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“The Second Murder”
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Helen screamed as she spun out of the car, her shoulder on fire from the bullet which had torn a hole through her shoulder. Stumbling down the hill, hitting catch weed, and overturning small chunks of granite, Helen desperately tried to get away. Then her foot slipped, and she fell, tumbling down into a slight depression. 

Her knees were weak from the impact, and her legs struggled to hold her back up. Eyes as big as saucers, she tried to see where she was. Her ears were ringing from the concussion of the firearm going off near her just seconds earlier. Pure terror flowed through her, causing her blood to pump out of her broken and shattered shoulder. Spinning around in place, Helen tripped again, falling to her knees. 

Then he was upon her. The shadows of the evening sky and the incoming storm clouds shaded his face from her. But she could see the barrel of the handgun again, as large as a dinner plate, she held her right hand up in front of her, "Please." she pleaded with him, trying to block him away from her sight. The forty-five caliber lead slug started to expand immediately as it hit her hand, leaving it in tatters as it continued into Helen's forehead where it impacted as a flat disk, and exited by removing her left pigtail from the backside of her head. Helen crumpled down as if an invisible pair of scissors had suddenly cut the strings attached to her.

Helen's body meowed for several minutes, as blood, urine, and feces seeped out of her, staining her clothing, and leaving a misty cloud around her body as she slowly cooled off in the falling temperatures. He sat nearby, watching her die. A body still moves for some time after death, and he was enthralled to watch her hands squeeze into tiny fists and then twitch a bit. Her eyes glazed over and then started to freeze. When the steam from Helen subsided, he stood up, looked at his pistol, and slowly spun the cylinder before he shoved it into his waistband.

This was his second murder of the evening. Earlier it had been Patricia, another young, twenty-something woman, who had also been hitchhiking in the back country trying to get home from a day at the diner. She'd been married, he could tell from the diamond ring on her ring finger, so it only encouraged him to murder her as quickly as possible. He didn't like married women. Killing Patricia was easy for him, but this one. Helen, she called herself, was a firecracker, which only encouraged him to be more vindictive against her when she bailed out of his car and tried to run.

Stepping up into his early ‘80's Pontiac sedan, he noticed a mitten sitting in the vacant passenger seat. He didn't want any evidence left in his car from his passengers, he thought as he casually took the mitten and tossed it down toward Helen. He couldn't remember if it was hers or the other girl, but it didn't matter, He wasn't going to keep it. Slamming the door shut, he walked back over to the driver's side. Pushing the eight-track into the player, he turned the volume up and heard the first cords of the Rolling Stones playing, "You can't always get what you want..." he mumbled to the lyrics. "No, you don't." he thought, "no you don't."

Putting the front-wheel drive car into gear, he pulled back onto the road leaving Helen's body to freeze and slowly to be covered by the first flakes of the evening's snowstorm.
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The red and blue overhead lights caused the remaining snowflakes from the evening to sparkle, giving the landscape a semi-psychedelic appearance. Detective Jessie Walters pulled his fur-lined jacket tighter around his body as the wind took a deep breath and exhaled itself through the trees. Walters looked around, seeing meandering officers and deputies as they paced out the area, all looking for something that would be an obvious telltale sign of abnormalities.

Walters walked up to an older officer, "What do we have here Paul?"

Sergeant Paul Jarvis, his balding head covered by a fur hat, answered Walters as flakes landed on his full mustache. "We got a call from her roommates saying that she was leaving work at ten last night, hoping to catch a ride back home." Jarvis looked up and down the road behind Walters, "Hitchhiking out here is pretty common, and they said she did this often."

"Does anyone know if she did get a ride?" Jarvis shook his head from side to side. "No one saw her get into a vehicle." he paused, for a moment, "And yet, she's out here." he swept his hand over the forested front concealing more than just plant life.

Walters bit down, his face crunching as thoughts passed through his mind. Pondering how a young lady, not driving, was lying dead ten miles from her work, and five miles from her home. "Show me where she's at Paul."

The pair stumbled and slid down the snow-covered rocky ditch that separated the roadway from the forest. Two officers stood around a snow drift slightly lower than your average brush tree. "Over here detective." one of the officers waved to Walters. He stepped closer, finally seeing the body through the snow. The patterned jacket stood out first. Colored in a brownish red and crystal white, Walters recognized the signs of violence. Helen Middleton was kneeling on the ground, her upper body bent forward with her head almost touching the ground from where she had bled out. The detective walked around her partially frozen body, examining it from a distance initially. The photographers had already taken their photos, so he was not too worried about disturbing Helen.

Crouching low, he peered at her jacket, seeing the gunshot wound to her left shoulder. There were powder burns on the cloth of the jacket and additional burns scattered across her left cheek. "That shot there, that one was close." He murmured to Jarvis, who stood back letting Jessie work. Walking behind the corpse, Walters could see the exit wound from the shot through her forehead. Staring at the wound, Walters tried to imagine what happened, seeing the right hand in tatters, with blood splatter on Helen's forehead surrounding the entrance hole to her skull cavity. "She was trying to block this shot, Paul." He picked up the stiff hand and showed Jarvis the palm. "See, there are burn marks on the skin here." Paul nodded in agreement.

"Look around for that slug, might be..." Walters paused, imagining the angle of the round which penetrated Helen's skull. He pointed behind the body, "Somewhere in that area. Might be flattened. Might be broken up, but it's worth a chance." Both of the lower-ranked officers started brushing away the snow.

Walters stood up shaking random flakes off of his shoulders. "She was running away from someone. I'd say she had been shot up close, probably in a vehicle of some sort, got loose, and tried to run away." He turned and pointed back up the hill, "See where we slid, I bet she lost her balance right about there, stumbled, and came to rest here. That's where she was caught, still on her knees." He paused again, turning around and looking at Helen's body, "The shooter was taller than her right now, and from the way she's sitting, I'd say she was pleading with him, trying to ward him off with her hand." Walters paused again, and this time he sighed. "The shooter shot her anyways. Not caring about her words." Lost in thought again, Walters walked around the body. Seeing that she had deep pockets on her jacket, he squatted down and felt around through them. Cigarettes, a cheap lighter, and Kleenex in one. In the other pocket, a few keys on a keyring, none for a vehicle he noticed. A newer business card along with a wadded up twenty-dollar bill along with a dozen or so one-dollar bills.

Flipping the card around through his fingers, Jessie read the name out loud, "Hatchstone Carvings. Ronald Avery, owner." Tapping the card stock on his fingers in a rhythm only he could hear, Walters racked his mind. "Paul, what was the name of that other girl we found earlier today?"

Jarvis thought for a moment, "Patricia Avery." he paused as he too started to connect the dots, "Wasn't her husband a Ron Avery?"

"I do believe that he was. Now, what do you think about two dead women, one married to a Ron Avery and the other with a business card from a Ronald Avery both lying dead on the side of the road within hours of each other." Walters started pacing, "I'm thinking we're going to have to talk to Ron Avery again, and this time in a more formal setting."

Two men from the coroner's office had shown up and brought a gurney down the rocky incline, ready to remove Helen from her deathbed. One of the men looked at Walters, "You ready for us to take her?" Walters nodded, "Go ahead, we're done here." He watched for a moment as the two workers pulled out a black plastic bag and started stretching the frozen body of Helen Middleton out.

Walters turned back to Paul, "I'm going to head back into the office Paul. Let me know when you're done here. I'm going to talk to Will Sellers and see if we can get Mr. Avery in for a discussion. There are just too many damn
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