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Big Dick the game warden pulls up to the curb across from a one-story house surrounded by yellow police tape. He sticks a wad of dip in his mouth before stepping from the truck and heading toward the house. He ducks under the tape and enters the residence. Muffled voices lead him down the hall to a bedroom. Forensics is there photographing the dead body of a woman, wrapped in toilet paper like a mummy. Four canopic jars are placed around the bed. Three detectives are at the foot of the bed watching forensics. 

“The jars are empty,” Big Dick says. 

All three detectives turn to look at him. He revels in their bewilderment. Not only do they have no idea what happened in this odd crime scene, but he just got the drop on them. Big Dick on the other hand knows exactly what happened here and he likes having the upper hand. The corners of his mouth twitch under his mustache but he refuses to let a smile cross his face. 

“Who the fuck are you and why are you in my crime scene?” one detective says. 

“The name’s Big Dick the game warden and this is my case now boys,” he says before spitting into an empty bottle in his hand. He’d been following the sick son of a bitch who did this for some time. Morgues were full of bodies just like hers.

“Since when does the game warden investigate murders?” the second detective asks.

“Since an animal murdered her.” 

Although some would argue anyone capable of murder was an animal. This murderer actually was an animal. A fucking cartooned bear. 

“This was no animal attack.” 

“It most certainly was. A cartoon bear did it," Big Dick says. 

The three detectives laugh. Big Dick stares at them as he spits again. He was used to being laughed at. Even his partner Ranger Rick had laughed at him when he’d told him his theory, but bodies were stacking up and this was no regular murderer. 

“Be sure the coroner checks her ass for flecks of cheap toilet paper,” Big Dick says. Every single victim had little flecks of cheap toilet paper on their asses. That was the only pattern in this case.

“What makes you think he’ll find that?” the third detective asks. 

“That’s how he chooses his victims.” 

“That’s bullshit,” the first detective says. 

“No that’s bear shit,” Big Dick says. 

Detective two puts on a glove and checks the jars. “They’re empty.” 

“Where are her organs?” the first detective asks. 

“Maybe he’s taking them home for dinner,” Big Dick says. Wherever that furry fucker lived.

“That’s fucked up.” 

“Shouldn’t you be looking in the woods, if it’s a bear as you say?” detective one asks. 

Big Dick spits again. “No, the sewer, because he’s a shit bear.” Big Dick walks into the adjoining bathroom and looks into the toilet. “I’m coming for you shit bear.” Big Dick spits into the toilet and flushes. The toilet gurgles but doesn’t empty. The brown mixes with the water. Bright light erupts from the toilet spraying water and tobacco juice as the Charmin bear flies out of the bowl and knocks Big Dick backward into the shower. He slams his head and blacks out. When he wakes up, he’s lying in a hospital bed and the three detectives are standing in his room. 

“What the fuck happened?” Big Dick asks. 

“Your shit bear exploded out of the toilet and knocked you out. After that he ran through the house and disappeared down the nearest storm drain.” The first detective says. 

“Did you follow him?” Big Dick asks. 

“No. we called an ambulance for you.” 

Big Dick sits up and starts ripping electrodes off of himself. “Let’s go.” He can’t believe he’d been so close to his quarry and these incompetent fucks had let him go.

“You haven’t been released,” the first detective says. 

“I’m a big boy and I’m releasing myself. The shit bear won’t wait.” While they twiddled their thumbs in his hospital room, the shit bear was out there killing some other poor shit.

The three detectives follow Big Dick out of the hospital room. “Where the hell is my shirt?” he asks as he rips off the hospital gown. One of the detective’s hands him his shirt and he puts it on as he heads down the hall.

“Sir you have to wait for the Dr. to release you,” a nurse says as she tries to block him.

“Hang the Dr. I’ve never needed one in my life,” he says as he holds out his hand. One of the detectives places his hat in it and he sets it gingerly on his bandaged head.  “Where the hell is your car?” 

The detectives lead him to a car in the lot and drive him back to the crime scene. He goes to the nearest storm drain and looks in. Darkness glares back at him. “I’m coming for you shit bear!” Big Dick yells into the sewer. One way or another he was going to get that shitty bear.

“Where did the shit bear come from?” a detective asks.
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3 months ago
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A new moon rises on a clearing in the woods. Torches illuminate the space as a furry pours a pentagram with blood. They place a bag of bones and hair in the center of the pentagram and place a picture of the toilet paper bear on top of it. Nine more furries come from the trees holding black candles. They hand one to their leader and the candles are placed on each point of the symbol. The ten of them step back and begin to chant.

“Rise, rise, rise,” They chant the mantra. 

A stiff wind blows up and shakes the trees, their leaves and the wind drowning their voices. They raise the volume of their chant and begin to march around the Pentagram. They keep up the chant until the sun begins to lighten the sky. With their shoulders slumped they return to the forest leaving their mess behind. 

Fucking literers.

Big Dick pulls up to the site in his truck, his headlights illuminating the burned down candles and the pentagram. He steps from the truck and spits on the ground before holding his walkie to his mouth.  “No sign of teenagers,” he says as he approaches the pentagram and crouches on the edge. “God damn Satanists.”

It wasn’t the first time he’d stumbled on a ritual site in the woods. Most of them were old and partially reclaimed by the forest, but this one was fresh. He could still smell the ritual candles on the wind. Big Dick notices a picture in the center of the pentagram, and he leans forward picking up the picture slicing his finger on the edge. Bright light erupts from the pentagram and knocks him backward slamming his head on a rock. 

The toilet paper bear spins out of the pentagram with a roll of toilet paper in his hand. As his feet touch down on the ground, he notices Big Dick’s unconscious form in the dirt. The bear shoves a wad of toilet paper in Big Dick’s mouth and wraps the rest of his body in toilet paper until he looks like a mummy then the toilet paper bear walks into the woods and disappears. Another truck pulls up next to Big Dick’s and the headlights illuminate his mummified body on the ground. A ranger steps from the truck and moves to Big Dick’s side. He unwraps him and pulls the wad of toilet paper from his mouth. Big Dick sucks in a lungful of air and coughs as his eyes open. 

He looks around then down at his wrapped body. “What the hell happened Ranger Rick?” 

“I don’t know Big Dick,” Ranger Rick says as he helps Big Dick sit up. Blood drips off the back of Big Dick’s head onto his shirt.

Big Dick looks down at the picture in his hand. “Fuckin shit bear.” 
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Present day
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Big Dick sits down and slides his feet into the sewer. He shimmies through the hole then drops into the water and it splashes up his legs and slides down into his boots making his socks soggy. As he moves forward into the dark, he hears the three detectives splash behind him. The four of them click on flashlights and move further into the sewer. The water sloshes with each step and the sound ricochets around the space making it sound like forty of them are walking instead of four. As they move, the splashing of the water is drowned out by the sound of pipe music. The sound is haunting in the flickering light and rats surge forth and swarm the men. 
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