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That is what Timmy’s mother told him that day she caught him with the dead cat.

“How many times do I have to tell you to stop playing with dead things? It’s bad for your health.”

Timmy swung the cat round and round by its tail then smacked it on the concrete driveway until every bone in its scull crushed. He liked listening to snap, crackle and pop. “But I killed it first.”

“That’s no reason to play with it. That’s why you don’t have any friends.”

“I have all the friends I need.”

His mother bit her lower lip and shook her head. “You scared poor Sally to death she’s afraid to walk past the house.”

“She’s a sissy anyway. Never liked her.”

“Well, Buck does everything in his power to avoid walking past our house and he lives next door. Saw him walk around the other end of the block. He won’t even cross the street.”

“He’s a bully. Gets what he deserves.”

She didn’t tell him about all the letters she got from the school about how Timmy wasn’t allowed to come to school anymore and now she has to homeschool him. The school caught him playing with a dead body in a casket hours before the funeral. Apparently, Timmy had got bored on the playground and went to he cemetery down the street from the school. He dug the grave, opened the casket and started playing with the arms and legs of the skeleton. Luckily one of the parents saw him, recognized him and sent for the principle.

Yeah, that one cost her several hours at a therapist appointment.

Then the science teacher, Mr. Radford decided to drop dead of a massive heart attack and Timmy was poking at his stomach with a stick trying to get him to fart.

The ambulance arrived, saw him doing this and that cost his mother more hours of therapy sessions.

“Your son is just downright scary,” the principle said. “He scares all the kids.”

His mother thought this was all just a little phase he was going through and that he would eventually grow out of it.

As he got older this wasn’t happening.

Got worst.

Neighbors would start missing.

Search parties were in progress.

Nobody ever found any of the neighbors.

His mother did. She found them in her basement piled in what used to be an old potato barn that had its own entrance.

Timmy liked to play with the decomposing bodies like they were dolls.

He had them all arranged around the table. He’d changed their clothes out and mix match.

He’d put women clothes on men.

Men clothes on women.

He’d sew women arms on men and vice versa.

He’d even cut off women and man parts and sew them different bodies. Which always gave him the biggest kicks over that one.

His other flipped a lid when she went down there and saw what he had done.

She told him he couldn’t keep on doing this. He had to stop.

“It’s fun.”

“I know it may seem fun, but its wrong. We’re going to get locked up for a long long time if we get caught. If you get caught.”

She found neighbors, dogs, cats, even a goldfish. It was like he’d created his own little town.

She had to put an end to this for sure.

Police were constantly knocking at the door. It was only a matter of time before a detective had enough tips that would encourage him to search even further.

Fortunately, the potato barn had its own secret entrance from the basement. A small square door in the wall was covered by a hollow block which Timmy had found by accident while he was chipping away at the block trying to see what was on the other side.

“It’s going to be okay, Mother. Nobody will ever find me little playhouse.”

“Then promise me you’ll stop this now.”

“I promise. I’ll only play with the dead things I have.”

This would’ve made his mother feel a ton better had he not been the type that had such a low attention span.

“I’m serious, Timmy. You have to stop this. I’m too old to go to prison.”

“You’re not going to prison.”

By then Timmy had turned forty-five and still playing downstairs.

Every once in a while, somebody would be missing. Except now Timmy had gotten smarter and went to other towns. It also made things easier when he got his drivers license which allowed him to snag tourists where people came to visit all the shops during the fall.

Timmy had this craving. He just couldn’t stay away from his dead toys.

He loved the rotten odor of farts and rotten eggs their decomposing bodies gave off.

He loved to listen to the creaking and cracking of their bones while he played with them as their skin slowly fell off.

It was really a lot of fun to watch the hair change color and fall out. Poke the eyes in further in the scull with a stick.

He even tried one once.

Didn’t taste bad.

Felt slimy, and squished when he chewed it. It was like eating a gummy bear filled with blood.

As the kids that grew up in the neighborhood got older and had their own families, they would warn their kids to stay from the house.

A bad kid lives there. Though not now a kid.

And his mother.

She saw the whispers in the street and overheard several conversations at the grocery store.

She dared not take Timmy out in public. She couldn’t. 

She thought about leaving him.

Could lock him down in his playhouse where he would die with all his other playthings, but she couldn’t stomach the idea of killing her son.

So, she left him down there where he was protected.

Maybe, he would just end up dying and it would put an end to all of it. He was gaining weight over the years. He couldn’t move around as much as he used to. Though, by now, that was understandable because he was sixty and she was ninety. She was hardly in the shape to do anything.

Now, she had to rely on Timmy. But he managed to provide.

She’d lie in bed at night and she could hear Timmy down in his playhouse. Talking to his dolls, he called them.

He would slam them around on the floor from time to time.

Cursing at them pretending he was a wife abuser. One of his favorite games.

The creepiest was when he liked to pretend, he was a child molester.

Every night she would lie there and wonder what she had done to deserve a child that was so sick and twisted.

That night she heard the door to the basement open. Usually this meant Timmy was coming up to say good night before bed.

He opened her door.

What she expected was Timmy to enter with puckered lips and a cup of her evening tea.

Instead he was holding an axe.

Timmy stared at her for what seemed like several minutes.

Blood trickled from the corner of his mouth. “My family misses their mother.”
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Marge hated those things but she would be damned if she were going to allow them inside her house to beat her to death.

Not to mention, Tom, a big fat mean neighbor with a greasy, hairy belly that thinks he runs the neighborhood was bashing Fred’s scull in with a hammer in the middle of the street.

WHACK...WHACK...WHACK...

His lips curled in a snarl as he banged so hard she could see the hammer sticking in his scull and Tom having to work to pry it out as if he were prying a nail out of a board.

Of all neighbors to get whacked he was not the one that deserved it. It just proved Marge’s point. Nice guys do finish last.

No way are they getting in here.

The house she kept clean. The house her husband, Mike came home to after a long hard day at the office.

The house she raised her kids in.

The house they finally got paid off so Mike didn’t have to work as much and could finally cut back on his hours at the truck company.

“I’m no spring chicken but I can duke it out with the best of ya,” she yelled at them through the window.
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