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CHAPTER 1

 


Incapacity: the quality or
state of being incapable; lack of physical or intellectual
power.

 


When the news fully broke and the extent of
what had happened was realized, the nation stood still with lack of
understanding. What was being reported on was a truly horrific
tragedy. Nobody had ever heard of anything like it happening in the
history of their town, city, state or country. Surely it could have
been avoided. What had gone so wrong, for something so unbelievable
to have happened?

As the country woke up after the initial
discovery, state by state the media reached the latest listeners
and readers. Seaview. That was the name of the small town it had
happened in. People actively had to go online to research where
that was. It wasn't a town that had produced any talented
musicians, famous actors, or world renowned authors. It didn't seem
to be a place where some great business mogul had hailed from.
There didn't appear to be any reason why anyone would have heard of
Seaview. It was small and it was unnoticeable. When people drove
through it, it captured them for a moment. It was quaint and
pretty, they would say. Less than a mile out the other side of it,
drivers had already forgotten it.

 


The first person to find a body was Molly
Jenkins. When she woke, she moved to do the first thing she'd done
every morning for the past fifteen years. Rolling over toward the
centre of the large bed, she threw her arm across the chest of her
husband, John. It was a cool morning, and his body was always
reliably warm. Feeling his arms wrap around her in response to her
movement each morning was one of the simplest but also most
incredibly rewarding joys of their long marriage.

It took Molly only a
sliver of time to realize that the usual warmth that emanated from
John's body was missing. It just wasn't there. The discovery
momentarily surprised her. He
was there. He wasn't absent from their marital
bed. No, what was missing was his usual heat. As Molly's mind
sharpened, she realized it wasn't just his usual heat that wasn't
present. With care and a gnawing thought in her mind, she moved her
arm from over his chest, up toward his neck. As she did, a thought
entered her head that she didn't even want to consider as a
possible reality. When she touched his throat, she was stunned to
find it was cold. There was no movement. There was no sound of him
breathing. There was just nothing.

Inside her own chest, Molly could feel her
heart begin to pound heavily. It was already telling her what she
suspected. She fought to push her suspicion away and instead keep
exploring. Her head and her heart were wrong. John couldn't be
gone. He was only 35 years old. He ran almost every night. He ate
healthily. He followed all the rules for living a long and healthy
life. No, it just couldn't be true.

With terror etching deeper through her
entire body, she shifted her hand once more. Up and over his neck
it moved. Slowly and tentatively she let her fingers lightly glide
over his chin until they found the lips she'd always loved to kiss.
As she touched them, memories flooded over her. From the first
moment those lips had sought out and found hers, she'd felt
something she never had with previous boyfriends. John's kisses
affected her in a different way. She'd always known that as long as
they both lived, she would never tire of kissing those lips. They
were full, soft, and always warm.

Except today.

 


Finally she felt tears come to her eyes,
even as she fought to remain calm. There must be another
explanation, she told herself in the silence of her mind. As soon
as she turned on the bedside lamp, she would see that he was
alright. All she had to do was reach over and flick that switch.
Once she did that, she would have her truth.

With dread deepening inside of her, she lay
still for a moment longer. She wanted the truth if he was in fact
alright. If the truth lay in another direction, she wasn't sure she
was ready to face that in the harshness of lamplight.

Taking one more deep breath, she moved her
fingers up slightly. Under his nose there was no indication of any
exhalation from him. Even though it was yet another sign of what
she was beginning to believe, she ignored that and moved her
fingers around and over his cheek. Slowly her fingers further
explored, around the side of his eye and over his temple. Upward
they moved toward his hairline. She smiled briefly at the feeling
of his healthy hair. Often he'd made her giggle when talking about
how yet another of his friends was starting to show signs of
baldness. For as long as she could remember, it had been one of
John's fears - that he would lose his hair young. As yet there was
no indication that it was happening to him. His concern over it was
something they'd often teased each other about.

Teasing. That, along with a great sense of
humor, was something they'd always enjoyed sharing between them. It
was rare that anything was ever taken to heart in a hurtful way.
They were lucky in that. Both of them had always known it.

Molly's smile froze as she further fought
the gush of tears that threatened to break free. She just had to
hold herself together long enough to reassure herself that he was
fine. As her fingers moved further into his hair, that was the
first moment she felt an odd stickiness. It was liquid of some
kind. She could feel it on her fingertips. In that moment, panic
replaced the previous feeling of pending sadness.

Another slight movement of her fingers and
she screamed inwardly. Where his scalp and skull should have
continued … they didn't.

In shock, Molly moved with
speed to throw back her side of the covers and jump off the bed.
Although she made no outer sound, inside of her head she was
screaming. She had to turn on the light. She didn't want to, but
she knew she had to. She was having a nightmare. Someone was
playing a joke. There had to be an explanation. It had to be
any explanation other
than what she really thought was happening.

For a long while, she stood unmoving. Naked
and cold, her body felt like it had frozen still. In the darkness
of the room, she could see nothing, but she knew she was facing the
bed. Right in front of her was her beloved John. Only the two of
them lived in the small cottage. Having kids was something they'd
both wanted to put on hold. They'd only just had that conversation
- the one where they had agreed they were finally both ready to
move forward and prepare for parenthood. When they had made love
the night before, it had been the first time they'd done so without
any form of pregnancy prevention. For all she knew, she could now,
right at that moment, have new life growing inside of her.

Pregnancy. Yes, that could be it. She'd
heard about the strange ways it could play with a woman's mind.
That was a perfectly plausible reason for the strangeness of what
she was experiencing, she justified to herself. Their pregnancy
attempt had been successful, she was pregnant, and her hormones
were taking her through some weird nightmare.

Despite knowing she was just making up an
excuse for reality to turn out to be fiction, Molly took a deep
breath and reached toward the light switch. The journey of her
finger from her side to the switch was short in distance. It seemed
to take forever in duration.

Fearful of what she was about to see, she
closed her eyes as she moved the switch from the off position to
the on position. It was such a small action but in the moment, it
felt incredibly big. Through her eyelids, she saw the brightness of
the room change. For a long time, she stood still and listened.
Whenever the light went on, John always affectionately told her to
turn it off and give him some loving. She waited for his voice. He
needed to speak. Before she opened her eyes, he needed to call out
to her. He needed to reassure her he was awake and he needed
her.

Molly waited to hear the comforting
reassurance of his voice. As tears threatened, she clenched her
eyelids down. She didn't want to face the truth that she was
fighting so hard to not accept. Whatever lay before her, she wasn't
ready to see it.

It must have been another five minutes or so
before she finally knew she had to do something. She was naked and
she was growing increasingly colder, standing as she was.

With fear and dread in her heart, Molly
Jenkins finally opened her eyes. As she did, the sight before her
made the internal scream she'd experienced earlier and had been
holding back in silence, finally escape.


CHAPTER 2

 


Bryce Spring, the local sheriff in the small
town of Seaview, felt comfortable after that first emergency call
came in. There was no doubt it was a homicide. With his head half
shot off, the physical form of John Jenkins was now only a dark
shadow of what a good man he'd been. It wasn't a usual occurrence
in their sleepy town, but coming to the decision that it was a
murder seemed to be the easy bit. The hard bit would be finding
whoever did it, but Bryce had been a big city detective in a former
life. He could certainly handle a murder investigation, along with
the assistance of his deputy and other staff members.

He'd maintained his confidence until a
second emergency call had come in … and then a third … and then a
fourth. Before the fifth call had even been made, he was in denial
no more. Now there was something that had happened that needed far
more resources than he and his tiny team at the sheriff's office
could handle. Although proud of who he was and what he'd achieved
in his forty-nine years of life, he wasn't too proud to ask for
help when he needed it.

Seaview wasn't naturally in the jurisdiction
of the Bureau of Investigation but when Sheriff Bryce Spring
explained multiple separate and seemingly unrelated murders in one
night, someone took notice. They were sending an investigative crew
immediately. Almost as soon as he hung up from that phone call, he
was handed notes. Five new calls had come in. Each call had been
made by one person who had found one other person dead. All, so
far, had suffered from being shot. Not only that, but they'd been
shot in the head. Every single one of them had been subjected to a
one bullet kill.

Bryce attended each of the scenes before he
began to assign one of his crew to stand guard and secure each
crime scene. When he ran out of crew to place as guards, he had no
choice but to quickly locate a security firm in a neighboring town.
After being satisfied that one scene was secure, he moved onto the
next.

What he saw that morning would haunt him
forever. People from his community - people he'd known - had all
been shot in the same way, in the same part of their bodies. In
some, bullets had passed through their skull neatly, leaving only a
tidy hole. Others' skulls hadn't been left anywhere near as tidy.
The shootings had happened in a diverse range of places. Most had
been shot while asleep in their beds. A few seemed to have been
shot in public places. One was still sitting behind the wheel of a
car, her body left slumped over the steering wheel and a mass of
blood and brain matter splattered the inner side of the
windscreen.

The more he saw, the more Sheriff Spring
began to question his initial thoughts. Perhaps the horrors he was
seeing weren't due to homicide at all. Perhaps, instead, it had
been some freak episode of mass suicide. That consideration was
pushed aside briefly as the sheriff secured that scene so he could
make his way to the next one. No, suicide wasn't possible. If that
was the case, where were the guns that all the victims used?
Although that might have been a tidier answer, it was inconceivable
that the deaths could be anything other than murder.

At one point, Sheriff Bryce Spring thought
he wouldn't be able to take any more. What he'd thought was a weird
few-person shooting was escalating at an alarming rate. By midday,
more than four hundred calls had come in. All were reports from
someone having found a lifeless body - most often of a loved one
dear to their heart - and the trend continued. Each had been killed
by one gunshot to the head.

The sights just didn't seem to stop. In all
of his decades in law enforcement roles, he'd never seen anything
like it. Periodically he had to tell his deputy to take over. It
didn't help. Even when he removed himself from the scenes, all he
could see when he closed his eyes by then was body after body with
such horrific images. Granted, those with a tidy and neat bullet
hole were easier to look at than others, but even those were people
he knew. The scale of destruction alone had left him feeling
sick.

It was in that moment that he resolved it
was time to give up law enforcement as a career. If something so
horrific could happen in such a small and peaceful town like
Seaview, he wasn't sure if he could take any more years of seeing
such things. He'd see this investigation through, helping the
Bureau as much as he could, but after this one was solved, he was
going to retire. Many of the bodies he'd had to look at were people
he had known to one degree or another. It was definitely time to
stop seeing things like that.


CHAPTER 3

 


"Got your camping gear packed?" Special
Agent Tim Moore joked to his work partner, Special Agent Ashley
Power as they made their way out of the large Bureau of
Investigation building that housed their offices. They were hardly
ever in their offices but it was a central point they spent time in
at the start and end of the many cases they were assigned to
together. It was also where they were usually assigned cases from
their superiors. Today was no exception.

"Oh, here we go. What are you talking about,
Moore?" Ashley replied, grinning as they climbed into the dark
Bureau-issued SUV. She had enjoyed three days of solitude in her
home since they'd finished their last case. As always, by the
fourth day off work, Ashley was itching to be given an
investigation to go and work on. Her mind always needed rest after
case completion, but even she believed there was such a thing as
too much time off. After resting, her mind then needed to be active
again, diving into the world of analysis and deduction. That was
what she loved most about her job - the logical investigation that
entailed working something out. Yes, there was the feel-good aspect
of catching the bad guys and helping to put them away, but, for
Ashley, it was the working things out that really inspired her. She
loved problems that needed solving. She loved situations that
needed resolving. In that way, her career with the Bureau suited
her nature perfectly.

Tim and Ashley went out on jobs together a
lot. They'd gotten well used to each other's humorous quips and
teasing over their time as partners. Some might have looked at them
on occasion and thought they were flirting with each other, but it
wasn't like that between them. They got on well, just like long
time friends. When Tim looked at Ashley, he knew she was a
beautiful woman. That was forgotten day to day when he saw her on
the job. She was a professional and she knew her stuff. Together
they'd worked on some high profile serial killer investigations. No
matter how they were when away from crime scenes, how they acted
when on the job was serious. There were psychos out there in the
world. Tim and Ashley both felt passionately about taking those
freaks down and ensuring they'd never have another opportunity to
hurt anyone else.

"I heard this 'lil town that we're going to
has werewolves and vampires who have a particular thing for
beautiful women in law enforcement," Tim said, almost giggling.

Ashley secured her seatbelt and started the
engine as she looked at him and rolled her eyes. She couldn't help
but smile at his immature and somewhat sick sense of humor that
showed itself on occasion. Then she got serious. Rather than
respond to his remark, she resolved to shift his focus back to
business.

"Come on," she said, reversing out of the
parking space. "Give me all you got about what we're heading into
this time."

The tone of her spoken words settled Tim. He
knew when it was time to stop trying to be funny. Pulling from his
pocket a wad of paper and opening it out, he attempted to flatten
it to make it easier to read.

Ashley said nothing about the state of the
paper in Tim's hands. He was hopeless with paper, treating it as if
it were something archaic from the dark ages. Sometimes when she
watched him, she wondered if he'd ever actually gone to school, he
seemed so weird around the stuff. Initially she'd given him more
than a few stern words about it, then she'd gone through a phase of
teasing him about it. Finally she'd learned there was just no point
in trying to make him treat notes with more respect. Now she just
remained quiet on that particular subject.

"Okay!" he started. "Seaview. Small town.
Woman gets up this morning and finds her husband dead in their bed.
His head wasn't all there."

"Shot?" Ashley asked.

"Yes," Tim replied. "The sheriff reported he
believed it was, without any doubt, from a gunshot. He also
believed it wasn't self-inflicted."

"Okay," Ashley said, nodding. "I take it
we're not going to this town just because of one shot to the head
though, are we?"

"Someone didn't read the brief," Tim teased
her in a singsong voice. The look he received in return silenced
him in teasing her further. "No, it was only the first of hundreds
of the same kind of calls that came in before lunchtime."

Ashley was stupefied, assuming she couldn't
have heard him correctly.

"What?" she asked in disbelief.

"I mean just what I said. By lunchtime, they
had received around four hundred calls, all from one person or
another reporting they'd found someone shot in the head…" Tim said.
His words were cut short as the vehicle halted sharply, the brakes
having been heavily applied unexpectedly. As he fought to get over
the shock of what had just happened, he saw his partner turn to
look at him.

"You're telling me
that four hundred people were shot in the head in one place this morning?"
Ashley asked, sure she must have interpreted his words
incorrectly.

"Apparently," Tim replied,
nodding. "Well, it's not known yet when they were shot, and it's not
exactly in 'one place' - just the same town. From this, it sounds
like the sheriff wasn't too precise in details, which isn't at all
surprising. He's doing what he can to run around and make sure each
scene is secure and untouched until we get there but he must be
manic, to say the least."

Ashley sat still for a long while, absorbing
what she'd been told. Hearing the news had left her mind rushing.
It was hard enough solving one homicide, or even one that had
several victims. The thought of four hundred victims was
overwhelming, even for her.

"I guess we're going to need far more
resources than just you and me then, huh," she said as she looked
at Tim. "Holy cow!"

Straight away she pulled out her phone and
called her supervisor, Sarah, at the Bureau office. Ashley was
relieved to find that she and Tim weren't the only ones going to
the tiny town. Fifty agents in total were on their way, along with
an extensive array of forensic professionals. That number would
have seemed excessive on any other case they'd worked on. Knowing
that there were more than four hundred victims, Ashley wondered if
even fifty or so could possibly be enough.

"Definitely not our average day, huh?" Tim
muttered as the car started once more. The look on his partner's
face told him she was equally in disbelief about what had been
reported to have happened, and excited to be assigned to the
case.

"Buckle up, Timmy Boy," Ashley said as she
pulled out onto the road again. "Sounds like this is going to be
one hell of a ride."


CHAPTER 4

 


Sheriff Bryce Spring felt like he was at the
end of his tether. He'd never before been so rattled in his long
career. Earlier on in his life, he'd attended quite a few scenes
where there were multiple fatalities. This was different. Something
about driving from scene to scene and seeing body after body made
the situation increasingly more than he felt he could handle. It
only added to the pain, knowing that so many of those killed were
people he actually knew. That made it all that little bit harder
for him to distance himself in the way that he knew he should in
his role as the town sheriff.

It was 4pm when he sat in
his office, looking out the window, and saw the first SUV drive in.
Letting himself experience one funny thought for the day, he shook
his head. Why did the Bureau of Investigation always seem to use
black SUV cars as a way of being unidentifiable? It only made
them very identifiable! He let a small sound of amusement escape his
lips before he felt his eyes water. Until that moment, he hadn't
realized quite how much the horror of the day was affecting him.
Seeing two agents get out of that SUV and begin to walk toward his
building, he felt relief. He was no longer going to have to handle
the horrors alone.

Quickly he got himself together and walked
out to greet them in the station foyer.

"Welcome, and thank you for coming so
quickly. I'm Bryce Spring, the sheriff," he said as he held out his
hand to both of them upon their entry to the building.

"Hello, Sheriff, I am Special Agent Power
and this is my partner, Special Agent Moore. We understand you have
a rather strange situation here today," she said, wondering how she
could possibly even address what had happened in the small
town.

Bryce chuckled sarcastically even though it
wasn't anything to laugh about.

"You cannot believe.
Even I'm finding
it hard to believe! But please come into my office," he said as he
turned and led them through the station.

"We were told there have been around four
hundred people killed," Tim said as he sat down.

"There were around four hundred," the
sheriff replied, looking as defeated as he felt.

"Were?" Ashley asked. "Has the number gone
down? Have some of those turned out to be survivors?"

Bryce shook his head as he looked at
her.

"Unfortunately, no," he replied grimly.
"When I called the Bureau at lunchtime, it was just over four
hundred. At last count, we are now looking at," he said as he
pointed to a whiteboard on the wall. On it was one large number,
written in red marker. "Six hundred and seventy five."

The room was silent as all three looked at
that number. It was incredibly difficult to comprehend. Finally
Ashley spoke.

"I don't understand. Are you saying that all
of these people have been found today?" she asked and saw the
sheriff nod. "And … they've all be shot?"

Once again the sheriff nodded.

"They have," he replied. "Every one of them
has been shot once, in the head. From the destruction, I don't
think they've all been shot by the same weapon. Some heads are …
well, let's just say that some victims look different from
others."

Ashley and Tim didn't question what he was
really saying. They both suspected they knew what he meant.
Different kinds of bullets and different kinds of guns resulted in
far different ways that the human head suffered when it was
shot.

"Were they all in one place? Was it some
kind of gathering?" Tim asked, intrigued.

"Nope," the sheriff said, his voice
continuing to clearly demonstrate the depth of his despair. "Some
of them are in vehicles. A few are in the local park. Most are in
their beds."

"Did any reports come in last night through
the emergency line?" Tim asked and saw the sheriff shake his head
in response. "No calls to say someone had heard gunshot, or had
seen anyone new or strange in the neighborhood?"

"Nothing," the sheriff replied.

"Do you think they were
all shot in the night?" Ashley asked. "Last night?"

Bryce nodded again.

"So far almost everyone who is deceased, has
been reported as having been seen somewhere or other, yesterday or
last night," he said. "Whatever happened, it looks like it all went
down between a normal bed time last night, and normal wake time
this morning."

The door opening broke into each of their
thoughts.

"Sorry, Sheriff. I just need to update
this," the department office manager said as she pointed to the
board. Everyone watched as the number was changed to 689.

"Another fourteen have been found since last
update?" Bryce asked her.

"Yeah, I just got more calls," she said as
she handed him yet another folder. "Eight are in homes in Lewis
Lane, and another six have been found in other public places. I've
got the full details here."

"Jesus," the sheriff
muttered to himself as he opened the file. Again, more names that
he recognized appeared on the lists before his eyes. In disbelief,
he refocused on the two agents sitting across from him. "I've never
seen anything like this before. Is the whole frigging
town going to be
killed?"

Ashley and Tim looked on, continuing to
observe the extent of dismay on the face of the man in front of
them.

"Not if we can help it," Ashley said
quietly. "Have you attended all scenes found prior to now,
Sheriff?" she asked and saw him nod. His mental and physical
exhaustion was obvious. "We can attend these fourteen then," she
said as she held out her hand.

Bryce didn't hesitate in passing the file to
her.

"I…" he started to say.

"You're overwhelmed, as any of us would be.
Take a breather. We'll check out these ones. Here's my number. Call
me if more get reported," Ashley said as she stood. "Don't worry,
Sheriff. Many of our best forensic scene examiners are on the way.
We'll get to the bottom of this. We are going to catch whoever did
this."

Bryce looked up at her.

"You can't think this is
one person?!" he exclaimed. "Killing so many in one night? It would
have to be a whole frigging tribe
of people to kill like this, and if it is, where
the hell are they right now?"

Both agents heard the frustration in the
sheriff's voice. They could relate. They'd seen the best forensic
and law enforcement professionals lose it before, especially over
serial killers who seemed to have a knack for killing right in
front of the world and then getting away with it.

"Are you married, Sheriff?" Ashley asked and
saw him nod. "May I suggest you call your wife, tell her you love
her, and then tell her to come here to be with you? You need her
and, right now, this might be the safest and most secure place for
her to be."

Bryce realized then that since the first
phone call had come in earlier that morning, he hadn't even thought
about Tracy. He felt panicked as he pulled his phone out of his
pocket. After dialing her number and waiting, his panic increased.
He was just about to hang up and run out of the building when she
answered.

"Tracy!" he said, relieved. "You're
okay…"

"Yes, I'm alright, but I've heard some news,
Bryce…"

"Get in your car and come here now."

"I'm fine…"

"For God's sake, Tracy. I
have never ever tried to tell you what to do but please come here," he said,
almost begging.

"Alright," she replied quietly. "Alright,
Bryce. I'm leaving now. I'll be there soon."

"And please … be careful," he said, feeling
tears come to his eyes. "I love you. I don't know what I'd…"

"I'm leaving now. See you shortly," he heard
her reply before she hung up. She was always curt in her responses
to him. That had been going on for years, even though they did have
what he considered a healthy marriage. He didn't usually mind that
after he told her he loved her, she hardly ever said the same to
him in response. With all that he'd seen that morning, today was a
rare occasion when he did wish she'd said those three simple words.
They took so little effort to say, but meant so much to hear.

After the call disconnected, he let the
tears flow heavily. Nothing had ever affected him like that
particular day was. Who would kill so many people? And why? What
could the people responsible possibly gain from delivering so much
destruction on the lives of others?

As the questions settled in his mind,
finally his emotions dulled once more. They were valid questions.
Who? Why? Resolved that it had to be done, he began opening the
numerous files that had been piling up on his desk, and started
looking through them. He knew he had to distance himself from
knowing so many of the people who'd been killed. They were familiar
faces and names, but they were also victims.

What stood out to him was
that not everyone was being killed. Why not? John Jenkins had been killed in
his bed. His wife, Molly, who slept right beside him, hadn't. That
pattern seemed to have been repeated over and over. Why?

He was glad the agents from the Bureau had
arrived, especially if they had arrived in the numbers the agents
had indicated they expected. They would be the best at dealing with
the high number of crime scenes, but Bryce was the one who knew the
people of the town - those who were dead and those who'd been left
alive.


CHAPTER 5



"What's the first address?" Ashley asked Tim
in the SUV after they'd walked out of the station. She was slightly
rattled from having seen how affected the local sheriff had been.
She had already perceived upon meeting him that he'd been in law
enforcement probably his entire life. The way he carried himself
and the way he spoke said that he knew his stuff. It also suggested
he had many years of investigative experience behind him. His
accent told her he was from the big city, and not born and bred
into Seaview. Knowing all that made it doubly concerning that he
had been affected like he obviously was.

"Lewis Lane … number 41," Tim responded to
the question she'd just asked.

The address was entered into the GPS that
sat on the dashboard. The town was so small that Ashley had no
doubt it would only be a day or two before she and Tim would
develop such a familiarity with the town that GPS wouldn't later be
needed. With the feeling of urgency they both felt, it was a
necessary tool for the immediate moment. Not that time would make
any difference to the victims, of course. No, the urgency Ashley
and Tim felt driven by was the time it might take to find a clue
that would enable them to get on with finding the killers.

As they drove away from the sheriff's
department, their minds were busy.

"How would someone even kill such a huge
number of people?" Tim mumbled, mostly to himself. "I mean, think
about those numbers. Six hundred and eighty nine people shot and
killed, in just one night. They aren't all in one place…"

"It is a small town…" Ashley justified,
also trying to make some sense out of what had happened, and
how it could have
happened.

"Yeah, but the killer still had to get from
house to house, and so far we haven't heard of any reports of
anyone hearing gunshots. Why is that? How can 689 bullets be fired
in such a tight community, and nobody hear and report even one of
them?"

"Silencer?" Ashley asked.

"Maybe," Tim conceded, nodding. "But then
there's the issue of ammo."

"We don't know what kind of guns were used
yet. All we know is what the sheriff said - that different weapons
and bullets must have been used due to the differences in wounds
inflicted in the victims."

"True," Tim responded, nodding. "But no
matter what kind of weapons were used, almost 700 rounds is a lot
to carry around and to take time to load." He paused for a moment,
his mind rushing through possibilities. "No one person could do
this. It must be numerous people. Perhaps a group of criminals …
except, in a small town like this, surely if a group of
rough-looking guys appeared, looking like they were likely to hurt
people, that would be reported. But again, no report. Whoever did
this has acted with a surprisingly high degree of stealth."

"I agree," Ashley replied, nodding. "Whoever
it is, at the very least they must have a military background -
maybe even special forces. They'd have to have tactical knowledge
and incredible skills in strategy. And why do it this way? I mean,
they could have just planted bombs around the town if they wanted
to kill everyone…"

"But they haven't killed everyone, have
they," Tim replied, his voice and facial expression grim.

Ashley turned toward him and their eyes met.
Both could see concern in the other's eyes. Both knew that whoever
it was that had delivered such destruction, might not be finished
yet.


CHAPTER 6

 


As they pulled up to the home at 41 Lewis
Lane, both agents took a moment to extend their view from the home
in front of them, to further down the street. They were used to
seeing the establishment of the crime scene tape that was secured
around the scene directly in front of them. They weren't used to
seeing it duplicated several times along the same road. It was a
surreal thing to see. They weren't in the area of just one crime
scene. They were in an area of a number of different and individual
crime scenes. That was something that neither had ever experienced
in their combined careers in law enforcement.

After Tim and Ashley got out of the car,
they moved quickly to where they saw a law enforcement officer
standing. Both agents held up their badges and introduced
themselves.

"Thank you. The sheriff called to say you
were on your way," the officer said, his face dismal.

"Can you show us in and tell us anything
you've already found out?" Ashley asked.

"Yes, Ma'am," the officer said as he lifted
the tape to allow the agents to move underneath. "Inside is one
deceased - Mrs Joan Clancy. She was found by her son, David, when
he came home for an arranged visit today."

"Is he still here?" Tim asked as they
entered the home.

"Yes, but he's in a bad way," the officer
said. "It's not surprising after seeing his mother like that but,
so far, it has made it hard to try and get anything out of him.
Hopefully you guys will have more luck."

When they reached a small living area, the
agents saw a young man in his mid-twenties, sitting still as if in
shock.

Ashley moved to sit beside him.

"Hello, David," she said quietly. "I'm
Special Agent Power. May I ask you some questions?"

The young man turned to her slowly and
nodded.

"My mother … she's … she's … her…" he
started to say as his hand moved up to point at the top of his
head. "Who would do this? Why would anyone want to hurt my
mom?"

"That is what we're here to find out,
David," Ashley said. "Can you tell me about your movements
today?"

"Yeah," he replied as he nodded. "I woke up
at normal time, around eight. After breakfast, I went to the gym
and then, after I showered, I drove here. Mom cooks lunch every
Sunday. Well, she calls it lunch but it's more like a real late
lunch or early dinner. She always expects me around two. I always
come over and have it with her. She gets lonely…" he said before
beginning to break down. "I should have spent more time with her. I
didn't spend enough time with her!"

When Ashley saw him look up at her with
intense grief in his eyes, the sight tested even her in not giving
in to emotion.

"When did you last see your mother alive?"
Tim asked gently, sensing from experience that his partner was
already finding something about the interview very difficult.

"Last Sunday," David said. "We didn't talk
on the phone much. We just always spend Sunday afternoons together.
We've been doing it for years - ever since I left home. Every time
I come home, she's here, waiting and happy. Nothing has ever been
wrong before, but now…" he said before breaking down again.

"So you haven't spoken to her at all since
last weekend?" Ashley asked, having gotten her emotions in
check.

"No," David replied. "I should have. I
should have called her during the week."

"When you last saw her, did she say she was
having any problems with anyone? Anyone at all?" Tim asked.

"No!" David exclaimed. "My mom was nice. She
went to church and she volunteered for charities. People liked
her."

"And your father?"

David visibly showed distaste on his
face.

"He's never been around," he said. "He got
her pregnant and then didn't want to know. It was always just me
and Mom. I'd hoped when I moved out that she'd find someone to love
- a new guy - but she never did. Well, not that I know of anyway,
but … is that it? Do you know something? Was she seeing someone?
Did he do this to her?"

Ashley watched as the young man before her
appeared to get worked up by his hypothetical questions.

"We don't know why this has happened," she
replied, trying to calm him once again. "But we will be looking
into all possibilities."

Outside they could hear another vehicle pull
up. Tim rose and looked out the window.

"Crime scene investigators are here," he
said quietly, directing his words toward Ashley. In reply, he saw
her nod at him.

"Do you own a gun, David?"

"No. Mom never wanted one in our house and I
don't want one either."

"So you don't think she had one here?"

David shook his head.

"No, she was pretty anti-guns, and verbal
about it too," he said. "She wasn't afraid to share her views on
people owning them, or about the laws that she reckoned make it too
easy for anybody to have one." He paused for a moment. "If she had
a gun, I'd be pretty surprised."

"Thank you," Ashley said quietly as a
familiar member of the forensic team approached. By use of hand
signals, Ashley could see that she was being asked if they needed
to check David's hands for traces of gun residue. "David, this is
Damien. With your permission, I'd like him to do a short
examination of you, including your hands."

There was no argument to what they wanted to
do. Ashley left the room with Tim, leaving David to be subjected to
anything that might help find his mother's killer.

 


After leaving the living room, the agents
walked further into the home and entered the bedroom of Joan Clancy
with the forensic scene investigators. It certainly wasn't the
first time any of them had seen a human body with the head in such
a condition. That still didn't make it any easier. The victim was
definitely one that hadn't experienced a tidy bullet hole. Ashley
found herself deeply affected by the thought that the victim's son
had found her in such a state, looking like she was.

Tim moved forward, careful to not disturb
anything.

"She looks like she was in bed sleeping," he
said. "There's no sign of her making any effort to get out of bed.
Maybe she was shot in her sleep?"

"Maybe," Ashley agreed, nodding.

"We're not going with any suicide
suggestion, are we?" a scene investigator asked tentatively.
"Because even looking at that from here, I am pretty sure that
isn't likely."
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