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 Book One: I Was A
Teenage Killer


Drowning deep in my sea of loathing

Broken your servant I kneel

Will you give in to me?

It seems what's left of my human side

Is slowly changing... in me

Will you give in to me?

Disturbed, Down with the Sickness


 Prelude: An
Innocent Smile

1

Kristina Langley drove down the dark and
deserted highway, wondering if she was ever going to make it out of
this storm. The lightning was coming down every two minutes, and
the rain was coming down as if God was pouring buckets of water out
of heaven himself (or herself, she mused to herself). She wanted to
get home quickly, before Bill decided to have a few more drinks and
then rough up her daughter, Kara. “All I have to do is get through
this one last night, then I can get Kara out of this hell-hole and
we can move up to New York with my mother,” Kristina, known as Kris
to her family and friends, said to herself. The rain began to fall
harder, and in an attempt to drown out the rain, she turned on the
local alternative rock station. Suddenly, a song she instantly
recognized came blasting out of the stereo.

Kris began to pop her head
up and down in step with the music, when suddenly she saw a figure
up ahead in the distance. A
hitchhiker? Wondered Kris.

At first, she did not slow down. Not only
were her thoughts clouded with her daughters safety, but memories
of the horror stories she’d been told about murderous strangers on
highways. However, she thought about this horrendous weather and
finally decided to pull over. She stopped right next to the person
outside, pulling onto the shoulder of the highway. From where
Kristina was sitting, she could see it was a woman out there, and
that she was wearing a hooded parka. At first, the woman did not
attempt to come inside the car. Kristina reached over across the
seats and opened the door for the stranger.

“Hey there,” she said to the woman in the
parka. “It’s pouring out there. Do you need a ride into town?” The
woman nodded her head slowly and finally climbed into the trucks
cab. Kris turned forward again and started to drive once the
stranger closed the door.

After about five minutes of silence, Kris
decided to break the unsettling noiselessness. “So, where are you
heading at this time of night?” she asked. The stranger made no
reply. “It’s a hell of a storm out there, isn’t it?” asked Kris.
The stranger turned her head towards Kris and nodded her head.
“Well I’m heading as far as Sunrise Ridge, so if you’re further
ahead or before that just let me...” she began to say, when
suddenly she saw out of the corner of her eye the knife the
stranger had pulled out of her coat.

“Listen, all I have is ten bucks. I didn’t
bring any credit cards on my trip, and I don’t have a cell phone,
so there’s no point in robbing me. You can have the ten bucks if
you want. It's yours. Just, please, don’t hurt me, I’m begging
you,” she said. The woman in the parka turned towards her, and
suddenly Kris could see the woman had dark, glowing red eyes.

Kris slowed the car and looked at the strange
woman with fearful eyes, and saw that the woman smiled. The rest of
her face was hidden in shadows, but Kris could clearly see that
horrible grin and those piercing eyes.

Abruptly, the woman brought the knife down
upon Kristina, driving the blade deep into her neck. Instinctively,
Kris slammed her foot down on the pedal and shot the car forward.
Blood spout out onto the dashboard of the truck, and Kris lost
control of the wheel. All she could feel was a hot, flowing pain on
her neck, and all she could see was the cabin of the truck,
spinning out of control. Suddenly the truck struck a tree dead on,
going on 45 miles per hour the police would later say. Kristina lay
with her head on the dashboard, gasping for air, when suddenly the
knife pierced her one final time in the back, severing her spinal
cord. She died right there in the car, her final thoughts of her
daughter Kara, and the horrors she would experience without her
mother there to protect her. As the light faded from her eyes, the
mystery woman leaned toward Kris and sniffed her, as if she were a
predator getting a scent for it’s already dead prey.

The woman wiped the blood on the knife off on
Kristina’s shirt, and said, “I hate when they beg.”
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The thunder seemed to hum
in the distance. The time on the clock in the small classroom
seemed to stop in front of young Lisa’s eyes. As she sat listening
to the final lecture of the day from her fourth period teacher, Mr.
Austin, she prayed for the hand on the clock to move that final
inch. I have things to do for God’s sake,
hurry the hell up, she screamed to
herself. Little beads of sweat rolled down the small of her back.
It was an unseasonably warm day for late fall in North Carolina,
and the warmth was waning on Lisa.

No one of course noticed. All anyone noticed,
(mostly the hormone driven guys in the room, including Mr. Austin),
was the slightly low cut top she was wearing. The blond haired,
straight A cheerleader drew more glances than anyone in the class,
yet not all were happy ones. If it wasn't guys drifting off into
fantasies of them sleeping with her, it was girls despising or
admiring her. None of that mattered to Lisa Etron however. Her mind
was preoccupied with other matters at home.

Jordan Alexandria, Lisa’s best friend for ten
years, leaned over to her and whispered, “Hey girl, do you have a
date for the dance yet?”

Lisa turned her head towards Jordan and
whispered back, “No, not yet. I think Dave’s going to ask me, but
I’m still waiting. I’m going to head on out to see him at his truck
after school.”

“That’s great. I bet you he’ll ask you then.
He’s liked you since the 7th grade. I’d go with you to wish you
luck, but I have to meet up with Paul Henri after school. He’s
taking me to the mall to meet up with my mom so we can gown shop,
and he can rent a tuxedo for the dance. I’m telling you girl, this
is going to be a dance to remember.”

“Yes it is,” said Lisa, smiling all the
while.

Paul-Henri was a foreign exchange student
from France who was the star athlete of the schools tennis team.
Although the language barrier was rough, Jordan and Paul fell in
love instantly. They had met about two months ago, and had tried
not to leave each other’s side ever since. His full name was
Paul-Henri Lefèvre. He stood at 6'3 and had long black hair, and
all the girls hearts lept in their chests when he spoke their
names. Most of the guys hated him, but he managed to make friends
with Dave Trent and through him, he had met Jordan.

“So for tonight’s homework, you are to read
chapters 3-6 of George Orwell’s 1984 and highlight some of the main
themes of the chapters,” said Mr. Austin. Just as he was about to
go on, the bell finally rang, and the clock turned to 2:18. Lisa
slowly rose from her seat and began to gather her things. She was
wearing a blue jean skirt and low cut pink top that made half the
guys wait to pack their things. The swell of her breasts rose with
every breath she took, and with the heat being what it was that
day, her chest seemed not to sweat but to merely glisten as she
slowly packed her purse up. She gave them a half glance and smiled
before leaving the room at a quick pace. Jordan laughed at the guys
as they quickly closed their jaws and started packing their own
things.

The halls were a jungle, filled with
different packs of people gathered in different areas of the school
watching the others. Everyone seemed to know her however, and waved
to her as she made her way to the parking lot. She was finally a
junior this year, and so she drove to school in her brand new car.
It was candy apple red and parked towards the back of the school.
When she and Jordan passed the doors leading to the back of the
building and the gymnasium, they said goodbye to one another and
went their separate ways. Jordan turned around one last time and
yelled to Lisa, “Good Luck!” Lisa waved back and mouthed the word
“thanks”, and made her way to the parking lot.

She passed almost everyone
on her way there, including freshman Kara Langley. In her hands,
she held her iPod and listened to some metal band as they screamed
into her ears. She watched as Lisa passed across from her and her
little group of friends, which by high school standards would be
called the Geeks. Kara was short with long black hair, thick black
glasses and in her third year of braces. As her friend Bobby talked
about last night’s episode of some superhero show, she watched as
Lisa seemed to pass by in slow motion. My
God, she is so gorgeous, she
thought.

Suddenly she got the urge to say something to
her. So she gathered all her courage, and shouted, “Hi Lisa!”

Lisa looked around and saw Kara standing
across from her. Kara was waving fantastically back and forth and
obviously breathing heavily, but Lisa liked Kara, and waved back
before walking off. Bobby looked at Kara dumbfounded, asking her
what that was about, but she paid no attention to him. She was lost
in a world where she and Lisa were best friends.
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Dave Trent leaned back against his forest
green truck, talking with his friend Bill about the US History test
they just finished taking, and how they couldn’t believe how the
year had just started and the tests were already hard.

“I mean, sixty multiple choice questions, and
three essays? Come on, it was only the first war, we got a few more
to go, know what I’m saying,” said Bill. Dave nodded his head as he
saw Lisa Etron walk past him. In the distance, he heard Bill asking
him what was wrong, but Dave was on a whole other planet. He had
liked Lisa since freshman year, when they were in English
together.

Dave could still remember the first time he’d
met her. Their teacher had paired the students off with one
another, and Lisa had been his partner for their first project of
the year. Tasked with giving a presentation on Shakespeare, Dave
had been nervous as hell, always having found himself more on the
shy side of the social scene. Lisa had been there for him though,
bashing those beautiful lashes of hers and holding his hand
throughout the whole presentation.

“Take a breath, and relax Dave. I’m here with
you, and I’m not going anywhere,” Lisa had whispered as she held
his hand. Looking at this beautiful girl and feeling her soft hands
as she comforted and supported him, he found himself overcoming
that shyness with ease, and soon they aced their report.

Ever since they had become good friends and
had always had the same classes. Bill looked at her and nodded his
head as if in agreement. “Lisa Etron, man you’ve liked her since
what, last year,” said Bill.

“Freshman year,” corrected Dave. “I’m going
to ask her to homecoming finally. I couldn’t do it last year, but
she’s single and we really get along, so I’m going to do it. What
do ya think?”

“I think you got a fifty-fifty shot, but go
for it man,” said Bill. Dave nodded and ran to catch up to her.

“Lisa!” he called after her. She turned and
smiled when she saw it was him. “Hi Dave, how are ya? Some test
last period uh?” He stopped next to her and tried to catch his
breath.

“Yeah, Bill and I were just talking about it.
How do ya think ya did?”

“Alright, maybe a B or C, who knows, how
about you?”

“Probably the same, that was a tough one,” he
said.

They laughed and slowly walked together
towards her car.

“So,” he began, “do ya have a date yet for
the homecoming dance coming up?”

“No, not yet, why?” she asked with a smile,
already knowing where he was going with it.

“Well, I, you see, we’ve been good friends
for a while, and I thought maybe you’d like to,” he stumbled.
Before he could finish, she put one finger to his lips and nodded
her head.

“I’d love to,” she said. “I like you too, and
I’d love to go with you Dave.” They smiled at one another and he
hugged her, lifting her off the ground. She returned it by kissing
him softly on the lips. About half the parking lot had left
already, but those who saw this were half-shocked and half-amazed.
Dave was tall, looked like a football player, and wore his hair
like an Emo rock star, which happened to be the kind of music he
enjoyed. To see such a person kissing a gorgeous cheerleader was
unheard of in high school. Regardless, they kissed, and after a
minute finally parted. She looked up at him and smiled. “So I’ll
call you later tonight, okay?” she asked.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Just have some things to take care of at
home, that’s all. Maybe you want to see a movie tonight?” she
asked. He nodded and she got in her car. She gave him one last
smile, and then started her car. You could hear rock music pouring
out of her car, and she made a little head banging rock star move
she always joked about with him before finally pulling out. Bill
ran up behind him, putting his hand on his shoulder.

“Man that went extremely well. What did you
say,” he asked.

“Nothing,” he said, and smiled.
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The drive home for Lisa was great. She had a
new boyfriend, and the day, although gloomy, seemed to be
brightening up. She lived about twenty minutes from her school, in
a small town called Willow Park in North Carolina. Her school,
Spartan View High, had been around for twenty years, and her father
had been in the first graduating class. She had grown up here in
this cozy little southern town, and she found that she was happy.
Her father, Will Etron was the VP of a successful fast food chain,
and always traveled. Therefore, she mostly lived alone with her
mother. For most of her life, she had loved her mother. Trisha
Etron had been the one who introduced Lisa to all the things she
loved, such as rock music, cheerleading, movies, and reading. Yet
as of late, something had been bothering her about her mother. She
couldn’t explain it, but something deep down inside of her was
starting to despise her precious mamma.

As she pulled into her driveway, she looked
up at her three story home and suddenly thought of Ed Gein. She
didn’t know why she thought of the infamous serial killer, but she
did just the same. It had become a nice little surprise that
happened much more frequently. She’d be reading a book or going on
a drive through her town, and suddenly she’d imagine what it was
like for Ed Gein to kill his victims. The thought should have
partially scared her, but instead it gave her a rush. A twisted
little smile came over her as the blood soaked thoughts took over
her mind. She grabbed her purse and turned off the engine of the
car. Humming to herself a little tune, she got out of the car and
went into the house.

 


The door slammed shut behind her and she
looked down the hallway towards the basement door.

“Oh mom, I’m home!” she shouted. She laughed
to herself and walked to the kitchen. She felt hungry all of a
sudden as her stomach growled like a wolf circling a helpless
rabbit. She went to the fridge and pulled out a box of left over
pizza. She took a slice out and took a couple of bites before
glancing over towards the knives. Suddenly she stopped and a small
voice spoke in her head.

Go on, take one, your dad
won’t be home for a week, plenty of time to plan things out, not
like the time with the hitchhiker. You know what to
do, said the voice. She nodded in
agreement.

She went to the kitchen sink and grabbed the
rubber gloves under the sink. Slowly she slid them on, and then
walked towards the knives. Muffled cries and screams arose from the
basement. This made Lisa laugh harder, and she pulled out the
biggest knife in the set. She walked towards the hall closet and
grabbed her mother’s raincoat she kept in the back of the
cubbyhole, along with her mother’s rubber boots. Dressed and fully
prepared, she went to the basement door, and slowly opened it.

The dim light in the basement went on and
off. Lisa seemed to almost crawl down the stairs. The cries grew
louder, and as she neared the bottom of the steps, she spotted her
mother just as she had left her, gagged and cuffed to the boiler.
Blood trickled down her forehead, and her wrists were raw from an
apparent struggle to get free. Her leg was completely twisted
behind her, and her cries of pain and terror became screams through
the scarf that gagged her.

“Oh mom, I told you not to try to get away,”
said Lisa. Trisha Etron eyes widened in horror, as Lisa brought out
the knife from behind her back. “Now do me a favor, and try to
scream. It takes the fun out of it when you don’t.”

Lisa walked to the corner and turned on the
little radio sitting on her father’s workbench. She had brought it
down last night, and put in her favorite CD in. She pushed play and
began to dance while waving the knife around in her hands. A
sinister smile spread over her face, and Trisha watched in horror
at what her daughter had become. Finally, Lisa stopped, turned
towards her mother, and winked. Trisha backed against the wall as
Lisa raised the knife in the air, and screamed just as it sliced
her throat.


 Chapter 1

1

Paul-Henri stood in the Men’s Department of a
clothing store in the mall. Even though he was perfectly fit, he
was very tall, and needed special arrangements for a tuxedo. Jordan
stood next to him, looking at his reflection in the mirror and
helping him talk to the clerk in the store. After this, they were
to meet up with Jordan’s mom further in the mall and look at
dresses. Although it wasn’t Paul-Henri’s favorite thing to do, he
had grown up around fashion. His mother had been an assistant
fashion designer in Paris, France, and although his main expertise
was tennis, (an inheritance from his father); he learned much about
fashion from his mother.

Growing up in the city, living in such a
country environment in North Carolina was a vast change for Paul.
He loved the clarity it brought him though. Here he had met his
true love, Jordan. It wasn’t something he had planned on, as this
trip to the States was meant to be a learning experience, and a
chance to improve his skills on the tennis court. However ever
since he met Jordan, he had found a woman who loved both his skills
and his flaws, and who not only loved him for who he was, but who
brought him out of the shell he had wrapped himself in since
arriving in the States.

He also was able to hone his tennis skills in
a stable environment, and even improve upon his abilities. After
the semester, he planned to take a trip with Jordan up north and
visit New York City and Chicago, two cities his mother had made him
promise to visit while he was here for the program. Her mother was
to go with them, but he didn’t mind, he felt like a part of their
family already, and they a part of his. He currently resided with a
family named The Graves. Jim Graves was the captain of the football
and basketball team. The constant competition over popularity for
Jim created tension in the household, and Jim’s father, Tim, was
away for the most part, working cases, (he was a detective for the
police), so he spent most of his days at the Alexandria’s, where
Jordan lived alone with her mother.

“What do you think, sweetie?” asked Jordan.
The clerk waited eagerly for an answer.

“If you like it, I like it. Although it could
use some tailoring, I think it’s the best one we’ve seen today.
Let’s box it up,” Paul-Henri replied. Jordan smiled and gave him a
big kiss. He kissed her back and gave her an enormous hug.
Somewhere in the distance, the clerk was informing them how much
the suit would cost him, but he didn’t care, because at that
moment, he saw Lisa Etron, stepping out of a hardware store,
carrying a yellow raincoat, and an axe. What he would never forget
was the deep shade of red her nails were though. The sight of
Jordan’s friend was not unusual as they often ran into her at the
mall. However the sight of her with an axe and the emotionless
expression on her face made him uneasy, and sent a chill down his
spine. He kept this to himself for now and went to the changing
room to get back into his street clothes.

2

It was a cold November night when Dave Trent
met Lisa Etron at the movies. She was wearing a white sweatshirt
and blue jeans, looking gorgeous as always. He had called to see if
she wanted him to pick her up, but apparently, she had to finish
cleaning up around the house before she could go, so they agreed to
meet each other. He could hear the music from down the block as she
approached. He smiled as he listened to the hard-hitting beats of
the rock band blasting through her car speakers, and giving the
parking lot a free concert in the process. She listened to this
song every day after school. She parked near the front and jogged
towards him. Lisa decided to jump into his arms, much to his
surprise, and kissed him there on the spot. He of course kissed
back, and as he set her down, asked, “What was that for?”

“I missed you was all. Sorry it took so long,
my mom had a lot for me to take care of when I got home,” she
said.

“No problem,” he responded. He spotted her
hands and noticed her extremely bright red nails. “I like the
nails, looking good,” he said. She looked down startled and then
smiled. It struck Dave as odd when a small twitch started in her
left eye before she talked.

“Oh, thanks, I actually make my own nail
polish. My mom taught me,” she said. He looked at her and smiled,
but in the back of his mind, he started to be suspicious, even
then.
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“So, what movie are we seeing?” asked Lisa.
They had made their way inside out of the cold and stood next in
line for tickets.

“Well, unless you can’t, I was thinking the
new zombie movie. I always enjoy a good heart-pounding zombie
chase. It looked really good and scary,” said Dave. Lisa liked the
sound of that.

“Sounds great to me,” she said. “I’m always
in the mood for a good gore-fest,” she teased. They both laughed as
they approached the ticket counter. They purchased their tickets
and snacks and headed inside, where they sat in the top row. They
sat next to one another and immediately Lisa leaned in towards
Dave, wanting his arm on her. He obliged and although happy found
it weird things were going so well for him.

“So Lisa, why did you want to go out with me?” he asked, not
suspicious but wary of her answer.

“Well, to be honest I’ve always liked you,
since we became friends, and all those other guys I’ve gone out
with just wanted to sleep with me. You though, well, so far, you
haven’t made one move, and you’ve been nothing but sweet. I like
you, and want to be here.”

He looked down at her. She looked back up at
him and met his gaze as the lights went down, and he kissed her,
with the love of a couple who’s experienced months of a
relationship. The previews played, and the audience began
commenting on each movie, but the two lovers ignored them, and were
lost in a world all their own.

4

“What do you think of Lisa?” Paul was driving
Jordan home in his little blue corvette. Jordan sat in the
passenger seat, always glancing back at the beautiful strapless
pink dress she had bought for the dance. However, as soon as Paul
mentioned Lisa, her head snapped towards him and her brow furrowed
in curiosity.

“I love her. She’s my best friend. Why?”

“No reason, just curious is all.” Jordan
laughed and shook her head, then looked back again at her dress to
make sure it was all right. Paul watched her lovingly, meanwhile
carrying a weight of worry and fear for the days to come.

The air smells like
death, thought Paul.
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Dave and Lisa watched the movie, holding each
other as the jumps and turns of the latest zombie flick freaked
them out. Suddenly Dave’s phone vibrated in his pocket and made
them both jump out of their seats. They looked at each other and
laughed, and he opened up his phone. Dave’s face went from
happiness to grief within seconds. Lisa looked at his face with
concern.

“What’s wrong?” she whispered.

“My sister, Aly, she’s at the hospital. She
broke her arm riding her scooter at home. My mom wants me to meet
them there.” He looked up at her with worry and confusion, as if
torn about what he should do.

Before he could say anything, she said, “Go,
you need to see your sister. In fact, I’ll meet you there,” she
said.

“Really, you don’t have to go,” he
replied.

“I know I don’t have to, but I want to. If
we’re going to be going to homecoming and dating each other, I’d
like to meet your family. How old is your sister?” she asked.

“Eleven, why?” he asked.

“Just curious, I’ll meet you there, go
ahead.” He nodded and kissed her, then took off.

She slowly gathered her
things and walked down with her purse in one hand and her soda in
the next. As she descended the steps, she thought to
herself, I’m sure glad I decided against
heals tonight. Going down these steps is a bitch.
She exited the dark theater and went into the
lobby, where see saw an old friend.

6

Music played in the lobby where the night
crowd slowly gathered for the last movies of the day. Jim Graves
sat at the small table in the movie theater’s lobby. Jim was the
star quarterback for Spartan View, and currently surrounded by his
friends, (who happened to be his offensive linemen). He was a
senior this year, and looking at five different scholarships to
colleges, including NC State and Clemson. His team was one win away
from the state championship, and tensions were high, as well as the
team’s spirits.

They were all talking about
what movie they wanted to see and about next week’s final game
against their rival school, Panther Hill High, when Jim looked
across the lobby and saw Lisa Etron walking past him. She was
wearing a tight white sweatshirt, blue jeans, a red scarf and brown
boots. As he watched her walk past him, she looked at him and
mouthed something to him. Although he couldn’t hear what she had
said, he knew what she had been indicating to him.
Meet me behind the theater, she had said. This shocked him, but didn’t concern him
enough think the situation through. He was a hormone driven teenage
boy after all, and his brain wasn’t exactly in charge of his body
in that moment.

“Hey guys, I just remembered, I left the
truck running. I’ll be right back,” he said. They nodded a waved
him off, not knowing that was the last they’d see of him.
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Kara walked out of her
bedroom fully dressed and ready for work at the theater that night.
Her father sat in his recliner, with a fourth beer in his hand and
a fifth one sitting on the table next to him. God, please, just this one night, please let’s not
fight, thought Kara.

“Where the fuck does you think you’re going?”
said Bill Langley, his lack of a grasp on the English language
blending with a drunken stupor he’d been working on all day. Kara
turned away from the door and looked back at her father. The sweat
stains on his shirt seemed to be growing as he glared at her, and
the stench was at an all-time high as far as she was concerned.

“I’m going to work dad. I have to work at the
theater tonight. You know that,” she said.

“Don’t you fucking tell me what I do and
don’t know’,” said Bill. He tried to rise out of his chair, but
only managed to stumble backwards and fall right back into it. “Now
you get on out of here and make us some money. That’s all you
really good for isn’t it, you good for nothing bitch,” said Bill.
“And when you come back, get some beer why don’t you.” Kara felt
the tears welling up in her eyes, and a hot, blinding rage was
slowly building up within her.

“Alright dad, I’ll see you when I get back. I
love you,” she said. He just waved one hand in her direction and
swallowed the rest of his beer. Kara quickly grabbed her house keys
and her coat out of the closet, and fled out of the abode, getting
as far away from her father as possible.
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Jim tried to be as quiet and discreet as
possible. Standing at 6’3 with short blond hair and wearing his
varsity athlete’s jacket made the job hard, but he made it to the
back of the building without being seen and spotted Lisa. She
smiled, and slowly took off her sweatshirt. She had chosen not to
wear a shirt underneath, and wore a lacey pink bra instead. Jim’s
heart raced, as he slowly approached her. Before he could say
anything, she put her finger to his lips, and shook her head. They
immediately kissed, and became lost in a whirl of passion. Even in
the cold November night, they both warmed up immediately. As he
unhooked her bra, he didn’t notice the needle Lisa held in her
right hand, waiting for the right moment. As he went to work,
kissing her neck and starting to pull her pants slowly down, she
drove the needle deep into his neck. He stammered back, shirt
hanging off his head, pants down between his ankles. She watched as
he staggered back, shocked and in pain as he tripped over some
trash sitting behind him.

“Oh dear Jim, not quite what you were
expecting, was it?” she asked. She wanted to laugh, but time was of
the essence, and wanted to finish the job quick. She pulled up her
pants and buttoned her bra back up. Jim noticed for the first time
the gloves he had seen her wearing earlier were rubber, and his
eyes widened in terror.

“Looks like someone got a little excited down
there, hey Jim boy,” she said, looking down at his manhood while
putting her sweatshirt back on. “You have a big game next week Jim.
What would your parents think if they saw you now?”

She went behind the dumpster and brought out
a Swede jacket, along with an axe. “You see this jacket, Jim? This
belongs to the theater’s owner. It turns out he likes being with
young kids like you. After finding his obviously inappropriate porn
in his office, I convinced him to meet me out here, where we came
to an agreement,” she said, and pointed behind him. Jim found he
couldn’t move a muscle in his body, but still from the corner of
his eyes, he could see the body of Ralph Briggs, the theater owner.
His stomach was cut open and his guts were half strewn.

“After I plant that porn in his office, and
the coroner discovers you were, let’s just say, excited, before
being chopped up, the detectives will assume you were a gay jock
struggling with his identity, who was taken advantage of by this
perverted freak, and you were having a highly inappropriate
relationship with Mr. Briggs. Doesn’t that sound pretty good to
you?” Jim tried to shake his head, but all he could do was produce
a low moan. Her smile turned to an angry looking grin.

“WELL WHO FUCKING ASKED YOU?!” she shouted.
She brought the axe down with all her might, cutting the star
quarterback’s head in half.


 Chapter 2

1

Dave arrived at the hospital twenty minutes
after leaving Lisa. He had been worried about his sister, whom he
had always hung out with and had taken to her first concert just
this year. When he entered the hospital, he immediately saw his
dad, Ernie Trent, sitting by the entrance. He was reading the
latest Sports Illustrated and drinking a coffee.

“Dad, how’s she doing?” he asked his father.
The room was almost empty except for the receptionist. His dad
looked up and went to greet his son. They hugged and Ernie said,
“She’s fine; it’s broken but the doctor says in 8-12 weeks it
should heal back up, as long as there are no complications. She's
back with your mom and the doctor getting a cast right now. How did
your date go son?” Dave looked up and smiled, both in being
relieved and for being happy.

“Dad, she likes me. She told me she might
love me. I know it’s moving way faster than I anticipated, but
she’s liked me for years, just like I have always liked her. It’s
like dating my best friend in the whole world. We kissed, and she’s
actually on her way here right now. She wants to see Aly to make
sure she’s alright.” Ernie looked at his son and hugged him.

“That’s my boy,” he said. They laughed and
hugged for a while, then sat down, waiting for both Aly to come out
and Lisa to arrive. Ernie could have counseled his son, warning him
not to rush into anything too quickly, and to just enjoy their time
together slowly, but he was tired, and just happy to have his
family together and to have his daughter safe and relatively
healthy. If he knew what was to come in the weeks ahead, he would
have reconsidered having that talk with Dave.

2

Lisa finished up with Jim and then decided to
drive off before someone decided to come back here and throw out
some trash. She left the theater and passed a CD store. She decided
to stop there before it closed and buy a gift for Dave’s sister.
She got back in the car and cranked up the music. She had decided
to play some alternative rock on the way to the hospital. She had
gotten such a rush from killing not only her mother, but the
annoying jock who had been trying to get in her pants since
freshman year and the idiot manager who had given her a lecture on
“proper” attire for young women. Even though none of that bullshit
she had told Jim before hacking him up was true, she would make it
true. She would sneak in to Ralph’s office later tonight, and plant
his dirty little secret. She felt, however, she could put another
even better twist on the whole situation if she wanted to. She
thought it over, decided it was a good idea, and cranked the music
even higher, driving even closer to the hospital. With her
blood-soaked shirt tucked neatly in a brown bag under her seat and
the axe wiped clean of her fingerprints back at the theater, Lisa
sang along with the music, acting like any other teenage girl out
for a drive.

3

What is this
place, thought Dave. He was standing in a
dark room, it seemed. He couldn’t see a thing, but every few
seconds he heard cries and screams. “Hello!” he called. His voice
echoed across what seemed like a vast distance. The cries grew
louder around him. He continued to cry out. It sounds like a woman, he thought
to himself. Suddenly he became very uneasy.

He felt a thousand tiny eyes watching his
every move. Each step he took seemed to shake the earth, alerting
his presence to some unseen enemy ahead. Dave no longer wanted to
continue ahead, as if some great chasm awaited his next step, but
his body was no longer in tune with his mind, and he walked on.
Finally, he came to a door.

Red light surrounded the
door, and as Dave looked down, he saw the doorknob was blood
soaked. I can’t turn it, I don’t want to
know what’s down there, he tried to shout,
but his body ignored him. He grasped the handle, and as he began to
turn the knob, he felt a twisted, scarred hand grasp his shoulder.
He slowly looked down at the hand in terror, and was suddenly
whirled around towards what can only be described as his worst
nightmare. Most of the creature’s body was dark, but he could see
dirty, blood soaked, blond hair. The face was what he would always
remember. Its teeth were rotten, and its breath smelled like death.
Its eyes were pure black, and its skin was scarred and contorted.
Blood dripped from its lips, and before he could scream, it lunged
at him, tearing at his throat and…

4

“…..Dave! Wake up bud,
someone’s here to see you.” Dave jerked out of his chair. He was
covered in sweat as he jumped out of his seat, and Lisa caught him
before he could trip over himself.

“It’s okay sweetie,” she said. “Just a bad
dream. Hospital’s tend to have that effect on people.” Dave looked
around the room wide-eyed and panicked. “Shh, it’s alright, it’s
okay. I’m here,” said Lisa. She pulled him in and held him in her
arms. Slowly he calmed down, his breathing beginning to become
normal again.

“I’m okay, thanks babe,” he said. He kissed
her, and then began to introduce her to his family. They all said
their hello’s and greeted one another, but Dave still felt an
uneasiness he did not think he would ever be able to shake off.

5

“How are you feeling Aly,” asked Dave. They
had all gathered outside beside their cars.

“I’m feeling alright. Look what Lisa brought
me Dave!” she shouted. She brought out a CD from her back, and Dave
saw it was some new rock band Aly had been begging him to listen
to.

“Wow, that was nice of her, wasn’t it,” he
said.

“I like her Dave. We should all hang out more
often,” said Aly. They all laughed as Aly and Christina, Dave’s
mom, began to climb into their car.

“It was nice to meet you Mrs. Trent, and it
was especially delightful to meet you Aly,” called Lisa. They waved
back and got in.

“Listen, Lisa, if you’d like we were going to
go out for a late night dinner, if you’d like to join us we’d be
honored,” said Ernie. Dave was holding Lisa in his arms while his
dad said this, and Dave began to shake his head in agreement, but
before he could say anything, she said, “I appreciate it Mr. Trent,
but I have to get home. My mom is probably waiting for me.” She
went over and shook Ernie’s hand. Suddenly Ernie felt a deep chill
go up his spine, but could not tell where it came from.

“Well, I thought I’d ask. It was great to
meet you Lisa. I’ll meet you at the restaurant Dave, k’ bud?”

“You got it Dad,” he said. Ernie got into the
driver’s seat, and closed the door. A soft kind of jazz music
filled the van he was driving, and Dave saw this made Lisa cringe.
He laughed and held her tighter. His family drove off, and as soon
as they pulled off, he kissed her. They just sat there for a while,
sitting on the tailgate of his truck, kissing and holding each
other. After what seemed like an eternity had passed, she finally
pulled back slowly.

“Alright tiger, that was great. I do have to
go home though, my mom is waiting for me,” she said.

“Oh yeah, no problem. Listen, I appreciate
everything you did tonight. I know it was an unusual first date,
but it really showed me how much you care. I just want you to know
I love you, and I’d do anything for you,” he said. He had blurted
this last bit out, and he was worried he’d scare her off with his
rushed declaration of love. However, she took one-step towards him
and kissed him gently. His excitement rose, and his cheeks flushed
an even brighter red than they already were. The night was
especially cold, yet he felt like he was soaring right over the
sun.

“I love you too, and I’d do anything for you
as well,” she said. She then walked to her car and got in. She
waved from the inside and then he heard the sounds of that familiar
song start to fill the car. She drove off into the night, and he
joined his family, lost in a sea of love.


6

Kara Langley sat in the empty parking lot of
the movie theater, pondering life. She had finished her shift at
the theater an hour ago, and everyone had left except for her. Her
drunken father hadn’t bothered to show up, once again, and she had
decided no less than five minutes ago that she was going to run
away. Her father hated her, and she couldn’t stay in this no-name
town surrounded by the hatred of her father, the ignorance of her
peers and the painful memories of her mother. As she contemplated
how she could leave her life behind, a set of headlights appeared
in the distance.

“Is that a car,” she asked herself. She knew
her father wasn’t coming, so she decided to hide. She’d heard
stories of young late-shift employees either robbed or killed by
thieves looking to make an easy score. She ran towards the theater
and tried to doors.

Locked,
dammit, she shouted in her head. The
lights got closer, and so she hid behind one of the three pillars
outside the entrance of the movie theater.

Her heart was racing as the
car pulled up, and she saw her worst nightmare get out of the car
currently parked by the movie theater’s dumpsters. It was Lisa, the
woman she had admired for months. She was wearing a long, slick
raincoat and rubber boots. It’s not even
raining out, what’s she doing here? She
thought to herself. Lisa also wore latex gloves and was carrying a
black briefcase. Kara watched as she went past the dumpsters and
into the alley. She slowly crept out from the pillar and walked
towards Lisa’s car. Suddenly she heard a door open and close far
back in the alley. When Kara looked further into the alley, she
made a gruesome discovery.

Between the two dumpsters
lay her boss, Ralph Briggs. He was cut open and his insides were
lying next to his arms. A little further down, she also saw a
headless body, wearing a Spartan View jacket. She saw the body’s
pants were down, and soon discovered it was the body of a
previously excited teenage boy. Next to his right hand lay a bloody
silver axe, and the head of Jim Graves. My
God, I just saw Jim a couple of hours ago,
she thought to herself. What did Lisa
do? Kara decided to find out, and using
her jacket, picked up the used axe.
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Lisa entered Ralph Briggs office five minutes
after arriving. The bodies had been where she had left them, and
she was once again overwhelmed with the “masterpiece” she had
created. She took out her flashlight and set the briefcase on
Ralph’s desk. The room smelled of old cologne, and movie posters
hung everywhere on the walls. Lisa opened the briefcase and spread
the pornography inside and around his desk, as well as in the
briefcase, as if someone had gone through it. This is almost too
easy, she thought, and then heard footsteps behind her.

”Let me see your hands!” someone behind her
shouted. She slowly raised them, remembering where she had put her
9 mm.

8

Tim Graves was on his way home when his wife
called him. Tim was a ten year veteran on the homicide squad in
Willow Springs, and had personally solved dozens of cases, several
of which had involved teenagers. He had just finished working with
his partner, Jack Graham, on the murder of a seventeen-year-old
girl who was found beaten to death yesterday morning. They had
quickly tied the killing to her boyfriend, Raymond Stiles, after
finding his DNA under her fingers and other DNA on her body.
Unfortunately, the girl was only two months away from graduating
high school. She had been an honor student and worked at a homeless
shelter on the weekends. The detectives had found her blouse torn
open and a rape kit turned up positive, but according to Raymond,
he and the victim, Lacy Crandall, had consensual sex before they
got into an argument.

“Apparently another girlfriend had called
this kids cell phone, and Lacy had answered it. She got mad and
threatened to break up with him, so he had gone and beaten her with
a rock in the back of his truck,” Jack had said after interrogating
the suspect a few hours ago. “I’m just glad this kid felt guilty
about the whole thing, and didn’t lawyer up. Now let’s book him.”
An hour ago this had been, and now he was well on his way home and
feeling good about getting some justice for that poor girl.

Therefore, when his wife called him and told
him their son and only child, Jim, had not come home yet, with it
being three o’ clock in the morning, an alarm went off in his
head.

“Where did he go tonight Tracy?” he asked his
wife. Tracy was crying on the other end, but finally managed to
tell Tim he had gone to the movies with his friends, but all of his
friends said he had gone to get something in his car and never came
back. Therefore, they left without him. Tim was furious, and told
Tracy he was going to the movie theater to check things out.

It had taken him half an hour to get to the
theater. After driving around the parking lot and finding nothing,
Tim stopped at a dimly lit alley by the theater and decided to look
there. As he walked up, his heart stopped in his chest and his
blood turned to ice in his veins as he stumbled upon the worst
sight he had never imagined he would find.

Tim stood in the alleyway, where he had found
the decapitated body of his son, Jim, next to the body of Ralph
Briggs. At first, he broke down into tears and wept next to his
headless son, cradling his son's head in his arms as he had cradled
him on the day he had been born, but soon anger and rage replaced
that sadness, and he charged in to the theater through the open
door in the alley, with his gun drawn and a flashlight to guide his
way.

“This is Officer Tim Graves, come in,” he
called into the radio he had pulled out. He was standing in the
back room of the movie theater. The smells of old popcorn and
spilled soda were strong.

“We read you detective; this is Susie, what’s
going on?”

“My son has been murdered. I found his body
and the body of a Ralph Briggs in the alleyway of the Willow Park
Movie Theater. The suspect is still in the movie theater, and I’m
going to apprehend him. Send backup immediately,” he almost
shouted, his vision seeming to blur in a sea of red from his rage,
and his body seemed to quake with anger.

“Tim, what the hell is going on,” Susie
started to say, but Tim ignored her and turned his radio off. He
had stormed the lobby and found nothing, then saw a light shine
down the left hallway and saw a figure standing in the owner’s
office.

 


He crept up behind the figure, and shouted,
“Let me see your hands!” He saw the almost dainty-like hands go up
into the air, and saw the dark red nails shine in the light of his
flashlight. The suspect was a woman; a teenage girl by the looks of
it. He found himself dumbfounded and angry all at once, and he
could feel his finger tightening around the trigger on his gun. All
he wanted was his son's killer to die at his feet, the consequences
be damned for all he cared. Then, something he wasn’t expecting
happened.

9

Before she could even think of what she was
doing, Kara swung the bloody axe at the cops head. The axe never
stopped or stuck into the cop. The blade went clean through the
cop’s neck, and his skull flew towards Lisa’s feet. His body just
stood there for a minute, then as suddenly as he had arrived, he
collapsed to the ground. Kara just stood there for a minute,
holding the axe in her hands with her sweatshirt, her eyes
bloodshot and wide open, like a kid who just discovered his or her
own childhood hero was nothing but a fake. Lisa looked down at the
deceased cop’s head, and gave a brief but sinister grin.

“Wow Kara, nice shot.
Couldn’t have done it better myself,” said Lisa. She let out a
small laugh that made Kara jump out of her trance, dropping the axe
in the room. Lisa walked towards Kara, and when she reached her,
she wrapped her arms around her and hugged her. Kara’s face lit up,
and hugged the woman she had admired for so long.
I can really use this to
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