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Outside FBI agent Sharon Quin stood five foot nine with an athletic, firm figure topped by very large breasts her sports bra worked hard to subdue. Her long blond hair framed a pretty face with | full lips and emerald eyes. She’d been an agent almost 11 years and she was a cop before that.
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Murders in Magazines

By Tom Kropp

During 2025, Horror Zine, Freedom Fiction Journal, Short-Story Me, Churches, Children and Daddies, Down in the Dirt, Dark Harbor and Flash Phantoms magazines published my twenty short stories included in this book.

Be warned, these are all violent, action-packed, gritty, crime and horror stories with some explicit sexual content. 

I am including these exactly as they were sent to the magazines, so readers can see how my submissions looked when the magazine editors read and accepted them. My stories all received great reviews by the magazines’ readers and many of my stories were republished as a result.

I personally enjoy reading and writing short stories more than I do full length novels. I know there’s many of you out there that feel the same way. This book is for you.

Tom Kropp’s work has appeared in Chiron Review, Churches, Children and Daddies, Down in the Dirt, The Horror Zine, Freedom Fiction Short-Story Me, Dark Harbor Magazine, Blood Moon Rising, Flash Phantoms, Phantomania, Lowlife Lit, The Listening Eye, J Journal, Evening Street Review, Conceit, Spotlight on Recovery, Muscle and Fitness, Outdoor Life and many other magazines. His play Jailhouse Confessions was performed at the Kennedy Center in Washington, DC in 2019. He has many novels published. 
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THIS FIRST STORY APPEARED in the August 2025 issue of Churches, Children and Daddies magazine. It was quite popular and repeatedly published as a reprint.
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THE UNWILLING DONOR 
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I WATCHED MY FRIEND Tod be shot dead by a cop.

Tod was 33, bald, hazel eyed, with a lot of muscles. He worked construction and drank a lot after work. He was arrested repeatedly for fights and drunk driving. One night we exited the bar and we were confronted by several cops with a warrant for Tod for disorderly conduct. When Tod tried to make a break away, a cop laced Tod’s face with a belt of his baton. Tod wasn’t knocked out by the clout, instead he spun from his run and dropped the cop with a sock that knocked the cop into traffic. Another cop grabbed Tod from behind in a chokehold while the other cop wrestled with Tod’s wrists to cuff him. Tod knifed a knee into the nuts of the frontal foe and delivered a rear elbow that nailed the neck of the cop behind him. Tod’s hits broke their grips. But all three cops jumped Tod like a pack of hounds after a bear. Tod was enveloped in a whirlwind of battling bodies, lashing limbs, and loud whacks from blow impacts. Mace sprayed Tod’s face. Batons buffeted his body, limbs, and head. Flurries of fists and feet flogged him. Tod still plowed through the crowd of cops, crossing a dozen feet of concrete to reach the bar door. Then a cop’s Glock popped a flock of shots after Tod and the lead hit Tod’s head and neck. The trigger happy cop accidently buried a bullet in his buddy’s back. Tod and a cop fell fatally shot side by side.

The dead cop was hailed a hero with a big funeral. The cop that accidentally shot him was reprimanded. Meanwhile Tod’s ashes flew in the wind, but no one prayed for him, except me. 

Tod was an organ donor and his organs saved several lives. Ironically one of the lives Tod saved was a judge that put him in jail once for drunk driving. The judge was a heavy drinker and got Tod’s liver. 

A voice in my head said,” No good deed goes unpunished.”

I laughed because I knew it was what Tod would have said. I felt like a coward for not jumping in the fight that night to help him, but Tod was the fighter, not me.

The experience damaged me. I started using crack more often. I was mugged outside a dope house a few months after Tod’s death. A big guy in a ski mask holding a hammer confronted me, demanding my money and dope. I kicked his shin and tried to spin and run, but a second thug attacked m y back. His knife sliced deep to lance my lung. I felt the burn and tried to turn, but he jabbed another stab into me. I fell dying as they pulled my pockets out robbing me. Luckily a guy passing by called for an ambulance. The EMTs saved me.

A few months later at another dope house I found myself facing the cop that shot Tod. The cop named Scot was doing an undercover buy in street clothing. His eyed widened seeing and recognizing me there.

“He’s a cop, I blurted before thinking.

The cop named Scot, and the dope dealer named Bob, and his buddy, all pulled pistols. Gunshots popped in deafening staccato sounds. The cop’s broadcast of bullets butchered the body of my dealer Bob. The lead blows punched holes through Bob’s belly. In that ensuing fusillade of fire exchanged, the cop’s leg was pegged by a projectile and he fell, but his return round tagged the torso of the second shooter and he waddled away wounded.

More cops stormed in shouting and shooting. They slaughtered the surviving shooter as he escaped the back gate. I was trying to catch my breath on the floor. A stray shot had chiseled into my chest, but the bullet failed to entirely pierce a metal drinking flask that Tod had given me for a birthday present. 

Tod not only saved several people with his organ donations, he also reached from the grave to save my life with his flask donation. I vowed not to waste my second chance at life.

I’ve been clean three years now and have a good job with a great wife that just gave us a son.

We named him Tod.

This story was published in November 2025 Freedom Fiction Journal and published on the Scars Writings website of Churches, Children and Daddies in November 2025 and due for the print issue in March of 2026.
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CONFIDENTIAL INFORMANT    

By Tom Kropp 

Crack houses exist all over Milwaukee and good crack becomes almost instantly addictive to most users. The big hits they inhale make them feel like they're rocketing up to heaven and it's an exciting ride. But when they run out of crack and start coming down the mind and body go through incredible cravings. Worse than a dying thirst the user hungers for another hit. Women become hookers and thieves and men become capable of killing to get more of it.

That's how I spotted trouble right away that day.

I was parked expecting to meet a dealer I knew when the two men and fat hooker suddenly appeared around me acting too nonchalant.

"Looking for a date baby?" The fat hooker asked and grabbed the lapel of my coat with one hand and lower with the other. Immediately I stepped back and swatted aside her grab. To my surprise, she jerked harder on my lapels with both hands.

"Come on baby!" She urged while her sly eye looked behind me. Panicked and pissed off I pushed the prostitute hard away and she fell stunned. Her buddy tried bludgeoning me with a baton from behind. I slightly sidestepped and the baton belted my meaty shoulder instead of my skull. The dude was tall, lean, and mean looking with an addict's desperate eyes. I danced back several steps while he wildly whipped the weapon after me. My sudden side thrust kick stomped his side with an audible thud. The force flung him back so he tripped over the high street curb. A passing car plowed him down. His body did a weird flying flip before bouncing with bone breaking ballistics. He tumbled into a broken thing.

The third partner in crime came after me as I tried darting away. His knife slashed a gash in my back through my leather coat. He jabbed a stab at me as I spun and jumped atop a neighbor's porch and grabbed a shovel sitting there. My pursuer didn't have time to adjust his line of attack. My club collided with his forehead with an echoing smack of impact like a hardball cracking a baseball bat. He dropped like a rock and looked unconscious. Not taking any chances I whacked his back with my borrowed shovel blade to be sure he didn't get up. But he didn't stir.

The fat hooker got on her knees and shouted. "Help! Help! Crazy white man here attacking me!"

I mentally cursed. Yes, I was a big white guy that just assaulted three black crack addicts. With my luck I might be the one that went to jail. I didn't want to hop in my car in case someone got my license plate numbers, so I dodged down an alley and worked my way through the ghetto.

It was all familiar turf for me.

I kept moving cross-yards and fences putting distance between myself and the problem. Along the way I rang my contact and we agreed on a meeting place. I went in the bar and had two beers before my phone buzzed with a text that my ride was outside. I hustled out and hopped in the dark sedan's backseat. Up front the two middle aged, cranky, ugly, white detectives Rollins and Grear were puffing smokes and pissed.

"That guy you beat up might die!" Rollins shouted at me.

"I didn't beat him up. He was hit by a car. You saw my body cam. I tried to calmly explain and defend myself.

"You kicked him into that car!" Grear barked.

"I'm not that good of a kicker. The damn guy was trying to brain me with a baton. If I hadn't kicked him I'd be dead or hurt bad, unable to help you hard working cops bust dirtbag dealers and human traffickers,” I pointed out.

"The guy you hit with a shovel is in bad shape, too. You better pray he pulls through." Rollins attacked back.

I mentally counted ten before speaking. "You have my body cam footage of those three thugs trying to brain and stab me. I've a knife slash through my coat and back that could likely use a few stitches. I was almost killed. But if you two want to keep playing games so much better talk to Captain Moor and assistant district attorney Ames. They're the head honchos on this. Maybe the guys would like to get a transfer from being my handlers. Let's go see Ames." I suggested.

That shut them up.

"Why didn't your guy show with the dope and info?" Rollins changed the subject. Like I thought he would.

"He texted me a while ago. He's short on cash. I could easily call him back and say I'll cut him a better deal if he leads me to the girls' location." I explained.

"Make it happen." Grear ordered.

I played with my phone making a text while they aimlessly drove and smoked. Within ten minutes my guy texted back eager for the deal. But it would take him an hour to get it worked out. I texted him back that was ok.

"So?" Rollins demanded.

"We're on." I nodded grimly.



Now it was nighttime in the ghetto as I approached the house where supposedly three young girls were held as sex slaves. The home was Gothic style with some ugly stone gargoyles along the upper copper gutters and steep slate roof. Ten foot high wrought iron fencing surrounded the place along with barbed wire over the top. The yard was overgrown showing no signs of any landscaping or lawn care for years. It was the home of an old woman recently deceased that left it to her son. 

His name was Hakeem and he didn't have any criminal record. He was only 23 years old. But he had supposedly three girls in there strung out on heroin pulling a lot of tricks for him. The cops had no evidence to do a search. They couldn't get a warrant or find exigent circumstances for a forced entry. The human trafficker informing was making his moves smart thus far.

I'd gotten a referral to meet Hakeem through his cousin, Amad. I'd done time with Amad recently and he had his hand in a lot of pies. He was fighting a losing battle with crack as the drug took more and more of him. He'd already hooked me up with a lot of contacts and now his cousin was gonna let me in to get some time with one of the girls for a steep price. All three were said to be very pretty, firm, young stuff that did anything.

Two big Pit Bull dogs were running free around the fenced yard along with another big dog. The front gate had a webcam watching. I buzzed the gate and waited where I was told to. Within a minute the hounds were leashed by a couple guys that came out and the gate opened. One guy held the hounds while the other frisked me taking my phone and said, "You'll get this back when you leave."

I shrugged and moved as directed. I was confronted inside by a thug.

"You got the money?" He asked.

"Three bills for ninety minutes with the girl of my choice." I repeated the deal offer.

"Yep." He agreed and took the cash counting it in front of me. "Follow me." He ordered and I did so. I glimpsed a shadowy figure smoking in the other room. My guide led me downstairs. There was two large rooms visible in the dim light and doors to other rooms shut. What caught my eye was a pair of chains that snaked across the room to two closed doors.

"Girls! Get your asses out here!" My guide demanded.

Two appeared. They looked like teenagers for sure. Their eyes had the doped up look from heroin along with the jittery wildness of coke. They were both fresh showered with their hair brushed out well and some make-up on. I glanced at their arms and didn't see any track marks from shooting up. They had chains on their legs.

"Girls that shoot up heroin get old and ugly real quickly. It's a poison they're injecting. I was betting their pimp owner was only letting them smoke the heroin and do a little coke at intervals to keep them awake and ready to please the tricks brought in. One was a brunette and the other a blond. They looked like any man's jailbait teen fantasy. Hand them a cheerleader outfit and they'd really be something.

"Our other girls busy already. Which one do you want?" The thug asked me.

I picked the blond. "Her."

"Come on baby." She said dully with a wave. As I followed her I couldn't help seeing the chain secured to her ankle and the brunette’s. Both chains clinked and rustled sliding over the concrete floor. The girl let me into a room with a blanket for a doorway. She turned and smiled at me while shrugging out of her nightie she wore. It dropped to the floor and I was looking at a nude teenage girl with a rocking body and a bed beside her. The room was lit by a soft red light and the TV on the table.

Now I was in a scary situation since my body cam was gone. I was only recording sound because the cops had to be careful with what I wore in there. I knew I'd be searched outside. Possibly hand scanned too. So we couldn't use a lot of hardware. If I had sex with the hot teen blond I'd be committing felony rape. If I didn't have sex with her she'd be suspicious and tell her captors, which could get me killed.

"What do you want honey?" She asked coming closer.

"What's your name?" I asked.

"Satin."

"How old are you?"

"Sixteen."

I believed her.

"Look Satin. We've got ninety minutes. My back is sore and I'm nervous. Why don't we start off with a backrub?" I suggested.

"Ok." She agreed.

I took off my coat with the bug in it along with my shirt and laid down on the bed so she could rub my back. Mentally I was mapping out the time issue and deciding my next moves. I had about fifteen minutes to think before the gunshots rang out.



Later on I'd be allowed to view all the webcam footage from everyone everywhere involved in the gunfight. Since I was ADA Ames confidential informant (C. I.) he needed me to know what went down and how to testify about it in court.

Hakeem had hidden webcams in his house and outside and they caught almost everything that occurred during the gunfight.

A burly black dude named Carter was the mastermind. His partner was a short, stocky, black cat named Blue that I'd done time with recently. Blue was cool with me. He was a former army vet that saw action in Iraq and suffered from PTSD. They were on a roll robbing dope dealers. That night they intended to take out Hakeem and his team. Carter had been in the house three times with each girl. He'd been covertly casing the place.

Carter let himself be searched and led inside. Blue was on a roof across the street with an M-16 rifle outfitted with a night scope and home-made silencer. He took aim on the two visible thugs with the dogs. His crosshairs settled on targets as he squeezed the trigger repeatedly with eerie calm.

Blue's first bullet blew through one thug's back, hacking the spine in half. The hollowpoint round ripped through the thug's guts, mushrooming wide exiting his abdomen in a scarlet spray that spattered the porch. Blue's crosshairs swung over settling on the second man while the muffled boom of the muzzle echoed. Blue's first shot socked the street soldier's shoulder sending him spinning. Blue's next bullet slammed the street soldier's chest. The hollowpoint whacked him back to crumple in the corner of the porch. With cold blooded grit Blue's fired three more bullets that battered the bodies of each dot so they dropped dying.

Inside the house Blue's rifle shots were muffled by the silencer, but still carried some booming sounds. That distracted Hakeem and his final guy. Carter had a small 380 pistol packed in his crotch that was missed during the pat-down. He'd practiced pulling it plenty times so it came out quick. His pistol popped punching Hakeem's heart and lungs. The impact smacked him back dying before he could pull his own pistol. Carter made a low roll for cover behind the couch. He knew about the shotgunner in the dark, adjacent room. The shotgun boomed and its spread of pellet lead made confetti of the couch corner. One pellet pierced Carter's side and burned like a hornet's sting. He screamed from some primal part and rolled away from more buckshot blasts shredding the couch. He couldn't see the man himself but he could see the muzzle flashes flaring from the shotgun. Carter had nerve and a good shooting aim. He fired a fusillade at the figure. His stream of shots slugged the shotgunner's body like wrecking balls that broke all the life and fight from the figure. The shotgun fell on the floor as the man collapsed dying.

Carter slammed in his fresh clip and checked his wound. One pellet had punctured his side. But he was mobile and moved along snatching bills off the body and opening the padlocked safe with Hakeem's own key on his body. Carter stuffed thousands of dollars of cash and more in dope quickly. Then he headed downstairs.

The boom of a police battering ram stopped him.

Carter had heard that fearsome sound too often to not know what was outside coming in. He'd thought he'd have a lot more time than that to kill everyone, rob the place, and take the girls. But his time was already up. He hadn't even had time to reach the computer to steal it along with the webcam footage that banged the solid steel door twice more and someone shattered a lower floor window to discover the bars over it. Hakeem had been a careful man. But he'd read Carter wrong. He ran upstairs where the windows weren't barred. He smashed the glass out.

Downstairs the door crashed open under the ram.

Carter risked a jump out, landing on the lower level garage on the side of the house. A cop's flashlight beam pegged him in place. "Don't move! Milwaukee Police!" A voice shouted.

Carter risked trying to dodge and shoot at the light. His bullet brushed the side of one cop. A cop's shotgun boomed and a plate sized pattern of pellets pulverized Carter's chest. The force flung him back as if hit by a giant fist. He hit the ground on the other side of the garage where he died choking on the blood rushing into his shredded lungs.

Wily Blue disappeared into the darkness.

In the aftermath I slowly got all the details while watching the recovered webcam footage from both Hakeem's home and the cops that rushed the scene. Luckily they had extra cops on the scene in case of something bad happening. All the shooting gave them exigent circumstances to break in.

They recovered a lot of money and dope. But the big win was freeing all three girls that ranged in age from 14 to 16. They were all runaways that Hakeem pimped out and then took captive when they wanted to break free for him. He kept them strung out on heroin along with some coke to keep them alert for tricks that came over. He wisely never let them shoot up because he'd seen how that worked out for other girls. They aged out quick that way. He wanted his 3 girls to stay looking good long term to make him money. He made sure they ate some food. That they showered and wore the make-up and sexy clothes he chose for them. He let them have radios and TV, but no computers or phones. Any objections from them he met with brutal beatings and torture. All 3 girls would forever wear scars on their feet and calves where he burnt them with cigarette cherries. He didn't want the scars higher where tricks might notice and complain. He kept them chained constantly.

Ironically all of the defendants were now dead.

Except Blue.

They'd picked up his print on a shell casing he must have touched at some time without gloves. The picture they showed of him on TV was from his prison facecard. In that photo he had a big afro and bushy beard and mustache. He was also carrying 20 extra pounds of fat from too much food working in the prison kitchen.

Since then he'd lost at least 20 pounds developing a leaner, harder face and physique. In addition he shaved his head, beard and mustache. The cops were on a manhunt for him.

I had done my job. But the ADA acted irritated, like it was my fault everyone got shot and killed, except Blue.

No good deed goes unpunished.

I felt good about saving the girls.

Unfortunately my CI time wasn't done. I had more work to do and that would lead me to run across Blue again.

But that's another story.

This story was published on the Scars Writings website by Churches, Children and Daddies magazine and due for the January 2026 print issue.

Horror Homecoming

By Tom Kropp

I got out of prison after doing a year for beating up my neighbor drug dealer when he came after me with a pair of pipes intending to split my skull. He was just another ex con that considered himself tough, but called the cops to press charges on me after the fight didn’t end like he liked. I’d done several prison bits over punks like him. I was really worn out from hard living. Dying was preferable to me over another prison bit. When all this occurred I was 40 years old and living on parole in a ghetto area of Milwaukee’s South side. I was a short guy, but possessed a powerlifter’s build. My eyes were blue and hair blond. I was single and dated a lot.

I was working full time doing construction and living paycheck to paycheck, like most Americans do. I kept weights in my apartment and went to a local gym to do MMA training, but I couldn’t train as much as I wanted, due to my long and hard work hours. Plus, I’d become a drunk.

On that night in question, I was drunk when Idalia barged in the bar. She was a pretty brunette with big brown eyes and a fantastic figure. We’d dated on and off. She spotted me and ran right over. Her nose and mouth were bleeding and she had scratches on her neck.

“Please protect me from JB and I’ll make it worth your while,” she pleaded while panting and glancing back at the door.

Before I could ask questions, the door flew open and JB bolted in the bar looking mighty mad. I never did like him for a neighbor. Knowing he was after Idalia was enough for me. She hid behind me as JB crowded us closely. He was a tall, well built, lean and mean looking white guy with short black hair and dark inimical eyes.

“That bitch sold me soap instead of dope!” JB barked angrily at me.

“And obviously you whipped her ass for it,” I pointed out her injuries. “Let it go now.”

“Stay out of it,” he snarled and shoved me aside.

We collided in combat. His right cross jarred into my jaw, followed by his left uppercut that chipped my chin and made me spin. Being clocked rocked me, but I rallied bouncing off the bar behind me. He thrust a punch, but his fist swished short as my snap kick rammed his ribs and made him hunch up hurt. He looked at me like I’d cheated by kicking. 

I feinted with my foot to flick a low kick while I went high to chuck a punch that crunched his jaw like a jackhammer. He withstood the wallop and whipped a fist that clipped my chin again. We grappled and fell on the floor in a windmill of limbs lashing in a blur of blows and holds as we rolled. I garroted the guy in a guillotine choke on his throat. Frantically he flailed for freedom less than a minute before going limp in my grip from the lack of blood to his brain, due to his constricted carotid artery. He slipped into slumber and I didn’t harm him further.

The bartender warned me that another
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