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‘Vengeance is mine, and recompense; their foot shall slip in due time; for the day of their calamity is at hand, and their doom comes swiftly’ Deuteronomy 32:35.

‘Vengeance is mine; I will repay, says the Lord’ Romans 12:19

‘You have heard that it was said, ‘An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth, ‘But I say to you, Do not resist the one who is evil. But if anyone slaps you on the right cheek, turn to him the other also’ Matthew 5:38-39

Richard White a normal sounding name right but how wrong can you be!!!

This story is about a man named Richard White, Richard believes that he is god or one of god's higher creations and was placed on this earth to rid it of pure evil. Anyone who committed evil sins, he was enlisted to be the one who punished them as the justice system was weak and not capable of dealing with such evil presence. This was his mission in life however, Richard didn't always think like that. As a young boy he was happy, not knowing any evil ever existed unfortunately something happened, something terrible. When Richard was just a small boy his parents were murdered, taken from him in such a vicious way. A so-called robbery gone wrong, according to what the police force claimed at the time, explaining to Richard that his family were just the unlucky ones at the time. It could have been any family living down our road being brutally murdered, but it wasn't until later on, I mean years later when Richard was a lot older, re-living his nightmare over and over like a never ending film that he realised that nothing was actually taken from the house. Nothing was moved or disturbed apart from the room where it had all happened in, even then nothing was stolen from inside it. The police had lied to him, my family was targeted, but why?

It was a warm summer's night, Richard had been out all day playing in the backyard with his father, whilst his mother had been busy with housework. In the afternoon she joined Richard and his father in the backyard watching them have fun, playing games laughing and screaming but the happy kind of scream definitely not the scream that Richard would hear in just a few hours time. After playtime they all sat down to eat as a family, the last meal together. Richard felt happy and safe, after dinner it was the same routine bath time then bed. Richard was tucked nicely into bed, his mother always tucked his covers in tight, it felt like he couldn't move but it was comfortable. His mother would always read a bedtime story to him even though he felt like he was too old for her stories, he couldn't find it in his heart to tell her to stop. After the story his mother kissed him on his forehead like normal, told him how much she loved him and excited his bedroom, he could hear the sound of her footsteps walking along the corridor towards the living room, where his father would probably be asleep in his favourite chair with the television playing to itself. Richard was suddenly awoken by loud banging noises, not really loud to scare him but enough to stir him ‘what were his parents up to?’ The noises weren't coming from downstairs, they sounded more like they were coming from his mother and fathers bedroom, nothing to worry about. Richard could feel himself starting to fall back to sleep ignoring the noises which were quietening down, he was close to falling back into a deep sleep until he heard a cold shuddering scream, now Richard was fully awake and scared! The scream came from his mother instantly recognising the scream, he had never heard her scream like that something was wrong. He just didn't know whether he was brave enough to go and look, in that split second more banging occurred but this time he heard a male voice shouting, his fathers! Something was terribly wrong, he had to do something. His legs were shaking as he climbed out of bed, walking slowly towards his bedroom door trying not to fall over or trip over something or his own feet. It was so dark in his room, the only light appearing from underneath the door coming from his parents room. Richard could make out dark silhouettes moving around, he stretched out his very wobbly and shaking hand and grabbed the door handle, he twisted it expecting it to open. Being able to see the shadows of his mother and father, finally seeing what is going on but the handle didn't twist it didn't budge, it was locked but why? His door was never locked, even when his mother and father were arguing it had never been locked. With his mothers screaming continuing, Richard was now slouched down, back against the door crying. The crying was getting louder and louder. Hopefully his parents will hear him and come running, but it never happened. He started to quiet down as it wasn't working and that's when his mother stopped screaming as well, it went deadly quiet apart from the odd bang every now and again. Hopefully he will be let out soon, he desperately wanted his mother to cuddle him. 

The crying had worn Richard out, he had fallen asleep on the floor beside his door, only waking up when he heard the door to his room being unlocked. Somebody was unlocking it, hopefully mother was coming to give him a cuddle. He thought he heard footsteps walking away from his room, then downstairs, then the front door slamming shut. Richard was still tired and half asleep, maybe he had imagined it, maybe dreamt this whole thing up. As soon as he felt awake he grabbed the door handle again, but this time the handle twisted and came open. Revealing an empty hallway, ahead of him was his parents room, the door was open and the light on he couldn't see any movement in the room. He didn't want to call for them just in case, Richard called for his mother and father over and over again but nothing, no calling back or no sound of movement. Richard headed straight towards their bedroom, upon entering he discovered his absolute worst nightmare, mesmerised by the vision that greeted him! Richard didn't feel the hand that had landed on his shoulder and pulled him away, trying to divert his attention away from this horrific scene. The hand was that of a police officer, the police had been called by a neighbour who had heard screaming, which for them was an unusual noise normally it was laughter not that, so automatically called them. Richard was escorted from his loving home where his mother and father were to a cold, unfamiliar room full of strangers, all he wanted was that hug from his loving parents. Richard started to cry but no one came over to him; they just left him crying all alone. Now for the reason why he is crying and what he saw in his parents room.

The murderer laid in wait until he could see all the lights had gone out then proceeded with his plan, entering the house was easy. A basic lock not like the rest of the houses on this street who had alarms and top locks attached to them, making it near enough impossible to break into plus he wanted something easy saving all his energy for the killing, so an easy target. So no broken windows, no accidentally cutting himself and leaving evidence behind and the biggest advantage is no noise. He knew exactly where each individual slept and what rooms were what, he had been stalking the premises for ages even attempting a break in whilst the family was out, that’s how he knew how easy it was going to be. He knew the layout perfectly even in the dark, the only thing that he didn't know about was whether there was a lock or anything that he could use to block the boy in, he didn't want the boy involved or witness anything. The boy wasn't the target, it was his parents, it was playtime! 

Upon entering the premises he knew exactly where to go and came with backup, the backup was a screwdriver just encase the victims had introduced a lock to the door which he knew there wasn't, but you can never be too prepared especially for this occasion. If he does need to use it, hopefully the boy won't hear anything but if he does he knows how to deal with it, a hard punch, that will knock him unconscious but this is the last resort, he didn't want hand to hand conflict with him, these hands are for his parents. Making his way upstairs he approached the boys room, he was in luck the boy already had a lock attached to his door, obviously he thought a problem child to have a lock on the outside. This plan couldn't be going any better, he silently locks the door, waiting there for a few seconds just in case he heard any movement within the room, but nothing now to his parents room. The door to the parents room was slightly open, just enough to see that they were fast asleep in their beds. The father snored away to himself, quietly making his way into their room watching them with every step that he took, not wanting them to wake up until he was ready for them to awake. As soon as he had entered their room his first action was to render the father unable to fight back, he didn't want the father unconscious for long, as he needed him to be able to watch what was about to happen to his loving wife. Then the husband's punishment would begin and she would be forced to watch that.

The attacker sneaked up beside the bed where the father slept and hit him, not too hard but hard enough just to cause him to black out. Next it was the wife’s turn, but before he could reach her she screamed out loud, this wasn't good please don't let the boy hear that. In a panic he hit her as well, unfortunately a bit harder than he originally planned, seeing blood seeping from her nose. Once that was done, he tied both of them up. It was quite hard as they were dead weight but he was determined to go through with it. He had to as they had seen his face the pair had to die! The wife was tied up on the bed, both of her hands tied behind her back and to the bed frame in a sitting position. Her legs stretched wide open and tied down to the bed frame, her mouth was gagged and taped shut but before he could finish he needed to tie the husband up. He couldn't risk the husband fighting back and escaping. The husband was tied up facing the bed facing his wife, his hands were tied up behind his back and to the radiator, his legs and knees were tied together tightly so he couldn't move and of course he was gagged. His mouth taped up like his wife's, he was positioned so that he had no other option but to watch the punishment that he was going to give to his wife. Before he could go any further he needed to finish preparing the wife, which involved stripping her naked. Now it was a waiting game, he needed them to both be awake, the wife woke up shocked at first staring straight at her husband who was still out cold, but no screaming yet. It wasn't until she looked down at herself and realised that she was naked, knowing exactly what was going to happen, unfortunately she didn't know just how far he was going to go. Finally the husband came to, seeing his wife tied up to the bed and stripped naked tears rolling down her cheeks, he tried to struggle out of his restraints but couldn't because they were too tight. He couldn't rescue his wife there was nothing he could do, but just watch and pray that after he had done whatever it was that he was going to do he would release her unharmed to a certain degree.

Now that both of them were awake and alert, well screaming and crying into their gags that was good enough for him. The game can begin, the first target was the wife, now that she was gagged and naked he could go ahead. Slapping her first while the husband tried struggling and screaming to escape, he then bit her nipple literally biting it off but just one of them. Blood started to trickle down her breast dripping onto her stomach, he hit her again, bruising started to appear around her eyes and cheeks next he hit her hard in the stomach, more tears fell down her cheeks he then produced the knife. He cut her down the arm, not too deep but deep enough to draw blood, he then sliced her across the stomach but as he did the skin just popped open. Blood was flowing out from the corners, he could see the layers of fat within her stomach, he could start to see her insides or what he thought were his insides, but it was a bit dark. Next time he thought remember to bring a torch, but the idea was too tempting and he poked her insides not knowing exactly what he had poked but more blood appeared. Then the leg but just one of them, one laceration from her knee straight up to her thigh not a deep cut only producing a small amount of blood droplets. He saw the fear in her eyes, she was weak, it was now time for his final act. He forced himself on her, raping her violently whilst the husband watched she knew she had to go along with it if she wanted to survive. It didn't last that long, he was so excited, now for the second task, the husband. 

With the wife tired and sore, crying to herself her head was slouching down but he needed her to watch. He found one of her stockings that he had ripped off earlier, he tied it around her forehead then to the bed frame, her face was now staring straight at her husband, now to begin. This attack was going to be violent, with the knife in his hand without hesitating he stabbed him right in the chest numerous times, only stopping because the handle of the knife was slipping through his grip due to the amount of blood gathered on it. He needed to wipe it clean but the stabbing was starting to get boring, he was now dead, but the fun was still there to be had, he wasn't finished yet. Looking back at the wife with blood dripping down his hands she was trying to scream out loud but of course no noise was being released, he watched as she watched him wiping his bloody hands on the bed covers of their marital bed. He suddenly stopped when he heard a noise, he turned around looking straight down the hallway towards the little boys room. Seeing the door handle moving up and down only slightly but movement, he knew there was no way the boy could escape but it was a scare to him, he needed to hurry up. Looking back into the room she had stopped staring at him and was now staring back at her husband, now to finish this off!

With his hands now clean, he wiped the blade on the sheet as well, now to finish this off. He pulled the husband's head back up, it has drooped down, must be the loss of blood so hopefully doing this the blood splatter won't be as bad, no need to duck out of the way just a slow blood river fingers crossed he didn't want any of their blood on his clothes. Holding the head up stretching his neck out he needed full access to this, he reached for the blade and tugged it hard holding the blade down, slicing it from one side to the other, causing a nice deep long slice with no blood splatter like he thought. After releasing the knife, the blood river began slowly but it was there, the wife at this point actually stopped screaming and just stared. Instead I think deep down she knew she wasn't getting out of this alive, but he still hasn't finished yet, 2 more things to do, one was a souvenir he needed from this killing, the other just for fun. Now for the fun part with his head propped up he took the knife and cut off his souvenir, the husband's ear. Wiping the blood on the sheet then placing it in his pocket, next the other fun part, now this was going to break the wife's silence seeing her try to scream again, he turned the blade around obviously trying not to cut himself and jabbed it hard straight into one of his eyes. The popping sound and the liquid that squirted out aiming straight at him, that was fun! Now for the other one, now that the husband is done, next the wife.

He stood up and stared straight at her, throwing the knife from one hand to another for fun to tease her. She was still laying tied up on the bed, blood still dripping down from her wounds, he climbed up onto the bed. His stare never leaving her fearful stare, he lifted the knife up as high as he could and plunged it straight into her chest not once, but twice. The first one made a silent scream but the one after that nothing, no scream no movement nothing, just a deadly stare definitely dead but that didn't stop him. Unfortunately she needed her throat slit just like her husband, the blood squirted a little more than him, he moved just in time, maybe he thought next time a few more lacerations he liked the blood to flow like the river, the blood was very sticky. He left her head propped up like her husbands, unfortunately the husband didn't have the same stare as the wife's, that was a bit of a disappointment. Maybe he could wedge the eyelids open, they had closed when he popped them inside his head, note for next time. Next was the remaining nipple, after biting the other one off this one was going to be nicely sliced off with the knife. Although with biting it off he had only got the tip of the nipple and leaving behind straggly pieces of leftover nipple and breast skin, this cut meant the whole of the nipple was his and the souveign from the wife. The last and final attack on this woman before he needed to get out of here, was more of a personal thing for him and didn't care if he got caught by doing it. Cleaning the knife from blood from the nipple, he held the knife tightly, with the wife's legs wide open after being rapped he rammed the knife into her vagina, pushing it in deep causing severe,deep lacerations inside. He left the knife inside, whilst blood started to make the knife disappear and make a pool of blood appear on the bed sheet around her vagina, now he needed to leave.

Leaving the parents room he headed towards Richards room where it was still locked, placing his ear up to the door expecting to still hear crying and screaming but that's not what he heard, instead he heard snoring. The little boy was fast asleep, he fell asleep whilst his parents were being brutally murdered in the next room. He quietly and slowly unlocked the boy's bedroom door, hopefully he will wake up thinking it was just a dream not his absolute nightmare of dead parents. The boy will probably wake up when he sees light appearing through his window indicating morning, and what a morning he will have. Unfortunately the killer couldn't hang around long enough and wait for that surprise, he will just have to imagine it instead, thinking it with a massive smile etching across his face.

Richard woke up before the daylight could awaken him, the last thing he remembered was the screaming of his mother and his father but now it was deadly quiet, did it actually happen? What should he do? Stay where he was until actual daylight, although he could actually see everything, It was bright enough he could see what had happened that night and go and investigate! If his parents had been screaming then something might be wrong, this time Richard was brave, he wanted to help or assist his parents like a good boy should. He placed his ear to the door listening for any sounds like footsteps, his parents talking or snoring coming from outside his room, but nothing just the sound of himself breathing heavy and quick, he was scared but had to do it. Last time he tried the door handle it was locked and he couldn't get out, maybe his parents had locked it for some reason but when he tried it this time the handle moved downwards easily. The door slowly opened, maybe he had dreamt it before, maybe he had dreamt all of it, especially the screaming, that was the worst. Slowly and carefully he opened the door, at least now it was daylight proper daylight and he could see everything, which maybe wasn't a good thing.

Nothing at this point was out of the ordinary. The hallway looked exactly like it always did; the same table halfway down still had the vase on it which displayed lovely yellow flowers, his mothers favourite colour, no matter what time of year it was she always had yellow flowers in it. He noticed that his parents bedroom door was ajar, they must still be asleep which was weird as they were always up before him normally. The bedroom door was wide open, maybe what he thought was a dream was actually reality, now that scared him, froze him to the spot. He knew he had to his parents meant the world to him, he loved them and they would protect him against anyone that could cause harm, well unfortunately for Richard that was now all over. No more love or protection, he was on his own! 

With slow little footsteps he left the safety of his bedroom and made his way down the hallway, still nothing, nothing had been disturbed, no signs of anyone having gone anywhere. Getting closer to his parents room there was one thing that he didn't hear that he always heard, the thing that would comfort him when he woke suddenly in the night, normally a bad dream his father snoring his head off. Every night he heard it, except for now maybe he thought they were awake. Thinking that, he got more confident in his walk and strolled straight up to his parents bedroom door, pushing it wide open, what a big mistake he just made!

The scene that greeted him wasn't that of an absolute nightmare it was worse, an adult seeing that would definitely determine that the victims were dead, whereas in the mind of a child like Richard especially when the victims are that of his parents he might think that they are simply just injured not in fact dead. Richard screamed as loud as he could, trying first of all to wake his parents if not trying to get someone's attention like his neighbour. Which in fact it did, concerning them enough to call the police but not enough for them to actually enter the property themselves, which unfortunately complicated the case but you can't blame the neighbours, would you enter a house where you can hear a child screaming loudly? Richard proceeds to enter his parents room, obviously not realising his mistake. The first person he saw was his mother laid out on the bed, the only thing that he could focus on was the amount of blood covering the entire bed. Richard stood frozen not knowing what to do, and that's when he felt a hand on his shoulder forcing him to turn around. As he did, the view went from his mother to reveal his father who was tucked away in the corner with a pool of blood surrounding his body, the hand that was on his shoulder was that of a man in uniform, a police officer. The officer pulled him out of the room as quickly as he could, but he remembers Richard asking him whether his mother and father were okay in which he replied that the ambulance was on its way and that he wasn't sure.

The police inspector who actually ran this case was forth on the scene, after the first responding police car, an ambulance and the fire brigade all contaminated the crime scene. Unfortunately everyone arriving at the scene was more interested or intrigued to see what all the fuss was about, to see whether what they heard over the radio was actually true and seeing the puddles of vomit gathered outside the property it was a lot worse than they thought. On arriving at the scene on that terrible night he immediately stopped, not even reaching the door of the house. He remembers individuals sitting around on the balcony porch not saying anything, deadly silent with the look of shock and disbelief etched across every one of their faces all with the colour draining from them, even noticing some of them having vomit still dripping down from their chins, catching one of them actually vomiting over the side into the flower bed, but the more the sun comes up the more vomit suddenly appears. Walking up the steps and onto the wooden porch he was stopped, not only by the amount of police tape taped across the door but also by a young police officer and by the look etched across his face this was definitely his first murder scene. He had the same look when he attended his first murder, although the whole thing he thought seemed like an overreaction for just two murders, a bit sadder as its wife and husband but it's just 2 individuals, 2 strangers. Just as he was about to enter the property something made him turn around, still to this day he doesn't know why he turned around but he did. What he saw was a young boy covered in blood, not blood droplets or spray, it was smudged, rubbed all over his face and his eyes were swollen and red. The child had been crying so hard he looked so tired but the question was, was he capable of murdering these two individuals? Who he quickly realised were actually the boys mother and father, he had never seen this before in all the years on the service, a boy murdering his own parents, of course he had seen murders before but never the murderer being that of a young boy, normally an adult killing another adult.

As he was staring at the boy wondering whether or not he had actually killed his own parents, the boy turned, going from staring at absolutely nothing inside of the car to staring straight into the eyes of the inspector. Normally he could tell just from the stare whether the individual was guilty or not, but this stare was strange, he just couldn't figure this young boy out, was he guilty of murdering his own parents?

Now to enter the home, the murder scene. The first thing he noticed was nothing had been disturbed, the furniture was upright and in its place. Everything was clean and tidy, suggesting it wasn't a burglary gone horribly wrong but he did notice the remains of bloody footsteps, now that's what you call excellent evidence. But as he looked closer he noticed the remains of more footsteps, but unfortunately for him the footprints were that of the emergency servicemen who had rushed in to try and help, stepping in and out of the victims blood spreading it throughout the house, cross-contaminating the actual evidence if there was any, with their footprints and DNA hopefully they might actually be the murderers DNA left behind as well and not cross-contaminated. This wasn't good news, he needed this to stop, the inspector ordered everyone to leave the building immediately; he couldn't have any more evidence destroyed. Then the realisation hit him due to the cross-contamination. This could mean the murderer might get away with this killing, this child could have killed his parents and get away with it! He needed to find the right evidence, this was going to be hard and now take forever.

With everyone leaving the building it was now just him and of course the victims upstairs, who he knew weren't going to destroy any more evidence, hopefully he will have enough to build a case. Knowing that the murder scene was upstairs, he takes his time looking and investigating the whole of the downstairs trying to find as much evidence as possible. Maybe a busted lock on the door from where the murderer entered the house or a smashed window but nothing, no point of entry, not yet. The evidence keeps pointing back to the boy, apart from the bloody footprints which he needed to figure out whose was whose, there was nothing else downstairs, hopefully all the evidence was upstairs.

Staring straight ahead of him was the staircase, the partial bloody footprints were becoming more visual, seeing the full footprint the further he looked up the stairs, the multiple footprints. Walking up the stairs being careful as to not step on the bloody footprints and not to touch the handrail, just in case the murderer had touched. From what he had seen he doubted very much that the killer had used the staircase but couldn't be 100% certain. Reaching the top of the stairs, to his left was the child's bedroom, in front of him was the bathroom and to his right was the parents room. He just stood there staring, at first the bloody footprints only went from the parents room to the staircase and vice-versa, which meant no one went into the boys room or the bathroom. Which meant the killer didn't enter either of these rooms, then there would be no evidence left behind but for now the inspector had to examine the crime scene, knowing that no one could contaminate either room anymore. Turning right before even entering the victims room, the amount of blood seeping though the carpet spreading from the wall right over to the banister railings, there was no way to avoid it he had to stand in it if he was to enter the victims bedroom. He stopped right at the entrance to the victims bedroom, just frozen to the spot. The image that greeted him was not only disturbing and disgusting but questionable, how could a young boy have done this? The torture and pain that was afflicted on these two individuals wasnt from love, this murderer had hatred and revenge in mind. Normally in a killing that involved love ie husband killing wife or the other way round, boyfriend and girlfriend or children killing parents which that one he had never witnessed, it was one or two stab wounds, nothing like what he was witnessing right in front of him, this wasn't love! He needed to move from the spot that he was standing in and that meant closer to the victims, he only moved as he could feel his feet sinking into the bloodied carpet squishing underneath his feet, he took fresh steps into the room leaving behind more bloody footprints. This wasn't good, but he had other more important things to do, he just stared straight ahead, shocked with what he was staring at. He reached inside of his suit and grabbed the notebook out of his pocket, next grabbing the pen that he had in his shirt pocket, he started to write down everything that he could see and that was a lot and in detail. 

Upon entering the room, he noted down the amount of blood that had stained the carpet and bed linen that was on the bed right in front of him, the walls were also sprayed in it. This was vicious, whoever did it was angry but why? There was an individual laying on top of the bed, the individual was that of a female caucasian, around early forties. He stood there writing down his notes listing the females injuries, starting from the females head and working his way down. The first thing he noticed was that she was stripped naked, her legs spread wide apart, her own stockings were tied around the victim's forehead and then tied up to the bed frame. She was forced to watch something, he followed her eyeline to behind the bedroom door, he knew there was another victim and that they were both in the same room, he just wasn't expecting what he saw. The female victim was definitely targeted more but why? Maybe a mummy issue, abused when he was little or more recently, maybe beaten or cheated on by a girlfriend or wife who knows! The next thing he noted down was the victim's bloody nose, he didn't need an expert to know that it was broken, moving his eye line down he hoped the next laceration had killed her and the beating came after. Otherwise she went through a lot of pain beforehand, that's if the other injuries didn't kill her first. The female victim had a large laceration across her neck, reaching from ear to ear. It looked like from here quite a deep laceration as well, it looked like the killer was trying to be-head her but stopped at just the right depth. Was this skill or just pure luck? Due to the throat being slit, blood had poured down her body just like a blood river settling in any crevice it could find, before overflowing. Finally dripping onto the bed sheets soaking them and the mattress beneath and when the bed couldn't soak anymore up, it seeped out onto the carpet, seeing how big the pools of blood were the victim definitely bleed out. The entire body's worth of blood was now on her carpet, as he thought about looking down, maybe the injuries might be hidden now by the amount of blood released from the throat slitting.

I don't know whether it was good or not, but the other injuries caused he could clearly see I think due to the depth and severity of them they stuck out like a sore thumb good for him, but a lot of pain for her. The next injury would definitely have happened while she was alive, the killer would have wanted her to see what he was doing. Her breasts were mostly untouched, no bruising or cuts and definitely no bite marks, unfortunately for the victim her nipples were missing. Her left nipple seemed to have been cleanly sliced off, the inspector thought it was probably a knife, it was a nice clean cut not too much blood had escaped just a trickle which had run down the rest of her breast. It had of course all dried up now but her right nipple was a different story, the skin around the nipple was all torn, sometimes leaving bits of the nipple behind. The breast skin had been torn away along with the nipple, this sort of injury caused more blood to appear than the other nipple bruising appeared around the remaining skin of the breast. If they find that nipple it will definitely have the killer's DNA on it, he put a star against the nipple, that was a priority finding that nipple. Her arms were stretched outwards and tied down to the bed frame, the killer went really easy on the victims arms, with one laceration on each but that one laceration was deep. Going from her wrist up a couple of inches, this cut was used alot with individuals wanting to commit suicide unfortunately this wasnt self conflicted, he didnt think these cuts killed her, definitely not! He just hoped all of this was done after she died, but he had a horrible feeling that this was all torture before the throat slitting, he will have to wait until the medical examiner has done their job.

Just after the tormenting of her breasts she had received 2 stab wounds to her chest right under her breasts, they didn't look too deep but still deep enough the only way you could see them, as the blood that had escaped from her throat had actually dried around the wounds causing the blood to crust up, no doubt some blood entered the wounds. The killer hated this individual and the punishment was all over her body. Hopefully the medical examiner would be able to put the injuries in order and which one actually killed this woman. The next injury that was inflicted on this poor woman was just below the stab wounds, this time it was a slice again instead of a stab definitely inflicted by a knife. He thought at this point the knife must be going blunt, definitely sticky from all the blood, maybe still having bits of her skin attached to the blade. The slice was across her stomach, but this one didn't seem out of anger; it wasn't as deep, more gentle, if you could do that as a killer. The next wound that the inspector could see was to the female's leg. The wound stretched from the victim's knee to her thigh not very deep, but deep enough to cause blood droplets, not a river just drips, maybe the inspector thought the incision was made after the throat slitting, that's why there wasn't so much blood. Her poor body had been drained already, but the worst wound was just about to be noted down by the inspector but before that he looked at her body. He looked up and down at it over and over again, apart from wondering why, he noted down the amount of bruising of which he could see, if her skin wasn't bruised it was covered in blood. From the evidence and what he could see of the woman but he couldnt be 100% sure was raped, only the medical examiner could prove that. It seemed like the likely guess as it wasn't a burglary gone wrong, these people were targeted the woman especially, maybe he thought the murderer might have mother issues maybe abused by his mother or she simply disappeared leaving him behind, maybe something to look into later, but now the last injury afflicted on this poor woman. Due to her other injuries hopefully she was dead when this injury happened. After assuming she was raped, the knife that was used to afflict the other injuries was then forced inside her vagina and with quite a force as well, from what he could see without going to close. He didn't want to disturb her anymore or decontaminate anymore evidence he had to be careful.

The outside of her vagina was severely cut up, mostly small cuts but there were two larger cuts this was possibly where the knife finally gave way and entered the vagina. The other smaller cuts were where the murderer was desperately trying to force the knife inside of her, there was only a small pool of blood on the bed sheet where her vagina was, with small droplets of blood dripping from the vagina entrance. With the female's injuries noted down or should I say what the inspector could see anyway, he scanned round the rest of the room, it wasn't trashed apart from a few items that had been knocked off the bedroom side cabinets next to the bed. A clock, a photo frame and some jewellery so definitely not a robbery otherwise these wouldn't be here plus the female was still wearing her wedding bands, a diamond ring and a simple gold wedding band. As he turned around scanning the room his eyes connected with the second dead body, the husband. The husband was tied up as well, but this time to the radiator, his head was forced upwards not able to let his head droop. He was forced to watch his wife's torture game over and over again as he cut her now the inspector was rethinking what might have happened. He thinks that she was possibly raped first, he wanted the husband to watch as he punished his wife but the inspector noted that the husband wasnt the intended victim, he was just collateral damage needed to be executed but still had to have fun first. The male victim also had his legs and knees tied together and mouth gagged exactly like his wife, he wasn't naked but had pyjama bottoms on. There was no blood on the leg parts but there was on the waistband that was drenched in blood, as the inspector looked up towards the victims head he saw the reason for the blood staining on the pyjamas. 

The victim had several stab wounds to the chest possible cause of death, they looked deep enough to have caused death, each one of them still dripping a small amount of blood. As he looked closer there was blood also coming from elsewhere adding to the blood that was already dripping from the stab wounds, which meant some of the blood rivers were running faster than the others. All of it being soaked up by his pyjama waistband, just a small amount around the body it was still getting larger and larger. Within seconds it will soon stop as his body drains of blood, whereas the wife's pool of blood had stopped growing long ago, her blood draining within minutes. Looking further up his body he endured the same injury as his wife, a large deep incision across the throat nearly beheading him, the inspector did not know what injury came first all the incisions leaked roughly the same amount of blood. The laceration to his neck was wide open, as his head was forced up in order to watch his wife, a perfect target for the murderer, a nice clean slice. These two areas were the only ones attacked by the murderer, whereas the wife was attacked all over her body but something weird was just about to be discovered. With the female one of her nipples were bitten off whilst the other was cleanly cut off with a knife, with the male victim he also had something bitten off! Not cut off but, was it before or after he was dead? Blood had stained the side of his face and it had dried up which meant maybe this was his first injury, but why bite someone's ear off? Maybe a sovereign of some sort just like the nipples, but it might still be found within the room but the next thing, the inspector had never seen before until now. Apart from the victim missing an ear he was also missing something else or should I say a pair of something, the male victim was missing his eyes! His eyes were forced back into his head, both of them had been popped! The deflated remains of eyeballs had fallen backwards, the liquid running down the victim the inspector thought it was tears after seeing the torture that was being afflicted onto his wife, but it wasnt it was the liquid after having his eyeballs popped back into his head. 

After seeing both victims he felt rather sick, he needed to get out and quick and let the medical examiners get in here and get the bodies out, see whether they can find any more injuries. The next step for the inspector was the child- Richard, he needs to be interviewed, as the only witness to this double homicide. Then find someone to take him, hopefully he has another family if not into care he goes. Upon leaving the house or crime scene, the medical examiners were outside with their equipment waiting to collect the bodies. Until the bodies had left the house no one was to enter the building, only forensics collecting evidence, if there was any left! The inspector was praying that there was, someone needed to be punished for such an evil crime, leaving a boy without his mother or father. Staring at the patrol car where Richard had been placed, he was no longer staring out of the window instead the inspector had to go close up to the car to finally see him. Richard was curled up on the backseat asleep, obviously worn out from crying and of course the obvious, witnessing a double murder, time to get him back to the station before he forgets any details about what he might have seen or if he had seen the murderer. Unfortunately after an hour of talking to him Richard didn't see anything, he said he heard screaming and shouting, in which he admitted thinking of going out of his bedroom to check on his mother and father. He tried the door handle moving it up and down not realising that the door had been locked by the murderer. The murderer knew Richard lived there and the exact room where he slept, he had definitely done his homework before the murders. Richard admitted getting too scared, lowering his hand from the door handle immediately after doing this his parents stopped screaming and shouting, well his mother was screaming and his father was shouting but Richard couldn't remember what his father was actually shouting, it might have helped especially if the parents actually knew their attacker but something told the inspector it was just random. After letting go of the handle Richard said he went over to his bed and pulled the duvet off and dragged it back by the door. He remembers feeling cold and that it was safer to be by the door. He doesn't remember anything after that, no more screaming or banging he must have fallen asleep as the next thing he remembers was the bright light shining onto his face waking him up. 

The inspector asked Richard what he did after he woke up, he told the inspector that he thought he had had a horrible nightmare, hearing his parents screaming and shouting and not being brave enough to open his door to help. Wondering why he had fallen asleep on his bedroom floor, he explained pushing the duvet off and wanting to run to his parents bedroom, especially to see his mother to tell her about the nightmare that he had, he knew she would make it all better. Unfortunately that didn't happen, Richard said he placed his duvet back onto his bed he wasn't afraid anymore, as he told himself it was just a stupid nightmare. Opening his bedroom door not being scared anymore, he looked down the corridor, nothing he said was disturbed, the little table that sat halfway down the corridor was where it was supposed to be even with the flower in the vase. The inspector asked Richard whether there was anything on the carpet, any mud, rubbish, marks or even bright red footprints? Richard knew exactly what the inspector meant and replied that there was no bloody footprints on the carpet, that meant all the bloody footprints that the inspector saw were all from his own police force, they had trood and transported so much blood from the bedroom floor that the carpet in the hallway was drenched in blood. The blood hasn't leaked all the way from the bedroom carpet to the hallway carpet, this wasn't good, it was clean before they had turned up! The bedroom door was wide open, normally when it was light and morning and his parents were up and awake, the door would be closed up, this was strange. According to Richard, his parents were always up before him without even thinking he walked straight into his parents bedroom, immediately regretting it. He describes to the inspector what he saw, Richard noticed his mother first, sat up in bed, her eyes wide open staring at him as he stood in the doorway. He noted that she never said good morning to him or even blinked. The inspector asked whether or not he could see her breathing; he didn't reply. Asked what else he saw, he described the amount of blood covering his mothers body and the large cut to her throat, he also said of the smaller cuts to her leg and chest area, he didn't mention the fact that the victim was naked. Maybe he didn't notice but maybe he didn't want to notice, he also didn't say anything about a knife being left in the victim's sexual organs, but I suppose if your a child looking at your murdered parents that's the last thing you are going to look at, the place you look is in your mother or fathers eyes, nowhere else. Richard said he didn't scream or start crying until he saw his father, then at that point he knew no one was going to comfort him or help him. That's when panic set in. Staring at his mother in that state Richard turned to exit their bedroom, he couldn't bear to look at her anymore he needed to find his father, as he turned around he found his father. 

His father had the same stare but it wasn't towards Richard he was staring at his mother, Richard described what he saw to the inspector. His father wasn't covered in as much blood as his poor mother, but as he explained they both had the same cut across their throats, but his father had more cuts to his chest than his mother. As Richard started to remember certain details he let out a disturbing high pitch scream, tears started to form at the corner of his eyes, the inspector was surprised that he still had enough tears in his tiny body to produce more. It took the inspector ages to calm him down enough so that Richard could talk again properly, if he wasn't crying he was just mumbling. 

Several minutes later Richard started describing what he saw, he thought his father was staring at his mother, but in fact his head was but not his eyes. His fathers eyes were missing, Richard thought someone had taken them and the inspector wasn't going to tell him anything different or go into detail, Rchard was already going to have nightmares over this, he was never going to forget what happened last night, telling him details wasn't going to help. After talking to Richard well questioning him, the inspector was 100% sure that he didn't do this disturbing double homicide. The next person to talk too was the medical examiner, even though the inspector kind of guessed how each victim died, but he had to be sure.

Both victims died due to multiple stab wounds to the chest but it was the throat slitting that drained their bodies of blood, the male victim, his ear removal was postmortem as well as the eye popping. The female victim, all the cuts on her body were done while she was still alive, done just before her throat was slit, the inspector found out that she was raped most likely the first thing that the murderer did to her, probably threaten her with the knife and thats what the husband was forced to watch. One of her nipples was bitten off before she died, maybe whilst he was raping her in a sex frenzy but her other nipple was cut off cleanly with a knife postmortem, the knife attack on her sexual organs luckily was done after the female had passed away. The force that was used to penetrate her vagina was so intense that it sliced open her vulva, leaving chunks of it behind that the medical examiner retrieved from the victims bed cover. The handle was the only thing visible, the injuries caused just in this one incident would have caused the victim not only to go into shock due to force and intense pain, but the blood loss as well leading to her death.

Whilst Richard was being questioned by the inspector other officers were trying to find other family members that could take Richard home, the only surviving family that they could find were Richards fathers side, but unfortunately he passed away 4 years ago from cancer, whilst his partner was in a care home suffering from Alzheimer disease she had no idea who her son was, let alone her grandson. Richard's mothers side was worse, her mother and father passed away in a terrible accident 10 years ago, a truck hit their car head on decapitating her father and squashing her mother to death between the steering wheel and the seat. The inspector had no choice in the matter, with no family well, no family to take care of him, Richard had to go into a home for abandoned children. Unfortunately for Richard, as soon as people find out who he is, people don't want to take on that responsibility, either thinking they are troubled, not being able to settle having nightmares all the time or they are scared, especially if the perpetrator or murderer is never caught. The inspector claims that Richard is a nice, kind young boy. Hopefully someone can give him a nice home like he had before.

Months later and finally the investigation is over, the case didn't end well for the inspector, police force or Richard. A suspect was found but the house was too contaminated to find real evidence. Richard doesn't remember a whole lot about the trial, maybe due to shock or he simply doesn't remember but the suspect now that's a different story. The suspect was a male caucasian, 5 foot 11 inches, brown hair, big brown eyes that just stared, he had a distinctive scar on his right cheek and a black tribal tattoo on his left arm. The inspector, though, remembers everything and because of this case, double homicides or any homicide were investigated differently especially when it comes to gathering evidence. Richard thought his nightmare was finally over catching the evil man that had killed his loving parents, the only ones that loved him now he was going to be punished like Richard was. Being placed into foster home after foster home only to be sent back when the foster parents worked out who he was, the sole survivor of a multiple murder. They wanted nothing to do with him, maybe scared that the killer might still be looking for him to finish off what he had started, this trial would finally finish that, stop all the rumours. Maybe Richard could finally be happy and at peace. Unfortunately that nightmare would still continue...

The trial was a disaster from the start and poor Richard had to sit and listen to it all, the bloody footprints throughout the house were all made from different police officers stepping throughout the house, even the inspectors footprints were in there. The only people who didn't have bloody prints in there were the medical examiners who had protective foot coverings on, and of course Richard who stated that there weren't any bloody footprints in the hallway when he discovered his parents murder. The forensics couldn't pick out any clear footprints, they were all smudged and smeared due to the blood being slippery, lots of them were thread over thread, no identifiable prints. The only fingerprints collected were that of other police officers, they had touched everything in the house including the victims and Richards, no other fingerprints were found. If the murderer had touched anything in the house, they were disturbed and covered up by the police officers that entered that house. 

With the crime scene being totally destroyed the only thing left was the bodies, hopefully fingers crossed they weren't touched at all. The medical examiners explained in their findings that the bodies indeed were moved, only slightly as they were tied up but someone did move them, now the inspector knew it wasn't him and he doubt very much the murderer moved them. There was no reason why he would do that, why tie them up just to move them again. According to the forensic team the victims were not untied again, the cable ties were not cut and replaced and the victims had scrapped and rubbing marks across each wrist, each cable tie wasn't tested, fingerprints and DNA nothing was recovered, so why would the police officers move their bodies? There was no way they needed to feel for a pulse, you could tell they were dead just by the amount of blood that was covering the room. They were being thorough but stupid containimating and disturbing evidence.

Richard's testimony was read out in court, along with the medical examiners reporting how the victims had died. The injuries that had been inflicted, time of death, the forensics team noted down all footprints, DNA, any evidence that was left behind in that house. Every footprint that was noted was either a police officer, the ones that weren't who could have been the murderers were ruined or smudged. There were no fingerprints, nothing where there should have been something, like on the handrail or the door handle the murderer wore gloves. The only fingerprints found were that of officers and everyone was accounted for, the only DNA found was that of the family that lived there. The forensics team couldn't find any evidence that someone apart from the people involved was at that building, unfortunately a lot of the evidence found was contaminated and couldn't be used in court. That meant most of the evidence was thrown out, the only evidence that was allowed was Richards testimony and evidence found on the bodies. The murderer had raped the female victim unfortunately a condom was used so no DNA, the only time the murderer must of touched the victims was when he tied them up otherwise it was the knife. There was no evidence on the cable ties and the murderer took the knife with him, there were no blood droplets across the floor as the murderer wiped the knife clean on the victims bedsheets without using his hands. Due to the contamination there was no clear evidence of who the murderer actually was, the only evidence was Richard's statement and he clearly didn't see anything apart from noises and falling asleep throughout the whole ordeal so not a credible witness.

Richard wasn't in the courtroom when the verdict was read out, the case was dismissed due to insufficient evidence as all the evidence was contaminated. Richard was never told the actual truth about what happened, the inspector couldn't tell him the truth, the suspect was released with no charge but he told Richard that the suspect was charged and would spend the rest of his life in prison. He would never hurt Richard again, he had a massive grin across his face, hopefully he might get a foster family to love him like his parents did, it's finally over unfortunately the inspector knew better. The so-called suspect was released with no charge due to lack of evidence, the inspector was certain that it was him. He was picked up walking down the road which was unusual especially at that time, in the early hours of the morning walking alone, in all the time that he worked with the police force he had never seen anyone out at that time of night, especially just walking down the road solely that was the only thing that was suspicious. When officers pulled him over they searched him and no weapons or sharp instruments were found on him, upon questioning it was noted that there was not a drop of blood or mark on his clothes or even on his skin, but that didn't deter the inspector he just had a strong feeling that he was the murderer, just no evidence to back it up. Richard returned back to the care home hoping that finally he would find his forever home, his second chance at having a family that made him smile. Finally it's all over, this nightmare has finished. 
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Back at the foster home Richard knew now with the killer caught he might finally find his forever home, days even weeks went past Richard still felt happy and positive, it was his time now it was his right to have a happy future his childhood was taken away from him, god owed him big time! New children came into the home and left before he did, he remained there month after month, year after year every child in there knew exactly who he was, even the new ones that came in. His case was marked up as confident and sensitive, he knew the staff had something to do with it leaking his truth. Which was strange if they knew the truth you would have thought they might have been a bit scared knowing that that murderer was still out there. No one knew whether Richard was his next target, whether the murderer was about to kill Richard and he got spooked by something or he was just laying in wait for him. Maybe the murderer had a conscience and didn't want to kill a child, waiting for him to grow into an adult, everyone was just waiting for him to strike. The foster home staff, the other children and even the inspector who visited Richard every week just to make sure that he was still alive. After the trial ended, Richard was put into a temporary foster home before ending up in the one that he was in now. The inspector informed the foster home staff of the situation so the television wasn't allowed to be put onto the news channels, newspapers were not allowed to be brought onto site, no one was allowed to mention anything about the case, his parents, his home or anything to do with murder, killing, blood nothing that could relate back to that day. Once Richard was placed into a more permanent foster home, the procedures to protect him were not as high a priority as before, apart from Richard being older he used to actually talk about what happened and go into great detail to scare the younger children. It was a bit of fun for him within this horrible world that he lived in. 

The inspector who visited once a week also had to keep the lie up, especially as it was his idea to protect Richard in the first place. He had never had an open case, every crime that he has dealt with he has caught the criminal this is the only one and he can't retire until this murderer has been caught. At the very beginning every time the inspector visited Richard would ask about the case, mostly questions about his mother and father whether they suffered, whether they were in heaven and when he saw them, which sounded really sad. Richard even asked what actually killed them but recently he started asking about the murderer himself, although Richard saw him but only a few minutes as the inspector did not want to torment him anymore and whether he knew about Richard and more concerning was, was Richard supposed to have died that night as well, that scared the inspector. Luckily the inspector had rehearsed the script over and over again knowing exactly what he needed to say, although the question about whether he was supposed to die as well was a bit awkward. The inspector described the murderer as white caucasian, brown short hair with brown eyes, 5 foot 9 inches tall with a tribal type black tattoo on his arm, which Richard had noted in the courtroom and a distinctive scar on his right cheek, not a massive one but noticeable. It sounded like Richard was remembering all of these details, hopefully over time he will forget, as the suspect in court was cleared of the double homicide of his parents. The murderer was someone totally different, overtime he will forget certain details this was what the inspector was hoping. In a few years Richard will be of legal age and won't have to stay in foster care anymore, hopefully be able to live a normal life and have a family of his own, the inspector was hoping this was going to be the case. Richard had the remaining years up to his 18th birthday in foster care, although the last year it was only part time as he started working to save money to finally leave this place, he wanted somewhere in the middle of nowhere. A
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