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Prelude

The First Kill
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(Inner City, New York, Way After Midnight)

For some, it’s believed that how a person lives can also determine how they might die. If a man lives a gentle life, his death would be one of peace and dignity. But if he should choose to live by the sword, then he would truly die by the sword and so on. Now, on this dark and misty New York night, we come to ask ourselves, “What in the world could this beautiful young woman have done to deserve such a horrible death that she’s about to embrace?”

First, she should’ve known better than to stay out so late in a city that never sleeps. Second, she should’ve known not to walk home alone, but most of all, she should know that in this city, on a night like this, anyone can find themselves in the wrong place at the wrong time.

Unfortunately for her, this place and time is her time at death’s door. For even now, she starts to notice that someone or something is behind her. But as she turns to see who it may be, she finds that there’s no one, nothing.

She slowly continues her walk home. Just then, a big smile appears on her face as one of her favorite songs pops into her head, and she begins to sing it to herself.

Suddenly, she hears footsteps from behind, but again, as she turns to see who it could be, nothing. Again, there’s nothing. At this time, fear starts to set in as she starts to walk a little faster. Faster and faster, her pace picks up, but for every step she takes, she can hear two steps fall from behind. The faster she moves, the faster the sound. Now the fear has completely taken over her mind, body, and soul, so she begins to run. The race for her life is now afoot. No matter how fast she runs, the footsteps get faster and faster. Now the sounds are getting louder and louder. Faster, and faster, louder, and louder. It becomes more than she can bear. “Oh, please! Oh please!” she thinks,

It’s just too much for her. She closed her eyes, she turned to face her fate. But as she opens her eyes, there’s nothing, still nothing. Not a sound or trace that anyone was even nearby. “What is wrong with me?” she says as she tries to catch her breath. “Girl, you must be losing it.” she thought.

As she turns for home, it jumps at her—the most terrifying thing that she has ever seen. So horrible that she couldn’t even let go of a scream. “Those eyes, those horrible, horrible eyes!” are all she can think of. She’s frozen, scared stiff, can’t move, can’t scream, not even a tear can drop from her eyes. Her life begins to flash before her. She starts to feel cold, and the lights start to dim—colder and colder, dimmer and dimmer until...darkness. Ever so cold, ever so dark. Death has come.  
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Chapter 1

First Impressions
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(Midtown, 6:08 AM)

It seems that we as a people have an incurable fascination with death, destruction, and tragedy to the point that we have made its own genre of entertainment as we tune in daily to the various news outlets so we can find out about the horrors of the day. This seems to hold true as even now in this great apple city, a large crowd begins to gather, a crowd of people who haven’t noticed or spoken to each other before now.

Because of a mysterious murder, the conversations have already begun. “What happened?” “Who is she?” “When could this have happened?” “What kind of monster could do such a thing?” And as we all know, once the show is over, many of these folks won’t so much look at each other again. Well, unless there’s another murder on their street. So the show begins.

The police have already arrived. Some of whom are setting up barriers to keep back both the spectators and the vultures...uh reporters, you know, the kind that is willing to do whatever it takes to be the first to get all the juicy details of such an event.

A squad car pulls up, and out of it is Lieutenant Bryce Hastings. “Hey, hey, Sergeant,” he barks. “Get those people as far back as you possibly can.” Sergeant Vince Curry responds, “Aye, Lieutenant,” he yells, pointing, “You, you, and you too, rookie, come with me.” And as Sergeant Curry and his team head for the crowd, Hastings says, “It’s a madhouse.”

He notices an undercover squad car pulling up, and out of it step Detectives Mark Williams and Greg Logan, a.k.a. New York’s Finest. Mark looks over the crowd of spectators, he says, “Hmm.”

“What up, bro?” Greg asks.

Mark pauses, “G, have you ever looked into the crowds of a crime scene and wondered if the killer was among them, watching, waiting, trying to get a feel of the police officers that investigating his handiwork?”

Greg replies, “Ah, nope, never thought about it.”

Mark says, “Look, G, you see that big dude right there? He could be the one who did it. See him right there?”  

Greg answers, “Yeah, yeah, I see him. He could be the one, or it could be the seventy-year-old lady next to him, or the little girl to her right. Oh, oh, what about the dude in the trench coat? Yeah, I think you’re on to something. Ha ha.”

Mark responds, “Shut up, dude, just shut up,” as they walk toward Hastings, who’s standing over the body.

When Greg says jokingly, “Man, I’ll be glad when Lisa gets back from vacation. You are losing it, bro.”

Mark just smiles, he turns to Hastings asking, “What you got, Lieutenant?” Hastings answers, “Well, well, it’s the Bama Boys. I should’ve known that you two would be the ones to answer the call on this case.” Mark just looks at Hastings, smiles, saying, “What you got, Lieutenant?”

“All right, all right, geesh!” Hastings responds, as he looks down, he says, “All right, Tech, you have the floor.”

Technician Cranston Lee stands up, he begins to straighten his glasses, as he gives his reports, “Well, according to her ID, her name was Tina Thompson, twenty-one years old, was 5'8", and was about 125 pounds.”

Mark interrupts, “Wait a minute.” He ponders, “Tina Thompson? You mean the daughter of Tiberius Thompson, owner of Thompson Technologies?”

Lee answers, “I believe so, yes.”

Greg replies, “This is bad.” Hastings agreed, “You got that right.”

Mark looks at the body saying, “Let’s take a look.” Lee responds, “Well, uh, all right,” as he removes the cover from Tina’s body.

Greg remarks, “Yup, this is going to be very bad.” Mark looks at Lee asking, “Where’s her head?”

Lee answers, “Uh, we don’t know. We have officers searching the perimeter for clues, but I believe the perpetrators took it with him or them.”

Hastings remarks, “What kind of beast would do such a thing?”

Greg says, “Maybe it’s some kind of cult?”

Hastings replies, “Cult not in my town, not on my streets.”

Lee finishes up by saying, “The thing about it is that the head appears to have been partly beaten then ripped from her body. What could do this? Well, I dare not speculate.”

Rubbing his face Mark says, “All right, you can cover her back up. We don’t want the locals to see this horrible mess.”

Lee answers, “Too late for that. Some of them already saw it before we got here.”

Mark asks, “Lieutenant, can you call HQ and tell Dana to run background checks on the girl and her immediate family?”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah, I got you, kid,” Hastings replies.

Mark and Greg step away from the others, Mark asks, “What you think, G?” Greg answers, “I think it’s a cult of some kind.” Sergeant Curry cuts in, “Sorry, Detectives, but the Captain called. He wants you two back at HQ ASAP.”

“Thanks, Sergeant,” Mark responds, he looks at Greg saying to him, “Let’s ride.”

Minutes later, as Mark and Greg are heading back to HQ, Mark checks the time then turns on the radio. Greg asks, “Why you keep listening to that jerk? You guys have been rivals since the academy.”

Mark answers, “I don’t know. I guess I’m still waiting on that public apology he owes me, uh, us.”

Greg says, “Ha ha. Hold your breath if you want to, but I don’t think that will ever happen.”

The radio sounds out with the theme song of the show they’re about to hear. The announcer speaks, “Welcome to Keeping It Real New York Show, with your host, Kenneth Kincaid live on Foxtails Radio. And now here’s Kenneth Kinnnn-Caid!”

Kenneth speaks, “Thank you. Thank you. You’re all too, too kind. Settle down, folks, settle down. We got a lot to talk about. Now I’ve told you for some time that our great city is not safe. It’s not safe at all. At all. And you know why you’re not safe? Why we’re not safe? Oh no, you don’t? Well, let me spell it out for you. N-Y-P-D, or should I say New York’s Finest. That’s right, folks, our boys in blue are not getting the job done. Oh, you don’t believe me? Well, just last night, a beautiful, beautiful young girl was heinously murdered. That’s right. Her head was ripped clean off her body. I ask you, folks, what kind of monster could do such a horrible, horrible crime?”

A short pause, then Kincaid continues,

“Our thoughts and prayers go out to the Thompson family.” At that time,

Mark and Greg looked at each other in amazement.

Kincaid continues, “Well, did New York’s Finest protect dear sweet Tina? Noooo. Did they catch this serial killer who committed this crime? Noooo. Did Tina Thompson receive any justice? Hell no. And you know why? Because New York’s Finest has done nothing, nothing to protect the good people of this fair city. My friends, we demand action. We demand accountability. We demand justice!”

click!

Mark turns off the radio. Greg says, “I told you not to hold your breath. That jerk is crazy.” Mark answers, “I know. It’s a good thing that he washed out at
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