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80s Death Mixtape


A Horror Anthology







Big hair. Neon lights. Mixtapes that could make or break your soul.

80s Death Mixtape is a horror anthology inspired by songs, styles, and sinister undertones from the decade that rocked the world. So dust off the Walkman, insert 80s Death Mixtape, press the play button and crank it to eleven!





Introduction

       Fear is real. You can’t taste it, touch it, see it, or hear it. But you can feel it, and feeling is what makes us human. A small fear-seedling can sprout into paranoia, anxieties, and phobias that permeate every aspect of our lives. There’s no running or hiding from fear. It stays with you until you come face to face with your apprehensions and put an end to them–no matter how enormously harrowing the fears have become. Fear can teach you about yourself. Are you strong enough to take on these horrors head-on? Or are they going to send you cowering with your tail between your legs? Of course, reading about horrors that are birthed from fears stimulates our minds by inquiring thoughts about our own person. What we believe about ourselves and our character to be true, and what is true, are poetically intertwined in the best written horror. Would I go back into the creature’s lair to try and save my wife? Would I stab someone in the leg if it meant being closer to obtaining the money needed for a life-or-death operation? Could I survive on a raft in the in the middle of the ocean with shark fins circling? You may be intimately familiar with your fears, but you can’t know how you’d react until put in a certain situation. We’d all like to believe ourselves capable of emerging victorious when presented with circumstances of our ultimate fears. The horror stories that stay with you, tucked away in your mind years after reading, pique the curiosity of your own character. They make you think about how you’d react–in situations hopefully you never find yourself in–when coming face to face with the horrors that your fears have sprouted.

      Terror Monthly is written and designed to play out your fear-driven horror fantasies. Stories written by The Butchered Writers arise from questions presented from our own fears and horrors. Hopefully our horrors can become some of your very own.
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Playlist

By Megan Russ








Mike kicks a stray piece of gravel while he marches his way home from work after a long shift at Henry’s Hamburgers. His feet are sore and his lower back twinges every few steps. He narrows his eyes at a collection of cars in front of a house along Fairview Street.



The young man despises crowds. After a long day of pleasing the public, he’s exhausted. The last thing he wants is to have small talk with people barbecuing or soccer moms at a party. Mike moves to the curb, looking before crossing the street ahead of the first of the line of parked cars. He pauses, allowing his eyes to land on a collection of items organized in a front yard and atop strewn blankets in the driveway.



Mike’s eyebrow raises. He enjoys a good deal as much as the next guy, and there is no better place than at a yard sale. Shrugging off exhaustion, he adjusts his ball cap low on his head and heads for the crowded yard.



Furniture, tools, equipment, and clothing cover every portion of the small yard of a two-bedroom ranch. A new For Sale sign is struck into the freshly manicured grass alongside an Open House Today sign. A handful of people peruse the items while more voices echo from the open front door.



Mike’s eyes graze over the furniture without a second thought. He would need a way to get it home. His gaze greedily lands on radio equipment, everything from transceivers to slide plates. He sighs as the same problem of transportation stops him from purchasing the tools that could start his path to becoming a radio jockey. Something he’s always wanted.


His attention lands on a pristine Sony-CF 1980 sitting on the end of a low coffee table. Mike smiles and heads for the gleaming silver cassette player and recorder. His hand reaches out towards the handle on top that shines in the evening sunlight like fire. A zap of static sparks between him and the aluminum. He pulls back briefly before grabbing the handle and lifting the portable radio from its perch.


Mike then spots a box of cassette tapes hiding behind the CF-80. A piece of paper stuck between some of the cassettes reads: 5 for $1. Mike’s eyes light up at the possibilities. It’s just a matter of unlocking the commercial cassettes and flipping a switch, then he could record over them. Examining them, most are mixtapes made by the original owner. A smile reaches across his face.



“Rad!” he exclaims and scoops up the entire box under his free arm.


Mike carries the player and box of tapes up toward the garage. A middle-aged woman with a perm and a Camel hanging from her lips stands behind a cashbox. She speaks animatedly with an elderly gentleman as he pays for an ottoman. Mike gets in line behind a man with a spreading bald-spot and beer gut. An elderly woman, carrying a box of knickknacks, glares at him when he cuts her off. The glass trinkets in her arms clink together loudly.


“Don’t go trippin’, scrub.” He pulls a face at the older woman. She gasps and steps away.



“These grunge thugs are getting out of control,” she grumbles at her husband. He looks up from the collection of records he’s sifting through.



“Leave the man alone, dear.”


Mike gives her a smug look once she glares at him again. He sticks out his tongue and turns around as the line moves.


“No, none of this is mine. It was my cousin’s place. Be sure to check out the inside, too. The clean-up crew did a great job,” says the woman behind the cashbox, her perm bouncing on her head like a collection of pale slinkies.



“Is he here, so I can ask about the tools?” The balding man asks with a condescending tone. The woman sighs.



“No. He was murdered in his recording room last week.” She sighs. “I am sure my husband can answer your question about the mower.” She holds up a pointer. “Bob!” she screeches. “Sorry, give him a moment.”


She leans around the rotund man to speak to Mike and the elderly woman with the trinkets.


“I just want to grab these,” Mike says, holding up the CF-80 and box of cassettes.



“You want all those things?” She points at the cardboard box.



“Yeah,” he scoffs.



“Fifteen bucks, it’s all yours.”



“What about my mower?” The balding man interjects with a scowl.



“Bob! This guy wants to know about the mower!” She shouts loudly over her shoulder.



Mike steps forward as the man glares. “Here’s twenty. I’m going to grab that box of flannels, too.” Mike points to a box of shirts piled on top of a dresser.



“Deal.” she says. The woman turns. “Bob!”


An equally fat and balding man steps into the garage with a beer in his hands and snaps at the woman.


Mike turns and grabs his treasures before marching away and down the road towards his apartment complex. He has a little bounce in his step. He’s looking forward to scanning though the collection of tapes and hearing what secret songs the previous owner might have recorded. While he walks, he reads some of the labels of the tapes. There are some songs from the last decade he loves.



He spots Eye of the Tiger written on a label sitting near the top corner, wedged between two unlabeled cassettes. Most of the tapes are in clear Radio Shack cases, while a few are labeled by hand. Only two in the entire box are commercial recordings.



“What a bomb.” Mike pumps the CF-80 into the air in triumph.


He climbs the stairs to his apartment two at a time, slips inside before the neighbors can bother him, and drops his keys on the table. He sets his prize on the coffee table and sits down to examine the decade-old piece of equipment.

It looks as if it has just been pulled from the packaging. Not a speck of dust stuffs the sliders. The glass on the cassette housing is clear and clean, and even the mesh over the speakers is absent of foreign debris. His fingers slide over the dials and buttons along the top, searching for the antenna. He extends it full length, not a kink in the fragile aluminum.

Mike grins with glee as he turns it around, connecting the cord into the side for the first time. He makes a mental note to pick up a couple of packs of D-cell batteries. Reaching around behind the couch for the outlet, he blindly feels along the wall with the radio plug in his hand. His tongue between his teeth, he fumbles the plug into the outlet, missing the sparks that score the wall behind his beige-plaid couch.


A small light appears on top, he has power. With the flick of a button, the radio crackles to life. Magic by Olivia Newton-John breaks through the silence of his apartment. Displeased, he twists the knob to change the station. The red slider along the top window shifts and static fills the air until he finds another station. Then another, until he gives up. The stations are playing nothing but shit.



He presses the cassette player, opening it for a test run. Mike sifts through the tapes. He sets aside the unlabeled ones and pulls out three with handwritten labels. He debates with himself before grabbing one of the commercial tapes. The title of the song is Empty Spaces by Pink Floyd.



“Hell yeah! One of the last good songs of the seventies.” Mike slams the cassette into the player and slaps it closed. He slides the CF-80 across the table so he can see the buttons on the top more clearly, then holds the Rewind button until he hears a click. He hits Play.



Static escapes the large and small speakers for a moment before music starts to play. Mike’s face twists into a grimace as classical music starts to blare through his apartment.



“Aaah, what is this shit?” He hits STOP and ejects the tape, reading to confirm the shiny label across the plastic is correct. “The dweeb must have recorded over one of the best songs ever made.” He groans and tosses the cassette over his shoulder.


The recorded tape sails through the air before connecting with the chipped linoleum. The casing pops on impact and the black recording film scatters all over the kitchen like two mice escaping a cat. The rolls of film weave this way and that before they fall still on separate ends of the linoleum.


“Just my luck.” Mike huffs as he returns to the box of tapes and his new toy.


He starts to place random cassettes in the player. The previous owner must have been a recording artist as some of the songs seem to be covers of popular hits.


As Mike bobs to the tune of Fight for your Right originally by the Beastie Boys, he has to admit the guy had some pipes. “At least this dude knew what he was doing behind a mic.”



Mike moves around the apartment, making a meal. He avoids stepping on the scattered cassette tape as he makes himself dinner. The cassette ends, and he hears a click and a pop. He stares at the CF-80, there’s movement in the small speaker on the top right. He moves to pick up the player, but the cassette continues to play on the B-side.



“Hell yeah, I forgot this one did that.” He spins back around and continues cooking. Once again, Magic by Olivia Newton-John breaks through the speakers. Mike turns to look at the player over his shoulder.


It is a woman singing the song, but not Olivia. Mike tries to stop the tape, but a loud screech reverberates from the speaker. He throws his hands over his ears. The wail continues until he slams his finger into the Stop button. His knuckle bends the wrong way from the force of his blow as the screeching sound whines to a stop.


“We’ll be throwing out that one too.” He pops open the cassette player. “Ah, come on man!” Mike grumbles as he pulls the tape out and the film from the cassette pulls away and sticks to the mechanism of the player. “Cheapo self-record tapes.”


Mike spends the next ten minutes working the shiny film through the rollers and out of the clamp. He does his best not to damage his precious new stereo.


“Perhaps listening to the radio would be best.” He switches to the radio setting and plays his favorite station, KROQ’s the Roq.


News about traffic and upcoming weather plays. He sits at the table and closes his eyes while he waits for a song to come on. His nostrils flare from the smell of smoke. Mike glances around his apartment. Over the stove, smoke billows from a forgotten pot of mac and cheese.


“And here is one of Billy Joel’s latest hits, We Didn’t Start the Fire. Enjoy,” the radio head’s voice blares through the speakers, far louder than the volume is set.


The stereo booms as the smoke detector joins in. Mike desperately scrambles beneath the sink for the fire extinguisher the apartment manager told him about three years ago. His hands close around the cool steel and he spins around towards the growing flames on the stove.

Thirty seconds later, gray smoke and fumes are the only things drifting up from the stove. The song fades along with the flames, but the smoke detector continues to blare. Pounding on the door distracts Mike. He yanks it open and plumes of smoke escape through the opening.


His neighbor waves the smoke away from her aged face, glaring at Mike. “First that blasted music, and now you’re trying to kill us all. Do I need to report you again?” Mrs. Noris asks as she puts her weathered hands on the hips of her cat print muumuu.



Mike’s eye twitches as he looks down at her. The radio behind him belts out the next song on the playlist. Every Breath You Take by the Police echoes through the escaping smoke.


Mrs. Noris coughs and shakes her head at the young man in the doorway.


“I was making dinner and it got away from me. Nothing to bother with. Now go back to your cats. I’ll be sure not to kill you all in your sleep,” Mike growls as the music plays behind him.



“At least turn down that blasted noise,” she retorts, then stomps across the hallway to her slightly ajar door. Mike can see at least three cats peeking through the crack and a fourth pawing outside it in an attempt to quietly pull it open.



“I hope she dies in her sleep and her cats eat her,” Mike grumbles as he locks his door. He glowers at the radio and steps over to turn it down before cleaning up the kitchen.


Before bed, he goes through the last of the tapes. He makes a pile he plans to use for his own copies of songs, and a smaller pile with songs the previous owner had done a good job with.


“I’ll have one hell of a collection once I record over all this shit.” He pats the stack and heads to bed.


The next morning, the gleam of aluminum catches his attention. He rubs his crusty eyes and looks over at the CF-80 resting in the morning sunlight. He narrows his eyes at the radio then rests his sight on the table outside his bedroom door. The box of tapes sits unmoved on the wooden surface. Mike shrugs it off and grabs the radio. The cord catches as he starts to take it with him to the bathroom. With a grunt, he looks down at the plug inserted into the wall.


“When did I bring this in here?” He shakes his head. He unplugs the radio and takes it into the bathroom, plugging it in next to the sink.



The speakers blare to life. Don’t Stop Believin’ by Journey rumbles through the room. Mike checks the knobs; he must have hit one of the switches. The song is good enough, so he starts his daily routine of shaving and showering.


While shaving, his eyes catch movement near the stereo in the mirror. He hisses in pain as the razor clips into his jaw, then wipes away the drop of blood. Grabbing the stereo off the counter, he searches around its resting place and brings the stereo up to his eye level, checking the speakers. He swore he saw movement on the small speaker.


“I swear to God, if that bitch has attracted roaches with all those cats, I’ll be the one reporting her!” Mike grumbles as he returns to shaving. He groans at the line of blood trickling down his neck, failing to notice the drop of blood smeared on the stereo. It slowly absorbs into the aluminum casing.



Mike climbs into the shower while Desire by U2 belts through the bathroom. He bobs and sways to the song while under the faucet. By the time he steps out, the radio head is talking about a terrible pileup on the highway.



“And that is why I don’t drive behind log haulers.” Mike shakes his head at the news while he dries and dresses.



Mike gasps when the radio head announces the next song from Kenny Loggins. He scrambles for one of the cassettes he prepped the night before. When he rushes into his room, the stereo is plugged in on the dresser beneath the window. He hesitates momentarily. The intro to Danger Zone plays.



“Shit, shit.” Mike fumbles to open the player and fit the tape inside. He closes it and hits the Record button right before the intro stops.



“Got it!” His voice is triumphant.



With his first song successfully recorded, Mike sets the prized, freshly used cassette aside and writes a label for the song. He grabs the cassette labeled Eye of the Tiger, places it in, and hits the Play button. While David Bickler’s voice blares, he finishes getting ready.



Without shutting the song off, he grabs his ball cap and work vest and rushes out to Henry’s Hamburgers, nearly forgetting to lock up. A gleaming red light emits from the small speaker as the door shuts. The music of the song twists into a whining pitch before it cuts off completely.



After a long shift, Mike drags himself toward his apartment. The excitement of the day before has been sucked out of him by the customers at Henry’s. His eyes land on a patrol car parked just below his stairs. He hears the hysterical blabbering of his neighbor and rolls his eyes.



“No, Tiger is such a good boy. He’s never tried to get out. I am telling you someone stole him.” Snot and tears drip down Mrs. Noris’s chin onto her muumuu as Mike tops the stairs. “There he is, officer.” She points at Mike. The uniformed man turns to look at him. “I am sure that he took Tiger.”



“Excuse me, bitch?” Mike snaps as he pulls his keys from his pocket.



“Sir, no need for foul language in front of a lady.” The officer holds up a meaty hand and steps towards him.



Mike notes that the officer needs to lay off the donuts as the man’s gut leads the way towards him. “Then she shouldn’t accuse me of such bullshit,” Mike barks, glaring around the cop at the sobbing old lady.



The cop sighs and looks at his tiny notepad that could pass as scrap paper in the man’s sausage fingers. “Where were you this afternoon around one p.m.?” the officer asks.



“At work.” Mike gestures at his uniform.



“Can others confirm this?”



Mike glares at the officer. The man raises an eyebrow. “Yeah, my boss, three coworkers, and about three hundred customers.” Mike turns his eyes to the bitch across the hall.



“There you are, ma’am. Your neighbor could not have done this. You confirmed seeing the cat this morning.” The officer turns to the woman. “You are free to go, young man. Stay out of trouble.” He gives Mike and admonishing glance over his shoulder.


Mike nods and turns to his apartment. He opens the door and removes his hat, hangs it on a hook beside the door, and tosses his keys on the side table as he always does. He turns and gasps, falling back against the door in shock.

Blood trails across the linoleum. Bits of orange fur stick out from the gore leading into his living room. His hands shake as he steps around the trail and skirts the side of the small hallway into the main area of the apartment. Blood coats his couch with more scraps of fur scattered all around. He puts a hand over his mouth to keep his lunch from coming up right there on the floor.

Mike sprints to the bathroom and releases the contents of his gut into the toilet. When he is confident that there is nothing left but dry heaves, he pulls himself up to the counter and washes out his mouth. On wobbly legs, he steps out from his bathroom. His bedroom is the way he left it. The blood is contained in the living room and hall.

For all the blood and fur, there is no body. Mike steps over the mess, looking for any sign of what could have happened. He wonders if he left a window open and perhaps a hawk came in to feast while he was out. But his windows are closed and locked. The door was also locked when he came home. In defeat, he slides to the floor in his kitchen and stares at the mess before him.

The gleam of aluminum catches his eyes. Just below the living room window is the CF-80. Blood smears the table around the stereo, but not a single drop decorates the shining metal.


“Some music while I clean may be a good idea.” He pushes himself up and heads for the stereo.


Mike reaches out to flip the radio switch to FM when he freezes. Resting on top of the radio, staring blankly up at him, is a gold orb with a slit pupil. The nerve that would connect the eye to the brain has been severed all the way up to where it attaches on the back. The cat's eye stares at him as he backs away from the radio toward the door.


Static explodes from the speakers and Mike screams. Never Gonna Give You Up by Rick Astley starts to blare at full volume. Mike spins to run as the small speaker on the top right blinks and becomes a glowing red eye. He falls backward over the coffee table and crashes to the ground with a thud. Everything goes black.



When Mike wakes up, he is curled up on the couch with a blanket over him. The television has static playing across the screen. He rubs at his eyes. He must have fallen asleep watching The Exorcist. It is one of the few movies that can give him nightmares.


He looks around the apartment. There is no blood on the floor or couch. The stereo sits on the table beside the box of tapes. The only sign anything was amiss is the smoke stain over the stove.


“This is why I don’t watch horror movies.” He sighs and stretches before heading for bed. Dropping onto his bed, he doesn’t bother to get under the covers. His eyes close as his head hits the pillow.



The next morning, Mike prepares for work and eyes his radio over his shoulder in the mirror. The aluminum casing gleams in the morning sunlight spilling through his bedroom window. Again, he can’t remember moving it into the bedroom with him. He has the radio on the station Roq again.



“And up next we’ve got Desire by U2,” the radio jockey announces.



“Bomb,” Mike announces as he slides into his room and prepares to hit the Record button. This time he already has a recordable cassette in the player. As the song starts, a bright smile appears on his face.


Mike dances around the room as the song continues. When the outtro starts, he heads for the CF-80 and prepares to hit the Stop button. At the lull in the music, he hits Stop. There is a pop then a hissing and grinding noise echoes from the cassette track.


“No, no, not again,” Mike exclaims as he drops to his knees. The cassette pops up, leaving part of its film locked in the gears of the player. “Come on, baby, don’t do this to me.” He starts to work the film out of the gears as the next song begins to play.



The intro to Never Gonna Give You Up starts. Mike’s eyes jerk to the small speaker in the top corner. It stays the same black as it’s always been. The cassette tray pops shut, pinching his index finger in the plastic window.



“Aah! What the… Let me go,” Mike grumbles. He yelps in pain as the gears bite into his fingertip.


He grips the top of the CF-80 with his other hand and grits his teeth. With a yell like a wild animal, he yanks his fingers from the jaws of the tray. It snaps closed the rest of the way, with bits of his flesh trapped inside.


Gasping in pain, Mike runs to the bathroom and takes care of his bleeding finger. He holds it up to the light and groans. “Not nearly as bad as I feared.” There is a small line of red just above the cuticle’s white. A little red bubble forms near the edge of his nail. “I’ve had worse from work.”


He fumbles as he pulls the bandages from the medicine cabinet. In his rush, he spills the adhesives, bottles of painkillers, and vitamins onto the counter and sink. He groans and vows to clean up the mess when he gets home. He bandages up and heads for work.


Ten hours later, Mike’s feet drag as he approaches his apartment. He glares up at his second-floor landing and puts his injured hand on the railing. If it wasn’t bad enough that he’d gotten hurt this morning at home, one of the newbies at work dumped some fries too quickly in the fryer and he got hot oil all over the same hand. His wrapped extremity tingles from contact with the rail. He winces and pulls his hand away as he climbs the stairs.



There’s a smell coming from the other side of the hallway. Mike glares at Mrs. Noris’s door. The wreath decorated with prancing cats stares back at him like a spiraling eye.



“Old hag needs to change her cat-boxes more often. It smells like something died,” he growls as he stumbles into his apartment.



Mike pauses as he goes to throw the keys on the table by the door. The CF-80 is sitting, pristine and plugged in, on the entry table. He drops his keys and scowls at the stereo, lowering himself on his sore legs to put himself at eye level with it. It’s clean, plugged in, and without a cassette tape.



“That old hag has the nerve!” Mike roars as he stands and heads across the hallway to bang on the door.



Panicked cats scurrying around echo from the other side of the door. “Get out here! You have the nerve to accuse me of stealing your fucking cat! Then you break into my apartment? Get out here, bitch!” Mike throws a few more choice curse words while he fumes. After moments of no response—not that he actually expected one—he is calm enough to return to his own apartment. Fearing another call to the cops more than the hag.



Mike grabs his stereo from the table and takes it into the kitchen. He plugs in the CF-80 and the speakers crackle to life. The song Every Breath You Take blares right beside his ear, causing him to jump away.



“How do I keep flipping that switch every time?” He shakes his head and goes to cook dinner.



Doors slamming wakes Mike from his sleep. The apartment is still dark, and his digital clock blinks. It is just after three in the morning. Cabinets and doors outside his room are being thrown open and closed with such force it shakes the wall beside Mike’s bed.



Static fills the air for a moment before the beat of Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go by Wham! booms through the apartment as though the band is performing a concert in his living room. Mike slides into the room as the cabinets and doors slam in beat with the music. Sitting dead center on the coffee table is the CF-80.


Mike rushes for the stereo and yanks out the cord. The music continues and the doors create a symphony of drums for the band.

Mike roars in frustration as he lifts the stereo from the table to spin it around. He pulls off the back panel to take out the batteries. As he opens the empty case, he remembers he has yet to buy any D-Cell batteries.


Take on Me by A-Ha starts to play as Mike turns the stereo around in his grasp. The psychedelic tone shudders through the large speaker. The small speaker blinks and opens into a red orb. Mike drops the stereo. It crashes to the floor and the music shudders for a moment as the radio bounces off the linoleum. Mike scuttles backward as he watches the antenna extend and twist around at odd angles before pushing off the ground, holding the radio on its own stand. The glowing red eye spins to stare angrily at Mike.



“What the fuck?!” Mike backs up into the counter.


The cord of the stereo whips out towards him. He screams and leaps over it like a jump rope and dives for the couch. The cord snaps out again and wraps around the coffee table to haul the stereo up onto the tabletop. The song continues as he watches the mesh of the large speaker transform into a grinding, undulating mass similar to his three-point shaver.

Mike shoves himself across the cushions of his couch. The other side seems like miles away as he claws his way across the plaid cushions. A screech escapes his lips as pain lances up his calf. He looks back to see the grinding maw widening, the red eye gleaming with a primal hunger.


“No!” Mike screams as the cord wraps around his leg and drags his foot off the couch and toward its growing mouth.



He kicks out with his foot, catching the stereo against the other side of the casing. The aluminum skips backward across the coffee table and clatters to the ground. The cord is still tightly wrapped around Mike’s leg. He pulls at it until his leg is freed, crimson runs down his calf into his shoe as he hobbles away from the couch.


His eyes graze over the knife block in the kitchen before locking on the front door. He sprints for the hallway leading to the exit. Something whips out across his path and pulls taut in front of his feet. His shoe catches the blood-slick black cord and Mike goes flying.


With a thud, he crashes to the floor just feet from the precious exit. Take on Me cuts off. Huffing, he pushes himself up and reaches for the door. A strangled cry escapes his lips as the sound of a whip singing through the air fills the silence between songs. The cord wraps around his throat and pulls so tight he feels his flesh rend around the plastic covered copper.



A new beat pounds out from the stereo, the intro of the brand new Queen song blares through the apartment. Freddie Mercury’s voice splits the air as Mike spins to face the machine. His face turns blue from his blocked airway, and his own fingers dig bloody furrows into his neck as he claws at the cord. He falls back to his knees as the CF-80 toddles from one side to the other towards him.



Mike’s eyes roll up in his head as the chorus of I Want It All fills the apartment.



    



“Edna Noris, this is Officer Porkins.” Corek sighs as he looks over at his partner. “This woman is a cat lady. She blamed the punk across the hall for her missing cat. Three almost escaped because she left the door open while we spoke.”



Officer Bradly O’Hare looks over his shoulder at the other door. “Any trouble with him?”
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