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Officer Bryan King knocked on the door to the house with the chipped blue paint on Maple Avenue that had been reported to the police, suspicious activity noted by the neighbors, a common enough complaint in the otherwise sleepy hamlet with a handful of police; yet no response came.  The expected noises weren’t even there, the signs of a dog in the yard yielded no barking and the presence of well-used toys suggesting a child summoned no voices  He turned and was about to leave, descending the chipped and cracked concrete steps that threatened to collapse with each step when he heard the noise from inside the house; crying.  He turned back to the door and struggled to look through the frosted glass windows that flanked the entrance; a child-sized body lay on the barely visible blood-stained kitchen tiles.  

Bryan King’s demeanor immediately changed as he put a booted foot between the door’s handle and jam.  It took a few kicks, and most of his strength, before the door cracked enough to grant him entry.  It sounded like a gunshot, sure to cause the neighbors to file another report, but he didn’t care.  He didn’t hesitate, a trait he’d been scolded for, and kicked.

The body on the kitchen floor was not a child as he feared but the implications didn’t escape him.  He towered over the whimpering body of a nearly dead golden retriever, its legs cut off and its hair torn out in ragged chunks as blood and viscera pooled around the poor animal, its loving eyes looking up at King for relief.  King bit his lower lip and looked around, his eyes settling on a butcher knife resting on a wood block beside the sink.  He gulped but knew what he had to do; the poor dog with its missing lower jaw knew what King had to do.

King took the knife in hand and, saying a silent prayer of forgiveness, brought it down on the dog’s neck.  But he’d sacrificed much of his strength breaking into the house so it took several strikes to end the dog’s life, each strike calling for a howl of pain and splatter of blood, before he could fully decapitate the suffering animal.  

Nearly in tears after the exercise, King dropped the knife to the floor and looked around.  A large pentagram had been drawn on the floor with, what he hoped was a fake, human skeleton, in its center.  But he knew, when he saw the remaining tendons and evidence of ill-performed surgery, that there was nothing artificial about the skeleton; someone else had been killed.  He looked around, his mouth dry, and saw a blood trail leading up the stairs to the second floor.  The carpet was ruined and the second floor, obviously the destination of the blood, was silent.

He crept up to one of the bedrooms and looked into the open closet near the top of the stairs; his blood turned cold immediately as his arms relaxed and his mouth dropped open in horror.

A blonde girl, maybe seven, was bound with duct tape.  She was dead, that much was obvious, and a strange symbol that looked like a misshapen 5 was drawn on the front of her dress in blood.  He noticed that the girl’s underwear was removed and her mouth was forced open and filled with a cream-white liquid that King recognized.  The fact that it filled her mouth meant that her body was unable to swallow or spit it out; it made King sick to think about it.  He gagged a few times but nothing came out aside from the echo of disgust at what his eyes had come to witness and his mind explained.

A thin line of red on her throat revealed what ended her life and gave the killer the ink for the symbol.  He bent down and checked her pulse out of habit and the girl’s head lolled to the side, nearly tearing away from the body.  King could feel his stomach turn and he stood up for fresh air.  He never heard the footsteps behind him as something heavy struck the back of his skull.  Everything went dark for King as he lost consciousness and collapsed into the closet.

King next opened his eyes an hour later where he found himself in a rusted box with ancient pipes snaking around the ceiling near a series of dials.  His head hurt while his hands were secured around a vertical pipe by his handcuffs.  Despite the gash on his head and the numerous small abrasions on his body where he’d been dragged across jagged floors, King knew that he needed to observe everything closely if he had any hope of escape.

The room was more rectangular than square, he’d barely be able to lay down on the floor with the walls nearest each other, but the long way would’ve allowed him to comfortably lay on the floor and touch the opposite wall with the palms of his hands.

He was currently alone in the room but, at some time, he doubted that as the corpse of a thin, blonde woman lay eviscerated in the corner.  She’d been stripped naked, her torso cut with a ‘Y’ incision to remove her organs, and her limbs were cut off though remained arranged in their normal position.  Her eyes were wide and her lips were curled in a silent scream.  Blood was everywhere and, from the brief look King gave, proved that the cutting had happened when she was still alive.  The sternum was broken and shards of bone were left in the cavity where her heart had been and, though her lungs remained in her body, the mutilated livers’ removal covered them with a viscous liquid that didn’t belong.  The tattered remains of her stomach, which remained attached to the esophagus, were shredded as if cut by a dull knife and the intestines were pulled out of her like an impossibly long rope and left coiled between her thighs.

“Oh FUCK!”  King yelled in terror, wondering what would be done to him next.  The psycho, because he’s already decided that the one responsible had to be psychotic, seemed to hate the human body.  He’d seen a young girl mutilated and sexually assaulted, and a woman cut to pieces while alive and likely raped in the process.  King didn’t know what to expect next but he winced when the door opened.
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