this left us his DNA.”
“Detective, so far, we have got nothing.” Corporal Davenport explained. “The search has given us no traces of semen. No signs of forced sex. I think that possibly she knew her killer.”
Detective Armstrong thought out loud. “She knew her killer, huh? It’s been a long-understood fact that most killers murder someone they know. Our victim has approximately eighteen stab wounds and a laceration across her face and neck?” The corporal knew the question was rhetorical and didn’t interrupt the detective’s thinking.” The corporal knew that the question was rhetorical and didn’t interrupt the detective’s thinking. “She was undressed but not raped. What did he get spooked? Did he fear he might get caught? Why just partially undressed?” He stood up and took out his toothpick. “Have they identified the body yet?”
“No, not yet.” Corporal Davenport said reluctantly. “We found a cell phone that was identified as hers. There’s-”
“Get her identification from the phone company if you have to, but I want to know who she is, pronto! I just feel it in my gut that whoever did this got his first taste of killing, and we’re going to see more if we don’t find out who she is soon.” Detective Armstrong paused for a second. 
Detective Armstrong collected his thoughts without the corporal interrupting him; he appreciated the silence and continued, “Once we identify her, let’s find out if she’s married. I want us to locate her family and talk to them. Did she have a boyfriend or a girlfriend?”
Detective Armstrong shook his head for even saying that, but the times had changed, and he needed to accept that this was the new normal. “Does she have any kids? Let’s get everything about her, all her social media platforms, and you call me in five minutes with this information!” Before they could say another word, Detective Armstrong hung up. 
The detective liked lists. He always made lists to organize his thoughts. Detective Armstrong thought about his Jane Doe and the clues the corporal called him about. He had been reading the initial report on her when Corporal Davenport called, so he knew there was more to this case than just a random killing. They had found two different blood types at the scene. They also found shoe prints in the blood, possibly the killers. He wrote everything down on a whiteboard in his office.
1) Jane Doe was found Sunday morning at about 0048.
2) Shoe print. Is it the killers?
·       Need to get a shoe size. 
·       Can we identify the type of shoe from the tread? 
3) Two different blood types. 
·       Find out the victim’s blood type. 
4) Victim’s clothes were found inside the dumpster.
5) Check for DNA under fingernails and toenails.
6) Was she raped? Suspect not.
Detective Armstrong was re-reading the list he was composing when his phone rang. He was deep in thought and let the phone ring several times before picking up the receiver.
“Armstrong, how can I help you?” He was still glancing at the whiteboard in his office that he was using to compose his list. 
“Detective, it’s Corporal Davenport again. We got the name of our Jane Doe.”
Detective Armstrong was excited; this was great news. He listened intently. This time, there was no awkward silence over the line. 
Corporal Davenport continued, “Her name is Fiona Rodriguez. We tracked down her address, and the police were already heading to her apartment. She’s a mother of a seven-year-old boy named Kevin Rodriguez. She’s not married, and the boy’s father lives here in the city, the Yard, to be exact. It seems he works on an oil rig.” 
Detective Armstrong listened as if his life depended on every word Corporal Davenport spoke. He was unconsciously fishing for a toothpick in his front pocket. Detective Armstrong tried to ask the corporal a quick question, “Have we-”
Corporal Davenport cut him off, trying to keep his thoughts straight and accurate. “I will leave to pay the father a visit after we hang up, sir, uh, detective. We’re hoping that her son is there with him since it’s the weekend, and he has visitation rights when he’s not working offshore. There are a lot of calls on her cell from and to her mother, who we looked into out of curiosity, and she lives roughly ten minutes away.”
Detective Armstrong had a wrapped toothpick between his teeth and tore it open. “Can we get a patrol car there as well?” 
“I wish, sir, but….” 
“Screw it! Give me the address, and I’ll swing by the mother’s residence myself.” He grabbed a pen and scrap paper and jotted down the address.  
“There’s one more thing.” Corporal Davenport continued, “early this morning, a missed call was placed to the victim, Fiona’s line. The same number called her again and left a message at 1726. She redialed the number, and the records show they talked for nearly twelve minutes. I think she had a date or a lover. We are tracing the number and hope to have a name shortly. Should we investigate this individual as well?”
Detective Armstrong smiled, and the toothpick dangled freely between his big white teeth. “Let’s meet the family first. I’ll go see the mother. Let’s hope the victim’s kid is with his grandma or father. Follow up with the boy’s father, and let’s hope we find the kid. But remember, he’s a suspect until we know he’s cleared with a solid alibi. Let me know as soon as you get the caller’s name you just mentioned—no need to spook everyone just yet. Let’s keep the mystery person to ourselves until we get a name. As you said, it could be just a friend or a lover, but let’s focus on the family. Usually, and sadly, family murder each other more than random people and friends.” 
          Detective Armstrong hung up the phone and grabbed his jacket. He spat the toothpick into his wastebasket, grabbed the address of Fiona’s mom from his desk, and left. He knew from his gut that he was in for a long day. 
 
Chapter 11
Fiona’s Mother, Rosie
 
Detective Armstrong pulled his unmarked police cruiser up against the curb of Rosie Rodriguez’s house. This neighborhood was an older subdivision, but people wanted to move here because of the fantastic school district and the rising property value. Homes in this neighborhood seldom became available. Detective Armstrong looked at the houses surrounding Rosie’s. They had well-tended yards; the driveways were pressure washed and clean. The gardens all had new mulch in them. He wished he had a family and a house for a brief second. The detective cleared his head and looked at Rosie’s home. He dreaded he had to let her know about her daughter. But he hoped her son was here or at his dad’s.
Detective Armstrong got out of the police cruiser and took a deep breath of the fresh air as he walked around the unmarked car and up the sidewalk to Rosie’s door. He stared at the doorbell for a long second before he pushed the button. He never heard the doorbell chime, but it must’ve rung because after pressing it, the door lock was turned, and a spunky older lady opened it. “Hello?” Rosie said to the detective with a look of surprise at seeing him.
“Ms. Rosie Rodriguez?” The detective asked, and Rosie just nodded. “Hi, I’m Detective Martin Armstrong.” He showed Rosie his credentials, which Rosie glanced at. “I’m following up on a case concerning your daughter.”
Rosie Rodriguez was short and looked friendly, but a somber expression overcame her as Detective Armstrong finished his sentence. Her hands clasped her mouth, and tears filled her big brown eyes. “Is, is Fiona OK?” Rosie got the words out, but just barely.
Detective Armstrong was struggling to continue. He had delivered more bad news to family members than he’d like to recall. As a detective, this would usually be passed off to the more rookie cops like Corporal Davenport. But he volunteered to visit the mother because his experienced gut, or a sixth sense, had persuaded him to.
“Ma’am, I’d like to ask you-”
“Grandma, is it mamma?” A little boy ran to the door, but when he looked at Detective Armstrong, he hid behind his grandma and poked his head around her leg.
“Are you a cop?” He had big, wide, observant eyes. The young boy answered his own question. “Nah, you aren’t a cop; you don’t have a uniform. You’re bigger than a cop, right?” He stayed hidden behind his grandma.
Detective Armstrong bent down to meet the boy. “Now, aren’t you very observant? I’m a detective. You can call me Martin. You must be Kevin, right?” Detective Armstrong held out his fist for a bump, but Kevin left him hanging.
The boy hid behind his grandma’s leg with his little fingers holding onto her pants. However, he still looked at the detective with a childlike curiosity.
“What do you need, detective? Is it?” Rosie Rodriguez held a finger to Detective Armstrong, and she briefly bent down and whispered to Kevin. She pulled herself together quickly and showed no emotion in front of Kevin. Rosie was a tough lady, thought Detective Armstrong. She impressed the detective with the control of her feelings. After she whispered to Kevin, he ran off and said nothing more to them.
“OK, detective,” Rosie turned and looked up at him, “you’re here, and you knew who Kevin was before an introduction, and you know who my daughter is. She hasn’t called yet,” Rosie glanced at her watch, “and it’s early morning. I wouldn’t expect her to call yet. But you’re here. Tell me, is she OK?”
Rosie looked him dead in the eyes. She held his eyes in hers; the detective didn’t need to speak. She shook her head slowly, fighting back the tears.
“Ma’am, I’m so sorry. I-”
“You need me to-” Rosie looked up at the sky and sniffed, and for a split second, she looked like she was about to fall apart, but she recovered. Again, Rosie’s ability to control her emotions impressed Detective Armstrong. He knew as soon as she was alone without the boy, she’d weep long and hard. Detective Armstrong felt the pain in his chest. He reached behind his ear and grabbed the toothpick he had left there.
“Yes, ma’am. We need you to verify that she is who we believe her to be.” All he could do was look at the doormat, then back to Ms. Rodriguez. Detective Armstrong felt so awkward at this moment. To reveal to a stranger that they had lost a family member. He knew the feeling all too well. It was why he quit smoking.
Rosie looked over at Kevin. He sat in front of the television, drawing a picture for his mom, and had crayons scattered everywhere. His tiny world was currently a perfect world with nothing to worry about. All Kevin looked forward to was showing his mom the cake he made with granny and his beautiful drawings.
She choked up at the thought that her daughter would never hear her son’s voice again, and Kevin would never hear his mom’s. She would never get to see his cake and pictures. Rosie would never hear her daughter’s voice again.
Rosie had a billion thoughts racing through her mind at lightning speed. Rosie quickly saw her baby girl in various stages of life. At birth, then walking for the first time, riding a bike, swimming, drawing, singing, crying from a broken heart, graduating, pregnant, sad, and happy as a mother. She remembered her this morning as responsible, loving, and caring.
Rosie looked back at the detective; he was tall, charismatic, and sympathetic looking. He was waiting patiently, and he looked sad and understanding. She felt pity for him for having to deliver such news.
“I, I will need some time.” She looked back at Kevin, then at the detective again. “I’ll need to call Kevin’s dad and see if he can, you know.” A tear raced down her cheek, but Rosie quickly wiped it away. She must’ve bitten her teeth hard together because her jaw muscles protruded. “When should I be there?” She finally asked the patient detective.
Detective Armstrong tried to choose his words wisely. “Ma’am, I know how hard, or I mean difficult, this is for you. Of course, take all the time you need to plan for the child, but honestly, as soon as possible is always best. There is, unfortunately, more to this than I should go into right now, but we will give you all the details once you come to the precinct.” The detective choked up himself and fought to maintain control.
As she turned to close the door, Detective Armstrong spat out his toothpick, spun back to Rosie Rodriguez, and said, “Excuse me. One more thing, please!”
Detective Armstrong immediately apologized, asked Rosie for another minute, and explained he needed to call a co-worker first. The detective walked away for privacy and placed a phone call. He paced around as Rosie watched in disbelief. Rosie nearly walked back into her house and closed the door on the detective. In fact, she almost closed the door on more than one occasion. But something about his body language and mannerism kept her intrigued, especially with the recent news about her daughter.
 


Chapter 12
Corporal Davenport Is Asked a Favor

Corporal Davenport was on his way to meet Rodney, Fiona’s ex-boyfriend and the father of Kevin. He worked on an oil rig and lived in a more poverty-stricken area known to the police as the Yard.
The Yard is adequately called so because it’s like a playground for drug dealers, prostitutes, illegal gambling, and anything else. Homeless men, women, and children lined the streets. They scattered off into the alleys and abandoned buildings as soon as car lights broke the protection of darkness. Corporal Davenport thought of them like stray animals running for their lives.
Because of his rank, it’s a rare occasion for Corporal Davenport to enter this part of the city. Unfortunately, his race as well has kept him away from the Yard. This part of the city is majority African American and Hispanic and a young Caucasian cop patrolling the streets in the Yard is a liability. No racial tones are implied, but the facts are the facts.
It was early Sunday morning; the streets were mostly empty of people, and he wasn’t patrolling but merely making a house call. The streets here at night were totally different. Bustling with drug deals, groups gathered on each side of the roads, provoking over territory. Women are being fondled and bought for drugs or sold for drugs. Kids cried as their moms and dads shot up in front of them. Sometimes, the kids are curled up against their dead parents after witnessing them overdosing. Even worse, if you could imagine, some kids became addicted as well.
Corporal Davenport looked cautiously around as he drove slowly down the road. He couldn’t believe that this was a part of the city. Corporal Davenport thought it was more like a war zone from Afghanistan or Iraq than the town he grew up in and loved. The corporal saw make-shift shelters of cardboard and tarps laid over old shopping carts for homes. Cars that had been on fire still littered the streets. Buildings long since condemned stood like haunted memories of an older city, and bullet holes decorated the side of buildings and the few remaining street signs.
Alcoholics were the only people he saw up and out this early. They were already looking for items to pawn and sell to buy alcohol. The drug addicts usually were more violent and tended to not be up as early. This was something he learned long before his street cop days.
The hardcore drug addicts basically functioned in one straightforward manner. Do whatever needs to be done to get the fix. Life is excellent when they’re high, and they never think about the next high. Still, when they need a fix, that’s all they think about, and they will commit violent crimes if necessary.
The homeless drunks or alcoholics usually hung out as a pair or a small group, working as a team to prepare for their next bottle. Usually, though not always, they begged for money, harassed some folks in the downtown area, or did petty thieving. Violent crimes typically come from hard drug addicts and/or dealers.
Corporal Davenport was driving down this deserted, abandoned street when his cell phone rang. The patrol car had Bluetooth, and he answered the call with a push of a button on the steering wheel.
“Corporal Davenport.”
“Corporal, it’s Detective Armstrong. Are you on your way to Rodney Rodriguez?”
The detective knew he was, but Corporal Davenport didn’t say that; he reminded himself that he loved this job and rank, and the bullshit that went along with it was all part of the fun. One day, he’d make rank and be an asshole to someone, most likely unknowingly. 
“Yes, detective, I’m headed to Rodney Rodriguez’s residence as we speak.” He responded somewhat sarcastically. The corporal could tell the detective was probably walking or pacing as he talked. He sounded stressed.
“I want you to drive slowly through the Yard and not stop for anything, OK?” Corporal Davenport knew that was a rhetorical question, so he didn’t respond. “That area has eyes and ears everywhere. If you drive up now, this early, they’ll know something’s up, and I don’t want him spooked if he’s even there. Besides, for all we know, he could be deployed to the oil rig.”
“Roger that! I assume that means the child is with the grandmother?” Corporal Davenport asked.
“That’s correct.” Corporal Davenport heard the detective smack on his toothpick.
Corporal Davenport said, “I’ll cruise through and head back-”
“No, I want you here at Fiona’s mother’s house. I have another job for you that is also an urgent matter. Do you have the address still in your notebook?” Detective Armstrong asked.
Corporal Davenport was meticulous and had the address written neatly down in his pocket notebook. “Yes, detective, I do.” He said as he patted his notebook.
“Good, then get over here ASAP, but remember, don’t make yourself any more noticed in your patrol car than you already have. That area knows we don’t routinely patrol there this early. Your drive-through will cause a stir already, for sure. See you in fifteen minutes.” Detective Armstrong hung up without saying another word.
As Corporal Davenport drove through the Yard as casually as possible in a patrol car, he wondered what this urgent matter was all about. Corporal Davenport never noticed how many people saw him cruise through. The Yard was in full swing but only to those allowed to play.
 
 
 
Chapter 13
He Seemed so Happy
 
Fiona’s mother was just about to close the door to her apartment. She had so many things she needed to do, and so much was going through her head that the last thing she wanted was to be bothered by the detective even further. He seemed nice enough, but she had just learned that her daughter had died. Rosie didn’t even know how it happened. Then, on top of all that, she was watching her daughter’s son. She needed to call Rodney and tell him the bad news. Rosie hoped he wasn’t on the oil rig.
“Excuse me! I’m sorry, but one more thing. Please.” Detective Armstrong said as he walked back to the steps and up to the door Rosie held open. 
“Yes, detective,” Rosie said, annoyed and sad.
“I know you have a lot on your mind right now, but I would like to have one of my men watch your grandson if you don’t mind joining me at the precinct.” Detective Armstrong hoped he hadn’t alarmed her.
Rosie looked confused and slightly upset. She bit her lower lip, then caught Detective Armstrong’s eyes with hers again. She looked at him sternly, and he knew she was ruminating. 
“She was murdered, wasn’t she, detective? You don’t want me to leave her son with his dad until….” Just hearing her own words hurt her to her core. 
“Ma’am, it’s strictly procedure. I’m sure he’s nice enough, but we, the police, don’t know him, and we need to talk to him first. It would be safer and better for all parties involved. We need you to identify your daughter to figure out how and why this tragedy occurred.” Detective Armstrong said as he stood outside the house, and Rosie held onto the door frame.
Rosie looked back at Kevin, who was still drawing a picture to give his mom that she would never see. The detective fumbled for another toothpick; his nerves ached like sore muscles. Rosie reached out to the detective and touched his arm. 
Detective Armstrong walked to her, and out of pure impulse, he gave her a hug, and she hugged him back with every ounce of strength she could muster. All he could say was how sorry he was for her loss. 
And he was.
Rosie invited Detective Armstrong in, and a patrol car pulled up several minutes later. Corporal Davenport got out and, in full police gear, walked up to the door. Detective Armstrong answered the door with Kevin on his heels.
“Glad you could make it here so quickly, corporal. This here is Kevin.” He pointed to Fiona’s little boy, who hid behind the detective’s long legs. 
“Hiya, little fella!” He reached out with his hand to shake the kids but backed away. Kevin looked up at the detective, who smiled and said jokingly to Corporal Davenport, “He’s shy.”
Corporal Davenport looked around the house. It had a more eighties tone to the decor, but somehow it looked fresh and well-kept. It smelled of newly baked cake or brownies, and kid artwork littered the walls. 
“Did you draw all these pictures?” Corporal Davenport pointed to a few pictures that were hanging on the wall. Some were in frames, and some were just tacked in place.
Kevin nodded but refused to speak. 
“Very nice work. I can’t draw a circle or straight line to tell you the truth. I admire people who draw as well as you do.” He walked over to look at a picture closely. Kevin walked up behind him. 
“That one I drew for granny when I was three years old. I’m seven years old now. I can draw better than that now.” He tugged at Corporal Davenport’s pants. “Want to see?” Kevin asked excitedly. 
Corporal Davenport turned around, smiling at the boy’s ease of warming up to him. “Yes, I’d love to see them. It can’t be easy to draw better than that.” Corporal Davenport replied honestly.
Kevin led him to the coffee table, where he had been drawing a picture for his mom all morning. Corporal Davenport looked at the picture. It was a lady, most likely his mom, holding flowers that resembled sunflowers at a beach. A big orange sun hung in the picture’s corner. She smiled big, had big brown eyes, and her hair seemed caught in a breeze. Corporal Davenport struggled to compliment Kevin on his work because his sketch looked like the girl he had found partially naked and stabbed eighteen times by the dumpster.
“Corporal, I need you to hang out with Kevin while I take Rosie to the station. Currently, no one comes to this house except for Rosie and me. Kevin will not be released to his father until we talk to him and he’s cleared as a suspect. Is that clear?”
“No problem, detective.” Corporal Davenport looked back at the boy. He had no clue what was happening. He seemed so happy.   










Chapter 14
Journal Entry
 
           Finally, I made the news! Not precisely the front page; nevertheless, I made the news. Here, it says, “local woman found in a dumpster.” What a catchy title for an article! Let me read this and log it as well. “Early Sunday morning, a local police officer spotted a partially naked woman with multiple stab wounds by a dumpster at the end of an ally. Local law enforcement officials remain puzzled by why such a heinous crime had occurred. We have received information from anonymous sources that they believe the victim has over eighteen stab wounds and other injuries. The victim leaves behind a son who remains in custody with his grandmother until the father can be located and cleared as a suspect. The victim’s name will not be released until law enforcement properly notifies all family members. If anyone has any….”
Typical blah, blah, blah. But I find it interesting that the brat is with the bitch’s mother. I find it intriguing that the news would publish such information! That’s good news for me. I need to continue my work now that I can do this. Hahaha!
I need to get to the boy soon, kill the piss-ant brat son of a whore, and move on. He should die like his mother did. I should stab him to death and dump him somewhere he can slowly rot away. He’s garbage too. He came out of his mother’s yuck, making him as disgusting as she was. 
I enjoy thinking of her in the past tense; it was my doing. I made her past tense. Little snot nose Kevin will be past tense as well. Hahaha!
I know where old Rosie lives. I’ve been through her neighborhood once or twice. Maybe I’ll stop by for my condolences, and then hell, out of spite, I’ll kill her and the little runt. Why not take out an entire family? Make them all past tense. Hahaha!
Oh, I scare myself sometimes. I really do. And to think, people think I’m normal. Maybe I am, no, no, I’m not. I want to die. I want to kill myself and the Mirror Man because killing him is my suicide! Hahaha!
But let me think here for a minute. How does the police routine work after a murder? Do they visit the family? Interrogate the dad? They’ll search her phone for sure. We contacted each other, but I always use a burner phone. They can’t trace that to me. I’ll buy a new one to be safe. I don’t want to get caught just yet now, do I? 
Maybe I should cruise by the old lady’s house and snoop before work. Also, visit Kevin’s daddy and see how the police treat him. Just roll by and take a look. And, of course, if opportunity knocks, why then I should make my move!
At least I finally made the news! Hahaha!
And now for my list:
People I will kill:
1) Fiona, ex-girlfriend, who’s a whore.
2) Kevin, my ex-girlfriend’s son, pissed on my lap.
3) Rosie, my ex-girlfriend’s mother, never gave me a chance.
4) Boyfriend to Fiona if she has one.
5) Carrie, Fiona’s friend, for never liking me.
6) Spencer, the guy at work, talks about me behind my back.
7) Deidre, my mom. 
8) Me because I can’t stand the internal battles that rage inside me.
One down and a few more to go, and I can knock off two more names from this list by tomorrow. I love making progress. Using my knife on Fiona proved I chose the perfect weapon. It’s a shame everything happened so fast. 
I will use my knife from here on out to give my victims and me a little personal interaction. Fiona got the death I believe she deserved. Every stab wound I felt and enjoyed. I was erect the whole time, so Fiona got me off one last time. Hahaha! Thank you, you sweet little bitch! Killing her aroused me as I’d never felt before. Who needs drugs when you can get high from killing? Hahaha!
I almost feel I have something to live for, but I’ll be miserable again after completing my list. Who knows, maybe this list will grow, and I’ll kill all the time. Hahaha!
It’s actually… fun!
 
 


Chapter 15
Don’t Call Me Stupid

Mark drove down the street to Rosie’s house when he noticed a patrol car parked in front of the old lady’s house. He decided it wasn’t the best time to stop by for condolences just yet. They’ll want a name of who he was and would undoubtedly ask him how he knew the victim. Mark didn’t want to jeopardize his little game by being interrogated.
He could keep an eye out for when the pig leaves, and Kevin and his grandma would be alone by driving by at various times.
Mark imagined them in the house, crying their eyes out. The cop would want to leave so freaking bad. The cop had to be miserable that he had to deliver the bad news, and the best part is, the cop doesn’t even know the bitch, and he’s got to act like he gives a damn!
Mark laughed out loud and said, “All the cop wants is a coffee and a few donuts! Hahaha!”
Mark smiled as he thought about little Kevin never seeing his mom again. Little Kevin would also be dead soon enough; maybe they could reunite in Heaven or Hell. Mark knew if there was a Hell, he’d see them there; he’ll be deceased after he finished his list. Mark speculated he was doing them all a favor, and they should thank him for doing this! Shouldn’t everybody be impressed with all his efforts? Doing this isn’t easy. It was like having another full-time job. Mark was using his time and energy to help them achieve something he’d pay for if he could.
Mark felt rage and shouted to no one in particular, “I deserve a bloody medal! I deserve a Noble prize of some sort!” He screamed and began laughing to himself, manically.
Nobody even realized how tired he was, which pissed Mark off. He worked throughout the night and was still awake to see the fruit of his labor.
Mark laughed out loud, “Hahaha! Their suffering.”
Mark reached down and felt himself as he drove. The thought of Fiona’s slow death and how the kid and his bitter old granny will die excited him so much that he was again stiff from his immense excitement. It was like an excellent sedative or the perfect weed, Mark thought!
Mark decided it was like sex when you lay your head back on the pillow and sweat still gleamed on your forehead. Your heart is still beating fast. You just lay there with a beatific smile. The smell of love fills the room, and you’re relaxed. Two separate entities have united as one!
“Why so sensitive suddenly?” The Mirror Man asked Mark sternly in his husky tone.
Mark looked in the rear-view mirror and replied, “I better focus now. I don’t want to drift off to some crazy place in my head. Don’t! Think about your next move. What do I do? Should I think of another target?” Mark rambled timidly. He was suddenly frightened.
“Target?” The Mirror Man questioned Mark about the unique lingo he had just used.
“Why did I think like that? Military? I’m not a service member. Think of them as victims! I’m a serial killer, right?” Mark smiled ear to ear when he said this. He reached down and felt his erection. “Right!” Mark held up his thumb and shook it by the window for the Mirror Man to see as he slowly cruised through the neighborhood streets.
“I should have a cigarette and go buy a coffee and cigarettes, then I’ll drive by and see if the freaking pig is still there with my next, victim! Let’s hope not.” Mark felt for his wallet nervously.
“Why?” The Mirror Man asked Mark like a father interrogating his child for a blatant lie.
“Because he’ll ruin my plans for killing them.” Marked answered bluntly.
“Then…?” The Mirror Man asked, wanting more information.
“Your right, psycho; I could just kill the pig as well. Why not? He’s already pissed me off by delaying my idea. He’s an obstacle, isn’t he?” Mark said, smiling at the new idea.
“Yeah, he is. Kill him, the granny, and the kid. Hell, you’ll make the news in a big way, stupid!” The Mirror Man shot back sternly because Mark called him a psycho.
“Stop! Stop! Stop calling me st-st-stupid! Stop it!” Mark replied, upset.
“Then freaking focus, jackass!” The Mirror Man said harshly.
“OK, focusing. Cigarettes and coffee. Another drive-by to observe. Then, wait five minutes to drive by again to make the last observation. Then, I approach the house and I’ll give my condolences. If they noticed, I drove by several times, and were to ask me why I’d say I wasn’t sure if this was the right house or not. Since it had been so long ago that I was in this neighborhood.” Mark said, reciting back the order of steps in a military tone.
“Good. Good. Maybe you’re not such a stupid idiot after all.” The Mirror Man replied to Mark as if he wanted to incite an argument.
Mark said to himself, ignoring the car’s mirrors, “Stop that. Stop thinking like you’re talking to someone and focus. Just be yourself.” Mark hollered to himself. “Just be yourself!”
“Who is yourself? Who are you? Are you really anyone or anything?” The Mirror Man whispered with a wry smile on his face, teasing Mark.
“No, no, I’m not. I’m dead already; I’m dead. The living dead. I am no one, and my life has been useless and embarrassing. My mind has been my best friend, my loyal companion. My thoughts got me through all the beatings, the insults, the touches.” Mark said depressingly.
“Yuk, dummy! What made you think that thought now? Get that out of your head this instant. Focus!” Like a drill instructor, “refocus on the task that lay ahead, asshole!”
“Don’t call me d, d, dummy either! I hate that! I really hate that!” Mark shouted, nearly in tears.
“Then stop thinking like a dummy and focus. Don’t think about all that childhood shit. Drive to the damn Seven-Eleven and buy your damn cigarettes and coffee! Then put this plan into action. Don’t think about anything. Just do it!” The Mirror Man dictated.
“Yeah, yeah. I’ll just do it. Do it now.” Mark grinned and shook his head from side to side as he drove down the road to the Seven-Eleven. 
  
 
  
  



Chapter 16
Corporal Davenport Babysits

Detective Armstrong and Rosie left to go down to the station to identify Fiona’s body shortly after telling Corporal Davenport that he needed to watch Kevin. Although he didn’t want babysitting duty, he knew that this was a necessary evil that came with the job. This was his first time dealing with something like this, and Kevin seemed like a pleasant enough kid. Corporal Davenport felt terrible that his mom had died, especially how she had died.
Little Kevin went back to drawing, and Corporal Davenport paced the tiny house, staying vigilant but primarily out of boredom. He sporadically glanced out the window, wishing he hadn’t driven the patrol car, which he was sure was drawing attention to the cozy residence. The last thing Corporal Davenport wanted was for neighbors to come by and ask questions. He knew from experience someone would if the car stood outside the house too long—human nature.
Nothing ever seemed to happen in this peaceful area of town. Not at all like the Yard where he was earlier. That place spooked him. Corporal Davenport felt like a foreigner in that neighborhood. It’s weird to be a policeman and feel extraneous. That can’t be good for your job.
A baby blue Volkswagen beetle slowly sputtered by. He jotted it in his little book with the plate number, which made Corporal Davenport chuckle because it said BUGIN. He then logged the time and a brief description of the male driver: Caucasian, with short brown hair and a red and black flannel shirt.
Five minutes later, a Toyota drove by. He jotted in his notebook the plate number and a brief description of the female driver. He didn’t stand by the window all the time, but he jotted down eight cars in all. An F150 gray pickup, a blueish Volvo XC-90, three Ford Fusions, and the Volkswagen bug made three appearances. The second was nearly eight minutes after the first, then the third almost five minutes later.
But, on the last appearance, the little bug parked across the street, almost in the neighbor’s driveway. The driver got out and waved at a woman walking a dog. She waved back. The driver looked at the patrol car with curiosity, lit a cigarette, and drank his coffee gingerly while trying to figure out why a patrol car was at old Rosie’s house. He then occupied himself by pulling weeds growing at the driveway’s edge. He tugged at a few and tossed them to the side. 
Corporal Davenport turned back to little Kevin, who hummed a soft tune to himself. Some kid’s melody that he couldn’t place. Kevin seemed at peace with the day, and Corporal Davenport felt the pain in his stomach at how this little boy would take the news about his mom. The thought made the situation real, and watching Kevin made Corporal Davenport feel ill, like he knew a secret he shouldn’t.
He wanted to catch the killer. He wanted him badly. To tear apart a family and to murder the way he did. There was no excuse for it.
“What are you drawing there, Kevin?” Corporal Davenport asked out of genuine curiosity.
Kevin never stopped his work but kept drawing at the same manic pace he worked at when Corporal Davenport asked him his question.
“It’s a picture of this man who scared me in my dream last night,” Kevin replied friendly.
Corporal Davenport looked at the picture even closer. It was a good drawing for a kid his age. Very detailed. “Wow, you can remember your dreams well to have all those details. Would you like to tell me about your dream?” Corporal Davenport asked sincerely.
“Nah, not really. It was scary, and I don’t like to think about it too much. But this man, he-he seemed real to me. I felt his touch on my head and screamed. Mom came to the room quickly, and she seemed upset as well. But she made me feel better, though. Moms are the best at that, you know?” Kevin stopped drawing and looked at Corporal Davenport. “Do you have a mom?”
Corporal Davenport wanted to tell him that everybody had a mom, but he didn’t. He had been an orphan until he was old enough to leave the orphanage. Corporal Davenport had no memory of his mom or dad. He had always been a loner.
The story he heard about his family; they were all killed in an alcohol-related accident. He was the only survivor, and they couldn’t find no known relatives to take him. He knew that was a lie. They didn’t want to raise him and remember his mom and dad.
He could read the papers now if he wanted to, or Corporal Davenport could use the police archives to search the records, but he chose not to. Why keep looking into the past when the only thing you can change or impact is now or the future? Besides, sometimes not knowing is better.
Corporal Davenport had wanted to locate his family. Go to their burial place and make peace. But why? He had nothing to make peace with; he did nothing wrong. Corporal Davenport had grown up and become a man, mading a career in the police. He lived alone. No pets. No girlfriend. No kids. No family. He had only himself to please, and he was satisfied with himself.
“Yeah, Kevin. I had a mom. She died when I was young, and-” Corporal Davenport smiled at the interruption.
“Was she pretty? My mom is pretty. She laughs a lot, and she sings a lot.” Kevin looked back at his drawing and tweaked a few areas he felt needed attention.
“Yeah, Kevin. My mom was pretty.” Corporal Davenport thought to himself, I would like to believe she was anyhow.
Kevin stopped drawing, looked back at Corporal Davenport, and said, “She would have to be. Know why? Because all moms are pretty to their kids. Did you know that?”
Corporal Davenport smiled at Kevin’s insight. “No, Kevin, I never thought about that really before. But it makes perfect sense now that you’ve said it.” He nodded his head approvingly.
He looked at Kevin’s drawing. It was really taking shape, and it genuinely amazed him at how detailed he made his drawings. He drew thick lines for parts, then thin lines for other areas. He shaded around his nose for detail. Very crafty work for a kid so young.
“Did your mom draw, Kevin?” Corporal Davenport walked back over to the window and glanced out. The blue Volkswagen was still by the driveway across the street. The driver had just taken a sip of his coffee and then what appeared to be the last drag of his cigarette. He tossed it to the curb carelessly. Corporal Davenport thought picking weeds and taking care of his driveway was strange to just toss out a cigarette carelessly.
Another car drove by, a red Chevy pickup. Corporal Davenport jotted the time and plate number in his book. Logging the information was becoming second nature for Corporal Davenport. He briefly described the teenage driver, a Caucasian with a shaved head.
Kevin answered Corporal Davenport’s question from the other room. “My mom couldn’t draw. Just like you can’t draw. She said a similar thing as you said to me. That she couldn’t draw a blank sheet of paper!” Kevin laughed what seemed to be a forced laugh.
Kevin smiled at the off joke his mom had said to him. It must have been Kevin’s first time telling her joke to someone else, and he felt proud of it.
“So, Kevin, tell me something.” Corporal Davenport asked as he walked back to the young artist.
Kevin stopped drawing and looked at the cop, who looked at him thoughtfully. Then he cracked a smile.
“Where’s the bathroom at?”
 
 
 
Chapter 17
There Came Another Knock at the Door

Mark observed that the inquisitive cop kept looking out the window. He was a snoopy little pig, thought Mark. But that was OK because it occurred to him that a tiny Volkswagen bug would be suspicious in this posh neighborhood. Also, Mark considered the dilemma of explaining how he knew so quickly of Fiona’s death. That would have been a big mistake.
“Oh, I just came by to give my condolences to you about your daughter.” Mark would have said.
Her mom would say, “Oh, how’d you know about that? The paper never mentioned her name.”
So, Mark elected to drive by, park in someone’s driveway, act like it was his own, and wave at a stranger like he knew them and observe. The snooping pig watched every car and looked at Mark for too damn long. Mark decided he needed to kill that bastard. That pig was now on Mark’s list. But, to be neighborly, Mark resolved to go up to the door and see how poor old Ms. Rosie was doing.
Mark thought of how it would play out, “Oh, I noticed a police car parked out front. Is everything alright? Should I do anything for poor Ms. Rosie? She is the staple of this here tiny community. Oh, God, if anything were to happen to that lovely angel, why, we’d all feel the loss.” Mark smiled at the idea. That will be how he would gain entrance to the house. Cop or no cop, everyone there will die painfully.
*
Kevin had just put the finishing touches on his drawing while Corporal Davenport visited the porcelain throne. Someone knocked on the front door, and Kevin ran to the door like a helpful kid. Kevin was fiddling with the lock when Corporal Davenport stepped back into the living area.
“Hold on there, buddy.” He ran to the door and glanced out the side window. It was the guy from across the street with the blue bug.
“Do you know the people who live across the street there?” Corporal Davenport pointed to the front window. He emphasized the house across the street and the blue Volkswagen parked at the curb.
Kevin nodded, suggesting that he knew them.
Then Kevin said, “But I think they’re away or something, and they don’t have a blue bumblebee, either.” Kevin pointed at the tiny blue car parked across the street.
“A what?” Corporal Davenport asked.
There came another gentle knock at the door.
Kevin repeated what he said, but louder. “They don’t have a little blue car, though. They have one of those big military trucks. It sits really high off the ground and is wide!” He showed the enormity of the vehicle with his hands.
“You mean an H3 or a Hummer?” Corporal Davenport asked.
Kevin nodded eagerly, agreeing with Corporal Davenport.
“Look out this window at the guy by the door. Tell me, do you recognize him?” Corporal Davenport moved so that Kevin could look out the window.
Kevin peeked out the window, and immediately he froze out of fear.
“Kevin, buddy, what is it?” Corporal Davenport asked, worried.
Kevin finally unglued his feet, ran to the coffee table where he had been drawing earlier, and grabbed his picture. Kevin ran back and held the image up to Corporal Davenport for him to see.
“It’s the man from my dream last night!” Kevin said, terrified.
There came another knock at the door.











Chapter 18
Ms. Rosie Sees Fiona
 
The ride to the station was quiet. Rosie didn’t speak, and to be honest, Detective Armstrong liked it that way. He assumed that most people in Rosie’s situation would welcome the silence. He was terrible at showing affection and dealing with emotions. Detective Armstrong knew Rosie was hurting. He knew this would be hard for her; hell, it would be hard for anybody.
After he parked the car, they walked side-by-side down a long corridor that took them under the main building into the basement where the morgue was located. No one spoke. The silence was welcoming for them both.
Rosie was nervous. She didn’t know what to expect. Rosie never asked how Fiona was killed, and Detective Armstrong said nothing. She figured it would be best to glance at her daughter as quickly as possible and get this over with. Rosie wanted Fiona’s memories to be of her as the other morning. Not the image of her she was about to take at a quick glance. Rosie couldn’t conceive that they needed her to identify her daughter. How sad and brutal was her death that she needed to be identified?
The corridor seemed to go on forever. Every door looked the same, except for the room numbers. There was an emergency exit every few feet, accompanied by a fire extinguisher. Other than that, the white brick walls and gray concrete floors gave off an insane asylum impression, and their footsteps echoed like they were in some sort of chamber. It was almost humorously eerie. 
Finally, the detective turned to Rosie and said softly, nearly in a whisper, “OK, we’re here. But before we go in, I want to tell you that this isn’t beautiful. We’re only going to show you her face.”
Detective Armstrong looked at Rosie with apologetic eyes. Rosie looked down. Sadness showed on her features, and her age swiftly showed. She was a much older woman than he first thought. She had aged in the last few hours, right before his eyes. Detective Armstrong pitied her and wished that the body in there wasn’t her daughter’s body. Unfortunately, he knew already it was. It was merely a protocol for a family member to identify the body in a homicide.
She gave a gentle nod of her puffy, swollen head, with tears boiling over her eyelids. She was trying to be strong, and she walked in behind the detective, avoiding the body covered in the center of the room.
A short, plump man got up from behind a computer in the corner of the room. The potbellied man pushed his glasses up on his nose, which drew attention to his shaggy eyebrows that nearly connected over the bridge of his long and skinny nose. The man was in his late fifties, but it was difficult to tell. He had white, unkempt hair that was very thin on top. He was hunch-backed and even had long white hair extruding from his ears.
His voice was nasally when he spoke, “Hi there. I’m Vincent.” He extended a hand, which Detective Armstrong reluctantly shook. Rosie merely nodded and kept her eyes glued to the floor. It seemed she thought that not looking until she had to would make everything easier.
“I’m Detective Armstrong. This is Ms. Rosie Rodriguez.” He showed Vincent his shield and credentials, which Vincent marked quickly on a clipboard. Detective Armstrong noted that Vincent’s writing wasn’t readable to anyone but himself. He wrote it off as the lifestyle of this profession. He’d much rather be on the streets any day than work in a morgue.
But despite his unkempt appearance, Vincent was purely professional and courteous when he spoke with Rosie.
“Ma’am, I’m sure the detective already explained that we will only be able to show you her face. All we need is identification. I know this is a very awkward situation for you, and honestly, my condolences go out to you.” Vincent spoke softly and in a very sympathetic tone.
There was a long pause. No one spoke for a long minute until, finally, Vincent shuffled and cleared his throat. “OK, do you need a moment, or are you ready?”
Detective Armstrong looked at Rosie, nearly weak in the knees, thinking about how this lady must be feel. “Rosie.” He whispered. “Rosie, after you identify her, if you would like some time alone, by all means, we’ll give you all the time you desire, OK?” Detective Armstrong placed a gentle hand on Rosie’s small shoulder. The touch was comforting to them both.
Rosie only nodded. Tears were already sliding down her cheeks, and the detective saw her chest rise and fall as she took in deep breaths of air.
Vincent walked over to the gurney, placed his hands on the sheet, and dragged it back to reveal Fiona’s face to her mother. Fiona’s face was injured and swollen, but Rosie saw her daughter lifeless. No parent should ever outlive their child, thought Rosie.
She looked at Detective Armstrong, and in a nearly inaudible voice, she said, “It’s my baby.” Rosie’s legs gave out, and she fell to her knees and cried loud and passionately. Detective Armstrong, simply being there, was the best way he knew how to comfort her. That’s all anyone can do in times like these. Vincent covered Fiona with the blanket and gave them the room. 
 
 





Chapter 19
Then There Was Blood

Corporal Davenport was on high alert. He looked at Kevin’s drawing and looked out the window at the man who had knocked repeatedly at the door. Although merely a kid’s drawing, there was an eerie resemblance.
Kevin's frightened composure added more legality to the scenario. “Kevin, listen.” Corporal Davenport turned to the boy and looked at him face-to-face. “Are you one-hundred percent sure this man was in your dream?”
Kevin was shaking and noticeably frightened. “I don’t think he was in my dream. I think he was in my room.” Kevin was nearly hyperventilating, and the words were practically inaudible, but Corporal Davenport heard them.
“OK.” Corporal Davenport stood up, adjusted his gun belt, and turned to the door. “Who’s there?” He asked in a stern voice.
Nothing.
Corporal Davenport looked out the window just as the guy opened the door to the Beetle parked across the street. The man got in and looked back at the house with a facial expression that Corporal Davenport couldn’t explain if he had to. Still, the stern look was terrifying and made him feel he would reluctantly see this man again.
Corporal Davenport grabbed his cell phone and dialed Detective Armstrong. The line rang and then went to voice mail. Corporal Davenport knew that he would have trouble reaching the detective. He looked around, and Kevin sat on the floor, shaking.
“Hey buddy, it’s going to be alright.” Corporal Davenport said reassuringly.
“Wh, where’s my mom? I want my mommy!” Kevin began crying uncontrollably.
“Buddy, she’s-”
The back door fiercely swung open, and without hesitation, Mark Bergstrom ran through the house; with a knife in his hand and lunged at Corporal Davenport before he had time to respond. The knife’s blade sliced quickly into Corporal Davenport’s stomach, causing him to scream painfully and loudly.
Kevin jumped up and backed up against the wall, frozen in panic as the man attacked Corporal Davenport. Mark pulled the knife out of the corporal’s gut. Blood was abruptly everywhere. Mark Bergstrom looked at Kevin and smiled as he thrust the knife into Corporal Davenport’s body again.
Mark repeatedly stabbed Corporal Davenport while looking at the little boy, who stood motionless against the wall. 
Blood was everywhere.
Mark pulled out the knife; he stared at it and smiled as blood dripped from the blade. Then Mark stabbed Corporal Davenport again. Mark stared at the terrified boy, smiling, showing his white teeth as if what was happening was only a sadistic video game. But the blood spewing everywhere proved that what was happening was factual.
Blood. Blood was everywhere.
Mark tried to yank out the knife, but it was stuck. He had to wiggle it to break it free. Mark stared at Kevin with glossy eyes. Eyes like a shark that looked at you as if you were nothing except prey. More blood. Blood had found its way to everything.
Blood seemed to creep everywhere. All Kevin saw, besides the murder of Corporal Davenport, was blood. It splattered the walls. It was seeping into areas far from where the killing was taking place.
The killer made no sound besides his breathing, which was labored from his extreme effort to kill the policeman so fiercely. Mark never grunted. Mark eventually straddled Corporal Davenport and continued stabbing him repeatedly. The maniac looked at Kevin between the stabbings with an evil grin on his face, covered in the policeman’s blood.
Mark thrust the blade into Corporal Davenport once again; this time, he left the knife in him, and he stood up and slipped in the blood as he walked over to Kevin. Mark’s arms dangled as he walked like a zombie toward Kevin.
“You don’t remember me, do you, boy?” Mark asked Kevin in an eerily calm tone. Blood was dripping off Mark’s body like rainwater dripping from an old shed.
Kevin couldn’t move. He was too scared to scream, too in shock to move. Although his bladder worked, he relieved himself when the killer attacked Corporal Davenport.
Mark couldn’t help but point at the boy’s pants. “You pissed yourself! Once, you pissed on me years ago when I was screwing your mom. You probably don’t remember that, but you did.” Mark said with his head tilted to his right shoulder. His eyes didn’t look at Kevin; they looked through him as if he wasn’t there, as if he were in deep thought.
Eventually, Mark knelt in front of Kevin with blood all over his hands, face, and clothes. Kevin could smell the blood. Mark reached over to touch Kevin’s face. “Don’t be scared, little boy. I have something special for you.” He smiled as blood dripped from his face.
Mark looked beside Kevin and saw a picture that caught his attention. “Huh, is that supposed to be me?” He asked, truly curious.
Mark stood up with the picture and noticed his hands were bleeding. He looked at Kevin, who still hadn’t moved. Mark knelt down again and said, "Blood is very slippery, and I must've cut myself during all that stabbing. Hahaha! Not as bad as I cut that cop, huh?” Mark set the picture aside and looked at his severely cut palms. “Adrenalin, wow! What a son-of-a-bitch!” He snickered and shook his hands gently.
Mark picked up the drawing Kevin drew of him. He glanced at it, then crumbled up the picture and tossed it aside. “So, you drew me. You’re a decent artist, little boy. How old are you, anyhow? Five, six years old?” Mark still knelt in front of Kevin.
Kevin stood shaking against the wall. He was frozen in place and couldn’t use his voice.
“Answer me, boy!” Mark roared. “Answer me!” Mark’s face turned so red he scared Kevin even more. He stood up, punched the wall beside Kevin’s head, and broke the sheetrock. Kevin began sniffling.  
“Screw it, kid. I had something big and special planned for you, but screw it. You don’t want to talk to me. You pissed on me when you were a baby. Now you’re an ungrateful freaking brat!” Mark reared back and punched the wall on the other side of Kevin’s head. Kevin dropped to his knees, covered his eyes with his hands, and screamed.
When Kevin quit screaming, he saw Mark walking over to Corporal Davenport’s mutilated and lifeless body, still exuding blood. Mark Bergstrom slipped as he walked through the blood but caught himself. He turned to look at Kevin, who had stood back up and watched him.
“I guess you fear me, huh?” Mark looked at Corporal Davenport, then back at Kevin. “Yeah, I guess I’d fear me too if I were you.”
He reached down, grabbed the knife, and yanked it out of the body. There was a sucking sound as he pulled it out.
“Hahaha, you hear that, Kevin? Do you hear that? That’s the sound of a lung deflating. Hahaha! You don’t experience that every day, little boy. No, you don’t.” Mark was laughing and smiling.
Kevin slowly inched his body along the wall to get closer to the back door used by the killer to enter the house. Kevin debated whether it was possible to outrun this evil intruder? Kevin kept asking himself, should he run or stay? Kevin knew this man was wicked but was it possible to outrun the intruder? Mark was standing in a pool of blood and had slipped in it several times. Kevin weighed the options over and over in his head.
"Whoops!" Mark slipped again in the mess of blood.
Kevin took off and ran out the back door as fast as possible.
 
Chapter 20
An Abrupt U-Turn

Kevin sprinted across the tiny backyard to the sidewalk; he turned down the sidewalk, staying full sprint. He could hear the killer screaming, “Run, Kevin! Never stop because I’m going to kill you like I did your mom and this cop! Run, boy! Run forever! Hahaha!”
Kevin’s body was purely reacting; he wasn’t thinking. He wasn’t concerned about anything other than getting out of the house and away from that evil man. Kevin felt he needed to run from the blood, run from the smell of the blood, and he wanted to run from the evil that was now in his grandma’s house.
Kevin darted across the street and onto the other sidewalk. He was still lunging at full throttle as he ran past the stop sign at the end of his grandma’s road. Kevin had never been this far from his grandma’s house alone before. Kevin turned right at the stop sign and raced up the sidewalk that followed the road toward town.
Nearly six minutes after sensibly leaving the house, Kevin was almost a mile away from the killer and his grandma’s home. He finally realized he was exhausted and slowed to a stroll and, ultimately, a stop. Kevin put his hands on his knees and slowed his breathing. He could hear his heartbeat hammering inside his chest. Sweat was thick on his forehead, and he wiped it with his sleeve.
Several vehicles drove past him, and none slowed to check on him. At first, Kevin wondered why no one would check on him; couldn’t they see he was a frightened young kid? Then Kevin had another thought. What if that man was driving around looking for him? He looked up the street, then down the road. Nothing seemed unusual, and he had nowhere to go from here. He was exposed, for now.
Kevin kept hearing the killer shouting, “run forever!” It resonated in his head.
“Run forever!”
Kevin took a deep breath and continued jogging away from his grandma’s home toward town. He wasn’t running as fast as he initially ran, but Kevin’s pace was still quick and at a tempo, he could maintain. Kevin ran across every intersection, never looking for traffic. Kevin was in a state of shock and paranoia. He just ran. Kevin jogged with his only worry about putting as much distance between him and his grandma’s house as possible. Kevin’s only thought was to run away and keep running until he ran to safety.
An old pickup truck slowly drove past Kevin as he ran. A passenger leaned out the window and shouted in a distressed high-pitched voice, “run, little Forrest! Run!” Kevin heard the teenagers giggling as the truck quickly sped up and left him.
Keep running.
Run forever!
Kevin started saying this to himself as he grew tired. He wanted to stop running; Kevin wanted to sit down and relax. Kevin began thinking about everything that had happened in the last few minutes of his life. He thought about the sounds, the smell, and how the man reacted. Kevin could see blood everywhere. The eyes of that man looked wholly evil, and strangely, his voice was soothing even as he savagely killed the policeman.
Keep running.
Kevin slowed to a pace that was scarcely walking. He had nothing more left in his tank. Kevin saw a bus stop up ahead, which was his new goal. “I have to make it to that bus stop,” Kevin told himself, “only one foot in front of the other, and I’ll get there.”
Keep moving.
One foot in front of the other.
The traffic was denser in this area than in his grandma’s neighborhood. Kevin had never been here by himself before. He was scared but not as horrified as he was around that man who killed the cop. So, by those terms, Kevin figured he was safer here than back at his grandma’s. Kevin was piecing bits together and making rational decisions.
Kevin finally reached the bus stop and sat on the bench. He looked around for someone to confide in, but oddly, there wasn’t a soul around for him to seek help. It was nice to sit down after that long sprint.
Kevin started thinking about the events. Why had the cops come by in the first place? And why did grandma need to leave, and the cop needed to stay behind? Why did that man run into the house through the backdoor and attack the cop? How did he know me? Kevin wondered about all this, and then he remembered the shouts. He would kill Kevin as he did his mom and the cop.
Kevin sobbed at the thought of his mom not being alive. He stood up and turned in a circle, confused about what he wanted to do. Kevin sat down and pulled on his hair. He sobbed loudly. Could his mom be dead? Did that man hurt her, or was he lying?
Kevin shouted, “Mom!” Then Kevin stood up. He savagely hit the plexiglass sides of the bus stop and then sat down again, panting and out of breath. He couldn’t control his emotions. “Mom. Mom. Mom?” Kevin repeated, scared and confused. That man was lying. He said that because he’s evil and he was a liar. That’s what wicked people do: lie, deceive, and hurt others.
Kevin looked at the gray morning sky and whispered, “Mom, are you dead?” Kevin stared and waited patiently as a tear rushed down his cheek, and the dull pain ached deep in his belly, making him aware that his mom was gone. Kevin closed his eyes and asked, “Mom?”
Kevin stood up again. This time, he was wailing loudly and had fallen to his knees. He covered the back of his head and screamed. The shouting somehow helped. It strangely made him feel better, and he thought the outcry also made him feel safe. Except, while he shouted, Kevin never heard the car that passed, and a few feet away, that car made an abrupt U-turn and stopped in front of the bus stop. 
 












Chapter 21
Burn Baby, Burn
 
“I wish-” Detective Armstrong tried to make small talk but realized there was no need to try. Rosie didn’t feel like small talk, and neither did he. Instead, he pulled out a toothpick, and after unwrapping it, he started gnawing on it. Detective Armstrong gave up trying to talk to Rosie because there was no way to comfort her in times like these. Although he wished to be there for her, he knew the best option would be to give her some space. He said to himself that he’d do almost anything to make her not hurt at the loss of her daughter.
Rosie didn’t even notice the detective’s attempts at talking or his tick of chewing on toothpicks. The sharp-minded lady was still taking in that she had just identified her daughter. Her baby girl was now only a memory. A face in a picture. Kevin had only his grandma, an old lady, to raise him. His dad couldn’t take care of him; he hadn’t yet. Rosie wondered if he’d find the courage and take care of his responsibilities after this tragedy.
Rosie hadn’t asked how Fiona died. She wanted to know but felt she needed to take in that she was gone first. Apparently, she was killed, but she was terrified to hear the details. The detective said he would tell her everything whenever she was ready. She appreciated his courtesies and the professionalism that Detective Armstrong extended to her during this time.
The unmarked police car was leaving the city and heading toward Rosie’s house when the radio lit up with calls for the fire department and all available units to respond. Detective Armstrong listened intently to the radio.
Rosie heard the radio chatter and listened to the call as well. She noticed the detective’s face and asked, “What is it?”
“Rosie,” Detective Armstrong looked at her, astonished. “I think the call is for your house.” The unmarked police cruiser quickly sped up.
Detective Armstrong turned on the siren and responded that he was nearby and en route. It took only a few minutes before they were near the neighborhood, and they could see thick smoke billowing in the distance. Detective Armstrong looked at Rosie, and he silently prayed to let it be another house, not hers.
They sharply turned onto the street Rosie had lived on for twenty-plus years. They saw people standing opposite the road from her home as they approached her house. They watched the house burn as flames engulfed it like a starving animal that had found food.
It was horrifying for Rosie and Detective Armstrong to witness the catastrophic damage that had already occurred to Rosie’s home. Thick black smoke rose from the house, making the area resemble midnight and no longer late morning. Flames danced elegantly on the side of the house, and the fire on the roof was voracious. Rosie’s residence made heinous sounds that only a raging fire could produce.
Unconcerned about her home, Rosie started shouting, “Where’s Kevin? Kevin? Where is he?” Rosie nearly jumped out of the car before Detective Armstrong could stop it safely.
Rosie was out of the car, walking past the crowd, shouting, “Kevin! Kevin!” She looked at the onlookers. “Have you seen a little boy?” They just watched the flames as if they were hypnotized and barely shook their head no. Others were too busy taking pictures or filming the burning home as they watched it slowly fade into ashes.
“Kevin! Kevin!” Rosie shouted as she looked for Detective Armstrong, who was already backing the crowd away from the house. The detective asked everybody he saw if they saw Kevin or Corporal Davenport. In the distance, sirens screamed over the blaze of the burning home, and they were getting louder as they signaled their imminent appearance. The fire chief sped onto the scene and immediately began taking control of the situation.
“Everyone, you need to back away from this area; the fire engine will be here shortly. Find a safe distance, as far away as possible.” The fire chief commanded.
The fire chief was just south of six-foot-tall, with a bald scalp and hair over his ears and on the back of his head. He wore thick black glasses and sported an enormous belly. His voice resonated with authority. It was deep and loud, and the crowd responded unhesitatingly.
“Thank you. Thank you.” The fire chief held his hands up to the onlookers, appreciating their response to him. He looked over and saw Detective Armstrong standing by Rosie, and he walked over.
“Detective, I guess you beat me to the scene.” He said, almost out of breath.
“Marvin, this is Rosie.” Detective Armstrong wasn’t introducing them out of courtesy. Marvin knew this, so he nodded at Rosie, and Detective Armstrong continued. “Her grandson, Kevin, and one of our patrolmen, Corporal Alex Davenport, were last known to be at this address.” The detective pointed at the house that was engulfed in flames.
The detective continued, “I’ve tried calling him, radioing him. He’s not responsive. I’ve got all the patrols looking for him and Kevin, a seven-year-old.” Detective Armstrong looked at his feet, and a sad look overcame him.
Rosie fumbled in her handbag and quickly found a photograph. “Th, this is my Kevin.” She shakily held up a picture for Marvin to see. Rosie was on edge, and her shaking body and voice told Marvin and Detective Armstrong that she was about done. Rosie had endured more in a day than most do in a lifetime. Marvin looked at the photo closely, but Rosie took his hand and put the image in it. “You, you keep that one. That is a recent picture of Kevin.” Rosie looked to be in awful shape.
“OK, thank you, Rosie. I will make sure he’s not in the house. Why don’t you knock on your neighbor’s doors and see if he went there, you know, for safety? I will guide my crew here to save what we can of your home.” He tucked the picture in his pocket and motioned to Detective Armstrong for a side conversation.
“Detective, look, maybe this isn’t anything but-” Marvin looked up and down the street, then stared at the detective. “You said you had a patrolman in that house.” He pointed to Rosie’s house, still blazing. “One of the first things I do is look at the street to ensure no cars are blocking the fire hydrants. Or to ensure the fire engine can access the building it needs to be at.” Marvin looked down the street, lined with spectators filming Rosie’s burning house. He looked at Detective Armstrong, and with a look of trepidation, he concluded, “Detective, there’s no patrol car on this street. Either he’s gone, or someone took it!” 
 
 
 




Chapter 22
Stand by Me

Kevin was still on his knees from the panic attack when he looked up and saw a patrol car parked beside the bus stop. A fire truck’s siren wailed off in the distance as the patrol car’s engine idled gently. 
The bus stop was rectangular, made chiefly from plexiglass. The front area, facing the road, was the only section without plexiglass. A wooden bench ran across the back section of the bus stop. Kevin looked at the idling patrol car. As he stood up, he noticed that the driver’s side door was not fully closed. Kevin looked troubled because he saw no one leave the police car. Kevin wondered to himself, where was-.
“There you go, you little freaking turd!” An angry voice that Kevin hoped to never hear again exclaimed.
Kevin’s arms were swiftly pulled behind his back like the attacker knew Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu. The force and unusual extension hurt Kevin so severely that he immediately cried out from the pain. Tears instantly raced down his cheeks. “You know, you really are making this difficult,” Mark said as he guided Kevin to the patrol car. Kevin tried to resist, but it was useless; the odd position of his arms and Mark’s strength simply overpowered Kevin’s attempts to escape.
Once Mark sat Kevin in the backseat, he used Ty-wraps he found in the police cruiser to hold Kevin’s hands together behind his back.
Mark Bergstrom walked carelessly around the car, got in, and drove off casually. All the while, Kevin was screaming and wailing. He twisted and turned, but the Ty-wraps felt like they were cutting deep into his skin. Kevin kicked fiercely at the passenger seat.
“Hahaha! Yeah, little boy, there you go.” Mark seemed to relish in Kevin’s attempts to get loose. “Relieve yourself of that frustration, little man. Hahaha!” He looked over his shoulder at Corporal Davenport’s blood splattered all over his face. The blood was in his hair, all over his clothes. He looked at Kevin with a blood-chilling smile, then Mark advised Kevin, “You only have a short time to do and say whatever you want because you will be but a memory shortly.” Mark turned back and watched where he was driving but continued talking, “So scream! Make your last sounds. The sounds will travel on forever, for eternity, and maybe, little kid, some distant planet will hear your screams. Hahaha! I know they will excite me.” Mark grabbed his crotch and felt his erection, and he grunted softly.
Kevin’s kidnapper turned around a few minutes later and looked at Kevin, except he wasn’t laughing or talking this time. Mark was stern, and his gaze was cold as ice. Mark’s lower jaw quivered, and his facial expression was pure hatred. Kevin’s fear of the man silenced his outbursts. Mark’s eyes terrified him. Kevin avoided eye contact; instead, he focused on his kidnapper’s blood-drenched clothes. Mark turned back to driving without uttering a single word.
Several long and quiet minutes passed before Mark finally asked, “So, little Kevin, what would you like the last song you’ll ever hear to be? Hahaha! Baby Shark? Do you still like those baby songs, little Kevin? Do you listen to nursery rhymes, hmm, little Kevin?” Mark drummed offbeat on the steering wheel.
Kevin didn’t speak; he no longer cried, kicked, or fidgeted. Kevin was silent. He refused to answer the man’s questions, and instead, Kevin looked out the window, wondering where he was being taken.
Suddenly, as if out of boredom, Mark started driving erratically. The car turned frequently, accelerated quickly, and braked harshly. Mark’s aggressive driving style caused Kevin to fall over to the other side of the back seat. Mark laughed as Kevin struggled to sit upright with his hands Ty-wrapped behind his back. Kevin was almost upright; Mark swerved again, causing Kevin to fall over or hit his head against the window.
Mark watched as Kevin fought against gravity. The boy’s struggle pleased Mark, and he couldn’t help bragging sarcastically, saying, “I know. I’m one of the best drivers ever, aren’t I, little Kevin?” Mark’s voice was calm and patient. “I hope this last ride you’ll ever take will be to your liking. Hahaha!” Mark looked at Kevin as he made a sharp and accelerated turn. He laughed out loud as Kevin fell out of the view of the mirror and onto the floor. Kevin struggled back to the back seat, grunting and in tears. But Kevin didn’t cry out loud or say a word. Finally, Mark turned on the radio to an oldie song, Stand by Me, which he sang along to out of tune.
After singing for a good part of the song, Mark stopped singing and said eagerly to Kevin, “Kevin, Kevin, here’s the best part! Listen.” He paused and then sang along to the part he wanted Kevin to hear. “Whenever you’re in trouble, want you-.” Mark turned off the radio aggressively, “See, Kevin! This is your slut of a mom’s fault that you’re going to experience all that you are about to experience.” Mark’s voice went from calm to furious. His words were stentorious and strident. Mark was hitting the steering wheel with enough force that his injured hands bled out and splattered the car’s interior, but he didn’t even notice.
The car came to a quick stop. Kevin looked around and saw nothing, only fields on each side of the road. Mark sat quietly for a few moments. Kevin turned and looked out the back window. It was a long and winding road leading back to the city, back to his mom, and back to his grandma.
“Somewhere,” Mark said, but then he started laughing as he tried to sing, Somewhere over the Rainbow. The blood-covered killer sang out of tune. He turned around and faced Kevin. Mark brandished his knife that had already stolen two souls. “Kevin, I’m in a rather joyous mood currently, and I suggest you try to take particular advantage of this mood. With that being said, would you like to be buried on the left or right side of this road? You get to choose. Hahaha!” Mark turned around and sat peacefully facing forward in the stolen police car.
There was a long silence that the killer broke by humming, Somewhere over the Rainbow. After repeating one part several times, he turned back to Kevin. “So, I will require you to decide rather quickly, Kevin, because I have procured this vehicle, mmm, illegally.” Mark eerily smiled and put the palms of his hands up, his right hand still holding the knife. Kevin noticed the injuries on his hands and how they continued to bleed.
Mark unbuckled his seat belt and left the car running. He stretched out, rotated his neck, and arched his back. Mark walked slowly and casually around the police car, dragging his knife’s blade against the cruiser, creating a sound that resembled dragging fingernails on a chalkboard. When he opened Kevin’s door, Mark grimaced, then looked at his injured hands.
Mark noticed that Kevin saw him look at his hands, and he said to Kevin, “If you’re gonna be a killer, you’re gonna get cut! Hahaha!.” Mark looked at his hands, shook them, and said, “That freaking hurts, though, Kevin. Hahaha!” He held up his injured palms for Kevin to see. The cuts were deep and severe.
Kevin slid to the other side of the car when Mark reached for him. Kevin was screaming, “No, no, no! Go away! Go away!” Kevin cried in a loud and high-pitched tone.
Mark left the rear passenger door open and walked around the car. Once again, he dragged the blade of his knife against the vehicle. Kevin could hear the knife slide against the police cruiser. Mark was at the backdoor on the driver’s side as he watched Kevin slide to the other side, where the door was open.
As planned, Kevin scooted back over and hopped out of the car. Mark jumped up on the vehicle quickly, took one step on the roof that buckled and popped from his weight, and then lunged effortlessly over and onto Kevin.
There was a soul-crushing crunch and a loud pop. Kevin was immediately unconscious from Mark, landing on his left shin, which snapped from Mark’s weight. Mark looked down, disappointingly, at the bone sticking out from Kevin’s shin. Mark stood up, bent over at the sight of the injury, and touched the bone, rubbing his knife on the protruding fragment. “Damn! Hahaha!”
Mark looked at Kevin; he looked at the knife he still held in his hand and thrust the blade deep into Kevin’s lower stomach. “What a waste of a good time. Damn!” Mark pulled the knife out of Kevin’s stomach and scraped the bone a few times with his bloody knife. Mark seemed to like the sound of the blade on the bone as he smiled disappointingly at the young boy who lay on the dirt.
Mark struggled to drag Kevin into the field, away from the roadway. He could see the blood that Kevin’s wounds seeped as he walked back to the car. The little kid sure bled a lot, Mark thought as he looked at the trail of blood.
When Mark returned to the stolen police car, he rummaged through the trunk until he found a few items that intrigued him. 
 
 






Chapter 23
Journal Entry
 
I gotta control myself. I need to relax and calm down. I don’t want to get caught because I’m getting out of control. This is so freaking much fun! Yet, I’m so proud of what I’ve done! I’ve taken the lives of people I planned to kill, and I have followed through with precision and skill by being dedicated and with a lot of hard work. Damn, I love this!
The cop was the best one so far. Yes, yes, yes. There will be more. I hope so, anyhow. I want all my killings to be as fun as the cop. Hahaha! When I pulled out the blade and heard his lung deflate, oh my, my! It aroused me. I did; I got erect from that; why, who wouldn’t? I almost masturbated on the scene! Is it weird that I get sexually aroused when I kill? Do I care? Hahaha! No, I don’t care! I love what I do. 
It’s commendable to enjoy your work. Speaking of work, damn, I gotta do that too. I need to bandage up my hands, and how do I explain… or do I need to call in sick because of a medical injury? I can be so clumsy sometimes. Hahaha!
Burning down a house, yeah, that was my first. Thank you, thank you. I hope I did it well. Even though I wanted to watch it burn, I’ll have to catch the news to see my handy work. I wasn’t left with any options, really. I cut my hands pretty severely and bled all over the place. There was so much blood. They would undoubtedly discover who I am from DNA and whatever else those pigs used to track down hardworking killers like myself if I didn’t burn down the place. But the blood, the amount of blood from that pig! Like, really, so much blood! Hahaha! 
Let’s ask Google. 
Hmm.
Hmm.
1.2 to 1.5 gallons of blood in an adult. God, that looked like so much more. His blood went everywhere; he must’ve spilled all 1.5 gallons of his blood in that house. Hahaha! I stabbed him a few dozen times. See, see! I’m erect again! This is a turn-on for me; I can’t wait for my next victim. Who will that lucky person be?
Let me see my list. 
People I will kill.
1) Fiona, ex-girlfriend, who’s a whore.
2) Kevin, my ex-girlfriend’s son, pissed on my lap.
3) Rosie, my ex-girlfriend’s mother, never gave me a chance.
4) Boyfriend to Fiona if she has one.
5) Carrie, Fiona’s friend, just never liked me.
6) Spencer, the guy at work, talks about me behind my back.
7) Deidre, my mom. 
8) Me because I can’t stand the internal battles that rage inside me.
You know what’s sad? The best kill so far wasn’t even on my list. Isn’t that sad? He was special to me, dear to my heart, and I don’t even know his name. Maybe they’ll mention him in the news. I could ceremoniously write his name in my journal. Hahaha! Good idea, names of those I killed as I accomplish my list. I’m sure there will be others I need to kill to complete my work who aren’t on my list. 
Anyhow, I need to focus. I got to get back into the right train of thought. And with that, I think Fiona’s mom should be next. Why? She’s the last remaining member of her family. The old bitch! She’s a hag!
She gave birth to the slut’s daughter, so she’s gotta be a slut mother! I want her to die slowly and painfully. Her freaking whore of a childhood got her pregnant, and that offspring has freaking wrecked my life. It all stems from her! The bitch mother of a whore!
Oh God, the pain I want to cause her to feel! I have so many thoughts in my head, and I can’t focus on just one. I want to slowly peel her skin off her body and hear her scream long and loudly. Damn, these thoughts get me so hard! Maybe I need to concentrate.
Concentrate!
I am concentrating on killing the bitch mother who gave birth to a whore!
Focus. Focus!
On what? What do I need to focus on? What can distract me and calm me down?
Have a cigarette.
Yeah, yeah, a cigarette and look out the window. I like to smoke. Smoking relaxes me and calms me down. It’s nice to see ordinary people walking around. So many strangers that could be... hahaha, like me! Yeah, now I can think. Thanks.
You know, I’m still gonna kill her mother, right? She will die slowly, and she will die painfully. It won’t be pretty to anyone but me. Hahaha!
I know you know this. I’m just saying Fiona’s mother, Rosie, will die. 
How?
Well, let’s just say, slowly and painfully. Slow and painfully. Hahaha! 
 
 
 




Chapter 24
Memory Lane
 
Detective Davenport’s car was eventually located just up the street from Rosie’s house, which was destroyed by the arson fire. Upon initial inspection, the department knew it had been stolen. Large quantities of blood were in the car, mainly around the driver’s area.
The department used the GPS tracker to show all the locations the vehicle had traveled to and from. But the best part was that Detective Armstrong could go to the last known site of a significant stop and inspect the area from the GPS data. They used this information to rescue Kevin, who was now in critical condition at the hospital.
The young boy had an open fracture and a knife wound to the stomach. Plus, he lost a lot of blood. Sadly, Kevin was found buried with his nose barely exposed. He would have died if the department hadn’t located him. His wounded leg was already becoming infected, and the wound to his stomach had caused internal bleeding.
Rosie sat in the hospital room, staring at the young boy. She shook her head in disgust. “Why?” She asked, never expecting an answer to her question.
Detective Armstrong sat beside her, reached over, and put his arm around Rosie; it felt natural and sincere. Rosie reached up and held his hand; the detective’s presence comforted her. “Rosie, I can’t explain people. They’re vile and empathetic creatures. This young boy, he was pure.” The detective took out his toothpick to articulate better. “There is no reason for this, none. I promise-”
Rosie let go of his hand; she turned around and looked at the detective. She looked sternly into his eyes. “Don’t.” She held up a finger to his face. Even sitting down, the detective was much larger than Rosie, but she held his gaze as if she were taller than him. “Detective, don’t you dare make me a promise you can’t keep? Don’t.” Rosie said firmly.
He removed his arm from around her. It was awkward when she turned around. “But Rosie, I swear I will-” Detective Armstrong tried to explain.
“Don’t. Don’t be an asshole now. You’ve done everything perfectly. Don’t pretend to find the man who did this.” She waved her arm around. The detective hurt inside. He wanted to promise her revenge for this mess, but he knew they would tie his hands in the legal formalities. He knew she was right. They were only empty promises to comfort him more than her.
“I want-” The detective once again tried to explain himself.
“And I want you to find this despicable man who did this, but don’t do it with the burden of making me a promise. Just do it. Just go out there and do it. Find the son-of-a-bitch that killed my daughter and tried to kill my grandson. Find him!” Rosie stood up and looked at the detective. She took in his combed-back graying hair, keen eyes, and posture.
Rosie shoved the detective on his shoulder, and she turned around and sat back in her chair without a word. The detective didn’t know what to say. At first, Rosie’s gesture hurt his pride, maybe his feelings, or both. But it bothered him.
The detective wanted a cigarette so badly right now. He felt he was a better detective and more concentrated when he smoked. Still, he promised himself and his family that he would quit smoking forever. He’d be an asshole if he ever smoked again.
Ten years ago, Detective Armstrong, or, back then, Corporal Martin Armstrong back then, was on a routine patrol. Like most cops, he smoked a lot. The job’s stress was a gateway to becoming a smoker. The young cop was driving, and his partner, Morgan Williams, was in the passenger seat. They were hazing each other and cutting up, as most young cops do. Eventually, the rookie cop reached for his cigarettes, and his lighter fell to the floor by his feet. For a few brief seconds, he felt around for the lighter. He looked up at the road, then reached for it again; he felt the lighter’s plastic body against his fingertips when his partner screamed.
Corporal Martin Armstrong opened his eyes.
Smoke and hissing noises filled his initial senses. His partner, Morgan, lay on the seat, his head twisted unnaturally. He tried to speak, but no noise exited his mouth. He tried so hard. But he couldn’t yell, scream, or speak at all.
Corporal Armstrong’s eyes fell shut.
The young police officer heard a voice. “Wake up. Can you open your eyes for me?”
Corporal Armstrong weakly opened his eyes. He saw a pretty young nurse, bubbly with life. His first thought was this was a joke of some sort. But the young nurse took her job seriously. Without hesitation, she got his vitals, logged them, and was about to leave.
“Where, where am I? What happened?” Corporal Armstrong’s throat was sore.
“You don’t know?” The young nurse said in nearly a whisper. “Really?” The nurse looked perplexed yet strangely curious.
Corporal Armstrong shook his head weakly. No.
The pretty nurse said in her whispered voice as she looked at the detective with a childlike curiosity.
“You were in a terrible car accident.” She sauntered toward the detective, who lay vulnerable in the hospital bed. “A head-on collision, they said. You’re lucky to be alive, sir.” She whispered softly, as if her voice may hurt him.
A couple of policemen and a doctor walked into the room. The nurse looked at them, put her head down, and left without saying another word.
“Armstrong, how are you doing, buddy?” The older policeman asked in a scruffy voice from years of smoking.
“Sir, I’m not sure. I just heard I was in a wreck, but I recall little of it.” Corporal Armstrong tried to sit in the bed, but he was unsuccessful. 
The scruffy voice policeman said, “It’s the knock you received. Seems you got tossed under the steering wheel somehow. You were lucky but took a nasty hit on the head.” He walked into the room and closer to the hospital bed that corporal Armstrong lay in.
The other men with the older policeman just nodded in agreement.
Corporal Armstrong tried to sit up again and asked, “How about Morgan?”
“Morgan? He wasn’t as lucky. Paramedics found him dead on the scene. I, I’m sorry, pal.” The scruffy-voiced cop hung his head down. “God, this is tough.” He looked up at Corporal Armstrong. The old cop’s eyes looked like they were going to cry. His mouth quivered.
Corporal Armstrong could see he needed to tell him more, and he was struggling or stalling. Maybe a bit of both, but Corporal Armstrong hated the long pause and asked, “Go on. What else, sir?”
The old cop shook his head, looking back at the support team he had with him. He looked at Corporal Armstrong, and he couldn’t find his voice. He tried to speak, but he couldn’t.
“Well!” Armstrong nearly shouted. “What?”
Finally, the scruffy voice cop said, “The other car. The family, they, they didn’t make it. None of them. And Armstrong. Listen. It, it, it was your family.”
That was ten years ago. Detective Martin Armstrong never touched another cigarette, intending to smoke it. He did, however, pick up a nasty toothpick-chewing fetish, as the guys in the office would call it.
After the funeral of his wife Julia, his seven-year-old son Tyler, and his four-year-old daughter Taylor, Detective Armstrong sold everything. He sold the house, the cars, and everything except memorabilia that could be put away. Armstrong only kept specialty items from his kids and wife. But to move on, he moved into a small claustrophobic apartment with no sentimental value. He wouldn’t have to look at a room and have memories.
“Detective? Detective, are you awake?” Rosie asked as she tugged on his arm.
The detective looked at her. “I, I’m sorry, Rosie. It’s just, I just had a moment of, I was just thinking about something that helps me focus.” Detective Armstrong reinserted his toothpick. “Rosie, I’ll try to check on you soon. Besides myself and my staff, only the doctors and nurses are allowed into this room. I posted two policemen outside, with their only job being to watch this room.” Detective Armstrong got up, walked to the window facing the hall, and closed the curtains.
Rosie watched the detective; silently, she was grateful for his presence. “I know, I know. We should be safe here. I’m not worried about myself. Just let us keep Kevin safe. He’s all I got left now.” The machine’s humming and beeping became noticeable to Rosie suddenly.
The detective knew the feeling of losing everything you had to love. His eyes told Rosie this also, and with no parting words, Detective Armstrong left Rosie sitting with a battered Kevin. The detective hoped that clues from the stolen patrol car would help the investigation and anything they may get from the house fire. 
 
 
 






Chapter 25
See You on the Next Floor
 
Rosie couldn’t stay all night with Kevin. She had to observe the visiting hours. Rosie debated staying in the waiting room and catching a nap until morning, but there were many things to do. Rosie felt stressed and knew she needed to keep busy and not think about everything.    
Her daughter was murdered, they had burnt her house down, and her grandson had an attempt made on his life. Kevin was in a medically induced coma! What was going on? Why was all this happening?
Rosie had an extra key to Fiona’s apartment and would stay there until everything got sorted out. She really hoped this would all be resolved soon. Rosie felt they had robbed her and Kevin of being allowed to mourn for Fiona. Now she had to worry about a guy wanting to kill Kevin too! Was her life in danger as well?
Rosie left the hospital and found a cab conveniently waiting by the curb. She opened the back door and sat in the vinyl seat, which made a stretching sound as she got comfortable. She then sat her purse on her lap.
“Where to, grandma?” The driver said with a slight smile and a thick accent. If Rosie could see his face, she would see he was trying to be funny because he was nervous and new at his job. But the timid driver delivered his remarks all wrong and to the wrong person at the most inappropriate time.
Rosie tilted her head at the comment and responded in a high-pitched, matter-of-fact voice that told the driver she was offended. “That’s rather rude, isn’t it?” After everything she had been through today, she wasn’t about to let such a remark go unchallenged.
The driver turned to look at Rosie apologetically. “Ma’am, I meant no disrespect. Please, accept my apology. This ride, I will give you this for free. Just tell me where to drive. I’m terribly sorry.” The driver begged Rosie sincerely.
The accent bewildered Rosie. She couldn’t place it and gave the driver the address of Fiona’s apartment. Rosie then sat back and thought about the awful day she’s had. Rosie didn’t look out the window; she just closed her eyes and thought about Fiona and Kevin. She loved being a grandma. It was such an honor. To think, she raised a daughter that gave her a grandchild. She could see her family grow and expand. Rosie got to witness her daughter as a parent.
Rosie never thought that her baby girl would be murdered. Why?
Rosie wiped away a tear, but more kept following the ones she wiped away. She continually dabbed at her eyes, fighting a losing battle, and finally, she surrendered. Rosie allowed herself to cry silently. She dug inside her bag for another napkin. As she looked, a hand reached over the seat; Rosie looked up and saw the driver was handing her a napkin.
“Thanks,” Rosie said to the driver.
“No problem.” The driver said with a thick accent as he looked straight ahead. “You gonna be, OK?” He asked Rosie wholeheartedly.
Rosie dabbed at the corners of her eyes. “It’s been a lifetime in one day.” Rosie shook her head and put her chin on her chest.
“Wow!” acknowledged the driver. “From the looks of you, with no disrespect, ma’am, it appears it wasn’t a glorious life for you today.” He glanced over his shoulder at Rosie, who sat behind the passenger seat.
Rosie grinned slightly. He was trying. His accent made her believe he was possibly from Armenia or someplace near Ukraine. She really didn’t care and decided not to even ask. She appreciated the gesture and his attempt to make conversation.
“No, it’s been terrible.” She wrapped her arms around her purse. She unknowingly made herself look frail and small. The cab driver noticed.
“You want to tell me about it, or would you like to be left alone?” He glanced at Rosie from the rear-view mirror.
Rosie debated telling him. Just telling someone might ease the pain. Then she thought about walking into Fiona’s apartment. Seeing her life, all that she left behind. They stole Fiona from her. Worse still, they stole Fiona from Kevin. Rosie clenched her jaw at these thoughts, and her fist stayed clenched.
“I’ll just leave you alone.” The cab driver focused on his route and sporadically watched Rosie from the rear-view mirror.
Rosie dreaded walking into Fiona’s apartment. What was she thinking? How could she stay there? Rosie knew she wouldn’t even sleep! She’d stay awake, thinking about her baby girl, remembering childbirth, remembering when Fiona learned to walk. She’d remember vacations and holidays. Rosie wanted to remember those moments with Fiona and make more memories with her daughter. Unfortunately, Rosie would only have the memories she had now. There would never be brand-new memories with Fiona. She would have no future memories with Fiona because someone murdered her baby girl.
“Here you are, ma’am.” The driver slowed the car to a stop, bringing Rosie back from her deep thoughts.
Rosie looked up and around. The nighttime made the area look so dark and like a distant land. The headlights looked like tunnels in front of the car. Everything seemed to be strange just now to Rosie. She wished Detective Armstrong had come with her. She felt frightened.
She was on heightened alert for some strange reason. Rosie noticed parked cars on the side of the street and the lights in the apartment windows. She watched as the stoplight changed from red to green. Why was she noticing all this? This wasn’t like Rosie.
Rosie opened the door, clutched her purse, and stepped out of the cab with a grunt that made her feel old. She looked around her as if she were lost. 
The cab driver rolled down the passenger side window and hollered friendly, “Ma’am, is everything OK?”
Rosie walked to the window. “Yes, yes. It’s just….” How would she ever explain to this man how frightened she felt?
“Ma’am, you look terrified. I know that look because I was a soldier in Kosovo. I’ve seen many men with that expression you have just now.” He started unbuckling his seat belt.
 Rosie looked through the window and said, “I’m certainly not a soldier, but yes, I am scared. M, m, my daughter is dead, and my grandson… someone also tried to kill him. I’m….” 
 The driver turned off the car and got out. He was tall, muscular, and in extraordinary shape. Not at all what Rosie thought the man would look like. He took only a few steps, and he was standing by Rosie.
“I will walk you to your apartment if you allow me to.” He asked and offered Rosie his arm.
Rosie put her arm around the driver’s arm, and she felt quickly safer.
“My name is Bajram.” He looked over at Rosie.
“Thank you for your chivalry, Bajram. I’m Rosie.” Rosie felt tiny beside this giant of a man. But she also felt safe.
Rosie pointed to the door they needed to enter. She fumbled in her purse for a key. The door opened to a cramped hallway with stairs on the right and an elevator beside them. Mailboxes were on the other side of the hall for the various apartments in the building. Rosie guided Bajram to the elevator and pressed the lift button. Even though Fiona’s apartment was on the second floor, Rosie didn’t take the stairs. However, usually, she would take the stairs just to prove she could.
Rosie was thinking about her last time at Fiona’s apartment. The nightmare Kevin had, the bad guy in his dream, and how frightened Kevin was that morning. Was that really a dream? If it was, maybe it had come true.
“Rosie, the elevator is here,” Bajram said, bringing Rosie back from her thoughts.
Rosie stepped into the elevator and never noticed that Bajram got jerked backward until she turned around and didn’t see him. 
“Bajram?” Rosie called, trying not to panic.
Everything seemed too quiet. Rosie could immediately hear her heart beating. What happened? Where was Bajram? Rosie detected a thud and a gurgling sound just outside the elevator.
The doors to the elevator started closing.
Rosie then recognized a muffled grunt. She stepped deeper into the elevator, lying to herself that it would be safer. Rosie had to remind herself to breathe.
Breathe, don’t pass out.
Breathe!
The doors to the elevator slowly slid together. They hid what happened outside the elevator from the terrified Rosie, who was tucked away in the back corner. 
She heard a heavy fall.
The doors were almost closed.
Where was Bajram?
A bloody hand holding onto a knife tried desperately to squeeze between the closing elevator doors. Rosie watched in terror as the killer dramatically attempted to push the closing doors back open. Luckily for Rosie, the doors closed shut. 
The killer barked, “I’ll see you on the next floor, Rosie! Hahaha!”


Chapter 26
I’m Not a Vagina. I’m a Killer!

The elevator took forever to move to the second floor. Rosie was already looking for an escape in the short time it took for the elevator to move. The elevator’s top was probably seven feet high, and they made the roof of some sort of sheet metal. The walls offered her no solution.
Rosie briefly looked at the buttons. Then she glanced at the floor, then back at the controls.
The buttons!
Rosie tapped the emergency stop button and immediately felt the elevator stop its slow ascent to the second floor. Rosie then tapped the alarm button and heard a loud ringing sound. A few seconds later, a voice came over the built-in speaker. 
“Are you OK, sir or ma’am?” A friendly female voice asked.
Rosie didn’t hesitate as she nervously stuttered her situation to the voice that came over the speaker. “I, I, I st, stopped the elevator between floors! A, a, a man has attacked my cab driver, and he’s after me. He could be… dead. Oh, God!” Rosie heard her words; he could be dead. “I don’t know. I’m not sure if he’s dead. This man, he’s... he’s, he’s threatening me! Call 911! You got to call 911 now, please! Call 911! Hurry!” Rosie suddenly felt out of breath.
“Help is on the way, ma’am.” The voice replied calmly and reassuringly.
“Rosie!” Mark shouted somewhere far away from the tone of his voice, which seemed to echo off every corner of the elevator shaft. Mark’s eerie laugh preceded his following comment, “Hahaha! Nice move, you sly old bitch!”
After the killer screamed her name, Rosie froze in place momentarily. Eventually, she started looking around the elevator. It was quiet.
“Ma’am?” the lady over the speaker called out again, breaking the dreadful silence. “I have notified 911; help is en route. I will stay on the line with you until help arrives. Are you currently in a safe location?” The voice was articulate and clear.
“I’m, I’m stuck in this elevator. A man is yelling that he wants to kill me.” Rosie was in tears. “He wants to kill me and may have killed my cab driver. I’m so scared! I’m so scared. I’m so scared.” Rosie repeatedly said as she sat on the floor, holding her knees and bawling.
“It shouldn’t take too long-”
“To kill you, Rosie! Hahaha! I’m gonna kill you! Wait… no, Rosie, I will kill you. Hahaha!” Mark shouted into the elevator shaft, making his threats even more ominous.
Next came loud banging noises as Mark tried to open the elevator doors.
“Is that noise from the man trying to attack you, ma’am?” The lady over the speaker asked. Rosie could barely hear her from the banging against the elevator.
“Y, y, yes.” That was all Rosie could muster to say. She felt faint and lightheaded.
“Stay with me, Rosie; you’ll be OK.” The lady over the intercom was very consoling.
There was more loud banging against the elevator as the would-be attacker tried to get to Rosie.
“It’s going to be OK, Rosie.” The lady over the intercom said reassuringly to Rosie.
“Rosie!” Mark shouted, “Your daughter died screaming. I thought you’d want to know that. Hahaha!” Mark’s laugh echoed psychotically in the elevator shaft.
“Try to ignore him, Rosie. Just ignore him.” The voice told Rosie like a mother would to a child bullied at school.
“And Kevin,” Mark kept taunting, “He passed out so quickly after I jumped on him and broke his wee little leg. Hahaha!” His laugh sent chills down Rosie’s spine.
“He’s desperate. You’re safe, Rosie. That’s why he’s taunting you. He’s not able to get to you. You’re safe.” The friendly voice said.
“Kevin ruined all my fun. So now it’s gotta be you, Rosie! You’re gonna be my mouse, and I will be the cat. Let’s play!” Mark’s voice got deeper and scratchier sounding. “You old bitch! Hahaha!” But the creepy laugh still echoed, horrifying Rosie.
A series of blows to the elevator followed his rant, with sporadic laughter between the impacts. Rosie couldn’t tell where he was; the elevator shaft made all the banging and yelling amplified and distorted. The doors remained closed. After nearly a minute of continuous blows to the elevator and Rosie covering her ears, whispering a prayer for him to stop, he did.
During this hellacious minute, the voice over the speaker softly repeated, “Rosie, it’s going to be OK. It’s going to be OK, Rosie.”
Rosie was sitting in the elevator’s corner. The silence should have been welcoming after the killer’s desperate attempt at opening the elevator, but it was actually more frightening. It seemed like an hour had passed for Rosie, but only seconds had passed. Rosie looked at the holes where the speaker was. “Are, are you there?” Rosie asked, scared the voice wouldn’t respond to the question.
“Yes, Rosie, I’m still here. How are you doing? Are you hanging in there?” The friendly voice was such a great relief to Rosie’s ears.
“Where are the police? I don’t hear them or the maniac. Wh, wh, what, what’s going on?” Rosie crawled closer to the speaker to hear better.
“Rosie, the police should be there any second. Be patient. Just hang….”
Just then, the elevator started moving. It was going back to the main floor. Rosie’s heart was thumping so hard that she put her hand on her chest.
“The elevator is moving!” Rosie screamed at the speaker. “It’s moving, no!” Rosie stood up and held onto the sides of the slow-moving elevator. The elevator finally came to a stop, and the doors slowly opened. A man jostled into the elevator and grabbed Rosie by her arms and shoulders. Rosie looked up in shock and saw Detective Armstrong holding her.
“Rosie, thank God you’re OK!” Without asking, he took her and escorted her out of the elevator. Rosie saw the cab driver, Bajram, lying on his back with a deep slash across his neck. Blood had crept out and around his body. The blood oozed over the tile floors, following the creases where the tiles connected, like little streams of blood.
“Did you find the guy who’s behind this?” Rosie asked, still staring at Bajram. Her hand covered her mouth as she slowly realized the extent of what was happening.
“No. But I think we will. This killer seems careless.” The detective moved Rosie’s attention away from the murdered cab driver.
“Now, what do we do?” Rosie asked as they walked hurriedly toward the detective’s car.
“Rosie, now we get you and Kevin in a safe location until we find out who we are dealing with.” The detective put Rosie in his car, jogged to the driver’s side, and got in.
“I’m sorry, Rosie, that this is all happening to you.” Detective Armstrong rubbed his eyes with his thumb, and index finger, then took a toothpick and gnawed on it. With no further conversation between them, he sped off.
A blue Volkswagen bug followed the unmarked car of Detective Armstrong. Mark Bergstrom reached over, pushed in a cassette tape, and sang along with the Air Supply song, All Out of Love. He swayed his shoulders and head as he sang along and followed the detective’s car.
A bloody paring knife, a tire iron, a packet of tie-wraps, and Marlboro cigarettes were sitting on the passenger seat. Mark stopped singing and looked at his bandaged hands, soaked in blood. 
“It freaking hurts!” Mark said, almost crying as he looked into the rear-view mirror.
The man seemed to listen to someone, but only the song and the beetle’s sputtering engine could be heard.
“I’m not a vagina!” Mark finally screamed. “I’m a great and masterful killer!”
He reached for a cigarette, stuck it between his lips, and with a shaky hand, he pushed in on the cigarette lighter built into the car. A few seconds later, the device popped out, and he put the glowing red end to his cigarette; he puffed several times to help light it. He returned the lighter and started singing along again to the Air Supply tune. A few seconds into the song, he glanced into the rear-view mirror and screamed, “I’m a freaking killer!” Mark banged the steering wheel, and his injured hands went unnoticed.
He smoked his cigarette and followed the unmarked car.
“I’m not a vagina!” Mark shouted tearfully in the rear-view mirror. “I’m a freaking killer!” He thumped his cigarette out the window, smiled at the side mirror, and whispered, “I’m not a vagina.” Then Mark screeched as he glared at the side mirror, his face distorted from rage. “I’m a freaking killer!”
 
Chapter 27
Old Habits Die Hard
 
“Rosie, we are going back to the hospital. When we got the 911 call, we planned for you to stay in the same room as Kevin.” Detective Armstrong was gnawing on a toothpick he had put through the wringer. It was frayed and falling apart. He somehow kept the flaky object in the corner of his mouth as he talked, and it bobbed like an orchestra composer as he spoke.
“Kevin is in one of the more secure areas of the hospital. And, Rosie,” He looked over at her. He quickly thought that she had aged since they met mere hours ago. “You are going to stay there until we catch this asshole. It’s for the best, you understand?” The question was rhetorical.
Rosie never looked at the detective. She was grappling with realizing what was going on. Rosie just couldn’t understand the whys of all of this. But Rosie nodded; she heard what the detective said and understood, but she kept her eyes facing forward.
Detective Armstrong looked in the rear-view mirror. He saw the same light blue bug that left the hospital when he did. The wily detective turned on his blinker to go left. Detective Armstrong turned the unmarked police cruiser right when they got to the intersection. He sped up quickly to put some distance between himself and the Volkswagen. Then he slowed down to see if the car turned the same way he did.
“Son-of-a-bitch!” Detective Armstrong said out loud. Rosie looked at him quizzically.
“I think we’re being followed.” He said to Rosie as he looked in the rear-view mirror. The detective slowed down to let the light blue Volkswagen get closer. He turned left, slowed his speed even more, and watched as the bug followed, but instead of getting closer to him and Rosie, the bug seemed to slow down to keep a safe distance between them. Detective Armstrong glared in the rear-view mirror; he couldn’t see who was driving; it was too dark. Detective Armstrong got out his phone and called a number on speed dial. “Yeah, it’s Detective Armstrong. I’m heading to the hospital with Rosie.” There was a moment of silence as the detective listened to the other person. “Yeah, like we talked about, but hold on. Get this; I think I’ve picked up a tail.” The detective glanced again in his rear-view mirror.
There was a moment of silence as the detective listened and nodded his head several times. Rosie paid attention as the detective talked and looked into her side mirror to see the car behind them. It was far behind them, Rosie thought. She wondered if they were really being followed or was the detective becoming paranoid.
“It’s a light blue Volkswagen bug. He’s been behind us since I responded to the apartment complex emergency. I can’t identify the driver, so I’m going to go on to the hospital as planned. A team needs to be there to apprehend this asshole when I drive up. I’m certain he will follow me there, OK? Let’s do this right and get this asshole, and for God’s sake, let’s do it by the book, so there isn’t an excuse for him to get off. Got it?”
Detective Armstrong hung up the phone and looked at Rosie. “I think we’re gonna get him here soon.” The detective grinned, spat out the frayed toothpick, and reached for a new one.
Detective Armstrong moved his toothpick to the center of his mouth and adjusted the rear-view mirror. The blue Volkswagen was still there, but it was further back. Who was he, and why was he so hellbent on killing Rosie and Kevin? What did Fiona ever do to deserve the death she got?
Detective Armstrong wished he could list all the information about this case. He liked lists; he was a visual person. Detective Armstrong was sure he was being followed and believed his gut was warning him that this was the killer. Detective Armstrong had learned to trust his sixth sense.
*
The Air Supply cassette played on. Mark enjoyed his smoke and held the wheel lightly because his hands hurt from killing that policeman earlier. That was a great kill, and the injuries were worth it—battle wounds.
“Hahaha!” The thought made Mark laugh out loud.
What was the policeman doing? He made a few strange turns, and Mark wondered if they had identified him? He slowed down a lot to let the policeman seem like he was going faster than him, but the police cruiser slowed down to let him catch up with them. 
“Who is chasing who?” Mark said aloud. “What a fun game we’re playing, hahaha!” The killer whispered and laughed as he took another drag of his cigarette.
Mark wasn’t familiar with their route, so he wasn’t sure where they were going. The only thing he knew that was nearby the vicinity was the hospital. But why would they be going there? Did poor old Rosie have a heart attack? He wondered.
“No such luck, hahaha!” Mark mumbled.
The police cruiser would undoubtedly go faster than they drove now. The killer looked at the speedometer. If the bug’s old speedometer was accurate, they only traveled about thirty miles per hour. 
The police cruiser drove casually now. There was an instance when the cruiser turned opposite what the blinker showed. The cruiser also sped up, then slowed down a lot. Could they know he was following them? 
“Something doesn’t feel right,” Mark mumbled to himself. He tossed his smoke out the window and sat more alert as he watched the taillights of the police cruiser. The police car slowed at every intersection. It stopped and sat at every stop sign for a long second or two. Yeah, he was driving too perfectly. He had to know he was being followed. He had to know, thought the killer.
Mark finally broke rank and let them go on. He turned away at his next potential opportunity, feeling something was off. Mark wanted to kill Rosie. He wanted her dead nearly as bad as he ever wanted anything in his entire life, but getting caught wouldn’t allow him to kill the others on his list. Mark knew to finish his list meant sticking with his master plan. He’d get another chance at old Rosie and the policeman who drove her. 
“Rosie, your knight in shining armor, has made my list. Seems everyone you meet dies! Hahaha!” Mark said, enjoying the sound of the words as he spoke them.
The beetle hummed, and the old cassette tape played its tunes. Then, out of nowhere, the killer looked in the rear-view mirror, and the Mirror Man asked, “Who were you talking to?”
“N, n, no one, I was just saying,” Mark answered timidly. 
“Saying what?” The Mirror Man asked more sternly.
“That I will kill that cop and Rosie. He saved her, and now he will die for freaking messing up my plan!” Mark said, raising his voice to a shout!
“How you gonna find her if you don’t know where he’s taking her? Think, dummy, think!”
Mark hit himself on the side of his head.
“Don’t call m, m, me a d, d, dummy!” Mark replied apprehensively.
“Well, I gotta do all the thinking for us both, it seems. So, let us recover from the situation. You broke rank; that cop saw you turn away; we can safely assume this. Try to speed up a side street, locate that police cruiser and that bitch you want dead, and see where the pig is taking your number one mark. What’s in this area? What is nearby?” The Mirror Man asked in a focused manner.
“I don’t know. I don’t know this area too well.” Mark replied, almost whining.
“Nothing but the freaking hospital, idiot!” The Mirror Man barked.
“Don’t c, c, call m, m, me an idiot, asshole!” The timid killer, Mark, cried.
“I freaking hate you! I do. I freaking hate you so freaking much! Hurry and kill them so you can get us killed!” There was silence as Mark stared at the Mirror Man, who continued his rant. “Coward! Why don’t you just kill us? You can’t, ’cause you’re a freaking coward!” The Mirror Man’s voice got more disgruntled.
“Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!” Mark shouted.
Mark started hitting his head with his fist. The wounds on his hands opened again, and blood was soaking his bandages.
“Just freaking go! Get out of my head, asshole! Go away! I’m stronger than you. I don’t want you in my head right now.” The timid killer screamed and fought to take control of his thoughts.
Mark was in such a rage that tears flowed down his face. He looked around the car and grabbed the pack of cigarettes from the passenger seat. A few seconds after pushing in on the car lighter, the car lighter popped, and Mark took it and lit his cigarette. Mark drove a few streets up from the police cruiser in the hospital’s direction.
“You like my idea, huh?” The Mirror Man asked.
“Yeah, it’s a good idea,” Mark responded calmly, and a smile crept across his face.
“Don’t you ever freaking hit us again like you just did? Look at your hands! You think you’re the strong one, but you’re not. You won’t kill us yourself; maybe I will kill us if you ever freaking do that insane shit again, right?” The Mirror Man said, scolding.
“Go now; let me focus,” Mark commanded.
The killer shook his head repeatedly. So much so that his neck cracked, and he felt relief from the stress. Mark turned up the radio as he drove toward the hospital. The killer sang along to Old Habits Die Hard by Air Supply. A fitting song to the night’s activities, he thought.
“Hahaha!” 


Chapter 28
Holy Moly

“Dammit!” Detective Armstrong hit the steering wheel of his undercover cruiser and pulled over and onto a curb.
Rosie looked over at him. It was dark in the cruiser, but she saw him gnawing at the toothpick. She swiftly thought that he must’ve had a bad smoking addiction at one time. “What is it?” Rosie asked, perplexed.
“He turned away. I assume he knew we were onto him.” Detective Armstrong banged the steering wheel again. “Dammit!”
Detective Armstrong picked up his phone and called the team waiting at the hospital. “Keep an eye out for a light blue Volkswagen beetle. The vehicle is no longer tailing me, and he may be enroute to the hospital another way, or maybe he gave up.” If that was our suspect, to begin with, the detective thought to himself. “But we need to assume he's going to the hospital.” The detective looked in the mirrors and around his cruiser. “This close, he had to know that was our destination. I want a parking lot team, watching the traffic coming and going, especially for a light blue Volkswagen beetle; they’re not that common anymore.” He thought briefly, then continued, “All road entrances to the hospital need someone watching it. Every road! Understood?” Detective Armstrong barked. “All entrances to the hospital, normal access, emergency access, need someone posted and covering those points. You comprehend?” Detective Armstrong didn’t wait for the person on the other end to respond.
Once the call was complete, the detective pulled onto the street and drove toward the hospital. Rosie sat quietly, thinking about Fiona. Rosie felt she’d have nothing to live for if it wasn’t for Kevin. How sad is that? She loved that little boy. He was so full of- 
“Rosie, I think I saw that son-of-a-bitch!” Detective Armstrong said excitedly, interrupting her thoughts. “He’s just a few streets over. We crossed intersections at the same time! Hell yeah!” The detective shouted eagerly.
Detective Armstrong turned the wheel hard to the left and sped up quickly. Two streets later, Detective Armstrong guided the police cruiser to make a hard right, where he saw the blue bug cruising toward the hospital in front of him. Detective Armstrong bit down on his toothpick, looked at Rosie, and smiled. “I hope he sees us and shits his pants!” The detective slowed down his undercover cruiser, called the team waiting at the hospital, and updated them on the changed situation.
Detective Armstrong talked through his routine with Rosie, “I’m gonna flash him with the lights and see how he responds. He can’t outrun me in a beetle, so he should pull over. At the very least, I can question him, see his face, and get his license and information.” The detective said.
Detective Armstrong turned on the lights of the police cruiser and chirped the siren. He then turned the spotlight directly on the light blue beetle. As he predicted, the Volkswagen found a safe place to pull over.
Detective Armstrong looked over at Rosie. “I’m gonna walk up to the car and see this man’s face, registration, and I.D. If anything happens to me, if this really is our suspect and I get hurt, inside the glove box is a thirty-eight-special revolver. It’s my own, not issued. All you need to do is pull the trigger.” The detective smirked. He continued with a big toothy grin, “It’ll be loud as all hell.”  The detective said as he looked at Rosie with a seriousness she hadn’t seen before.
Rosie nodded; she opened the glove box, saw the pistol, and closed the compartment. Detective Armstrong checked his weapon and his shield and opened the door. Rosie noticed no interior light came on when he opened the door. Detective Armstrong looked at the taillights of the beetle and saw the plate number. The detective put the plate in his memory and looked back at Rosie with a strange grin. “Remember that plate number.” He pointed to the back of the beetle. “Just in case.” He smiled a sly grin, closed the door, and sauntered toward the parked car.
Rosie looked at the tags on the bug and shrugged at what she read. “BUGIN” She might have found the tags humorous if she wasn’t scared out of her wits, but the slow approach that Detective Armstrong was making made her even more scared and nervous.
Rosie unbuckled her seat belt. She felt it was a hindrance if she needed to get away. Not that Rosie would be a fast runner or anything. She felt like a sitting duck. Rosie opened the glove box and let it remain open.
Detective Armstrong walked up to the car’s left side bumper. He could hear music playing, and he noticed the driver had the window rolled down. Detective Armstrong could smell cigarette smoke; he never noticed how much he was chewing on his toothpick. It was dark in the car, and Detective Armstrong made a wide walk up to the vehicle. The detective drew his weapon and gave a command. “Turn off the vehicle and drop the keys out the window! Do it now!” Detective Armstrong had his gun pointed toward the ground.
Detective Armstrong heard the sputtering engine stop. As instructed, the vehicle’s driver put their arm out the window, and the jangling keys fell to the ground. Armstrong noticed bandages on the hand that dropped the keys. “Put out your cigarette and slowly understand my command; I said, slowly exit your vehicle and remain facing forward!” Armstrong remained to the left rear of the Volkswagen for a better view of the driver.
The door slowly opened. It squeaked and moaned from rust and age. A military-style boot exited the car, with jeans stained in blood. Finally, a medium build man stood facing forward. He wore a red and black flannel shirt, faded jeans, and short brown hair.
“Take three steps back and lay face down on the ground!” The stern detective ordered.
“What’s going on, officer? I’m injured, and I’m trying to locate the hospital!” A fragile voice asked.
“Take three steps back and lay face down on the ground. Now!” Detective Armstrong repeated in a rigorous voice.
The man did as instructed, although he struggled with putting his hands on the ground. Detective Armstrong noticed both hands were injured. Damn, this wasn’t his guy. His guy beat the hell out of an elevator that Rosie was in! His guy stabbed a cab driver in the neck with a knife. This guy is frail and injured.
“Dammit!” Detective Armstrong mumbled. He spat out his toothpick and re-holstered his gun. More relaxed, he walked over to the guy on the ground. “How’d you hurt your hands, pal?” The detective asked, with little regard for the answer; he was pissed off that this wasn’t his guy.
Still facing the ground and nearly in tears, the driver of the light blue Volkswagen replied, “I wanted to impress a date. I tried to cook a meal and, and, I sliced my hands trying to use one of those sharpeners like you see on the cooking shows.” The frightened man said, nearly in tears.
The detective looked at his hands. Blood was heavy in the bandages. “You cut both hands by trying that?” Detective Armstrong asked, not seeing how that was possible.
Stuttering nervously, the driver replied, “n, n, no sir, after sh, sh, she left; I cut my other hand trying to put things away.”
The guy sounded like he was going to cry. This crybaby wasn’t a killer. Detective Armstrong just couldn’t see this wimpy guy as his killer.
“Wh, wh, why am I lying on the ground, officer?” The stuttering man asked the detective.
“You can get up.” Detective Armstrong reached down and helped the man up. He was clean-shaven with a chiseled face. The young man was healthy, maybe in his thirties. Even though he seemed fragile initially, the detective started noticing he was stronger than his appearance. That must’ve been how he got a date.
“Is, is, everything, all, all, right, officer?” He stuttered nervously, holding his hands out in front of him.
“Yeah,” The detective noticed he had tears in his eyes. This guy had been crying. The detective wondered if it was from the injuries to his hands or the traffic stop. Then the detective thought it was most likely from losing his date. “We have an investigation ongoing, and well,” Detective Armstrong shook his head and stopped himself from saying too much. “don’t worry about that. Go on and get those hands looked at. The hospital is straight ahead. Detective Armstrong pointed down the road that the light blue Volkswagen was traveling before Detective Armstrong pulled him over. “Sorry for any inconvenience.” The detective said, disappointed.
The young man got his keys off the ground. He turned back to look at the detective in an almost eerie manner that went unnoticed by the detective. “Good luck with whatever it is you’re doing.” He got in the car, started the engine, and drove off.
Detective Armstrong walked back to his cruiser.
*
“Holy moly! Wow! That was so damn close! Wow!” Mark exclaimed as he drove off, trying to be casual. He pulled the knife out from his waistband and sat it back on the passenger seat with the other items he kept.
The killer lit up a cigarette, started his Air Supply cassette tape, and drove a few minutes toward the hospital before deterring and heading back home.
“Wow!” He rubbed his crotch; he was excited. “The adrenaline from that moment, whew! That needs to be bottled. I’m hooked. Hahaha!”
 
Chapter 29
Journal Entry
I Always Knew This Was Going to End Badly
 
My headspace is getting a bit more crowded lately. I seem at war with myself like I am stuck between loving and hating myself. I wonder if there’s a medication out there that could silence the inner voice that drives me to cringe at the other voice that taunts and ridicules me? Luckily, we are on the same page about one thing, killing the idiots who have put us down, hurt us selfishly, and couldn’t leave us alone.
Ahh, yes, my list. My lovely, lovely list. I almost think everybody needs one to help them through the trying times that life likes to toss our way now and then. Like Fiona. I really did like her. I wished I didn’t need to kill her. She was so fun in bed, just a nightmare to look at. But she gave me the courage to continue with my list. Fiona proved I chose the proper method to kill my victims. My knife has more of a personal touch. 
Now, little Kevin. Hahaha! His leg snapping like an old twig was too comical. I couldn’t see that happening, ever. I mean, wow! He was out as if Mike Tyson himself punched him in the chin. In his prime, of course. Gone! Out for the count! That ruined my lovely plans for that twerp. I had to drag the dead weight into the field and bury him alive. It scared me the cops would track the stolen car and find me. So, I had to be quick. I watered the grave with my piss to seal the deal. 
But first, I sunk my blade into his belly. Just below the belly button. I pushed the knife in so ever slowly. I then turned the knife in a circle. Kevin never moved; he never moaned or grunted. Oh, he bled. Not like the policeman at Rosie’s house. That was true blood! 
Now, the funny thing is, how is it possible that they don’t feel any pain when a human is unconscious? Like Kevin? He showed no sign of hurting. His little shin protruding out from his skin was a sight. I even rubbed my knife on it; he never knew. Did he feel the pain? Or will sleep mask the hurt? God, these things intrigue me so much. 
Rosie has become a thorn in my side. Who would have thought the old bitch would give me the best chase? It’s fun, but I can’t get caught yet. No, I had too many close calls today. Oh, yeah, I can’t forget the cab driver. Hahaha! He never saw me or his death coming. Thank God! That man was a giant! After I yanked him back, my knife effortlessly sunk into his neck. How weak of an area of the body is that exposed place? A guy his size, and I took him out with a slight motion of my thin wrist. Fascinating. 
Now, why was the police pig going to the hospital? Was the hospital for Rosie? Did she get so traumatized by the ‘hellevator’ experience? Hahaha! Damn, that was fun! Life has so much to offer when you just don’t freaking care anymore. 
“What’s that?” Mark looked back over his shoulder from writing in his journal. “Hold on, mom, I can’t hear you!” He impatiently shouted back. Mark looked back at his diary, and the door to his room opened unexpectedly. 
“Mom, wh, wh-” He nervously tried to ask what she was doing.
“Don’t you question me, boy!” Mark’s mom, Deidre, walked up to him and shoved his shoulder. She’s a woman of medium size. She looked to have been very fit in her life. Her hair was unkempt, and she wore no makeup. Just jeans, no socks, and a casual plain white t-shirt. “Where have you been, boy?” She barked. “You know I was missing you, right?” She eyed her son but paid no attention to his blood-soaked clothes or injured hands. She looked at him with a lustful gaze. 
Mark hung his head down. He looked like a baby being told he had done wrong for the first time. 
“Were you out with your little bitches? Hmm?” His mom held a large dog collar and leash out for him to see. It dangled in front of his face. “See, bitches need to be walked, boy.” Deidre shoved the collar to Mark to take. “Put it on, boy!” Deidre demanded. 
Mark hesitated but slowly obeyed his mom and slipped the collar around his neck. 
“Now, that’s a good boy. There, there.” His mother patted his head. “Are you going to be a big boy for me tonight?” Deidre tapped his crotch, causing Mark to sink lower, and the collar and leash clanked. His mother saw the reaction and was offended. “If you can’t rise to the occasion because maybe you want someone else, then you could try to free yourself from the collar and leash, bitch boy, and go live some other place!” She hollered at Mark.
“No, no, mother.” Mark pleaded. “You’re beautiful and perfect. I’m just, just, not myself lately.” The collar and leash clanked as Mark moved his body. 
Mark’s mother moved in closer, sniffed his neck, grabbed his crotch, and squeezed. Mark froze and winced as she held him. She whispered threateningly into his ear. “I made you, boy. I can take you away, boy. Who fed you and protected you? All I want in return, boy, is for you to love me! Love me just a little.” She backed away from him and looked sternly at the sunken man in front of her. She screamed in a shrill voice. “Why do I have to beg you for your love, boy?” 
Mark saw his blood-stained knife in the mirror; his reflection smiled slightly as Mark gazed at his weapon of choice that had stolen souls already. Mark looked at his mom, rubbing her breasts and crying for his attention, then he glanced back at his lovely blood-stained paring knife.
“Just now and then, boy, I want your love.” She cried as she rubbed herself between her legs. Deidre had one hand on the other, pushing on herself and moaning with pleasure. She licked her lips and tried to seduce Mark. 
Mark’s face was angered; his eyes squinted from the rage brewing inside him. He saw his journal, his list of people who had hurt him. Mark questioned why his mom was second to last on his list and not at the top of the list? Mark walked over, stealth-like; he retrieved his knife. With the knife in his hand, he walked over to his mom and forcefully took her in his arms.
“Yes, oh, yes, boy. Thank you!” She tried to kiss him and unbutton her jeans at the same time. 
Mark pulled away but kept his grip on his deranged mother by holding her hair in his fist. “Mom, I want you to know something, hahaha!” He had the blade out of his mother’s view. Mark rubbed her frizzled hair and looked her in her hazel eyes. She took her hands, caressed her breasts, and was panting from her raging hormones. “Mom, I have always loved you. But just now, I learned that… hahaha!”
Deidre stopped her sexual behavior and noticed that Mark was behaving differently. Her facial expression quickly looked frightened.
Mark continued, “I’ve realized, mother, that I always knew this was going to end badly.”
His mother froze as Mark showed her his knife. “I love you, mom.” Then Mark whispered with an eerie smile, “I love you to death!”
The knife came across her throat precisely and accurately, and blood immediately seeped out of the wound. Mark dropped her body on the floor, stood over her, and removed the collar and leash as she coughed and gagged. She tried to speak, but Mark looked at her and put a finger over her mouth. “Shh. Don’t, mom. Don’t speak to me anymore. I will never hear your voice again. I’m going to make damn sure of that.” He then spat on her face. 
Mark stepped back. He straddled his mom until he stood over her thighs, staring her in the eyes. “You wanted me to penetrate you, mom, remember?” Slowly and exaggeratedly, Mark lifted his knife above his head, smiling as he looked down at the terror on his mother’s face. She gagged and held the wound across her throat. With all the force he could muster, he shoved the blade into his mother’s stomach to create the most pain imaginable. As the blade slid into his mother, Mark felt himself stiffen between his legs. Mark looked up and rolled his eyes as if he had just had an orgasm.
Deidre couldn’t scream, but she shuddered from the penetration. Mark pulled the knife out and held it before her eyes. “Did I go deep enough, mom?” He raised up, rubbed the blade on her breast, and shoved the knife into her again. Deidre never felt the sixty-seven other stab wounds Mark gave her.


Chapter 30
A Coma Might Be Better than This
 
Rosie sat and looked at Kevin. Kevin had a breathing tube down his throat, an IV stuck in his arm, and other medical wonders were used to keep him alive. Monitors beeped and hissed as they operated around the clock. Rosie’s only wish was that she could trade places with Kevin.
“Anything would be better than this,” Rosie whispered to only herself as she stood up to hold his lifeless hand. Rosie prayed to feel Kevin squeeze her hand. But Kevin didn’t squeeze her hand at all. He looked so young and small. He looked dead, which made Rosie think about Fiona. Rosie wanted to cry but was too tired and scared to allow herself to shed tears.
A knock came from the door to the room that startled Rosie as she stood beside Kevin, holding his hand and thinking about her daughter. She looked over at the door; she knew that on the other side were two police officers whose sole purpose was to guard Kevin and herself. The curtain covered the window facing the hall, so she couldn’t see.
It was getting late, and Rosie knew the Doctors weren’t coming until tomorrow morning. Rosie stared at the door, frightened.
Another knock.
“Rosie? You awake?” Detective Armstrong asked softly from the other side of the door.
Rosie walked over to the door and cautiously opened it. She was glad to see the detective, but she couldn’t help wondering if he ever slept. He looked tired as he gnawed on a toothpick. His habit made Rosie grin ever so slightly. 
Detective Armstrong wanted to see how Rosie was holding up after the night’s events. He had nowhere to be, so he checked in on her. The detective knew the woman had been through hell. They had found her daughter murdered, her grandson was in a medically induced coma, and the killer burned her home down. Then the killer attacked her in an elevator after murdering her cab driver. Just recapping the events in his head made Detective Armstrong shudder.
The sleepy detective stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. He looked at Rosie, and the two of them briefly hugged. Detective Armstrong finally asked, “how are you holding up?”
Rosie walked back to Kevin and the hissing and beeping of the machinery that kept him alive. She took Kevin’s hand in hers. She looked at the detective. “It, it doesn’t seem like it’s real. It feels like a nightmare I should wake up from at any moment.” It was quiet, except for the medical machines that continued to perform their duty effortlessly. Finally, Rosie said, “I feel like I should see Fiona walk through the door any minute now.” Rosie spoke in a tired and soft voice with little emotion.
Detective Armstrong walked to the other side of the hospital bed. He saw his reflection in a mirror over a sink as he walked by; he looked old. “I know it’s been crazy. We, we are compiling a lot of information.” He looked at Kevin, and the boy lying there hurt his heart. “This guy has been sloppy and left us a lot of clues that we hope to process. He’s done a lot in a short time. But, Rosie, he’s left a lot of evidence for us to I.D. him. We’re gonna have a name here shortly, and with a name is an address.” The detective looked in the mirror over the tiny sink once again. He looked tired, he thought.
“I don’t doubt you’ll find the monster detective. That’s never been a concern of mine. But, even when he’s caught,” She rubbed Kevin’s hair; it was thick and soft. “Even after you put him away, my daughter is gone; Kevin’s scars will always remind him of this man.” Rosie turned to look at the detective, who walked up beside her. “What’s the damage to Kevin when this is all over? You know, mentally besides physically?” Rosie asked, knowing the detective couldn’t answer the question.
Detective Armstrong put the toothpick into his mouth and twirled it. He then made many facial gestures as he thought about what to say. He unknowingly did this with the toothpick. “I know, Rosie, that getting him won’t undo what he’s done, but it’s something. God, I just wish we could get him now. I wanna know why he’s tormenting you and your family. Why? Is he an old boyfriend of Fiona’s?” Detective Armstrong didn’t enjoy asking that, but he wondered about it. He hoped Rosie understood why he asked her about a boyfriend.
“Fiona dated only a little. Well, at least that I’m aware of. Moms sometimes just aren’t in the know, if you know what I mean?” Rosie rubbed Kevin’s forehead in a manner only a mother or a grandparent could. Detective Armstrong could see how much Rosie adored this boy. “You know what? Talk to Carrie,” Rosie said with some excitement at the idea.
“Who’s Carrie?” The detective asked. His toothpick now sat in its usual place, in one corner of his mouth.
“Carrie worked with Fiona at the car factory. They’ve been best friends forever.” Rosie looked up at the ceiling. “God, she’s going to be devastated when she hears about Fiona passing.”
There was an awkward silence in the room of only the machines whirring, beeping, and hissing. Detective Armstrong looked at Kevin. His leg was cast, and bandages were around his stomach. The young boy has suffered so much and still doesn’t know about his mom yet. Detective Armstrong felt a pain in his stomach as he thought about all Kevin would go through.
“Well, look, I will keep you up to date on all we learn as we decipher the evidence. I’m going to meet with Carrie tomorrow morning and see if she knows about any creepy boyfriends that may shed light on what is happening.” The detective retreated toward the door. He turned around to Rosie. “Try to stay positive, Rosie.” The detective looked at the curtains to the window beside the door that secluded the room from the hallway. He adjusted them to make sure no one could see into the room. He then looked back at Rosie.
Rosie looked at him with that intense, rugged look he had seen earlier in the day. “I’m positive. I’m positive that this man is a maniac. You need to be careful. He’s deranged. I’m positive about that.” Rosie said with angered passion.
Detective Armstrong took out his toothpick and tossed it in the little trash can by the door. “I’ll be OK, Rosie. I’m going to get my two hours of sleep; maybe you should try to do the same.” Detective Armstrong knocked on the door, and a few seconds later, the door opened, and he walked out of the room.
Rosie was still standing by Kevin’s bed. She held his hand, praying for him, the detective, and herself. Rosie wished the detective had stayed longer. She was petrified.
How would she raise Kevin? How could she afford to raise another child? She was old and weak. What about Kevin’s father? He needed to know about all this, right? Should she call him or ask Detective Armstrong about Kevin’s dad?
Rosie noticed how she was craving to talk to someone, anyone. She needed to vent, but she was all alone. Rosie looked at Kevin in a medically induced coma. Rosie whispered to the little boy that gave her both hopes and fears, “Maybe a coma might be better than this.” She smiled at the thought that little Kevin was ignorant of everything going on just now. But Rosie was smart enough to know that she had no clue what would happen next. What would tomorrow bring? Would this maniac try to kill her or Kevin again? Or were they random killings? Rosie listened to the detective’s advice and slept for a few hours. Rosie felt she deserved that. She sat in the recliner and covered up with a cheap blanket, and in mere seconds, she fell asleep.
The machines stayed awake, keeping Rosie company and Kevin alive. Rosie quickly found dreams that eased her pains, heartaches, and troubled thoughts about the recent events that had altered the course of her life.
If it weren’t for Kevin’s high probability of surviving, Rosie would have prayed that she had died in her sleep. But she hoped to see the killer captured and slowly die. Preferably, somehow, by her.
 
 
Chapter 31
Your Death Will Be Freaking Special

Mark wandered around his mom, staring at her corpse as she bled on the floor. She bled more than the policeman did, he deemed. But he was tired. No, he was exhausted. Mark counted and planned all sixty-nine stab wounds he gave Deidre, but they took a lot of effort; he didn’t want to injure his hands any more than they were already. So, he took his time and meticulously inserted his knife in various locations.
Mark wondered how he would clean up the mess stabbing his mom sixty-nine times caused. He didn’t want to burn down his mom’s apartment. Mark needed to stay here until his list was finished. Besides, how long would he need to use his mom’s residence before he finished? Maybe they could coexist while he finished his work. “Hahaha!” Mark laughed his manic laugh and smiled at the absurd idea.
Mark dragged his mom to the bathroom and rolled her into the tub. He turned on the shower and let it wash over her. Mark then cleaned up the blood from dragging her from his room to the bathroom. Luckily, the floors were tiled and not carpeted. But the task was still daunting and time-consuming.
Mark returned to his room and lay on his bed; he lit a cigarette and smiled at the silence. His head was quiet. The apartment was silent; the cigarette tasted perfect. He reached down and grabbed his knife, now sticky with his mother’s blood. Mark turned the blade at different angles, intensely concentrated on the sharp steel edge. He touched the tip of the knife and scraped his finger across the sharpened edge.
Mark was pleased with what he had accomplished. He now wanted to find and kill Rosie more than ever. He thought she must be at the hospital as he turned the blade around. Mark noticed the bandages were now soaked in his and his mom’s blood. They needed changing.
Mark finished the cigarette and walked to the bathroom. His mom was lying in the tub with the shower spraying over her. Her sixty-nine stab wounds kept the drain working as the blood-laced water hurried away down the conduit. Mark smiled as he looked at his mom, lying awkwardly in the tub. He sat on the toilet and stared at his deceased mom. He wanted to find a memory, just one splendid memory of them together, but he couldn’t muster one.
“That’s freaking sad.” He said to his mother’s corpse. “I don’t have one memory where you improved my life. Not one!” He shouted as he closed the shower curtain, then he stopped. “No one will ever belittle me again. If I can kill you, I can kill anyone!” He put his hand in the shower water; it was cold. He turned on the hot water and laughed. “I’m just preparing you for hell, mother, dearest. Hahaha!”
He began changing the bandages on his hands. The pain that used to make him nearly cry now just made him laugh. He liked the better version of himself. Mark relished that he had all the real estate in his head. Oh, he enjoyed his mom was dead and gone. No more forced sex and cuddling. He wouldn’t have to hear her cry about being lonely and not respected and loved.
Mark looked in the mirror; he observed no Mirror Man and smiled at the reflection. “You’re a freaking killer!” He looked at his mom again. “You certainly got what you deserved, mom.” He turned off the water as steam had built up in the tiny bathroom, and the mirror was fogging up. Mark wiped the mirror to see his image.
“Thought I was gone?” The Mirror Man said to Mark.
“N, n, no,” Mark replied timidly.
“Good. It looks like you found your balls and got rid of some dead weight.” The Mirror Man said happily.
“W, why are you back right now? I, I was enjoying some alone time.” Mark said to the Mirror Man.
“You killed mom, man. C’mon, you knew I would have to see this to believe it, right?” The Mirror Man said to Mark. 
“I guess,” Mark replied, disappointed.
Mark turned around and stared at his mom. He sat on the toilet beside the tub and stared at her for several long minutes.
“She’s really dead, huh?” The Mirror Man asked , almost sympathetically.
“Sixty-nine stab wounds and a sliced throat. She’s dead.” Mark replied assuredly.
“How many have you killed now?” Asked the Mirror Man.
Mark used his fingers to assist with his counting. “Let’s see; first, there was Fiona. The policeman. Kevin. Then I killed...He was a cab driver, and I just killed mom.” Mark held up five fingers. “So, I’ve murdered five people so far. And three of them were on my list.” Mark said proudly.
“Yeah, but are you enjoying yourself?” The Mirror Man asked.
Mark was nodding his head up and down. “Yeah, I’m enjoying myself. I’m having a lot of fun.”
Mark stood up and walked out of the bathroom.
“There you go, sport, that’s what it’s all about. If it’s fun, then it’s worth doing. Go on, kill some more. Murder everybody. I don’t freaking care. I’m just patiently waiting for our turn.” The Mirror Man said contemptuously.
Mark stopped walking when the Mirror Man said this. He ran back to the bathroom and stared at the mirror.
“Don’t worry!” Mark said bitterly.
Mark punched at the image in the mirror. The mirror cracked and injured his hand from the punch, but the pain didn’t faze Mark. He just stood over the sink staring at himself; drool was dangling from his mouth, and his breathing had sped up.
“I’m going to kill you!” Mark continued saying to the Mirror Man. “You’re already dead to me. Just stay out of my freaking head and let me work.” Mark pointed his finger at the Mirror Man. He shook it quickly, almost in rhythm with his breathing. Mark glanced down and promptly stared back at the Mirror Man; he was still shaking his finger as he said, “your death will be freaking special.” Mark smiled wryly at himself and the Mirror Man.
Mark punched the mirror again. He looked at his mom; he walked over to her and sat on the tub’s edge. Mark started laughing as he stared at her. Mark stood up and began punching her repeatedly, shouting, “You messed me up, bitch!” In between punches.
Exhausted, Mark washed and bandaged his hands again. His head was clear and silent. He walked to his bedroom, sat on his bed, smoking a cigarette, and looked out his window. Mark finally laid his head down and fell to sleep.
 



Chapter 32
He Had Him
 
Carrie woke up because her cell phone was screaming at her; at least, the pounding headache from her hangover made her think it was screaming at her. It was so annoying; her favorite hobby was her worse enemy in the morning. “God!” She grunted as she rubbed her temples and then grabbed her phone and looked at the number. “Who the hell?” Carrie mumbled in a scratchy morning voice.
Carrie reluctantly answered the call rudely. “Someone better be dead!” The tall, skinny blonde rolled onto her back and pulled a heavy blanket over her hungover frame. She wore a baggy T-shirt and some skimpy underwear, just in case she met someone special last night. She looked at the space in her bed and hugged a pillow.
“Hi, Carrie, I apologize for….”
Carrie cut off the voice. “Damn it! It’s early morning, and you assholes are scam-calling me already? Not interested, dick cheese!” Carrie hung up the call and laid her head on her pillow. She was about to curl up in the fetal position and get back to sleep when her phone again came to life.
Without even looking at the number, she answered, “Listen, asshole...”
“My name is Detective Armstrong, and I assume you are Carrie Williams. I am calling to schedule a time to meet and discuss an urgent matter.” The voice spoke quick, firmly, and to the point, leaving Carrie nearly speechless.
Carrie raised up and sat on the edge of the bed. Her throbbing head was thinking as fast as it could under her condition. “Look, I swear, that guy at the pub last night said he was paying.” Carrie began explaining.
“No, Carrie, relax. I am calling you about another issue I don’t wish to discuss over the phone. Can we meet?” Detective Armstrong asked.
There was a long pause as Carrie debated the legitimacy of the call. “Carrie, can we meet? I think the sooner, the better, considering the situation’s urgency. I’ll fill in the details later.” The detective sounded determined and professional.
Finally, Carrie decided, “We can meet at the Starbucks on the corner of Main St. Do you know it?”
“Sure, I know it. Parking sucks.” Detective Armstrong said reluctantly, not liking the location.
“Well, I’m not driving.” Carrie smiled, rubbed her temples, and silently thanked God she wasn’t. “Also, you’re buying. It’s the least you can do for waking me up so damn early.” Carrie demanded teasingly.
Carrie couldn’t see it, but Detective Armstrong looked at his watch; it was eight twenty-one. The detective was smiling. He didn’t know what she looked like, but her personality was cute. He knew she was too young for him, but he still found her attitude appealing over the phone. “Sure, I’m buying. See you in thirty minutes?” The detective asked eagerly.
“Wait! What? Thirty minutes? Yeah, sorry, detective, that just won’t happen. An hour, maybe.” Carrie puffed.
“OK, an hour. I’ll take what I can. Also, uh, how will I recognize you?” The detective asked, a bit embarrassed, and he wasn’t sure why.
“Oh, that’ll be easy.” Carrie stood up, pranced around her apartment, stopped in front of a mirror, and glanced at herself. “I’ll be the tall, gorgeous hungover, sleep-deprived blue-eyed blonde.” She hung up playfully.
Although Carrie was not very serious, she was concerned about why a detective wanted to meet with her. Could this be a joke? If so, who? Fiona wasn’t the practical joke type of girl. Shit, Fiona stood her up last night. She must’ve hooked up with… Mark? His name was Mark, right? Carrie couldn’t remember, and she really didn’t care. Carrie just wanted to hear all the juicy details.
Carrie needed and wanted a hook-up herself. She enjoyed being with different men, and her reputation was on the slutty side. Carrie enjoyed sleeping around and trying other items on the menu. Carrie knew she wanted sex, foreplay, and everything intimacy entailed. If that gave her a terrible reputation, then screw it. She was going to be happy.
Carrie went to the shower, undressed, and then looked at herself in the mirror. She saw herself as pretty. Carrie was slim and had a nice flat belly because she took care of herself. Carrie enjoyed running marathons now and then. Her hair was beach-blond, and her breasts were petite but firm. She was proportional. So why was she alone? Carrie craved a long-term relationship. She wanted to connect profoundly and passionately with a guy she was attracted to.
The shower cleared her foggy head and got her out of the self-pity mood she had fallen into. This detective could be her man. He sounded like her dad over the phone, so that was doubtful.
Carrie dressed in a white tank top that showed side boob and her belly. She put on a pair of tight-fitting jeans that showed her thong underwear if she raised her arms. Carrie made sure the tiny underwear was visible by looking at herself in the mirror. She wanted it to seem accidental, so she checked the range of motion a few times by lifting her arms.
Carrie put on ruby red lipstick, powdered her nose, and combed her hair. She slipped on her flip-flops, grabbed her purse, and walked down the street to Starbucks while looking for a police car on the side of the road since this Starbucks only had a few parking spots. She didn’t see one; maybe he was running late. Carrie purposely arrived late; it was her style.
She walked into the coffee shop and looked around. Carrie saw a serious-looking man with his hair combed back like an old vampire character gnawing on a toothpick. Carrie thought to herself, is Dracula my detective? If so, please, someone, shoot me now. The man saw Carrie walk in, and he stood up and motioned to her. At first, Carrie thought she should act as if she didn’t see him, but instinctively, she walked over.
“You must be Carrie?” The detective asked, and he held out his hand.
Carrie looked at his hand, then she shook it. “Yeah, I’m Carrie.” She looked around, and then she pulled out a chair; she hung her bag over the back of the chair and sat down.
“So?” Carrie looked at Detective Armstrong, vexed at having to be here instead of lying in bed.
“Well, yes, uh, first.” Detective Armstrong tried to begin.
Carrie smiled and crossed her arms. She purposely pushed upon her breast with her folded arms and watched the detective stare at her. Carrie marveled at the simplicity of distracting the detective with her looks. “No, hold on. You said you were buying, remember?”
Carrie grinned flirtatiously and tilted her head, letting her hair fall to the side. She uncrossed her arms and leaned over the table, allowing the top of her tank top to expose her cleavage. She thought she could do anything, and this old detective would crumble.
“Of course. What would you like?” Detective Armstrong stood up quickly. He wasn’t enjoying the way she was behaving. She seemed appealing on the phone, but now she was ignoring the hell out of him.
Carrie turned in her chair, her legs spread apart in a masculine way. “A Grande peppermint mocha.” She yanked out her phone and started messing with it while she waited for the detective to get her drink.
A few minutes later, Armstrong reappeared with her drink and a black coffee for himself. “Listen, Carrie, let us start this again, OK? I asked you here because of your friendship with Fiona Rodriguez.” The detective dropped the name to get Carrie’s attention. He was tired of the games she tried playing.
Carrie sat up, put her phone down, and finally took this meeting seriously. “Is, is something the matter?” Carrie’s eyes were piercingly blue and worried-looking. The detective could see there was a genuine friendship between them.
“Well, it’s,” Detective Armstrong took the toothpick out of his mouth and rubbed his head. “Carrie, we found Fiona dead early Sunday morning.”
Carrie stood up. She walked in a circle, then sat back down and covered her face. She was immediately in tears. Detective Armstrong tried to console her, but the best he could do for several minutes was let her cry. Finally, she regained enough composure for them to carry on.
“How? How did she, how?” Carrie asked in between deep breaths that helped her fight the tears.
“Carrie, it appears Fiona was murdered. In fact, we know it was. The assailant attacked Rosie, Kevin, one of our deputies, and a cab driver.”
“Holy crap! Is Kevin OK? Is Rosie OK?” Carrie’s mouth hung open in astonishment.
“Kevin is in the hospital. The suspect stabbed him in the stomach, and Kevin also suffered a broken leg. We expect him to make a full recovery.” Detective Armstrong was looking at Carrie; she was obviously upset. “Carrie, listen. Rosie told me you knew her daughter better than anyone. So, can you think of anything that comes to mind why? Who? Was she dating? Did she have any jealous boyfriends? We need anything we can to help get this investigation rolling.”
Carrie sat for a minute, thinking. Finally, she remembered how Carrie stood her up for a night out because she had a date. “We had to work overtime Saturday. During a break, Fiona was excited about an old boyfriend calling her. I mean, she was giddy as hell!” Fiona smiled at the memory.
“Who was this old fling? Do you have a name?” Detective Armstrong inquired.
“Yeah, uh, I think it’s Mark. But I’m not sure. It was a while ago that they hooked up. See, I never really liked the guy. He was always strange. Mark had mood swings and spells of being around, and then he was gone. He didn’t seem stable. I never thought of him as right for Fiona. She had Kevin and needed a constant around. That was always my advice to Fiona. Get you a guy who’ll be a constant.” Carrie looked the detective straight in the eye. Her facial expression told Detective Armstrong that she was sincere.
“Mark, you said. Any chance you got the last name?” Detective Armstrong asked.
“No, but he had texted her. His number should be on her phone.” “No, but he had texted her. His number should be on her phone.” Carrie said, full of sarcasm. Then she asked bluntly, “why haven’t you guys thought about that already?”
“We looked into the calls on her phone and text messages. Her recent ones, possibly from Mark, were made from a burner.” Detective took a drink from his black coffee and asked, “Any chance you could identify Mark? Any unique tattoos or anything?”
Carrie smiled and looked at the detective. “You know, he drove the most annoying car ever designed. He had a blue Volkswagen beetle with a personalized plate, BUGIN. It was so immature.”
Carrie was still rambling about how she hated that vehicle. Detective Armstrong instantly thought about the stop the other night. He had him; Detective Armstrong had this Mark asshole on the ground. He had him.
         
 
 


Chapter 33
Carrie Accepted the Response Too Readily
 
“Morning, mother! Hahaha!” Mark looked at his mom, stiff in the bathtub. He brushed his teeth, used the bathroom, and admired the thick blood that showed signs of hardening. Mark turned on the shower again, allowing the blood to mix with the water and wash down the drain.
“Mommy needs a shower. Mommy is all bloody. Hahaha! Freaking dead bitch!”
Mark left the bathroom and got dressed. He had an agenda to complete today, kill Rosie and that pig cop with her. He looked at the clock beside his bed; it was almost eight o’clock.
Mark went through his mom’s purse and took all the cash he could find, her credit card, and her cigarettes. He then saw her car keys. Mark sat and smoked a cigarette and thought about taking her car. It was a better car than his. It was a little Mazda CX-5. His car had already been stopped by the police, so they obviously suspected him. But they let him go. Hmm, what to do, what to do?
*
Detective Armstrong left the coffee shop pissed off! He called in and informed the department to put an APB out for a blue Volkswagen beetle, license plate number BUGIN. The DMV records gave Detective Armstrong the address and name of the car owner, Mark Bergstrom. He was thirty-one and lived with his mother in an apartment not too far from Starbucks. Detective Armstrong smiled mischievously. He thought about Mark’s expression when he opened the door and saw the detective standing there to check in on him to see how his hands were doing after visiting the hospital.
Detective Armstrong walked down the street to his unmarked police cruiser; he looked back at Carrie walking the other way. She hadn’t taken the news of Fiona well at all. She called Rosie and asked if she could visit Kevin and her. Detective Armstrong called in and permitted her to be allowed into the hospital’s secured wing.
Detective Armstrong didn’t see the silver Mazda CX-5 drive by as he turned around and looked at Carrie. The driver saw the detective and Carrie walking the other way.
“Freaking lucky day today! I know that tall, skinny blonde bitch anywhere.” Mark made a fist and jabbed his elbow downward in excitement. “My number four!” Mark drove casually past her and saw a parking spot on the busy street. He had to parallel park, which he purposely allowed to give him trouble.
Mark pulled in the nose of the car first, then backed up. Then he pulled forward and repeated this process for a long and embarrassing time. Long enough, in fact, to allow Carrie to walk upon him.
Mark was just getting out of the car when Carrie was walking by.
“Carrie? Is that, is that you?” Mark acted surprised.
Carrie looked at Mark. She had just talked to Detective Armstrong, and when she mentioned Mark, he got upset. He said he stopped a blue Volkswagen and let the guy go.
“Hi, Mark. Uh, what are you doing?” She wanted to go on and see Rosie and Kevin. Something about him made her feel uncomfortable. His hands looked terrible. She couldn’t help but notice them.
“Oh, I was going to get myself a coffee. But had to park way up the street, you know how it is? And,” He acted like he was embarrassed. “As you probably could tell, I suck at parallel parking. This car is a monster compared to my old beetle. Plus, my hands.” He held up his injured hands, which he observed Carrie looking at. Mark then carefully patted the little Mazda CX-5.
“Oh, so you got rid of the Volkswagen?” Carrie asked, but she really didn’t care one bit.
“Yeah, you know I, it was time. It needed a lot of attention; I couldn’t afford to give it.” An awkward silence came over them; finally, Mark interrupted it. “Look, I was; you want to join me?” Mark pointed down the street to Starbucks.
“No thanks, I was just coming from there.” Carrie pulled her tank top up and covered her sides to keep them from being exposed.
“Well, look, if you see or hear from Fiona, let her know I showed up for dinner, but sadly, she stood me up. She wouldn’t even answer or return my calls. I guess, well, maybe it wasn’t meant to be for us. You know.” Mark was reminding himself not to overdo it. “I know I messed up on the first go-between Fiona and me. That was all me. Well, anyhow.”
Carrie looked at Mark. He seemed so sad; he didn’t know about Fiona yet. Mark thinks she stood him up. Fiona never made it to their date. Poor guy. Carrie never liked him, but she felt terrible for him. She needed to let him know what had happened to Fiona.
“Look, I, uh, I live just up the street. I guess you haven’t heard, but if you want to,” Carrie was struggling. She was hurting, and she started crying uncontrollably. Mark reached over and put a sympathetic arm around her, which comforted Carrie.
“Hey, hey, it’s OK.” As Carrie put her head on his shoulder, Mark smiled such an evil grin that anyone who saw it would have gone berserk out of fear. But no one noticed.
“There’s a lot, so much has,” She couldn’t complete a sentence. Carrie just wailed.
“Carrie, I don’t know what you’re trying to say or why you’re so upset.” Mark still rubbed her hair to comfort her. It was comforting for Mark to do this because he always found Carrie uniquely appealing. He fantasized about Fiona and Carrie, both with him. Mark almost chuckled at the thought because it would never happen now; Fiona was dead.
Carrie heard the chuckle and looked at Mark. “What is it?”
Mark quickly recovered and said, “It just seems you’re so sad, Carrie. I don’t know how to help you, and I want to be here for you, badly.”
Carrie looked up the street to her apartment. “Would you like to join me? I live just up the street there?” Carrie pointed to her apartment building.
Mark thought about how to respond. “Thanks, but I was just going to get a coffee. I wanted to be alone, Fiona standing me up and all. I deserve it, but.”
“Mark, if you come up, there’s a lot that has happened that I think you need to know about. It’ll explain what happened the other night, why Fiona never made it to your date.” Carrie’s blue eyes were enticing, and Mark felt his hormones surge at the thought of having Carrie.
Mark struggled not to smile. He felt his knife against his crotch as he stiffened. Mark could finally kill Carrie, another name off his list. He repeated to himself, don’t smile. Do not smile.
Carrie looked at him, perplexed. “You look happy right now, Mark.”
“Well, Carrie, it’s no secret you and I never saw eye to eye. Yet, here we are talking; you’re even inviting me to your apartment to talk. It’s nice, and it’s comforting. I’m in a moment when I need a friend or someone to help me understand things.”
Carrie accepted the response too readily. “So, you’ll come up then?”
Mark nodded his head and said, “Sure.”
Carrie looked at Mark as they walked to her apartment. “So, what happened to your hands? It looks painful. The blood is soaking through the bandages.”
“It’s an embarrassing story of a diner gone bad. I was prepping a pig.” Mark smiled sardonically at his brief comment.
“Oh, so you were cutting some pork and… oh, well, forget it. I can’t cook either. I burn water. If I tried to cook anything, I’d cut myself too. I got bandages in the apartment if you wanna change them. They look pretty messy.” Carrie took one of Mark’s hands and looked at the blood-soaked bandages.
All Mark could muster was a simple “Thanks.”


Chapter 34
Everything Ok, Boss?
 
Detective Armstrong went to the apartment of Mark Bergstrom’s mother, Deidre. The information he got on the way over was that Deidre had a history of HPD or histrionic personality disorder. HPD is a condition in which the individual exhibits a pattern of excessive attention-seeking behaviors. This can include inappropriate seduction and an extreme desire for approval. 
Mark was a teenager when Deidre got diagnosed. With Mark now aware of Deidre’s condition, the doctors hoped Deidre would break all ties with her previous lovers. Hopefully, this would help Deidre gain confidence, stability, and independence.
Detective Armstrong entered the building and took the stairs to Deidre’s apartment. Rosie’s encounter in the elevator was still fresh in the detective’s mind. The steps groaned under his weight. Although the detective was tall, he was slim, and he wasn’t expecting the loud squeak of the steps.
Deidre’s apartment was on the third floor, and once there, Detective Armstrong saw three doors, one to the left, a center door, and one to the right. Deidre’s front door was on the right, apartment 301. Detective Armstrong walked over to the door and listened.
Nothing.
Detective Armstrong walked over to the center door, apartment 302, and listened.
He heard a loud TV in the background.
The detective walked over to the left door, apartment 303, and listened.
Nothing. 
Finally, he walked back over to Deidre’s apartment, checked his weapon, and knocked on the door. Detective Armstrong waited a few seconds, then tried again, except a little more forcefully. A door opened behind him, and the detective quickly turned around with his hand on his gun.
“Ya ain’t gonna find dem home. Dat boy dun dun-it I’s a guess.” A man wearing a white tank top stood with his arms raised over his head, holding onto his apartment’s door frame. He was of medium height, balding, and sported an unkempt beard. 
“I’m sorry, what?” Detective Armstrong asked.
The shabby man spoke louder, thinking the detective didn’t hear him the first time. “I says, ain’t no one home. I ain’t heard no fight’n nor any bang’n, so ain’t no one home!”
“No one is home because you can’t hear them yelling and fighting. Is that what you’re saying?” The detective inquired.
“Man, I’s can’t say it no clearer!” The guy in apartment 302 threw his hands up as if giving up, then he held onto the door frame again as if using it for stability. “They’s be scream’n and a holer’n day in and day out. Boy, I tell you some’n.” He scratched his armpit vigorously. “They’s be quarrel’n like they lovers.”
“So…” Detective Armstrong began. “Have you ever reported this domestic violence to anyone?” The detective inquired.
“I sho has, many a time. Ain’t seen hide nor hair of no police.” He again scratched his armpit vigorously. 
“Thank you, sir. That’s why I am here. To respond to a domestic violence call.” Detective Armstrong knew he had probable cause to enter the apartment if he suspected domestic violence, even without a warrant. 
Detective Armstrong went back to apartment 301 and knocked again. The stranger in apartment 302 stayed in his door frame, observing. Detective Armstrong then tried the doorknob, which was, as suspected, locked. The detective reached above the door frame to feel for an extra key, but nothing. 
“Ya know, boss. If ya want to go inside, I gots me an extra key to that der apartment. Deidre thought best I has one just in case.” He was scratching at his armpit again. 
Detective Armstrong reluctantly walked back to the man in apartment 302. “You know, I would really appreciate you loaning me that key, please.” Detective Armstrong was trying to not lose all his composure.
“Sho thang, boss. Just one thang… can I see your credentials? A man can’t never be too safe here, know what I mean der, boss?” He smiled a smile that showed a few missing teeth and a few that needed to be pulled. Detective Armstrong pulled out his wallet and shield and showed his badge to the man in apartment 302.
“Boy, oh, boy! You waits here, mister, and I fetch you that der key.” The man left, and Detective Armstrong looked inside his apartment with curiosity. He saw deer heads and various fish lining the walls. It was dark and musty but very tidy. 
The man reappeared, but this time with shoes on his feet. “Here it be. Let’s go.” He waved his hand to tell Detective Armstrong to follow him as he led the way to the door. 
“Uh, one second there,” Detective Armstrong commanded. “How about you let me use that key and stay here? I would like to do an initial walk-through with no civilian interference.”
The man looked sad but handed Detective Armstrong the key. “I can watch from the hall, right, boss?”
Detective Armstrong shook his head in disbelief. “Whatever.” 
Detective Armstrong walked to the apartment and slowly unlocked the door. In response to a domestic violence call from the neighbor, he legally entered the apartment. “This is Detective Armstrong. Is anyone at home? If so, identify yourself. I am entering because of a call about possible domestic violence!”
The detective listened intently but heard nothing. He repeated, “This is Detective Armstrong. Is anyone at home? If so, identify yourself. I am entering because of a call about possible domestic violence!”
The apartment was simple. You entered the apartment through the living room and walked toward a three-person sofa facing a TV. There was a coffee table with an ashtray full of cigarette butts. Looking to the right of the coffee table was a short hall with a partially opened door on the right-hand side. It was a bathroom. There was a door to the left, which was open, and it was a bedroom. Finally, a door at the end of the hall was also ajar. Blood was visible all over the floor, leading to the hallway and the bathroom. It was cleaned but with little care.  
Detective Armstrong drew his gun and sauntered down the hallway, watching his step as he progressed. He examined the bedroom; it was small and vacant. He inspected the bathroom and nearly jumped back in horror when he saw Deidre dead in the bathtub. Blood was thick and pooled under her. Detective Armstrong grabbed his phone and called in to report the scene. 
After Detective Armstrong called in the homicide of Ms. Deidre Bergstrom, he snooped around the apartment. The detective walked to the back bedroom, mindful of the pool of blood on the floor. Once in the back bedroom, the detective saw a small desk with a journal.
The detective read the exposed page:
Rosie has become a thorn in my side. Who would have thought the old bitch would give me the best chase? It’s fun, but I can’t get caught yet. No, I had too many close calls today. Oh, yeah, I can’t forget the cab driver. Hahaha! He never saw me or his death coming. Thank God! That man was a giant! I yanked him back effortlessly and sank my little paring knife into his neck. How weak of an area of the body is that exposed place? A guy his size, and I took him out with a slight motion of my thin wrist. Fascinating. 
Now, why was the police pig going to the hospital? Was the hospital for Rosie? Did she get so traumatized from the hellevator experience? Hahaha! Damn, that was too much fun! Life has so much to offer when you just don’t freaking care anymore. 
Detective Armstrong couldn’t believe it, a handwritten confession on plain paper right in front of him. This man, Mark, was the killer for sure. 
Detective Armstrong flipped toward the journal’s front and read some of Mark’s earlier writings.
Why should I go on living when there’s nothing left for me to live for? Really, I’m serious, nothing at all. My existence is nothing more than a mere fart; I got pushed out, and now I fade away. It’s not like anyone will remember me after I’m gone. I never gave a fart much thought afterward, does anyone? Why should anyone remember me? I have done nothing of any importance to be recognized for. 
I’m troubled, and I need serious help. I’m smart enough to know that I need help, but I got no one, and I mean it too, no one to turn to. All I got is myself, and even my thoughts are conflicted. That’s how screwed up I am. 
My mom? What should I do when even the bitch who birthed me can’t understand how traumatized I am? She only sees me with oppressive eyes, a replacement for the men she once had and the ones she’ll never have. 
I hate waking up every morning. My first thought is, damn it, I didn’t die in my sleep. I hate that when I wake up and walk out of my bedroom, I see my mom sitting at the kitchen table, half-naked and smoking. She stares at me with those lewd eyes because she’s always amorous. I’m thirty-three years old; I don’t want to see that shit! But the fruitcake can’t be left alone; she can’t attend to herself, so I’m stuck with babysitting duty for the rest of her life. Lucky, freaking me!
Detective Armstrong looked up; he thought there was someone in the apartment. He shouted, “Hello? Is someone there?” Detective Armstrong put the journal down, got up, and looked down the hallway. Nothing. The detective knew the units would arrive shortly. He looked back at the journal and shook his head at reading about Mark’s journal. He sat back and started reading Mark’s journal once more. 
The Mirror Man and I made a kill list. I will start with who will be the easiest. As I gain confidence, I will progress toward those associated with me more easily. Like, mom!
Fiona, my old girlfriend, will be the lucky number one. We hooked up a long time ago. I avoided her because she had a baby and wanted nothing to do with being around a screaming, crying, and obnoxious kid. But the chubby bitch was persistent, and we finally hooked up out of boredom. 
God, she was too easy. That was all she wanted, sex. She said, “Let’s forget dinner and return to my place; my mom has Kevin.” Fiona dressed like a whore. She smelled like a whore, and she screwed like a whore. I mean, yeah, she was fun, but she was only temporary.
The following morning, please, God, forgive me. Yes, I slept there. I had to wake up and see that face in the morning first thing. I knew there would never be us because I couldn’t wake up and see that face every morning for the rest of my life! But my nightmare morning was only beginning. 
I ended up meeting her mom and her stinky son, Kevin. Fiona sat him on my lap like I was already his new daddy or something. It was all I could do not to move my legs apart and watch him fall to the floor. Maybe I’d get lucky, and he’d bump his head on the corner of the coffee table or something. But I was a different me back then. I thought the thoughts, but I told myself, don’t do it, don’t do it. Over and over, I told myself this. But the idea of hurting the kid made the morning bearable. I so badly wanted to see him fall and get hurt. 
Then, to make the morning go from bearable to a nightmare, the freaking little son of a whore pissed on my lap. I’ll never forget Fiona’s comment. “Oh, it’s holy water. Hihihi. You’re baptized now!” And her stupid childish giggle freaking made my skin crawl. Looking at the fat bitch, I thought, how did she ever get me hard? She’s freaking repulsive and annoying! God, I wanted to strangle her back then as much as I do now.
Her bitchy mom looked at me like I was the devil or something. Maybe she was wiser than I gave her credit for. She wouldn’t speak to me or talk to me. All she did was glare at me like I would molest little Kevin. Shit, I’m a lot of things, but I’m not my mom!
Before our relationship even started, she was out screwing other men. After that awkward first morning, Fiona and I never spoke. I guess to Fiona, it was a one-night stand or a game. She chased me down and got me. We never crossed paths after I left that following day, and I haven’t seen or heard anything about her since that one night. What a great trial run she will be. It will be fun to kill her, Kevin, and her mom. 
Detective Armstrong could not believe his luck; he was reading a confession about why Mark chased Rosie and her family. This maniac logged all his actions. One thing confused Detective Armstrong. Who was the Mirror Man? 
Detective Armstrong got up and looked around; he kept getting that odd feeling he wasn’t alone. After he felt safe, the detective read more of Mark’s journal.
Here is the beginning of my list.
People I will kill:
1) Fiona, ex-girlfriend, who’s a whore.
2) Kevin, my ex-girlfriend’s son, pissed on my lap.
3) Rosie, my ex-girlfriend’s mother, never gave me a chance.
4) Boyfriend to Fiona if she has one.
5) Carrie, Fiona’s friend, for never liking me.
6) Spencer, the guy at work, talks about me behind my back.
7) Deidre, my mom. 
8) Me because I can’t stand the internal battles that rage inside me.
This list will be adjusted, and names will indeed be added to this list as my work progresses. I haven’t considered that I may have to eliminate individuals who interfere with my work. For example, those good-doer civilians who try to do good deeds become victims. If those assholes try to interfere, I will kill them without a second thought. I will kill any police officer that gets in my way. 
I don’t fear death; I don’t fear getting caught, and I’m fed up with feeling miserable the way I do. Killing these individuals on my list will bring me satisfaction because they contributed to the pain of my pathetic life. Killing these assholes will ultimately lead to my demise, which is what I lust after, anyhow.
I’ve been giving a lot of thought to how I will kill my poor, innocent victims. Guns are too loud and would undoubtedly draw a lot of attention. Besides, I’ve always thought of guns as a weapon for cowards. What’s the point of killing your victim from afar? What’s the point of killing if they can’t see your face as their last image?  
I want to look at my victim’s eyes when I steal their life. I want to hear their last words as they whisper them between only God and me. We’ll be the only ones who know what they whispered on that last painful breath of life.
So, with those thoughts, I will use my lovely paring knife to get in close. Killing with my knife, I can make it personal as I hear their last breath, their secret whisper or prayer, their last cry as I feel their blood on my hands, warm and sticky. I can feel the tear of the flesh as I thrust my blade into their body. I can feel the knife when it contacts the bone. And the best part of using my knife is that it isn’t immediate death. I can torture them with slow stabs that cause them exorbitant pain. 
“Damn it!” the detective exclaimed loudly. Then he mumbled, “I can’t believe it. I let the bastard go.” 
“Everything OK, boss? I heard you yell.” The man from apartment 302 stood behind Detective Armstrong, scratching his armpit.
 





Chapter 35
The Knife Sunk in Ever so Smoothly
 
“She has an ungodly amount of stab wounds.” Eric Harris was a bloodstain expert in the division of forensic science. “Her throat, it’s sliced deeply. From her looks, she’s been dead, maybe 24 hours tops. It’s hard to tell, though, because...” He pointed at various locations. “This blood, it’s pooled under the victim.” Eric Harris pointed under the victim, who sat stiffly in the tube. “Also, she was under the shower, making it more difficult to determine how long she has been dead until we get an autopsy.” Eric showed the blood and water traces in and surrounding the drain and the tub at various locations.
“But, detective, this is not where she died.” Eric looked up at Detective Armstrong with an astonished look on his face. The detective knew that already, but he understood protocol. “And she obviously didn’t die from bleeding to death.” Eric scoffed as he pointed at just a few dozen stab wounds. “Someone hated this woman to stab her this many times and to have sliced her throat.” Eric Harris shook his head in disbelief.
Detective Armstrong walked back to the backroom as the forensic experts analyzed the blood splatter, took fingerprints and bagged evidence. Detective Armstrong was interested primarily in the journal. He wanted to read more and understand Mark Bergstrom better.
*
Carrie helped Mark with his bandages. She told Mark about Fiona and Kevin’s attack that put him in the hospital. She revealed everything that Detective Armstrong told her. Mark took the news like a champion. He played his sympathy card and looked melancholy at all the right moments. Mark acted angry about Kevin being attacked and in the hospital. Secretly, he was shocked that the little bastard survived.
He winced as Carrie tried to remove the bandages from his other hand without hurting him. She cradled his arm through hers and rested his arm on her lap. Her touch was pleasant to him and excited Mark.
“Stop twitching,” Carrie commanded.
“Sorry, it’s just,” She tugged him further up her leg, closer to her waist, silencing Mark. Mark couldn’t help thinking about wanting to have sex with her. She was pretty, and she was there, available. Mark knew she would die, but maybe there could be a compromise.
“See, that’s better, isn’t it?” Carrie rubbed his hands to show him the bandages she had placed on them. Mark looked at her and not at the dressings.
“Is, is something wrong, Mark?” Carrie asked.
“No, no. I’ve never been taken care of like this before. I-”
“You haven’t found the right girl, then.” Carrie still held his hand on her lap. It surprised her to feel a desire for Mark. Where was this desire coming from? She liked his hand on her leg. She enjoyed the idea of his hand going further up her leg to explore other parts of her body.
“No, I haven’t. I’ve always fallen for the wrong types.” He spoke softer. Mark’s mood seemed to change from killer to sensual. He turned his hand over with his palm now on her leg. He applied a gentle amount of pressure and squeezed her leg. Carrie sighed softly, which spoke volumes for Mark.
Mark rubbed further up her leg, and finally, he pressed his hand between her legs. Carrie spread them apart as she leaned over to kiss him deeply. They both fell back onto the couch, with Carrie on top of Mark. Carrie could feel how excited he was as she lay on top of him. Carrie slid down to please him. “You want me to?”
Mark rose with his knife in his hand; Carrie looked up in horror as the knife cut her across her cheek. Mark stood up as Carrie tried to run; blood poured from her face. But Mark grabbed her by her blonde hair and yanked her back.
“Bitch, we aren’t done yet!” Mark roared. “We were just getting started!”
Mark got on top of Carrie. Even in the face of death, he saw how beautiful her piercing blue eyes were. Mark looked at her body, which was seducing him. Mark thought he had her; he could do anything he wanted to her. He could kill her, have sex with her, or both.
“Hahaha!” Mark couldn’t help but laugh.
Carrie winced, squirmed, and tried to hit Mark. The gash bled beautifully, and Mark felt more aroused from hurting her than touching her. He took his knife and jammed it into her thigh. Mark twisted the blade, and he could feel it had touched bone. Carrie screamed loudly. Mark put his hand over her mouth to muffle the piercing scream and pulled the knife out from Carrie’s leg. Mark removed his hand, and Carrie was silent. She had passed out.
Mark looked at the woman who craved him just minutes earlier. She was a fine specimen of a woman, he thought. Mark lifted her shirt up and admired her breasts. Mark rubbed her hair; it smelled so clean. He laid beside her, with his head on her shoulder, and rested for a few minutes. “Too bad you remind me of my mom.” Mark got up and grabbed his knife. He rubbed the bloody blade across her stomach in a figure-eight pattern. Mark loved how smooth Carrie’s belly was, how firm her stomach was.
The knife sunk into Carrie’s belly ever so smoothly.
 
 
 




Chapter 36
Kill Them All
 
Mark casually walked out of Carrie’s apartment. He walked past his mom’s Mazda CX-5 and thought about how much he missed his Volkswagen. Besides, Mark loathed anything that his mom liked. Mark strolled past Starbucks, and a few minutes later, he saw the commotion surrounding his mom’s apartment. Mark wasn’t surprised yet disappointed; where would he stay now until his list was completed?
Mark was across the street from all the drama. So, he sat on a bench with an advertisement for a cheap lawyer and lit a cigarette. Mark observed the coming and going of the police, in and out of his mom’s apartment. More police arrived, and more pedestrians gathered to bird-watch.
Three cigarettes later, he saw the police carrying a large black bag that he knew was his dead mother and stuffed her inside a truck. Mark stood up as if he could see better and uncontrollably laughed. “Hahaha! Farewell, you old bitch!” He spat in her direction and flicked his cigarette butt.
Just as he was about to leave, Mark saw the officer who stopped him the other night walk out of the building carrying Mark’s journal. Anger filled Mark’s body, and he desperately wanted his diary back. Mark bit at his lower lip, debating what he should do next.
Mark looked at the bench with the cheap lawyer advertisement and saw his reflection. “Go get it, you little vagina.” The Mirror Man hissed.
“Stop. Stop!” Mark popped the right side of his head hard enough to make an audible popping sound.
“Stop what? Pussy!” The Mirror Man retorted.
“D, d, don’t call me that,” Mark thundered. Some spectators who initially observed the commotion at Mark’s mom’s apartment now looked at Mark as he argued with his reflection on a bench.
“I can’t get the journal. I’ll get caught.” Mark whispered to the Mirror Man.
“You’re such a coward. We’re going to die, anyway. Let’s go out in style, freak!” The Mirror Man shouted.
“No! No! No!” Mark bellowed and slapped himself on his head a second time. Then Mark looked around; he finally noticed the people looking at him and stopped.
Mark noticed the attention he was getting and looked at one lady staring at him. “Bitch, you keep staring at me, and I’ll freaking gouge your eyes out!” Mark pulled out his knife that was sticky with Carrie’s blood. He started walking with his head down. Mark’s eyes glared upward at the lady staring at him. The female spectator backed up and screamed loudly as Mark focused on her.
Detective Armstrong looked across the street as the lady screamed and saw a man with a knife walking toward her. A man lunged at the guy with the knife, but the knife-wielding man quickly and firmly held the knife out, and the man took a stab in his stomach and fell to the ground, holding his bleeding wound.
Armstrong pulled his gun and ran across the street, screaming, “Stop! Freeze!” He aimed the gun toward Mark, but too many spectators were moving around, panicking and screaming.
Mark took advantage of the cover provided by the panicked crowd, put his knife away, and ran for his life; he wasn’t ready to get caught. He looked back and was surprised to see that no one was chasing him. The officer must’ve stopped to assist the guy that Mark had stabbed. Mark continued to run until he reached his mom’s car. He got inside, closed the door, and started screaming in the rearview mirror.
“What the hell? Stay out of my way! Stay out of my head!” Mark screamed in anger.
Mark grabbed the rearview mirror and stared at himself. His breathing was accelerated as if he were hyperventilating.
“I can do whatever I want, whenever I want, freak!” The Mirror Man hissed.
“No! No, you cannot! Y, y, you’re going to stay away and let me finish my list.”
Mark glared at the mirror, his face red with rage.
“Your pathetic list of people you want to kill is a joke. You’re a freaking little bitch. You can’t even understand that you are your worse enemy! Want to know why? Because of me! Me! Dumb ass! I am you; you are me, and we hate each other! I want to die, and you want to live. You like killing so much, then kill yourself!” The Mirror Man said threateningly.
“Oh, I will kill you. You will go away, and you will suffer!”
Mark grabbed the rearview mirror, yanked it off the windshield, and threw it outside the car into the street. He started the car and drove off. Mark knew he had to go. Mark couldn’t stick around too long since the police knew who he was. They certainly knew he had killed his mom.
“Hahaha!” Mark laughed as he thought about his mom. How easily she died. He thought about the knife cutting into her throat. How smoothly it sliced the skin. He glanced at his hands. They hurt still and bleed a lot. Blood already soaked the dressings that Carrie put on. Mark was debating if he should have waited to kill her. He needed new bandages, and she did a good job.
Mark turned on the radio. Music seemed to calm him. He pulled out his cigarettes, lit a smoke, and laid his elbow on the window as he slowly drove through the city.
“Where should I go?” Mark pondered to himself. It was the first time Mark realized he wasn’t sure what to do next. He tossed the cigarette out and felt nervous.
Mark pulled the car into a gas station and parked at the side of the store. He was about to get out, then he changed his mind.
“What do I do? I need help. What should I do?” Mark asked himself. But there wasn’t a reply.
“I said, what should I do?” Marked asked louder. He waited, but no reply.
Mark put his hands over his face and screamed into his palms. The scream made him short of breath, but it was also calming. He took several deep breaths and asked again, “What should I do?”
Mark shook strangely, a twitch that he couldn’t control, and in an unfamiliar voice, he replied, Kill everyone. Kill them all!”
Mark looked scared and frightened at the command. “Wh? Who are you?” Mark asked as he looked in the side mirror at himself.
In the mysterious voice, Mark replied, “I am in charge. You asked for help; help is here. Kill them all.”
Mark smiled. “Wh, wh, where is?”
“Your friend who picks on you is gone for now. Like I said, I am controlling things from here on out. Now, kill them all. Let’s have some fun!”
 
 


Chapter 37
Ok, Consider Me Informed
 
Carrie opened her eyes. Her vision was blurry, and the sharp pain radiating from her stomach and thigh nearly caused her to pass out again. Still, she knew she needed help and stayed focused on surviving.
Carrie’s vision slowly improved as her body’s self-defense naturally took over, allowing Carrie to think more rationally than focusing entirely on the pain. She took note that she was on the floor next to the couch. Blood was everywhere. Carrie kept her hand over her injured stomach, reached up on the coffee table, and tried to grab her cell phone. The pain emitted from her thigh made her scream as she shifted her body weight. 
Carrie wanted to move as little as possible. Just reaching up for the phone was challenging and dreadfully painful. She had to pat the table to find the device. After several attempts, Carrie’s fingers found her phone. She laid back on the floor with a deep sigh. Her right hand was still holding her stab wound, and she unlocked her cell phone and called 911.
“911, what’s your emergency?” A friendly female voice asked.
“I, I’ve been stabbed in my stomach and thigh, and I need help.” Carrie groaned into her phone. The cut across her face became more noticeable as she spoke.
“OK. Is the person still in the house who attacked you?” The 911 representative asked.
Carrie sighed, “No. No, I don’t believe so. I can’t be sure. I, I just came to. Please, help me.” Carrie knew her situation was dire, and she needed medical attention fast.
“I have dispatched an ambulance, and police are also en route. Please, stay on the line until paramedics and the police arrive.”
Carrie moaned as she shifted her body. “OK.” But Carrie was fading fast. 
“Ma’am, are you still there?” The 911 operator asked.
Carrie struggled to reply. “Yes.” 
“Good. Good” There was silence, but the operator soon asked, “Can you see or hear anything? Look around you, and please, try to stay awake. Stay with me.” The operator said, hopefully.
“I’m lying on the floor.” Carrie tilted her head to look around. The apartment was silent; she could see toward the front door, which was closed. Carrie was hurting so badly. “Is help coming soon?” Carrie asked impatiently.
“Yes, yes. The paramedics and police should be there any second now. Just hang in there with me until they arrive. You’re going to be alright.” The operator said reassuringly to Carrie.
“Th, thanks. I, I hurt so bad, and I’m bleeding so much. There’s so much,” Carrie started bawling. “I, I don’t want to die! I don’t want to.” Carrie held her wounded stomach with one hand and covered her face with the other. The phone was lying on the laminate floor by her head. Carrie looked at her injuries and knew she was lying in a pool of blood.
“There’s too much blood. I’m bleeding to death! I’m going to die!” Carrie sobbed.
“Shh, shh. You’re going to be fine. It’s great that you’re conscious. You’re keeping pressure on the wounds, right?” The 911 operator asked.
Carrie replied, “Mmm, hmm.” The pain made her want to squirm and twitch.
“That’s good. That’s great. Try to remain calm. Panicking raises your heart rate and causes you to bleed more. Relax and keep the pressure on the injury. I can see the medics are at your building.” The operator informed Carrie.
Carrie heard the sirens just as the operator made her comment. Carrie felt relief. 
“Don’t be alarmed when they come in, OK?” 
Carrie heard the other sirens outside. Carrie’s front door opened within a minute, and police and medics stormed into her tiny apartment. Immediately, people started attending to her while the police searched the apartment. Carrie tried to tell the operator thanks, but everything happened so fast when the paramedics arrived that she never got to thank her.
*
Detective Armstrong had just helped the good Samaritan that Mark tried to stab when he received word about Carrie being attacked. As he attended the attack outside Mark’s residence, he saw the ambulance and several patrol cars drive by. 
“What a day!” Detective Armstrong said to the patrolman who had delivered the news. “Is she gonna survive?”
“Hell, boss, I don’t know. I was told you’d be interested and to inform you.” Detective Armstrong knew the patrolman had other tasks he needed to do.
“OK, consider me informed.” Detective Armstrong grabbed a toothpick and started gnawing and thinking. 
Detective Armstrong walked back across the street to Deidre Bergstrom’s apartment. He looked inside one of the patrol cars parked against the sidewalk and saw what he was looking for: the journal. Detective Armstrong was holding this when he heard the girl scream, and Mark tried to stab someone. 
Detective Armstrong opened it up and saw many sketches and notes. The handwriting went from perfection to illegible. A lot of the journal was ramblings. There weren’t any dates, so Detective Armstrong couldn’t tell when Mark wrote anything in his diary. He flipped to different pages and found one that caught his interest, and the detective read.
Seems mommy wants her baby tonight. I don’t want mom, though. I need to get out of here. Mom’s advances concern me. Stop! Stop telling me to kill her; she’s my mom, damn it! I know she’s your mom, too. She just loves me in a particular way. Maybe I should be grateful. Got to go; here she comes. 
Detective Armstrong looked at another page of the journal. The handwriting was messy and complicated for him to read.
The killing has become easy. Mom has made my list. She should’ve been at the top of the list, but moms get special privileges, don’t they? Hahaha! I have so many ideas formulating in this great brain of mine about how I will kill her. Maybe burn her to death. I could tie her up and sit and talk with her. Smoke me a cigarette and use her as an ashtray. Hahaha! I could use my lovely knife and slice her arms, legs, and stomach. Just enough to get the blood flowing. I’ll sit and watch her bleed out and die slowly. I wonder how many cigarettes could I smoke before she bleeds out and dies? 
Detective Armstrong turned the journal over and looked quizzically at the book. The outer part of the journal was like new. He opened the book again and decided not to read anymore but observed the writing. Sometimes Mark wrote with scholarly-like penmanship, then it looked like a five-year-old scribbled. 
There were detailed sketches of penises, breasts, and men and women bent over. The drawings were awkward, but strangely, Detective Armstrong thought they showed talent. The curious detective came across one sketch drawn with a lit cigarette coming out of an anus with a caption under it that read, Smoke This!
Detective Armstrong turned the page.
It’s time to free myself from the voices inside my head. We are all part of the great train destined for death. I will assist those I have judged guilty with a ticket on this death train and drive us all to our destination.
The penmanship was beautiful, but then it changed to sloppy.
Kill me. Kill them. Kill everyone. Kill them all! Get them with your daddy’s knife. It’s the only tool you have. Kill me. Kill them. Kill everyone. Kill them all! Kill them with any knife. Make it personal. Everyone has wronged you. No one loves you. You’re such a loser. You’re a vagina. You should kill everyone and then kill yourself. 
The penmanship became like perfection once again.
Oh, I’m going to kill you. I’ll kill you so slowly, so painfully. I will suffer, but you will be out of my head forever. God, I hate you! I freaking hate you so much! But I understand why I need you. I need you to help me kill everyone who made me this way. But you don’t get to take over. You won’t take control because I freaking won’t let you. 
Detective Armstrong nearly dropped Mark’s precious journal when it occurred to him; what if Mark Bergstrom is schizophrenic? The detective looked about him as the police and inspectors worked the crime scene at Deidre’s apartment. He wasn’t sure if his belief was correct, but it helped make sense of the last few days. 



Chapter 38
Kevin, the Survivor
 
Mark took his mother’s Mazda CX-5 and headed toward the hospital. He enjoyed a cigarette and listened to Elton John’s “I’m Still Standing.” A fitting song for himself, Mark thought, smiling. He was in a great mood since he was now focused and knew what to do. Kill them all.
Mark had an evil smirk plastered on his face as he guided his mom’s car to its destination. Mark obeyed all the traffic lights and signs and drove slightly below the posted speed limit to avoid unnecessary attention or delays. He just wanted to finish what he had started.
Mark parked outside the emergency room entrance. He watched the comings and goings of people while he enjoyed another cigarette and thought of an idea. He got out of the car with his bandaged hands, removed the bandages, and tossed them in a trash can before entering the emergency room. Mark then walked up to the front desk.
“Can I help you, sir?” A female asked in an unpleasant tone without even looking up at him. Mark stood there for a long second before replying. Mark knew he couldn’t afford to be rude to her, even though she made it hard for him not to kill her out of spite. He said to himself, you can kill her later. Mark moved his hands to the counter.
“Yeah, um, I’m injured and think I may need stitches,” Mark replied.
The lady finally looked at him and saw his hands, but she didn’t react. “You need to check in and fill in these forms.” She handed over a clipboard with several documents for Mark to fill in. The clipboard had a pen with a piece of yarn long enough for Mark to write.
“Ma’am,” Mark said, holding up his injured hands from killing Corporal Davenport. “Really? I got to fill in paperwork like this?” He sighed to show frustration and made jazz hands gesture with his injured hands.
“I don’t make the rules. I just follow the rules.” She put her head down and continued messing with something behind the counter that Mark couldn’t see.
“Sir,” an elderly lady called to Mark. Mark looked at the voice. A sweet-looking older lady wearing white sweatshirt and sweatpants waved at him. “I can write your information to help you if you give me the details.” She patted the vacant seat beside her and smiled glowingly at her good deed. Mark walked over, sat beside her, and handed her the clipboard. “Thanks,” Mark said, unfriendly.
“It’s no problem at all,” the old lady replied. “My husband won’t be back for a while. Every time we come here, he takes a lifetime or longer.” She looked at Mark and sighed. “That sure looks painful.” She motioned to his hands and the deep gashes that covered his palms.
Mark wanted her help, not a conversation. “It does, but I’ll live.” Mark couldn’t stand being kind to the old lady. She reminded him so much of Rosie; he wanted to slice the old hag’s throat, watch her bleed out on the floor, and then kill the bitch at the front desk. But Mark stayed in control; he pointed at the first form and told her what to write.
It took thirty minutes for the paperwork to get completed. Mark then handed the clipboard to the unfriendly lady behind the desk, who looked through it with a fine-tooth comb. “You don’t have insurance?” She asked.
“Oh, I wrote nothing in there?” Mark asked, concerned he accidentally forgot a section. 
She looked at the form. “No, no, you didn’t.”
“Then, it may just be that I don’t have health insurance,” Mark said sarcastically.
“I don’t need any attitude, sir. I’m trying to assist you. Your spiteful behavior doesn’t help.” The receptionist spoke loudly so everyone in the waiting room could hear her.
Mark held up his hands for everyone to see. “I’m trying to be seen by a doctor for hand injuries, and you want me to fill in twenty forms. Look at me?” Mark replied just as loud. “If that gracious lady didn’t help me,” Mark motioned to the lovely old lady who smiled from the recognition of her civic duty. “I don’t know if they would see me today. You sure won’t take your eyes off whatever you’re messing with behind the desk long enough to help me!” Mark shouted, and he felt relieved to vent.
“Sir! Sir! You need to calm down, sir. Or I will,” She rolled her eyes and waved a finger at Mark. “Or I will call security and have you removed. Injuries or not, you ain’t above the rules. Understand?” She said in a thunderous tone.
Mark felt for his knife and thought how fun killing her would be. He wanted to cut off the finger she waved in his face and shove it so far up her ass that she could bite her fingernail. But she was lower on his list than his intended target. Mark glanced around the waiting room. He saw the old lady, and she looked sympathetically at Mark. Almost as if she knew his plan, she warned him to stay calm.
Mark thought to himself, stay focused. “Yeah, you’re right. You know, I’m in a lot of pain. I’m hurting, and the pain has me irritated and moody. I, I apologize. I’m terribly sorry.” Mark looked at the small audience in the waiting room, “I’m sorry, everybody. I didn’t mean to make a scene.” He looked at the receptionist and asked. “Well?”
She huffed loudly, clearly annoyed, and said, “A nurse will call for you when it’s your turn.” Mark apologized to her and the waiting room. The snappy nurse seemed to not hear his half-felt apology. She put her head down and continued with something behind the desk. As Mark walked off, he glanced around the desk and saw she was messing with her phone. He patted his knife and mumbled silently, “bitch.” The receptionist heard Mark and was about to make another scene, but she saw Mark glaring at her. His eyes and demeanor frightened her, and she looked away.
Finally, after nearly an hour, Mark was called into the back to have his vitals taken. Shortly after finishing his vitals, they ushered Mark to another room, where he was told a doctor would see him. Mark knew it would take roughly another hour before a doctor walked in to see him, so he used the time to leave the room and explore.
Mark walked down the hallway to the elevator. He looked at the floor numbers and tried the next level, ICU. Mark figured that Kevin, the survivor, would need to recover in this hospital wing.
Mark sang alternate lyrics to the Blondie song, “Call Me,” inside the elevator during the brief ride to the second floor. “Kevin, call me. Call me, call me anytime, Kevin.” The doors slid open, and Mark casually walked out and looked both ways. He saw a large reception desk and rooms with patients in critical condition to the right.
To the left was a long hallway. There were bathrooms for men and women nearly halfway down. Further down the hallway, from the toilets, was a mini-break room with vending and snack machines. At the far end was the beginning of another hall that went again left or right.
So, Mark went left out of the elevator. Mark knew that if Kevin really was alive, Rosie was there too. He had tried to kill them both already. Kevin had to be in awful shape with his broken leg and a stab to his stomach. Mark smiled at the fact that Kevin was supposedly alive. “What a freaking little trooper.” Mark silently said as he walked past the vending machines.
Mark hummed the song “Stand by Me” as he walked down the hall. He didn’t have a worry about the world. Mark got to the end of the hall and looked in each direction. Mark saw an office to the right, and to the left was another long corridor with several doors on the left side of the hallway. At the end were two police officers sitting on each side of a door. Mark smiled and said in a whisper, “Got you!”
 





Chapter 39
More Bad News, Rosie
 
Rosie sat on a recliner with a blanket draped over her legs. She used a diner tray cart as a table to play a game of solitaire using a set of cards a nurse had given her. She was losing once again, but Wheel of Fortune was on and distracting her from her game.
They expected Kevin to be removed from a medically induced coma in a day or two. It amazed the doctors how lucky he was that the stab to his lower stomach missed all the major blood vessels. The attack injured his appendix, and the doctors removed the organ. His leg was safely reset, and he now sported a cast from his left knee. 
Rosie loved to look at Kevin and compare his features to Fiona’s. Rosie had cried a lot the last few days. She committed to herself and Fiona that she would do everything in her old age to allow Kevin a chance at a pleasant life. Rosie could only think; that was the reason for all that happened. She was wirier than she knew. She was aware of that now. Kevin gave her something to live for, which sparked a fire inside her.
Rosie just hated being stuck in a small room, waiting for updates. She hated pushing a button to ask for a drink, a snack, or everything. Rosie felt like a prisoner. As much as she was happy Kevin would survive, the machine’s constant hissing and beeping stressed her. Rosie wanted to leave the room and escape the noises, but for Kevin and her safety, she couldn’t.
The door to the room remained guarded. Detective Armstrong told Rosie that two policemen would be on guard around the clock until this ordeal was over. A small window with a curtain covering it was to the right side of the door. Rosie got up, walked over to the window, and drew the curtain back to peek out. She saw one officer messing with his phone. He looked up, saw Rosie, and motioned for her to close the curtain. Rosie obliged and went back to her recliner and got comfortable again.
Rosie looked at the window. She left just enough of a gap to see out into the hall from her angle in the recliner. Rosie grinned at the idea she now had Wheel of Fortune and could see out of the room. Rosie felt mischievous and proud of herself. So, she figured she deserved a little nap.
Rosie snuggled to a pillow in the recliner and adjusted the back and footrest. She took the remote and turned down the game show. Rosie was about to shut her eyes when a man walked by the window. She saw one guard go down the hall away from the room in a rush.
Rosie sat up, no longer thinking about the nap she was craving. She was about to go to the door to eavesdrop when a loud thud knocked on the door. Rosie jumped like a teenager from the recliner out of fear and went and stood behind it for protection. The doorknob shook and rattled. Finally, the door slowly opened, and Rosie stood like a deer in headlights staring at the door.
“Rosie?” Detective Armstrong asked as he walked into the room. “What in the world are you?” He then realized that she was frightened. “You know what? I’m sorry. Maybe I need to devise a better way to let you know we want to talk to you or enter the room.”
Rosie came out from behind the recliner. As has become the norm for Rosie and Detective Armstrong, they gently embraced with a light hug. “No, it’s my fault. I moved the curtain and saw, well, I didn’t know it was you who walked up, and then the policeman took off down the hall.” Rosie sat back in the recliner and covered up with her blanket.
“Oh, yeah, they have to have a bathroom break, too.” Detective Armstrong said humorously. “On a more serious note. I have more bad news, Rosie.” Detective Armstrong looked around and found a doctor’s stool that he rolled out and sat down on. “I went and met up with Carrie early this morning, to be exact. Afterward, I went to visit Mark’s residence, which was his mom’s, actually.”
Rosie interrupted the detective’s narrative. “You said was.”
“That’s right, we’re pretty sure Mark killed his mother. Brutally, I, uh, don’t want to go into the details. Still, I found Mark’s journal once we got more officers to her residence. This has become of special interest to us. But Rosie,” Detective Armstrong reached over and gently squeezed her hand. “He attacked Carrie as well.”
Rosie gasped at the words. “That sweet little angel. She, she, why?” Rosie was dumbfounded at the thought that this maniac had attacked precious Carrie. “Why would he? I don’t understand. Why is someone attacking this family and its friends?” Rosie was in tears. “You said attacked, so she survived?”
Once again, Rosie was witty, Detective Armstrong thought before he answered. “She’s tough as nails, that girl. She’s gonna need a lot of prayers to recover fully, though.” Detective Armstrong took a deep breath. “She got a knife in her stomach. Kind of like,” The detective looked over at Kevin. “He stabbed her in the thigh, and from what I understand, she lost a lot of blood. He also left her with a nasty gash across her cheek.”
“Oh, dear.” That was all Rosie could say.
“So, we think we now know what he’s doing. Why he’s,” Detective Armstrong paused to find his words. “Why he’s targeting the people he’s attacked? That journal I mentioned we found.”
Rosie nodded her head and said, “Yes.”
“He’s created a list of people he wants to kill. A list of people he believes has made his life not worth living.”
“Why, that’s creepy, isn’t it?” Rosie replied.
“Yeah, that’s creepy, alright, Rosie. Fiona was number one on this hit list of his.” Detective Armstrong pulled out a piece of paper and looked at the notes he jotted down. “Rosie, you were his number three, and Kevin was his number two. If Fiona had a boyfriend, he would have been number four. And Carrie, she’s his number five.”
Rosie just shook her head. “Why? Why a list of people to kill?”
Detective Armstrong continued, “Rosie, this man is a lunatic. He, he’s found justification for killing for various reasons. Carrie was on the list because she never liked him. Kevin was on the list because he urinated on the guy’s lap or something. He’s reaching for anything to justify what he’s doing. But Rosie, the odd thing is, he also put himself on the list.” Detective Armstrong turned his notes to show Rosie.
“That’s ridiculous. Wanting to kill a child for peeing his pants. To attack and kill a girl for not liking him! This kid, he needs to be caught and hung.” Rosie waved her hand angrily.
“Well, we know who he is. We know he’s dangerous. Rosie, we know he’s got an agenda and is dead set on finishing his list. I’ve already set up a safe room for Carrie like we have for you and Kevin.” Detective Armstrong looked at Kevin and then at the guarded door.
Rosie looked troubled. “So, we got to stay here, behind a locked door, until you capture him, huh?” She asked, disappointed.
“Rosie, I’ve never seen a man who killed so many quickly and randomly. He attacked a pedestrian in front of his mom’s apartment while we were investigating.”
“Is he? He’s obviously crazy.” Rosie blurted.
“From looking in his journal, I think he’s schizophrenic, but I can’t be sure.” Detective Armstrong just shook his head in disbelief.
Rosie again looked puzzled. She squinched up her face, revealing to the detective that she was in deep thought. Finally, she asked, “you said he had a list, but he killed his mom. Was she on that list as well?”
“Yes, the journal we recovered mentions her more than I wish I read about, and she was the last name before his own on his kill list, as he describes it in the journal. It seems like a lot of disturbing happenings happened in that apartment.”
Detective Armstrong got interrupted by a knock on the door. The detective walked to the door, stood cautiously to the side, and asked, “Yeah?”
One of the guarding patrolmen looked at Rosie, then whispered to Detective Armstrong, “sir, I thought you might want to know; I haven’t heard from Williams. He’s been gone a while, sir.” The concerned police officer informed the detective.
Detective Armstrong looked at Rosie, then back at the guard. “Me, only me and the nurse or doctors enter this room. Understood?” The detective looked more severe than ever.
Rosie nodded and replied, “I understand.”
Detective Armstrong opened the door, walked out, and secured the door. “What’s going on now?” He asked the policeman guarding the room.
“Sir, Williams went to the bathroom and hasn’t returned. I called him over the radio and haven’t gotten a reply.”
Detective Armstrong looked down the hall, then back at the uniformed police. “Stay posted. I’ll go check in on him.”
 
 




Chapter 40
Freaking Fat Freak
 
As Detective Armstrong arrived earlier at Rosie’s room, this allowed a guard to be relieved. Chuck Williams hurried down the hall, cut the corner to make a quick right, and shuffled to the men’s restroom. Chuck was well over two hundred fifty pounds. He ate and drank excessively. At five feet five inches tall, he was more than slightly overweight. So much to the point that it impacted his future career in law enforcement.
Chuck trudged into the bathroom and immediately pushed on the first door. It didn’t budge because it was locked and occupied. Chuck mumbled, “sorry,” as he gave a quick and urgent glance which revealed the second toilet was unoccupied. Chuck eagerly took the first available one as he struggled to remove his gear before soiling himself. He wanted to wipe the toilet seat first but sat before losing control of his bowels. Chuck greedily grabbed his phone and scrolled through some of his favorite sites about LARPing.
Chuck got into the sport after he separated from his ex-girlfriend. His ex-girlfriend had found out that he liked to look at porn. OK, a lot of porn. Chuck also had a few fetishes she disagreed with; he liked transgender porn.
Now, Chuck wasn’t gay or bi-sexual. At least Chuck never identified as such, and that was his plea to his ex-girlfriend, who he really loved. Chuck was happy with a woman in his life. He never craved a male counterpart. The porn was just something different from the usual man and woman sex.
After the embarrassing breakup where his ex-girlfriend let everyone know about his taste in porn, Chuck found the world of LARPing. Live-action role-playing, a make-believe world that he found suited his lifestyle, and he has fully immersed himself in the world of LARPing.
Chuck was reading about another event happening the following weekend; he had already purchased tickets and was extremely excited about this event. But Chuck didn’t know that the next stall, the one occupied when he came into the bathroom, was why he would never make that event.
Mark stood on the toilet seat and tried to look over at the fat bastard who stunk up the bathroom. He couldn’t see too well, so he carefully sat back down on the toilet and pulled out some toilet paper so the fat bastard could hear that someone was finishing.
Mark flushed and then exited the stall. He went to the sink, washed his hands, dried them, and pretended to leave the bathroom by opening the door and closing it. He crept between the first stall and the sink and waited for the fat man to finish.
After what seemed like an eternity, Mark heard the paper dispenser rumbling as the fat man pulled out a lot of toilet paper. The fat man grunted, moaned, and sighed excessively from being out of shape. Mark could only wait and think about how sad this fat beast was as he heard the blimp pulling another ten feet of paper. As he patiently waited, Mark thought, what a waste of life. Mark wanted to help solve the fat man’s weight problem, and he grinned at the thought; he wasn’t ever going to put on one extra pound. In fact, he’ll lose weight today. Mark had to force himself not to laugh out loud.
Mark readied himself; he had his knife in his hand as he stood beside the first stall. The fat man would have to walk right past him. It would be fantastic if the blimp thought he had the bathroom to himself and would have his guard down, Mark thought. Then Mark heard the toilet flush, and he put the knife away just as the stall door opened. Mark could hear his labored breathing and his feet sliding on the floor. God, he was too lazy to even lift his feet up.
As the elephant walked by where Mark was waiting for him, Mark lurched out and wrapped his arm around the fat man’s neck. Chuck instantaneously grabbed Mark’s wrist with his free hand. Mark applied all the pressure he could on the fat man’s neck. Chuck dropped his utility belt and immediately started gagging. Chuck reached up for Mark’s arm and tried to pull, but Mark’s chokehold had dug in tightly, like a professional UFC fighter finishing a match.
In the last few seconds before Chuck passed out, his panicking behavior intensified, and he clawed and tried to grab at Mark’s face. It strangely impressed Mark with his effort to survive. Although, the entire episode lasted less than twenty seconds. Chuck was unconscious on the floor, and Mark marveled at the whale before him. As soon as he could, Mark started undressing Chuck. Mark removed his shoes, undid his pants, and pulled them off. Mark struggled to reposition Chuck to pull out his arms and legs, but he persisted. Eventually, Mark could get his shirt and pants off.
Chuck lay on the bathroom floor in his boxers, a white tank top, and knee-high tube socks. Mark looked at the behemoth amount of clothes he retrieved from Chuck and got dressed in his pants. Then Mark heard Chuck grumble. Mark took his leg out of Chuck’s police uniform pants and walked to Chuck. Mark watched the man slowly come to. Chuck’s eyes slowly started twitching, and they finally opened so he could see Mark standing over him.
“Hey, there he is,” Mark piped with a smile.
Chuck rubbed his throat, looked at Mark, and asked hoarsely, “Wh, what happened?” It was then Chuck noticed he had been undressed and was lying on the floor in the bathroom.
Mark smiled that crazy lunatic smile of his and said to Chuck, “I gave you a chance to see your killer!”
Mark took his knife, just as Chuck’s eyes widened at the realization of what Mark’s words revealed, and jammed his blade into the left side of Chuck’s throat. Mark yanked the knife out, thrusting the knife into Chuck’s chest using both hands. Chuck’s ribs and bones scraping against the sharp blade brought a smile to Mark’s face. Mark looked at the lifeless LARPer bleeding on the bathroom floor. It took a little more effort to dislodge the knife from Chuck’s chest. Mark rubbed his crotch; he was excited and erect from the killing.
Mark washed his hands and knife, then returned to putting Chuck’s clothes on his own to assist with the sizing offset. It didn’t need to be perfect, just good enough to be undetected, ever so briefly.
Mark let the fat man lay on the floor as the blood poured out of him and crept toward the floor drain in the middle of the bathroom. Mark grabbed his utility belt and heard Chuck’s radio come to life. It seemed like his partner was looking for him. So, Mark hurried up. He had to figure out how to adjust the belt. It wasn’t as easy as he thought it would be.
Mark was stressing about adjusting the utility belt. He didn’t want his partner or someone else to come into the bathroom just yet looking for him. He held onto the belt, pacing around, fumbling with it, and nearly tripped over Chuck’s legs. Mark looked down at the blimp and felt his skin burn with frustration. Mark started kicking the corps and shouted, “freaking fat freak!” He kicked him again, this time in the head with the tip of his shoe. “Son of a bitch!”
Mark calmed his breathing by taking long breaths. With his outburst out of the way, he felt better. Finally, Mark got the belt to not fall off his waist and to the floor. He looked in the mirror; the clothes looked baggy. Mark thought this might not work. Then, the new Mirror Man said to Mark, “It’s too late to turn back now. Kill them all.”  
 
 



Chapter 41
Ask Her Again If She’s Ok, I Dare You!

Detective Armstrong walked up the hall and looked up the corridor toward the ICU. He walked up to the bathrooms and stepped inside to find Chuck Williams dead and undressed, lying on the floor.
Without thinking about his next move, Detective Armstrong unholstered his Sig Sauer. With his back up against the wall, he checked the bathroom was clear of the killer. Detective Armstrong then ran out of the bathroom, back down the hall, and looked toward Rosie and Kevin’s room. The second guard was no longer there.
“Damn it!” Detective Armstrong exclaimed and sprinted down the hall and to the door. He tried the knob, and the door was locked.
Mark heard the door rattle and looked at poor Rosie lying on the floor when he struck her after entering the room. “Looks like we got ourselves a little party soon, Rosie.” Mark took the handcuffs from the utility belt he wore and tried to cuff Rosie like he saw police do in films by hitting them across the wrist, and they should latch themselves, but it didn’t work. He cuffed her rather quickly still and stood up and faced the door.
“Rosie!” Detective Armstrong shouted. “Rosie, are you alright? Are you in there? Rosie!”
Detective Armstrong shook the doorknob again, to no avail. He stood back and was about to kick the door.
“Who is it?” Mark asked, almost giddy. “Are you the illustrious police officer who stopped me on the road, then let me go?” Mark asked tauntingly. “If so, we got ourselves a nice day ahead of us today! Hahaha!”
“Mark, you don’t have-” Detective Armstrong started, but Mark interrupted.
“I know I don’t have to do anything! So, let’s not start this off with insults, OK? Speak to me with intelligence and a little dignity. Got that?” The way the detective was speaking to him already annoyed Mark. He talked at him, and down to him, he felt. 
“OK. OK, I understand. That was my bad. So, what do you want, Mark? What’s the endgame here?” Detective Armstrong stood beside the door and not in front of it. He knew Mark used a knife and shouldn’t have a gun, but he wanted to be safe. The patrolmen had only batons and handcuffs on their utility belts.
“The endgame is the endgame. Haven’t you figured that out by now? You have my journals. It’s all there for you to see!” Mark felt his skin burn, thinking about that cop reading his journal. Mark hated that he could read his private thoughts and details about his life.
“Yeah, that was some reading. I guess you and your mom had issues.” Detective Armstrong pulled out his cell phone and continued talking to Mark. “The forensic pathologist is still counting the stab wounds on your mother. Why so brutal, Mark?” Detective Armstrong was calling for backup. He didn’t use his radio. Detective Armstrong knew Mark had access to a radio. He told his supervisor not to use them if Mark cleverly scanned them.
“Sixty-nine,” Mark replied
Detective Armstrong looked puzzled. “I’m sorry, what?”
“I said sixty-nine. I stabbed my mom sixty-nine times, and I sliced her throat.” Mark replied ever so casually.
“Th, that’s brutal, Mark.” Detective Armstrong mouthed silently, damn. “W, why? Why would you feel she deserved that type of punishment?” Detective Armstrong asked, perplexed by the brutality of the killing. It was his own mother.
Mark walked to the door. He looked back at Rosie, still handcuffed on the floor with her hands behind her back. Maybe, Mark briefly thought, he shouldn’t have struck her so hard.
“Hey, cop…” Mark called out.
“Call me Martin or detective.” Detective Armstrong hoped to create a brief relationship while waiting for backup to arrive.
“I don’t really care who you are, pig. I’ll call you whatever I freaking want to call you. In fact, I could end this bullshit dialogue we got going on whenever I freaking want to. Is that understood, pig?” Mark really wanted to kill that cop. He pulled out his knife and scraped the door.
“Hey, look, I get it. You’re in charge. I was just trying to show you respect and courtesy and give you my name. That’s it, that’s all.” Detective Armstrong tried to keep Mark’s hostility under control and be passive.
Detective Armstrong had his phone to his ear. A voice told the detective, “Ask him if he’s killed anyone in the room yet?”
“So, Mark, I need to know. Is everyone alive in that room?” Detective Armstrong felt nervous and scared to hear the reply; Mark had killed so effortlessly and freely up to this point already. He wasn’t like a normal killer at all.
After a long pause, Mark replied, “I have an endgame, as you pigs want to call it. Don’t act so freaking stupid, Detective Armstrong. You read my journal, right? Your name is on my list, just not in the journal. Everyone will die today, detective. Everyone.” He punched the door, walked over to Kevin, and scratched his name into his cast.
“They don’t have to die. Everyone can live, Mark. We could end this now.” Detective Armstrong said, almost begging Mark to see that this could end with no more killing.
From his phone, the voice replied, “Ask him what he wants to end this?”
Detective Armstrong took out his toothpick, tossed it on the floor carelessly, and rotated his neck to pop it. “Mark, look, is there anything you want to make this go away?” Detective Armstrong asked reluctantly. He didn’t want to ask him this at all.
Mark stomped back to the door. “If you want to talk to me, do so without the stupid primary school questions!” Mark walked over to the window. “Look and decide for yourself! Are they dead or alive?” Mark pulled the curtains back and showed the room to the detective. Detective Armstrong glanced in and saw Kevin in the bed, alive. Rosie, on the floor, handcuffed but not moving, and the patrolman, bleeding out on the floor.
Mark looked at the detective with a gaze that sent chills down the veteran policeman’s back. That gaze informed Detective Armstrong that Mark was not scared of dying. Detective Armstrong put the phone back to his ear and said, “We got two cops dead. The two who were watching the room. Rosie is on the floor; I can’t say for sure if she’s alive or not. The boy, he appears to be sedated medically, still.”
“Can you bust in and apprehend the son-of-a-bitch?” The voice on the other end of the phone inquired.
“Sure, but I can’t be sure if he kills the kid, the grandmother, or what. I can be sure he won’t just lie down and give up. I actually believe he wants this situation we are currently in.” Detective Armstrong replied.
Mark walked back to the window, pulled the curtains back, and watched the detective pace. Mark tapped the glass with his knife to get the detective’s attention.
Detective Armstrong walked up to the window. “Yes.”
“I thought you might want to see this, detective,” Mark shouted through the glass.
Mark walked away, grabbed Rosie by her neck, and got her to her feet. Detective Armstrong could see where she had suffered a hit across her face, which must have been hard. The detective thought she looked groggy, like she had been drugged, but that wasn’t Mark’s motive, so that hit to the face really hurt her.
“Listen, Rosie. Outside the window is your chance to live.” Mark pointed to Detective Armstrong. “See that? There’s your knight, prince, or whatever you old-timers call ’em!”
Rosie was still hurting and lightheaded from being punched. She saw Detective Armstrong through the glass. She felt there was hope. But he looked scared, and her hope dwindled.
“Rosie!” Detective Armstrong shouted. “Rosie, are you OK?”
Mark shook his head. “Again, detective, with the freaking dumbest questions ever! Look at her.” Mark watched as Detective Armstrong scanned the room. “I said, look at her asshole!” Mark turned around and slapped Rosie once again. Rosie collapsed to the floor, her head hitting the side of the bed as she fell. Kevin twitched in the bed from the force of Rosie hitting the bed.
Mark grabbed her by her throat and nearly dragged her to the window. “Now, detective. Ask her if she’s OK again. I dare you!” Mark had drool seeping from his mouth; his temper was on fire. 






Chapter 42
Bye-bye, Detective
 
Mark abruptly closed the curtain to isolate the room from the annoying detective on the other side of the window. Something about the damn detective infuriated him. Mark walked back over to Kevin and continued using his knife for etching into the cast on his leg.
Rosie stood by the recliner and was silently crying. She wanted to rub her face, but her cuffed hands behind her back prevented her. Her wrists hurt from the handcuffs that felt tight against her wrist bones. Rosie had to use her shoulder to wipe her mouth and unknowingly smeared blood across her cheek. Rosie looked back at Mark, still etching into Kevin’s cast. “Why are you doing that? Can’t you just leave him alone?” 
Mark looked up at Rosie. “You’re going to be killing him soon. Why do you care?”
Rosie saw his demeanor had shifted. Something about Mark appeared calmer and more personal. The etching in the cast from earlier was rough, and now he etched into the form with more precision and detail. “I care because he’s my grandson, and I love him. That’s why I care.” Rosie proclaimed matter-of-factly.
Mark looked at her, and his eyes glared at her. He took a deep breath. “My mother used to say she loved me, too. You know when she told me this?” 
Rosie shook her head no. 
“Of course, you don’t. My mom said she loved me when I was penetrating her. Do you think, Rosie, that I wanted to do that? Would any sane human want to perform that action on his mom?” Mark looked away from Rosie. The memory seemed to trouble the killer. Rosie thought; he looked vulnerable for the first time. Yet Rosie couldn’t help thinking about how revolting. 
Mark carried on, “She, she demanded me to do that. A lot. I got mad at myself for being able to, to… for being aroused enough to even perform.” Mark’s jaws clenched, and he looked angry.
“Is that why you stabbed your mom the way you did?” Rosie asked. 
Mark looked at her sternly. “How ’bout you shut up and stop asking questions? It’s time for us to end this freaking show.” Mark blew on the cast, then he got up and looked at it. “Do you like it, Rosie?”
Rosie looked at the etching on the cast and saw that it read, death by grandma. Rosie looked at him and wished her hands weren’t handcuffed together so she could slap the shit out of him. “You’re sick, right? You know that you’re sick in the head.”
“We’re the same, you and I.” Mark got in her face and whispered, “I’m just not scared to admit it.”
Rosie collected a mouthful of spit and spat on Mark with all the force she could muster for spitting. Mark didn’t even wipe it away. As Rosie’s saliva trickled down his face, he took out his knife and held it against Rosie’s throat. 
“See, Rosie. I can kill you now and kill Kevin after. Waiting around isn’t something I need to do.” Mark slid the knife just a hair, and Rosie felt the blade burn, cutting her throat.
“See, Rosie, this is a game to me. As long as I’m enjoying it, you can breathe. When I get bored or freaking pissed off! Like when some bitch spits in my freaking face!” Mark yelled, and he held the knife up to Rosie’s face. Rosie trembled. She finally felt the fear of certain death.
Mark let go of Rosie, stopping by the mirror over the sink. Rosie couldn’t see his face because of the angle she was at. 
“Freaking kill her!” The Mirror Man said to Mark.
“I, I, will. Rosie is as good as dead. I just want her to kill Kevin first.” Mark replied to the Mirror Man.
“Maybe he was right. You’re a vagina. Kill them all. Remember?” The Mirror Man growled.
“Yeah, I…” 
Mark turned around and saw Rosie staring at him. She looked scared and confused. 
“You never talk to yourself, Rosie?” Mark took a step toward her. 
“You never question the thoughts in your head, Rosie?” He took another step toward her. 
“Have you ever thought you have a devil on one shoulder and an angel on the other? I kind of have that in my head, Rosie. Except, they’re both fighting,” Mark got right in Rosie’s face and shouted, “to be the devil!” Mark’s voice was a deep and angered growl.
Mark was in her face now, and his voice was very different. Rosie saw him change his personality. Rosie feared the Mark that stood before her was the Mark that was the persona of pure evil.
Without warning, Mark’s hand came up and across Rosie’s face, knocking her to the floor. Mark stood over her, his chest heaving, his knife in his hand. He bent down, and with his free hand, he grabbed her throat. 
“Bitch! Did you think I would let you spit on me and freaking live? Are you that freaking stupid, bitch?” Mark rolled her over and used her cuffed arms to drag her back to the window. Mark banged on the glass to get the detective’s attention.
Detective Armstrong had communicated with various organizations to find the best way to resolve the unfolding conflict. With Mark’s multiple personalities, a theory that Detective Armstrong believed in, the other organizations felt Detective Armstrong should attempt to enter the room and subdue the killer. Mark may kill one hostage in the room, but doubtfully both. They all thought he would kill them if they did nothing and waited. 
Detective Armstrong had another theory he ran by them. He was curious why Mark hadn’t killed them yet. The others that Mark killed Mark did so angrily and morbidly, but Mark killed them immediately. Has Mark summoned a different personality that was playing with them, or what?
As Detective Armstrong assembled a team to defuse the situation, he saw the curtains open. Mark stood in front of it, holding Rosie with his knife against her bleeding throat. 
“Hi, Mark.” Detective Armstrong wasn’t sure which Mark was present, so he took the casual route and let Mark drive the conversation.
“I thought you’d like to see what is about to transpire here, pig,” Mark said in a raspy voice. 
Detective Armstrong picked up on the voice change. He noticed Mark’s eyes were alert and used Rosie as a shield, so he couldn’t get a shot off through the glass. “What’s about to happen, Mark?” Detective Armstrong dreaded the answer.
“Rosie here has volunteered to murder her grandson, Kevin. In return, I will kill her quickly. Are you ready, Detective Armstrong? The show is about to begin.” 
Mark turned Rosie around and found the keys to the handcuffs in the utility belt he had taken from the cop he had killed earlier. He undid Rosie’s handcuffs and tried to keep control of her wrists. As expected, she wanted to hit him and get free.
Rosie continued to fight with him, so Mark reared back and punched her in the stomach. Rosie took a few steps back, tripped, and landed at the foot of the bed. She lay on the floor, trying to recover from Mark’s punch.
Mark looked back at the detective and threw his hands up. “Well, that didn’t go as expected. We should have rehearsed, but don’t you worry, detective, I’ll take care of it myself. Bye-bye, detective.” Mark waved bye to Detective Armstrong and closed the curtains.
 


Chapter 43
On the Fence
 
Detective Armstrong had his phone on, so his chief heard all that transpired. The detective ran his hand through his graying black hair and gnawed on a toothpick.
“You heard that, right?” He asked his boss.
“Yeah, I heard that. I’m en route, but it’s gonna take a minute. Here soon, you’re gonna have all the help you could ask for and more.” His boss said in a nasal voice.
Detective Armstrong was pacing the hallway, chewing on a toothpick. “I’m worried that we have little time. This guy has a death wish, just like his journal says. I think he’s toying with us, so I will go in there and try to kill him. He wants to go out like that. That’s what I think, chief.” Detective Armstrong said, trying to piece together the thoughts of a madman.
“You know as well as I know; we can’t assume a damn thing.” The detective’s supervisor said.
“Yeah, I know, but I got to decide, and I’m on the fence about it.” Detective Armstrong was pacing and chewing on his toothpick. His phone was to his ear. Now and then, he looked at the door, then at the window. “If he shows up at the window without Rosie, I could take a shot. But the dilemma there is Kevin is in bed behind him.”
“Yeah, if the round were to go through and hit the boy, that would be terrible.” The chief coughed loudly. “Sorry, pal. Look, I’m gonna make this easy as I can for you. You can burst into the room, pray to God you surprise the hell out of him, and get him. Or you wait.” There was a long pause as both debated how each scenario played out.
“Chief, it’s not that easy for me. I go in there; what if he kills the boy or Rosie first?” Detective Armstrong asked, genuinely concerned.
The chief replied, “If you don’t, he kills them anyway. He’s already beaten the shit out of the old lady you told me. How much more can she take?” Detective Armstrong’s supervisor asked.
Detective Armstrong rubbed his hands through his hair again. “Damn it, boss. Why this?” Detective Armstrong took out his toothpick and tossed it on the floor. “One more scenario, chief. If I go barging into that room, what if he stabs me, kills them all, and gets away?”
“I have to say, then you screwed up, buddy. You got your vest on?” The chief asked Detective Armstrong.
“Nah, I haven’t worn it in months. Won’t protect me against a knife anyhow.” Detective Armstrong replied.
“Yeah, but it will protect you against a bullet.” Detective Armstrong’s boss said.
“It’s not his motive. He stabs and cuts. He gets close and personal.” Detective Armstrong said.
Detective Armstrong then thought about something. This guy’s personal. He was upset with the detective for having his journal because he brought it up in their confrontation. Mark likes to be intimate, killing his victims at a close range. Words hurt him. He’s easily offended when you challenge his intelligence.
Detective Armstrong said to his boss over the phone, “Maybe we try to piss him off.”
“I’m sorry. I thought you said something stupid just now. Can you repeat yourself, detective?” Detective Armstrong’s chief said sarcastically.
“No, listen, boss. He got terribly offended when we spoke down to him. He hates his intelligence to be challenged. Plus, he likes to be close to his victims. Everything he’s doing is personal to him.”
“I, I don’t get your angle, detective. I think you should try to swap yourself for the boy personally. See if he’ll release the boy for you. You get in the room. I’ll find you a stab vest to wear.”
Detective Armstrong liked his idea. “No, chief, listen. I’m gonna antagonize him a bit to gauge his reaction.”
Detective Armstrong’s boss said, “Look, I trust you one hundred percent, but consider that you don’t know how his different personalities react.”
Detective Armstrong stopped pacing and thought about what the chief had said. “You’re right, chief. That’s what makes this situation so damn difficult. There are too many variables.”
“Well, if it makes you feel worse, soon, all the decisions will come from the feds or other bureaus. They’ll barge in there and pray and hope for the best results. Basically, that their men don’t get injured.”
Detective Armstrong scoffed at the thought of barging in as the chief said. “So, they want me to sit here and wait on them, huh?” Detective Armstrong fetched another toothpick.
“Hell, yeah, that’s what they want. The feds want recognition; this scenario will give them a lot of recognition. How many has this guy killed, stabbed, or wounded?” The chief asked Detective Armstrong.
The detective did the math and decided it was a rhetorical question and a waste of effort. Detective Armstrong said to his chief, “I’m gonna see if he wants to talk again. It’ll also let me see how Rosie and Kevin are doing. I’ll keep you on also, so don’t hang up.”
“OK, good luck.”
 


Chapter 44
Look at How Many of Me There Are in This Mirror
 
“Rosie, Rosie, Rosie,” Mark said as he walked up to her. Rosie was still on the floor by the foot of the hospital bed. Mark sat on the edge of the bed and looked down at her. “You’re always falling, getting slapped, punched, or cut. Why are you torturing yourself? You have only a few minutes to live, so why not enjoy them?” Mark asked Rosie.
Rosie was slowly getting her breath back from the punch to her stomach. No one had ever hit her like that in her entire life. Rosie thought she was going to pass out or die. But Rosie thought at least her hands were no longer handcuffed. Now she had a fighting chance, at least.
“Did, did that hurt, Rosie? Hahaha!” Mark was smiling. “Did, did we make you lose your breath, grandma? Hahaha!”
Mark got off the bed and walked toward the mirror over the sink. He was whispering something to himself. Rosie crawled a little closer to listen.
“Let me have control!” Mark whispered sternly to the Mirror Man. “This was my idea. Let me see it through.” Mark answered his own demand.
“No, I have the balls to kill them all. Let me take control.” The Mirror Man replied.
“Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!” Mark shouted savagely.
Mark started hitting his head and punching himself. Rosie stood up and ran to the other side of the room. She didn’t have a clue what was happening. It looked like a robot was malfunctioning or something. Mark turned around and was still hitting himself on the side of his head.
“Get out of my head, now!” Mark shouted.
“But you aren’t strong enough to finish this. I am,” The Mirror Man said.
Mark screamed, “Yes, I will, and then….” Mark ran to the mirror and stared at the reflection. “Then, I will freaking kill you.” Mark pointed to the mirror. “You sorry piece of shit! God, I freaking hate you!” Mark shouted fiercely. “You are a disgusting waste of life. The crap you let yourself do.” Mark was drooling as he ranted. “You need to die like those you’ve killed. I will be the one to punish you, so you will feel the pain of death slowly taking over your body. You need to burn in hell for eternity for the shit you have allowed yourself to do.” Mark stood as drool seeped out of the corners of his parted lips. His breathing was intense, and his eyes looked ghostly.
Mark drew his arm back, balled his hand into a fist, and punched the mirror, and shards of glass fell to the floor, in and around the tiny sink. Mark looked at his hand. The palm was sliced, and now his knuckles were busted up from the punch to the glass. He still looked at the shattered image of himself. 
“Fitting, huh? Look at how many of me there are in this mirror.” Mark stared long and hard at the mirror. His breathing calmed as blood dripped to the floor.
Detective Armstrong heard the yelling and kept the phone up to the door so his chief could listen to the commotion inside. Detective Armstrong almost kicked in the door, but he was worried that if Mark felt threatened, it would make him even more dangerous.
Now, everything was quiet. Detective Armstrong wished he could see inside the room. Was Rosie OK? Was Kevin OK? What was going on inside there?
Mark finally turned around with his hand toward the floor. The blood from his hand quickly formed a pool on the floor.
“Good. I maintain control. You obviously hate pain, huh? That’s why I must do everything. You just want the glory, not the pain you have to endure to receive the glory. Every time I hurt myself, you disappear.”
Mark turned to the shattered window and said to the Mirror Man, “Good. Now I know how to deal with you.” 
 







Chapter 45
You Wouldn’t Dare!
 
Rosie watched the eternal conflict of Mark in horror. Rosie had witnessed nothing of the sort ever before. It horrified Rosie that someone could be this deranged. Kevin was lying on the bed, a dead cop was on the floor, and the person responsible for all this was beating himself up.
Mark finally walked away from the mirror and looked at Rosie. “I guess you can tell; I have conflicting thoughts on how this all plays out,” Mark said as his hand bled profusely.
“I, I, I’m not one to judge.” Rosie was still against the wall and was more terrified now than before. What could have happened in this man’s life that made him so demented? Rosie thought to herself.
Mark walked over to the window and pulled the curtain back. Immediately, Detective Armstrong appeared. Mark asked, “I guess you heard the commotion, huh, detective? Everyone is OK. For now. Hahaha!”
“Your hand is hurt, and you’re bleeding pretty bad.” Detective Armstrong pointed out.
“Once again, detective, you’re stating the obvious,” Mark said, irritated already with the detective. “You know, detective, you’ve become my number one. I can’t wait to slice you open. I can’t wait to watch you take that last breath and see that horrified look in your eyes. Hahaha!” Mark placed both hands on the window and stared at Detective Armstrong.
“Well, Mark, why don’t you let them go free and try to get me your number one? Huh? What do you say?” Detective Armstrong noticed Rosie moving around behind Mark. He tried not to look at her so Mark wouldn’t see his eyes looking away.
“Hahaha! Nice try, pig. But I’ll have more fun killing two than one. Besides, I’m gonna kill you all. Well, hahaha, Rosie here is gonna kill Kev….”
Rosie quietly went over to the sink while Mark was chatting with Detective Armstrong and grabbed a shard of broken glass. Rosie snuck up behind Mark and jammed the glass into the center of his back. The force cut Rosie’s hand, but unfortunately, the glass didn’t kill Mark.
“You freaking bitch!” Mark quickly turned around and swung. Somehow, Rosie ducked and ran to the other side of the room to avoid the strike.
“Oh, hahaha! You sneaky whore! You, you.” Mark was trying to reach and get the glass out of his back. The shard was just out of his reach.
Detective Armstrong saw a long sliver of glass stuck in the center of Mark’s back when he turned around. Mark was trying to reach for the fragment that appeared to have gone extremely deep. Mark couldn’t grab the glass even though he tried.
Detective Armstrong ran to the door and backed up to prepare to kick the door in and enter the room when suddenly, the door swung open. Rosie ran out of the room, crying and frantic. Neither spoke to the other, but their eyes locked briefly, and the look told each other all they needed to know. Detective Armstrong already had his weapon drawn and promptly entered the room.
Mark looked at the detective, with his weapon pointed at him, and smiled. “I guess this is really about to be over, huh?” Mark said calmly, as if he still had control of the situation.
Mark had his knife out, rushed over to Kevin, and grabbed the boy. “Don’t you do it!” Detective Armstrong demanded. “Don’t you do it, Mark!” Detective Armstrong had his Sig Sauer pointed at the killer.
“Detective, come on, man, you know how I want this to end. You read my journal. I want everyone to die.” Mark chuckled and looked around the room almost as if he were talking to someone else; his gaze looked past Detective Armstrong, and he shouted, “Including you!” Mark’s voice sounded furious, and his eyes looked demonic.
Mark had Kevin’s head in his arm, and Kevin’s body was a shield from Detective Armstrong. Mark yielded his knife with his other hand. “I know you won’t take the shot, detective. You’re too worried about accidentally hitting this little angel I hold in my arms.”
Mark held the detective’s gaze with his. “But even if you do, my blade will slice his throat. I will make his death my last act before I die.” Mark smiled at the thought.
“So, how should we do this, Mark? How? You will never get to kill me. If you hurt Kevin….”
Mark cut off Detective Armstrong. “Hurt Kevin! Asshole, I’ve already stabbed the brat and broken his leg! I buried the freaking kid in a field!”
Mark glanced at Kevin. Detective Armstrong tried to move closer to Mark by acting like he was shifting his weight, but the killer knew better.
“Ugh-ugh. Stop right there, pig. Where is that whore grandma? She ran off and left her precious grandchild behind. She was supposed to kill him. Hahaha!”
Rosie was watching everything unfold through the window in the hall. She heard the killer’s remarks and dreadfully walked back into the room. “I haven’t gone anywhere.” The glass that she thrust into Mark’s back sliced her hand deeply.
“Good. Good.” Mark placed his blade on Kevin’s neck. “Let us get this started, so it will also end. Hahaha!”
Mark shifted his weight to maneuver the knife into position to kill Kevin. The shard of glass in his back contacted the hospital bed frame. Mark flinched as the pain radiated down his spine, temporarily paralyzing him. Mark let go of Kevin and fell off the bed, landing on his stomach when he hit the floor.
Detective Armstrong ran up to the killer without missing a beat and quickly placed handcuffs on him as tight as he could manage. The detective grabbed Rosie’s other cuffs and put them around Mark’s ankles.
“Hahaha! Detective, this ain’t over. You know that, right?” Mark was smiling.
Detective Armstrong knelt and looked the killer in the eyes. “You’re wrong, pal. This just ended.”
Detective Armstrong stood up and walked over to Rosie. “Nice work back there.” He looked at her hand. “That looks nasty. Are you gonna be alright?”
Rosie somehow managed a smile. “Thank God I’m in a hospital.” She said, relieved this was about over.
“You know, that could have gone south, right?” Detective Armstrong said as he still held Rosie’s bleeding hand.
“I’m going to kill you all. I will kill you. Kevin will die, Rosie will die, and you, detective, will die last. Hahaha!” Mark shouted from the floor.
Rosie looked at Mark lying on the floor. He looked helpless and sad. His hands were behind his back, and Mark was lying on his stomach. He kept threatening everyone, but Mark Bergstrom was defenseless and no longer a threat.
Rosie walked over to the sink and took a towel to wrap her hand in it. She looked at Kevin. He was still in bed, recovering from the injuries Mark inflicted upon him. Luckily, Kevin was unaware of all the monstrous events in this room. She walked back to Detective Armstrong, who had just finished a phone call.
“Detective, I was wondering, what would have happened to Kevin if something had happened to me?” Rosie looked as though she were deep in thought.
Detective Armstrong looked quizzically at Rosie for her strange question. “Why do you ask, Rosie?” Mark was still threatening everyone in the background.
Rosie shuffled her feet. “Well, we were so close to death so many times. It was one of my fears.” Rosie’s voice was shaky, and her face was still red from the abuse Mark had given her.
Detective Armstrong gave her a gentle hug, something the two have done since Mark introduced them to each other. “More than likely, Kevin would have gone to his dad’s. I believe they located him during the beginning of all this, but he’s been out of town and works on an oil rig or something. He lives in a rough part of town called the Yard, but he’s held a steady job for a few years, and his record is clean.”
Rosie smiled. “That’s good. He seems to be a good man, then?” Rosie turned to look at Detective Armstrong with that stern and intense gaze he saw from her when they met.
“Yes, Rosie, he seems to be a good man. And, if something had happened to you, I would have kept an eye on Kevin as well.” Detective Armstrong smiled and reached for another hug. He was happy this mess was finally over.
Rosie looked up at the detective. “Detective, do you promise?”
“What?” was all Detective Armstrong said as Rosie let go of him and unwrapped her hand, which was wrapped in a towel, to reveal a large shard of glass.
“Hahaha! You wouldn’t dare! Freaking bitch!” Mark exclaimed.
Before Detective Armstrong could react, she was on top of Mark, reached around his neck, and slit his throat. Rosie sat on Mark’s back with her feet on each side of his head. Rosie quickly started realizing she had just taken the life of someone. She didn’t look like an old lady any longer to Detective Armstrong.
Mark lay dead on the floor. His blood was rushing out from his sliced throat and staining the floors. Rosie let the glass that killed Mark fall to the floor. It splintered into smaller pieces and mixed in with his gushing blood.
Detective Armstrong finally regained his ability to speak, and all he could say was, “Rosie! Rosie, no!” Detective Armstrong was in tears. “Why Rosie? Why?”
Rosie was still sitting on Mark’s corpse. She was exhausted, injured, and bruised. She shrugged her tiny shoulders. “This beast killed my daughter, detective. He attacked and mutilated my grandson. This thing is evil, and he is mentally insane. Do you really think they would give him the chair or lethal injection?” Rosie stood up.
Detective Armstrong looked at her and shook his head no. “But Rosie, you, you just murdered a man.” Detective Armstrong was in tears. He didn’t want to face the fact that Rosie had just killed Mark.
Rosie walked over to Detective Armstrong and hugged him, and he hugged her back. “Remember to look after Kevin. At least until you have complete faith in his dad, please.” Rosie was looking up at Detective Armstrong.
Detective Armstrong looked down at Rosie with tears in his eyes. “Of course. And I’ll ensure I visit and take care of you.”
Rosie smiled and held Detective Armstrong’s gaze. “You better.” Rosie looked at the two bodies on the floor and Kevin lying in the hospital bed. “What happens now, detective?”
Detective Armstrong looked at the room. “I’ve called it in, so we wait for the cavalry and do a lifetime of paperwork. You’re going to be taken into custody and interrogated.” Detective Armstrong wiped the tears from his eyes. “I wish I could be there to help you.”
“Hey, I made a decision, and I will live with the consequences. Thank you, detective, for everything.”
Chapter 46
Thank God It’s All Over
 
Detective Armstrong drove through the Yard. Like always, he didn’t see a single soul on the streets, but everyone knew that a cop was in the area. It tickled him how the streets worked—the unwritten rules, the unwritten code of ethics passed on from parent to child on how to survive the streets.
Detective Armstrong visited Rodney, who got released from his contract on an oil rig for emergency purposes. He worked a unique schedule of three weeks on and three weeks off. He has been fighting sobriety for a long time and has been very successful.
When Rodney learned that someone had murdered Fiona and attacked Kevin, Rodney quickly left the oil rig he worked on and made his way back home. Once he got back, Rodney stayed with Kevin at the hospital until he healed and could leave. Now that Rodney had custody of Kevin, he looked for a better place in a better neighborhood with better schools.
Staying true to his word, Detective Armstrong paid a visit to see how Kevin was doing and whether Rodney held up with sobriety. Rodney liked the visits because the two of them hit it off well and quickly became friends. They hated each other’s football teams, which also allowed for friendly jabs.
Detective Armstrong pulled his unmarked police cruiser into the gravel driveway. Kevin was already on the front porch waiting for him before he shut off the engine.
“Hi there, Kevin!” Detective Armstrong said, leaning out his window.
Kevin waved back. He was leaning on a crutch and against the screen door frame. Behind Kevin, Detective Armstrong saw Rodney waving over Kevin’s head. Detective Armstrong saw a sign in the yard, glanced at it, and nodded in approval. He grabbed a big bag from the passenger seat and walked up to the porch.
“So, you got the place up for sale, I see,” Detective Armstrong said as he handed Rodney the fast-food bag, he had brought for everyone.
“Yeah, we can’t stay here much longer. It’s not the best place for a kid to grow up. And besides, if I get this promotion that I’m up for, I can work out of an office and no longer have to work three and three.” Rodney sounded happy and excited to not work three weeks on and three weeks off an oil platform.
“Man, that’s great news,” Detective Armstrong exclaimed. He looked at Kevin. “How are you holding up, fella?”
Kevin smiled, “I’m doing fine. I hate this cast because I’m always itchy, but dad has an invention that helps with the itch, and it works great.”
“Really, what’s that?” Detective Armstrong inquired.
Rodney started laughing. “Come in, and let’s eat, and we’ll show you later.”
They all got inside the little house and sat at the table, eating their burgers and fries. They conversed about everything except the incident with Mark.
Finally, after they ate, Detective Armstrong asked, “So, Kevin, what is this invention that your dad made for you?”
“Oh, yeah.” Kevin reached down the side of his cast and pulled out a piece of coat hanger that was wrapped in electrical tape. Detective Armstrong smiled and looked at Rodney, who shrugged his shoulders and said, “Hey, he’s easily amazed. It’s how we did it back in the day, right?”
Detective Armstrong said goodbye and got back in the car. The detective was so grateful that Rodney stepped up to be a father. Kevin needed a positive role model after the ordeal he went through. Detective Armstrong looked at the tiny house and the streets surrounding it, and he was also glad Rodney knew he needed to leave this area.
Detective Armstrong pointed the unmarked police cruiser back to the city’s center. He needed to pay another visit to a new friend of his. It wouldn’t take him long to reach his destination, so Detective Armstrong unwrapped another toothpick and happily listened to the radio.
About fifteen minutes later, the detective searched for a place to park his car. Parking has always been a challenge in this area. Still, he promised to meet Carrie at her favorite Starbucks, buy her a Grande peppermint mocha and catch up.
Detective Armstrong finally found a parking spot and made his way into the Starbucks. Carrie stood out immediately. He thought she looked great and wished he were thirty years younger. Carrie still wore her ruby red lipstick. And her long blond hair seemed to flow with the gentlest of breezes. But she dressed more conservatively now than she did for their first meeting.
“Hi!” Carrie stood up to hug Detective Armstrong, but he motioned for her to not get up. Instead, Detective Armstrong walked around the table and hugged her while she sat down. Carrie was wearing a one-of-a-kind cast for the injury to her leg. She also had a unique dressing around her waist because of the knife wound. Detective Armstrong noticed her face was healing nicely, but sadly, a scar was inevitable.
“Wow, Carrie, you look great!” Detective Armstrong said as he took a seat across from her.
Carrie smiled a very charming smile. “Now, would you really think I wouldn’t, detective?” Carrie thought Detective Armstrong still reminded her of Dracula with his hair combed straight back. “I ordered us a drink. Black coffee, right?” She tilted her head, and her hair fell to the side. She looked flirty, but Detective Armstrong knew she wasn’t; it was just her personality.
Detective Armstrong took out his toothpick and sipped his coffee. “Mmm. Nice. Thanks, Carrie, but I thought I was gonna buy?”
Carrie had her elbows on the table, and her chin rested in her palms. “Nah, I’m trying to bribe you, detective.” She blinked her eyes, and they sparkled like gemstones.
“I think you could almost get anything you want with those eyes,” Detective Armstrong said, laughing. “What’s on your mind?”
Carrie took a drink of her peppermint mocha. “I’m curious about getting into law enforcement. I figured you’re the best person I know who could advise and steer me in the right direction.”
Detective Armstrong nearly spat out his coffee. “Wow! Really? This isn’t a joke or anything?”
Carrie smiled, and her teeth were bright white. “No, I’m not joking. After all that has happened, I just want to make a difference. Help people that might go through similar events. Be there for them like you were for me, Rosie, and Kevin.”
Detective Armstrong reached over and held her hand. “Carrie, this isn’t a field you get into with ambitions of becoming rich. It’s demanding, stressful, and sometimes, no, often, it’s unfair.”
Carrie sat up straight. “I know that. I mean, I assumed that. That’s why I haven’t pulled the trigger, so to speak, but I thought maybe you could help me decide. Help me weigh the pros and cons.”
“Carrie, I think of you as a daughter. I will help you forever and support you in anything you want to do. Including this. Let us take it slow, and I’ll guide you through this process the way I wish they could have guided me when I started.”
Carrie and Detective Armstrong enjoyed a lengthy coffee break together, mainly talking about Carrie wanting to become a police officer. Detective Armstrong could tell she had already decided to join the force. Carrie was looking for someone to confirm it was the right decision. He was proud of her and felt she would eventually become an outstanding officer.
Detective Armstrong walked up the street to his car after waving goodbye to Carrie. He got into the cruiser and fetched a toothpick. Now the detective had one more stop to make before heading home. He had been looking forward to this last stop all day.
It only took Detective Armstrong five minutes to reach the apartment building that housed Fiona’s old apartment, which Rosie now occupied. Rosie stayed there for a while since Mark destroyed her home.
Detective Armstrong knocked on the door, and a friendly, cheerful, and happy face greeted him and eagerly ushered him inside. The detective smiled at the welcome he received from Rosie. She always greets him so.
They shared a simple hug that had become their thing, and then Rosie motioned for him to sit down. “How’s your day been today?” Rosie inquired as she left the room. She reappeared with a tray of cookies and some coffee for them to snack on.
Detective Armstrong would usually try to help, but Rosie acted offended and made him feel bad in the past when he attempted to. She would say things like, “if I’m too old to carry cookies or coffee, then I need to go ahead and die.” So, Detective Armstrong sat and waited for Rosie to sit down and join him.
“You know, it was a quiet day today at work. So that was nice. I saw Kevin and Rodney.” Detective Armstrong said as he eyeballed a cookie.
Rosie walked in and took a seat. “That’s nice. How are they doing? I heard he has put that old place up for sale.” Rosie took the cookie that Detective Armstrong had wanted.
“Yeah, he’s selling the place and wants to move to a better neighborhood. He’s also up for a promotion, which could keep him off the oil rigs.” Detective Armstrong took a cookie. “Mmm, Rosie, these are delicious.” The cookie was so soft it was bending over in his hand.
“Thank you. It’s my mom’s old recipe.” Rosie poured them both a black coffee.
“I also ran into Carrie for a coffee at Starbucks.”
“That place, six-dollar coffees. But anyhow, how is the beautiful lady doing? I haven’t seen her since,” Rosie let the silence fill the blank.
“She’s doing fabulous. She’s actually thinking about a career in law enforcement.” Detective Armstrong took another bite of his cookie. “Rosie, my God, these are to die for.”
“Law enforcement? She should model or do something not so dangerous.” Rosie grabbed a blanket and covered up her legs.
“I think she’ll be fine. How are you, Rosie, after everything?”
Rosie looked at her hand. It hadn’t healed perfectly, and she lost some of the feeling in her fingers from the severity of the glass cut. “I dream about that day at the hospital too much. I wish; sometimes, it ended differently. But you know what?” Rosie sipped her coffee. “All I can do is thank you for how you handled that day.” Rosie smiled an enormous smile of pure gratitude.
Detective Armstrong beamed. “Rosie, Mark attacked you several times. Your face was severely bruised, and when Mark saw he was going to be captured... who would have thought he had a shard of glass that he would use to slice his own throat?” Detective Armstrong smirked.
They both took another cookie and looked at each other with a smile. Rosie looked at a picture of Fiona on a bookshelf behind Detective Armstrong. God, she missed her daughter. She thought about Kevin now staying with Rodney and how their lives have changed, hopefully for the better. Only time will tell, but they were both happy. Rosie looked at Detective Armstrong, who saved her life even after she murdered Mark, and smiled.
Rosie took her coffee cup and said, “Thank God it’s all over.”


Chapter 47
Ramblings
 
“Kevin!” Rodney shouted from outside. “Kevin, let’s go; I don’t want to be late.” Rodney sighed, “Again.”
Rodney was waiting by his Gary Ford F-150. He was losing patience. It’s been a year since the incident with Mark, and Kevin has been spiraling down a dark hole. Rodney has been taking Kevin to see a psychiatrist. Kevin needed help to deal with his feelings and emotions. The visits were to help tackle anything that may or may not be on the surface.
Of course, Kevin thinks seeing a psychiatrist makes him a freak. Those are his exact words. Kevin purposefully makes these trips as arduous as possible. Retaliation has become one of Kevin’s strong suits, along with lying, stealing, and extreme mood swings.
During the time frame that Kevin recovered from his injuries and learned about what happened to his mom, he started pulling away from everybody. Rodney soon moved Kevin to a new neighborhood with a better school. Of course, Kevin assumed Rodney was trying to purge him from all memories of his mom.
Rodney waited for Kevin and remembered some of Kevin’s remarks. “You only take care of me because no one else can. You don’t even want me, do you, Rodney?”
Rodney looked at the angry and hurt child with a sympathetic gaze. “Kevin, I would appreciate you calling me dad.”
Kevin rolled his eyes. “Dad? Really? You banged my mom, knocked her up, and left. You only showed up in my life because mom was murdered, and you expect me to call you dad? What a joke!” Kevin threw his hands up in the air and let them fall against the sides of his legs with an audible pop.
“Kevin, you know what you’re saying ain’t true. I have seen you lots of times through the years. I had a stretch where I was recovering, but God, before that, I was a terrible person. I admit that, buddy, but I got clean. I’m here sincerely to be your father, to guide you into adulthood, and to help you through tough times like now.” Rodney looked at the young boy, his eyes were pleading with Kevin to give him a chance, but Kevin didn’t.
“Good God, you’re pathetic. Maybe you should start drinking again or doing drugs.” Kevin turned and walked away.
Rodney shook his head to clear it from the hurtful memory and called again to Kevin, “Buddy, let’s go!” Rodney leaned into the truck and tapped the horn twice. He looked at the front door of his home. Rodney was proud of what he had achieved over the last year. Rodney just wished Kevin was more on board.
Rodney finally became tired of waiting. He walked up to the door and walked into his house. Rodney looked around the open living area and saw nothing. He did, however, hear Kevin talking in the back bedroom. His words were inaudible, so Rodney walked to the hallway that led to the back bedroom that Kevin claimed was his when they moved into the house.
Rodney walked into Kevin’s bedroom without knocking and realized Kevin was in the attached bathroom. The door was partially open. Kevin’s rambling was becoming more distinct as Rodney approached the bathroom door. Rodney paused as he reached the door and slowly pushed it open.
Kevin was staring at the mirror, talking to his reflection. “I hate you! You’re such an idiot. You got your mother killed, you pathetic loser! I’m gonna kill you, you freak!”
Rodney stared in shock at Kevin, screaming at himself in the mirror. Kevin hadn’t noticed that Rodney saw him, so cautiously, Rodney took a few steps back and continued to listen to Kevin’s rants insulting himself from back in the hallway. Rodney had no clue what he should do. Should he interrupt him? Let him be? What?
Rodney was mortified by what he saw. What was going on? Why was Kevin behaving in such a way? He fished in his pocket for his cell phone and started videotaping his son’s behavior.
Kevin screamed, “You, you’re such an idiot. You, you’re a loser who got your mom killed.” Kevin said to the reflection in the mirror.
“No, no, that’s not true! A maniac killed my mom! How’s that my fault?” Kevin responded defensively and nearly tearful sounding.
In a deeper and more aggressive voice, unlike a young boy, Kevin responded, “It’s always your fault, you little twerp! You’re the reason for everything going wrong. You and your dad. If he hadn’t left, your precious mom wouldn’t have whored around and screwed a maniac. He wouldn’t have attacked her, you, or your precious old grandma!”
Kevin began hitting his head. “Stop it, get out of my head! Stop it!” Kevin screamed and started crying.
Rodney, still videotaping, ran to Kevin and snatched him up. “Hey, hey, buddy. There, there. What’s going on? Can you tell me? What, why are you hitting and yelling at yourself?” Rodney held his boy close, and Kevin wrapped his arms around his dad’s neck.
Kevin was hugging his dad’s neck. “Dad, I’m scared.” He said, shaking and obviously frightened.
Rodney put his arms under Kevin’s armpits and helped him sit on the bathroom countertop, where he could see him better. Rodney knelt to see his boy eye-to-eye. “Hey, buddy. Look, whatever is going on, we will tackle it together, OK?”
Kevin was in tears.
Rodney looked at him sympathetically. “Buddy, I know how difficult all this is for you. Buddy-” Rodney reached out and stroked Kevin’s tiny shoulders.
Kevin was bawling. He was mumbling, “I don’t want to. I don’t want to. I don’t want to.”
Rodney kept making eye contact with Kevin. “Hey, hey, Kevin. Look at me, Kevin. You don’t want to do what? What is it, Kevin? What don’t you want to do?” Rodney reached up to touch Kevin’s face. Rodney let go of the eye contact he maintained with Kevin briefly and saw Kevin had a knife behind his back in the mirror.
Kevin looked at his dad; his facial expression became stern, and he said in another voice other than his normal voice, “He doesn’t want to kill you, Rodney. But I do!”
Rodney instinctively stepped back as Kevin shifted his weight to swing his arm around with the knife. The blade contacted Rodney’s shirt, but Rodney escaped by less than an inch. Kevin lunged from the countertop, and Rodney ran out of the bathroom and through the house toward his truck.
Kevin pursued his dad, screaming, “I want to kill you, dad! You left me, and that’s why mom is dead! I hate you! I hate you!” Kevin ran outside, holding the knife in his hand. Rodney stood in front of his truck with a pistol pointed at Kevin.
“OK, Kevin, what the fuck is going on?” Rodney looked at his shirt where the knife cut it and nearly got him across his stomach. “What the hell is going on, boy?” Rodney asked, demanding an answer as he kept the pistol pointed at Kevin.
Kevin stood in front of the door to the house. His breathing was heavy from his rage. Still speaking in another tone, he replied, “Dad, you won’t kill me. You love me.” Kevin took a step closer to his dad, the knife still firmly in his right hand.
“Yeah, buddy, I love you. Very much.” Rodney said, his eyes blurring from the tears wailing up in them.
Kevin smiled, dropped his head down, and cast his eyes on his dad.  “You can’t shoot me, dad. I’m just a child.” Kevin’s eerie smile sent chills up Rodney’s spine. Kevin took another step closer to his dad.
Rodney stood motionless in front of his truck. He still pointed his pistol at his son. “Kevin, I don’t want to hurt you, son. I swear to God I don’t, but boy, you need help.” Several tears started streaking down Rodney’s face. The gun was steady, but Rodney hated the situation he was in.
Kevin took another slow step forward, the knife still in his hand.
“Don’t, Kevin!” His dad demanded. “Please!” Rodney begged. “Kevin, just, just put the knife down.” Rodney kept the pistol pointed at Kevin.
Kevin smiled. He looked like a kid playing cops and robbers, except Kevin held an actual knife and had true intentions. “Dad, you know I won’t stop. You know I want you to kill me.” Kevin took one more step closer to his dad. He was at the edge of the first step. “I’d rather be dead than to see you or to hear your voice one more time, dad.” Kevin’s smile faded. “Killing you, dad, will satisfy me. Killing you, dad, will silence the voices in my head that always whisper to me you are my nemesis.”
Kevin took a step, and Rodney fired a shot into the air. The powerful blast of the pistol was nearly deafening. Rodney’s ears rang, and Kevin didn’t expect the discharge. Rodney thought he had a chance, and he ran toward his son.
It took Rodney three giant steps, then he leaped into the air and attempted to tackle his knife-wielding child. Unfortunately for Rodney, Kevin reacted by raising his knife. Rodney flew toward Kevin, and he fell onto the blade that went into the center of his chest. 
Kevin lay under his dad, the warm blood seeping on him as he heard the gurgling sounds of his dad struggling to breathe. Kevin wiggled and squirmed until he got free. Blood seemed to smear itself on everything. Kevin pushed on his dad until he rolled him to retrieve his knife.


Chapter 48
Only a Few Breaths Remaining
 
Rodney looked over at Kevin; he saw his blank stare, his expressionless gaze. The boy didn’t seem like his son; he appeared to have no feelings. All Kevin cared about was getting his knife back.
Kevin looked at his dad, a broken man, bleeding to death. A man that was full of lies and deceit. An addict was what Kevin saw, who was slowly dying. Kevin rubbed his fingers together, enjoying the drying effect of the blood on his fingertips. Kevin reached down and rubbed his hands in his dad’s blood again. It was warm. Kevin licked his fingers and smiled, relishing how the blood tasted.
“Does it hurt bad, dad?” Kevin asked as he leaned over to admire the wound that wept blood like a slow-running fountain. “Does the pain astonish you, dad? Can, can you see the light?” Kevin laughed at himself. “Or, or, do you see flames, dad? Do you see the flames of hell beckoning you?”
Rodney struggled to speak but finally mustered the strength to ask, “Plea, please call for help.” He placed his hand over the wound. Rodney dreaded the damage he took internally. “K, Kevin, help me,” Rodney asked in a weak whisper. He feared he would die. But Rodney’s fear was mainly because he wasn’t in severe pain and knew he should be.
Kevin leaned into his dad’s ear and whispered back to him, “I’m sorry, dad, but I can’t do that. I can’t help you.” Kevin sat down Indian-style beside his dad and said louder and more aggressively, “This is all your fault, dad. You weren’t there for me as a child. You were selfish, drank, did drugs, lived your life of lies, drugs, and sin, and left mom and me all alone. She was lonely. She struggled to support us, needed love, and repeatedly found it in the wrong places. First you, then Mark. Mark is all your fault, dad. You brought him into our lives.” Kevin touched Rodney’s hand that covered his wound and moved it out of the way. “There you are, dad. Stop hindering progress. You can die more quickly if you bleed out faster.” Kevin then rolled over and gave his dad a hug, then he stood up and walked away, back into the house.
Kevin sat on the sofa; he grabbed the remote control and turned on the television. He started thumbing through the channels until he found an old cartoon. Kevin turned the volume on the TV up loud, sat back, and laughed at the cartoon.
Rodney knew he had little time before he would pass out from losing so much blood. He was already weak. He used his last bit of strength to find his phone, and he tried to call 911, but the blood affected the touch screen, and it kept making the phone jump back and forth between different pages and screens.
Finally, Rodney pressed the correct button and weakly said, “Call Detective Armstrong.” The phone repeated the command he requested back to him; Rodney acknowledged it was accurate, and soon he heard the phone ringing.
Detective Armstrong had his feet up on his desk. He read a magazine about American coin collecting, a hobby the detective had enjoyed since childhood, bringing him a little peace of mind. As usual, the tall detective was gnawing on a toothpick when he heard his phone come to life. Detective Armstrong immediately saw it was from Rodney. His first thought was that it was strange he would call now; Rodney had an appointment with Kevin at the psychiatrist’s today. On the third ring, Detective Armstrong answered the call.
“Yello,” Detective Armstrong said as he took out his toothpick and prepared a smart-ass comment to mess with Rodney. They really have become good friends. Both men shared a unique bond; they both struggled with a type of sobriety. Rodney avoided drinking and party drugs like cocaine, while Detective Armstrong battled wanting a cigarette.
“H, h, help me. I, I, I’m home.” Rodney weakly said into the phone that lay beside him.
Detective Armstrong could barely hear Rodney. “What? Hey, Rodney, did you ask for help? With what? I can barely hear you, buddy.” Detective Armstrong took his feet down from his desk. He got that sixth sense in his gut.
Rodney took a deep breath, knowing he only had a few breaths remaining. “Help. I’m home.” That was all he could say. His body was shutting down to protect itself for as long as possible.
Detective Armstrong pushed the phone harder against his ear as if he would hear that much clearer. But Rodney said nothing more. It was quiet, but the line wasn’t dead. Detective Armstrong decided not to hang up and ran to his unmarked patrol car. Within seconds, he was racing toward Rodney’s new home.
The phone automatically connected to his radio. He kept the volume up as he drove, just in case something happened. It baffled detective Armstrong about what could have happened. Kevin could have called for help if Rodney had been injured. So, had something happened to them both? The detective sped up and drove even faster as he became more concerned about their well-being.
As Detective Armstrong made his way out of the downtown area, nothing happened over the phone. There were odd noises over the line, but nothing that was any help to the detective. He listened intently and focused on driving to get there as quickly as possible. Detective Armstrong merged onto an exit ramp that brought him within five minutes of Rodney’s new residence when he heard something for the first time since Rodney called him.
 


Chapter 49
The Sirens Grew Closer
 
Kevin looked out the front door at his old man. He looked dead, with no movement; Kevin didn’t see his chest rising or falling. So, Kevin hopped up; the classic cartoons were stupid anyway, he thought, and he went to inspect his dad.
“Hey, dad, you dead yet?” Kevin asked, nearly laughing at the remark. “Dad, hey, you’re still bleeding, so does that mean you’re still alive?” Kevin put his foot on his dad’s shoulder and shook him with his toe. But there was no response.
Kevin then noticed his dad’s phone lying beside his head. Kevin reached down and picked it up, and looked at it. The screen had timed out, and Kevin never realized a call was still taking place.
Detective Armstrong heard the exchange between Kevin and his dad. He listened a few seconds more, but Kevin said nothing more to help Detective Armstrong understand what had happened. Detective Armstrong hung up the phone as he drove up to Rodney’s house.
Detective Armstrong jumped out of the car and immediately saw Rodney on the front porch on his back with blood that had poured out of him most unnaturally. Detective Armstrong looked around him for any signs of danger. Where was Kevin?
The detective scanned the outside and the porch. He noticed the front door was shut, and there was no sign of anyone nearby. The detective ripped open Rodney’s shirt and gasped at the wound in the center of his chest. It was horrifying for the detective. Detective Armstrong used Rodney’s shirt to cover the injury; he shoved part of the shirt into the wound. “Hang in there, buddy. Hang in there. We’re gonna get you through this, and we can all laugh at the ugly ass scar one day in the future. J, just hang in there, pal.” Detective Armstrong said nervously and worried for his new best friend.
With Rodney’s shirt assisting with controlling the bleeding, Detective Armstrong adjusted Rodney’s legs and got him into the recovery position, where he was more on his side. Detective Armstrong checked under Rodney’s chin and found he had a faint pulse; luckily, he was alive for now.
“Hi, Detective Armstrong!” A happy and smiling Kevin said from the front door.
Detective Armstrong nearly jumped up, but he controlled his instinct and calmly looked at the boy. “Kevin,” He tried not to act surprised or scared. “Hey buddy, how are you?” Detective Armstrong looked back at Rodney and then at Kevin, who stayed in the doorway with his hands behind his back.
Still smiling with his hands behind his back, Kevin said, “I’m fine, Detective.” Kevin took a step closer.
Detective Armstrong nodded by raising his chin toward Kevin, then asked, “What, whatcha got behind your back there, Kevin?”
Kevin’s grin grew more significant; it almost seemed impossible to smile so big. “What have you done to my dad, Detective Armstrong? He looks hurt. Why did you hurt my dad, Detective Armstrong? Why?” Kevin started bawling; tears flooded his little face. Kevin fell to his knees, and Detective Armstrong saw Kevin holding his dad’s cell phone behind his back.
Kevin put the phone to his ear. “He’s back! Ma’am, he’s back. I need help! I’m scared for my life. The killer detective is back!” Kevin screamed into the phone. Then he hung it up and tossed the device toward Detective Armstrong and his dad’s nearly lifeless body.
Detective Armstrong looked at Kevin, dumbfounded, and shook his head. “What the hell are you?” That was all he could ask.
Kevin moved back and stood by the door frame. “I’m smarter than you. That’s what I am.” Kevin reached behind his back and pulled out a knife already stained with blood.
Detective Armstrong stood up and reached for his gun.
Kevin put his tiny hand up toward Detective Armstrong. “H, hold on, detective. This ain’t for you.” Kevin waved the knife at the detective. “No, see, I’ve already killed dad. I’ve already had 911 explaining how you attacked my dad and threatened me. You left and then returned to finish me off, I guess.” Kevin shrugged his tiny eight-year-old shoulders, and a giant, larger-than-life grin covered the little boy’s face.
Detective Armstrong looked horrified at the child. His gun was still drawn and aimed at the boy. “I, I don’t see what your point is here, Kevin. Your dad loves you. Even if he survives-”
“He won’t survive this!” Kevin shouted, cutting off the detective.
“But, if he would, he would still love you, Kevin. You need-”
“Yeah, yeah, yeah. I need help. Kevin needs medicine. I need, I need, I need! I’m tired of being told what I need! What about what I want? Huh? What does Kevin want? Nobody asks me that!” Kevin’s arms swung fiercely as he spoke.
Detective Armstrong still had his gun pointed at Kevin, who didn’t seem fazed. “So, so, Kevin. What, what do you want then?” Detective Armstrong asked to stall.
Kevin laughed a deep and hardy laugh. He was trying to control the laughter that overcame him. It took nearly a minute for Kevin to gather his composure. Finally, he said, “So, so-” Kevin chuckled again. He shook his head back and forth really hard and scowled. “So, now you give a fuck about what I want!” Kevin’s voice seemed to change some. “Now you care when a man is stabbed and dying. You give a shit when your ass is on the line for the attempted murder of a man.” Kevin laughed, but not a humorous laugh.
Detective Armstrong looked awestruck. “Attempted murder? You think that-”
Kevin interrupted the detective. “See, you killed my dad. I don’t know why, but you did. You may need medication or something. Who knows, and who really cares? Because you also tried to kill a child, as well.”
Kevin stepped forward with the knife and thrust the blade deep into his stomach. He screamed as the blade slowly slid into his belly. Kevin fell to his knees, holding the knife. Detective Armstrong dropped his gun, ran to Kevin, and grabbed the knife. By pure instinct, he started to remove the blade but stopped himself.
Kevin looked at the detective with a grin. “See? See, detective? You put your hands all over the knife. I, I knew you’d try to… I knew you; you’d want to save me. I knew it. See detective? I’m smarter than you are.” Kevin laughed weakly. “You, you did this. You tried to kill my dad and me!”
Detective Armstrong looked at Kevin in horror as sirens wailed in the background. Kevin had nearly passed out. Detective Armstrong held him in his arms. The bleeding from the stab wound was minimal since the knife remained in Kevin’s stomach. The boy looked so young. He seemed so fragile and innocent. Detective Armstrong held Kevin in his arms as if the disturbed boy were his own.
The sirens grew closer.
Kevin looked at Detective Armstrong, and in a weak voice, he whispered, “Thanks.”
Detective Armstrong gently laid the boy down on the porch. He stood up with the knife in his hand. The detective eyed the blood rushing out of Kevin’s stomach wound as Kevin’s eyes blinked their final blink. The detective saw Kevin smile his last smile; he heard the boy’s last words. Detective Armstrong dropped the knife, letting it hit the porch with a loud thud. The detective’s hands were now covered in Kevin’s and Rodney’s blood.
He sat down on the porch and fetched a toothpick.
The sirens grew closer and louder.
The detective jumped up and walked over to Rodney’s truck. He looked inside and smiled a sigh of relief. The detective reached inside, took the cigarettes and lighter sitting on the passenger seat, and walked back to the porch.

The End
Mirror Man
My time is now
My hate I breed
The love we make
Is the sin we need

Your shallow smile
Comforts me
You won’t back down
I’m on my knees

The Mirror Man
Laughs at me
I hate myself
Like you do me

Nobody knows
What’s for real
I let it go
The pain stays here
The pain stays here

The clock ran out
I’m begging, please
A silent shout
My final plea

I slap myself
I still feel
There’s no one else
But I’m still here
The Mirror Man
Laughs at me
I hate myself
Like you do me
Nobody knows
What’s for real
I let it go
The pain stays here
The pain stays here
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Stay in touch to learn about Vicky, a horror/thriller that will be out in 2023. 
 
Vickey

Vicky stood up, visibly irritated. "Stupid asshole, left me here alone because he doesn't like thorns!" Vicky walked to the end of her trail. She struggled to look through the dense woods at the onset of the night. "How far to the dirt road, I wonder?" Vicky said to herself as she slowly walked through the woods, no longer making a trail but scouting its route.
A few minutes later, Vicky wandered into a clearing. Vicky could distinguish in the now total darkness that it was a small circular area. Vicky walked the outskirts of the clearing, amazed that she and Toby never knew about the tiny field. She couldn't wait to see it in the daytime. 
Vicky then thought about Toby and his lack of support. Her mood once again got angry. She stood on the far side of the tiny clearing and decided to get out of the woods now that it was dark. Vicky walked across the grass, and she heard a crunching sound. It reminded her of her grandpa tearing down an old shed. Vicky stopped and lifted her foot, and gently tapped the ground. 
She realized she was standing on dirt-covered wood, and the sound she heard was the old wood giving up on holding her. Vicky rolled her eyes, and her heart raced inside her chest. She knew she needed to get off that wood as quickly but carefully as possible. 
Slowly, like a snail running, Vicky eased her foot backward and nervously put her body weight on the leg as she gradually began lifting the front foot of the dirt-covered rotted wood. She held her arms out on each side of her body for balance. 
The wood began screaming at the weight it was supporting. Too dark to see anything, Vicky's ears seemed to be ultrasensitive to the sounds the wood made as she slowly tried to get back to the safety of the solid ground. 
With her front foot dangling in the air, she maintained balance as she eased the leg back. The wood popped and cracked as the ground fell from under her, and gravity did its job, causing everything to fall into the void that the wood no longer covered. 
Vicky fell headlong into the dark shaft, hitting her head against the rock wall on her way down, which was fortunate because she didn't feel the pain of the landing. Her body fell on top of old piles of wood and debris, which killed her immediately.
Vicky looked down the well, fully capable of seeing everything clearly, although it was dark. She saw her body, broken and bloody, twenty-five feet down. Vicky tilted her head, looked at her hands and feet, and then smiled.
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