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            She does not kill to disappear.She kills to be understood.Each wound is a sentence.Each body a question she demands the world answer.
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1- Callout at Zero Hour
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The Call

The phone buzzed just after midnight.

I wasn’t asleep. Sleep had been elusive for weeks, maybe months. Nights in Dallas had a way of keeping you awake — the hum of neon signs, the distant rumble of freight trains, the occasional siren slicing through the silence. My apartment sat on the edge of downtown, close enough to hear the city’s pulse but far enough to feel its emptiness.

I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling fan as it turned lazily, shadows flickering across the plaster. The city outside was restless, caught between silence and noise, between life and death. Dallas at midnight was a strange creature — not asleep, not awake, but suspended in a kind of uneasy breath.

When the phone rang, I already knew it wasn’t good news. Calls at that hour never were.

I reached for the receiver, my hand steady though my pulse quickened. Years of discipline had taught me to control the surface, to keep my breathing calm even when the world threatened to unravel. Shaolin training had been my anchor — every movement deliberate, every thought sharpened against chaos. But beneath the calm, unease stirred.

“Inspector Alvaro,” the dispatcher’s voice was clipped, urgent. “Warehouse district. Off Lamar Street. You’ll want to see this one yourself.”

There was no hesitation in her tone, no room for questions. I didn’t ask for details. I didn’t need them.

I sat up, the weight of the night pressing against me. My apartment was dim, lit only by the glow of the city outside. I dressed quickly, grounding myself in the ritual of preparation. Shirt buttoned, belt tightened, holster checked. Each motion was precise, deliberate, a kata of its own. My body moved with the rhythm of discipline, but my mind was already racing ahead, imagining what awaited me in that warehouse.

The streets were nearly empty as I drove. Dallas at midnight was a city of ghosts — shadows stretching across cracked pavement, neon signs buzzing faintly, the occasional figure slipping into alleys. I kept my eyes on the road, but my thoughts drifted.

Every predator leaves a trail. Even beasts. My job was to follow it.

The warehouse district loomed ahead, a graveyard of steel and concrete. Rusted structures stood like carcasses, their windows shattered, their walls scarred by time. Patrol cars lined the street, their red and blue lights painting nervous strokes across the walls. Officers stood stiff, their faces pale in the glow, avoiding each other’s eyes.

I parked and stepped out, the night air heavy with oil and dust. The silence pressed down, thicker than the shadows.

“Inspector,” one of the officers said, his voice low, almost reverent. “You’ll want to see this.”

I ducked under the tape, my footsteps echoing against the concrete floor. The warehouse was cavernous, its emptiness swallowing sound. And then I saw her work.

The victim lay sprawled in the center of the floor. I won’t describe what I saw — not in detail. Some things are better left to silence. But I will say this: it wasn’t random. Whoever did this wanted us to see it, to feel it.

One of the rookies muttered, his voice cracking, “It’s like an animal got to him.”

Animal. Beast. The words hung in the air, heavier than the silence.

I crouched beside the body, studying the marks, the deliberate cruelty. My training taught me that every strike carries intention. This wasn’t chaos. It was ritual.

The silence of the warehouse was suffocating. It wasn’t just the absence of sound — it was the weight of something unseen, something that lingered in the air like smoke. I felt it pressing against me, testing the edges of my discipline.

I closed my eyes for a moment, steadying my breath. Inhale. Exhale. Calm mind, steady heart. Shaolin had taught me that balance was everything. But balance was hard to find when staring into the abyss left behind by a predator.

The officers shifted uneasily, their boots scraping against the concrete. They were young, untested, and I could see the fear in their eyes. They had signed up to fight crime, but this was something else. This was a message.

I studied the scene carefully, noting the precision. The body wasn’t just discarded — it was displayed. Every detail screamed intention. Whoever did this wasn’t hiding. She was announcing herself.

And she wanted me to hear her.

The press outside grew louder, their voices echoing through the broken windows. I could hear the questions already forming: Who is she? Why does she kill?

They would give her a name, because names make monsters easier to understand. But names also give monsters power.

“K9 Beast,” one of the reporters whispered, the words carried through the night.

I felt the weight of it settle on my shoulders. The city would cling to that name, shaping its fear around it. And fear spreads faster than truth.

I stood, my eyes scanning the shadows of the warehouse. She wasn’t here, but her presence lingered. Every predator leaves a trail. Even beasts. And I would follow hers into the dark.

Back at my apartment, I practiced Shaolin forms to clear my mind. Movements sharp, deliberate, precise. Each strike was a reminder of discipline, of order, of balance. But the image of the warehouse lingered, haunting every motion.

She wasn’t just killing. She was performing. And I was her chosen audience.

I stared out at the Texas night, neon lights flickering in the distance. The city was restless, holding its breath. And I knew this was only the beginning.

The Warehouse

The warehouse loomed like a carcass in the dark.

Its rusted steel ribs jutted against the night sky, broken windows staring like hollow eyes. The air smelled of oil, dust, and something older — the kind of scent that clings to abandoned places, where silence has settled too long. Shadows pooled thick around the building, heavier than air, as if the darkness itself had weight.

Patrol cars lined the street, their red and blue lights painting nervous strokes across the walls. The colors pulsed like a heartbeat, frantic and uneven. Officers stood stiff, their shoulders hunched, their eyes darting but never meeting. They looked like men waiting for something to happen, though it already had.

I stepped out of my car, the gravel crunching beneath my boots. The night pressed down, heavy and expectant.

“Inspector,” one of the officers said, his voice low, almost reverent. He didn’t look at me directly. “You’ll want to see this.”

I ducked under the tape, the yellow strip fluttering weakly in the wind. My footsteps echoed against the concrete floor as I entered. The warehouse swallowed sound, its cavernous emptiness amplifying every movement.

Inside, silence pressed down heavier than the evidence.

The victim lay sprawled in the center of the floor.

I won’t describe what I saw — not in detail. Some things are better left to silence. But I will say this: it wasn’t random. Whoever did this wanted us to see it, to feel it. The body wasn’t discarded; it was displayed. Every detail screamed intention.

I crouched beside the victim, my eyes scanning the marks, the deliberate cruelty etched into flesh. My training had taught me that every strike carries intention. This wasn’t chaos. It was ritual.

The younger officers shifted uneasily, their boots scraping against the concrete. One muttered, his voice cracking, “It’s like an animal got to him.”

Animal. Beast. The words hung in the air, heavier than the silence.

I looked at him, saw the fear in his eyes. He was young, untested, and this was more than he had signed up for. They all felt it — the sense that something unnatural had happened here.

But I knew better. There was nothing supernatural about this. It was human. Deliberate. Precise. And that made it worse.

Another officer cleared his throat, trying to sound professional but failing. “Sir, the press is already outside. They’re asking questions.”

I ignored him. The press could wait. The scene couldn’t.

I studied the scene carefully, noting the precision. The victim’s position wasn’t accidental. The staging was deliberate, almost ceremonial. Whoever did this wasn’t hiding. She was announcing herself.

And she wanted me to hear her.

I closed my eyes for a moment, steadying my breath. Inhale. Exhale. Calm mind, steady heart. Shaolin had taught me that balance was everything. But balance was hard to find when staring into the abyss left behind by a predator.

Through the broken windows, I could hear the press gathering. Their voices were sharp, hungry, echoing against the steel walls. They were vultures circling, waiting for scraps of information to feed their headlines.

I could already hear the questions forming: Who is she? Why does she kill?

They would give her a name, because names make monsters easier to understand. But names also give monsters power.

“K9 Beast,” one of the reporters whispered, the words carried through the night.

I felt the weight of it settle on my shoulders. The city would cling to that name, shaping its fear around it. And fear spreads faster than truth.

I stood, my eyes scanning the shadows of the warehouse. She wasn’t here, but her presence lingered. It was in the silence, in the way the officers avoided each other’s eyes, in the way the press whispered outside.

Every predator leaves a trail. Even beasts. And I would follow hers into the dark.

The warehouse felt less like a crime scene and more like a stage. The victim was the centerpiece, the silence the audience, and I — unwillingly — had been cast as the one meant to understand the performance.

I whispered to myself, almost inaudible: “This wasn’t chaos. It was ritual.”

And rituals always repeat.

The First Clues

The night air in Houston carried the faint tang of gasoline and rain-soaked asphalt. Streetlights hummed overhead, their glow fractured by the mist rising from the pavement. I crouched low, boots sinking into the damp earth beside the body. The world narrowed to the corpse and me, as if the city itself had gone silent to listen.

The victim lay twisted, arms bent unnaturally, face frozen in a grimace that suggested terror had been the last sensation he knew. His shirt was shredded, not cut cleanly but torn with jagged precision. The wounds weren’t random. They spoke. Every strike carried intention. I had learned long ago, in the monastery halls of Henan, that violence is a language. Shaolin masters taught me to read it — the arc of a fist, the angle of a kick, the rhythm of a strike. Here, on this broken body, I read something far darker.

I leaned closer, tracing the edges of the lacerations with my eyes. The cuts weren’t sloppy. They were deliberate, layered, almost ritualistic. Whoever did this wasn’t just killing. They were composing.

Behind me, the shuffle of boots broke my concentration. A rookie officer, barely out of academy, muttered under his breath, “It’s like an animal got to him.”

The words hung in the air, heavy, undeniable. Animal. Beast. Predator.

I didn’t answer. My gaze stayed locked on the victim’s chest, where claw-like marks crossed in parallel lines. They weren’t claws, of course. I knew enough about weapons to recognize the serrated edge of a blade, dragged with force. But the ferocity — the sheer abandon — carried something primal.

The rookie’s words planted a seed. Beast. The syllables echoed in my head, reverberating against the silence of the alley. I felt the weight of it pressing down, as though the killer had already chosen their name through the brutality of their work.

I inhaled slowly, steadying myself with the discipline I had carried from Shaolin. Breath anchors the mind. Inhale, exhale. Observe. Do not judge. Yet judgment crept in anyway. This wasn’t ordinary homicide. This was theater.

I rose to my feet, scanning the perimeter. The alley stretched long and narrow, dumpsters lining one side, graffiti bleeding across brick walls. No signs of struggle beyond the body. No defensive wounds on the victim’s arms. He hadn’t fought back. He hadn’t had the chance.

That told me something. The killer struck fast, decisive, overwhelming. Martial artists call it li — explosive power. But this wasn’t trained discipline. This was chaos harnessed into precision.

I crouched again, studying the victim’s eyes. They were wide, pupils dilated, frozen in fear. I imagined the last moments: a shadow emerging from the dark, a flash of steel, the sensation of being prey.

The rookie shifted uncomfortably. “Inspector, you think it’s gang-related?”

I shook my head. “No. Gangs kill for territory, for money, for revenge. This...” I gestured to the body. “...this is something else. Look at the wounds. They’re not about efficiency. They’re about message.”

He swallowed hard, eyes darting away.

I pulled a small notebook from my coat pocket, scribbling observations. Parallel strikes. Serrated blade. No defensive wounds. Ritualistic pattern. The words formed a profile, a sketch of the mind behind the act.

Every killer leaves fingerprints of thought. Some are sloppy, some meticulous. This one was meticulous.

I remembered my Shaolin master’s voice: The fist reveals the heart. The strike reveals the mind.

If that was true, then this killer’s mind was fractured
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