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 I sat quietly in the police station wiping down my gun, the one my father left me when he passed.  

I noticed the door creak open and heard the sound of crisp footsteps on the tiles of the police station 

floor. It was music to my ears.  My partner, Vinnie, stepped in, his tall stature moved quickly right up 

to my desk.  At the moment, he was wearing a grey t-shirt that still smelled like laundry detergent.  His 

pants were a black with grey and blue stripes going down the side and his shoes were a pair of Nike 

running shoes. Upon arrival he noticed the gun. 

 “You still cleaning that piece of crap?” Teased Vinnie. “You clean that thing more than you clean 

yourself.” 

 I faked a laugh at that remark, trying to seem friendly;  Vinnie and I tend to not talk much  about 

anything besides work, so this was a strange surprise. 

 “Webster, I got a call from the chief. He wants us to try and find a missing woman. She goes by 

Kathy O’Connell,” explained Vinnie. 

 “Do you have a description of her?” I asked blankly. 

 “All I got is that she is a 29 year old white female, blond hair and supposedly worked at Alimenti 

Eccitanti,” confirmed Vinnie. 

 Thinking for a second, I thought to myself,  I remember taking my wife out to dinner last year at 

that place. 

 “Vinnie, let’s drive separate. We’re going to her house,” I spoke with a rough voice. 

 As I walked out of the police station, the sun glared in my eyes, temporarily blinding me.  After 

moving across the flaming hot pavement, I finally reached the patrol car.  Inside was like sitting in an 

oven. The black upholstery was hot enough to give someone a second degree burn.  The heat was 

unbearable.  I frantically searched my dash board looking for the A/C button. 

 Upon reaching the house I noticed Vinnie was there.  I got up out of the seat of my car then 

slammed my door shut making a loud “bang.”  I continued to the front door where I met up with Vinnie.  

“Vinnie do you see anything inside?” I asked. 

 “Yeah, there’s a blond chick in there; it looks like she's cooking!” Vinnie shouted.   

 I was disappointed in Vinnie. He is new, right out training. We rang the door bell,there was no 

movement, she stood just stood there.  I tried several more time before taking out my cellphone and 

calling a locksmith. I know we are cops and could have just broke down the door.  But this was 

different; we were in a subdivision and kids were playing in the yard next to the house. 

 “Howdy, my name is Rich. I work for our local locksmith,”  Rich rumbled.  “So what do you 

need me to break open?” 

 “Yeah we need you to pick the lock on the front door,” I noted. 
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 Rich slowly dragged a large red tool box with him to the front door of the house.  He pulled out a 

series of sharp metal objects, he finally pulled out a pin of some type and slowly put it into the brass.  I 

heard multiple clicks until the door slowly rolled open.  I quickly rushed into the house while Vinnie 

paid Rich.  That’s when it hit me.  There were large industrial staples up and down her neck.  She was 

wearing a white apron with a pink shirt and blue fleece pajamas.  She was wearing some pink bunny 

slippers. Moving forward I looked into her eyes for any sign of life. There was none, just the glare of a 

pair of glass eyeballs.  I knew this was murder. 

 I called up the station and headed home as soon as they got to the scene.  I was devastated at what 

I had seen.  I’ve stumbled upon many murders, but none have been to this degree.  It was so strange 

how the body was presented, like the killer wanted the body to be seen. 

 When I finally reached my apartment, I sprinted up two flights of stairs to my door.  I opened it 

and was pleased to see my wife Kelly lying on her side.  She was beautiful.  Her hair was done up into 

a pony tail with a lime green hair tie.  She was wearing a loose sweatshirt of mine to try and cover up 

that she was pregnant .  Walking forward I sat on the couch right next to her. 

 “Is she kicking?” I whispered. 

 “Yeah she wants out real bad,” Kelly muttered. 

 I laughed.  It helped me get my mind off of work.  Then I began cooking the leftovers from last 

night’s dinner in the microwave. It was Chinese takeout, my favorite.  Kelly and I then sat down for a 

dinner.  Soon after, I dozed off into a deep slumber on the couch. 

 I woke up the next morning to the sound of my alarm clock, I could hear it from the bedroom. I 

grabbed my coat and a stale bagel and ran out to my car, still trying to get my coat to fit right.  Jumping 

in my car, I then rushed to work. 

 As soon as I got there Vinnie said,  “Hey Webster where have you been, I got word of another murder, 

it’s a lawyer know as Douglas Saunders.  He was found in a similar way to the first victim.  We should 

go check it out.” 

 “Sounds like we have a serial killer on the loose.  Let’s get to the scene,”  I uttered as I ran out to 

my car. 

 I got to the house.  The door was wide open. A worried wife stood on the front porch.  She had 

tears flowing out of her eyes. One slowly rolled down her face and dripped onto the concrete of the 

porch.  It had looked like she had just got out of work.  I fell sorry for the poor gal; I could never 

imagine coming home to Kelly stuffed like a teddy bear.  I got up and walked toward the front door to 

see Vinnie questioning her.  I kept walking and finally saw the door to the office wide open.  I 

stumbled into the room.  A dark haired man sat at a desk, and was doing what appeared to be writing.  
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He had the large industrial staples down his neck that I recognized from our previous case. He was 

wearing a white dress shirt and black pants with a nice pair of black leather shoes.  I walked out of the 

room, careful not to destroy any unseen evidence.  I kept moving out to the kitchen were I saw a few 

cops discussing the killing.  I continued out to the porch were Vinnie stood.  He was just standing there 

with a blank look on his face. 

 “Vinnie you there?” I mumbled.  He instantly started moving again, I knew this was too much for 

him.   “Vinnie do you need to go home, rest a bit?” I urged. 

 “No I’m good,” stated Vinnie. 

 “Well I think I’m going to take my lunch break, see if I can stuff down any food,” I crackled.  

Heading to my car I felt sick to my stomach.  The murderer must be out there planning his/her next kill.  

I just wanted to be home, so I decided to use my lunch break to go there.  After running my two flights 

of stairs, I ran through the door.  My wife was sitting on the couch looking through baby cloths.  I 

noticed the television was on on our local news.  They were reporting the the murder that I had just left. 

 “The crime scene was described by some as horrific, one of the cops there said it looked like it 

had come straight out of a horror movie,” the reporter babbled.  A chill ran down my spine.  After 10 

minutes of watching the news woman talk, I could take no more so I grabbed a cracker and large slice 

of salami and headed toward the door.  “Bye honey,”I echoed softly. 

 There was no response.  Just a wave, her fingers twinkled back and forth and as did her wrist.  

Her eyes shined as her pupils followed me until at last the door closed.  I continued out to my car and 

headed back to the police station were I hoped to see Vinnie. 

 When I finally arrived at the police station, Vinnie was on the phone with what sounded like our 

boss. His face suddenly turned pale and he hung up the phone.  “A actress was almost strangled today 

by a man who goes by the name Fletcher.  He’s taxidermist.  His trial begins tonight, and they think he 

is responsible for the murders, but there is still no confession,” he said with a voice that sounded both 

happy and sad.  “The Chief says we have the night off.  He has some other cops interrogating the fella.” 

He declared.  As soon as he finished his sentence the phone rang. It was my cellphone. 

 “Hello,” I murmured. 

 “Hi, this is Jenny. I am a nurse at the  Riverside Methodist Hospital.  Your wife Kelly is in labor,” 

she told me.  When she said that last word, I hung up the phone and rushed to my car and headed to the 

hospital.   

 I ran in the front door, the floor  was covered in white tiles and the celling had large strip lights.  

All the commotion gave me a headache.  Rushing to the front desk, my head was trembling.  I knew 

this day would come 9 months ago but still was unprepared.   
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 “Excuse me, miss, I’m looking for Kelly Milton, she's my wife,” I said. 

 “Ok, it looks like she is in the delivery room.  It’s down the hall to the right,” she mumbled.  

Sprinting full speed, I hit the door like it was a wall then it flew open, kelly lay on the operating table 

moaning until the doctor raised his hands up out to the curtain holding a baby girl.  He then took the 

baby and cleaned it off with a few towels then gave her to Kelly. 

 “My little Christine,” she said in a soft voice.  Then I found myself pushing kelly in a smaller  

room where there was a television.  The television was already on.  It was a live trial.  I kept watching. 

 “Today on the Columbus Report we have Fletcher, a serial killer, on trial live,” she announced.  I 

felt stunned that was him, the murder.  I hope he gets what he deserves, I thought.          He then started 

talking to the judge. “I did nothing wrong,  I was making them beautiful, they’re art; you should be 

thanking me!” 

 In the end, the jury found Fletcher to be guilty, then the judge yelled.  “Fletcher you herby are 

sentenced to life in prison!”   

The mallet hit; it was all over, I looked at my wife she was cuddling with Christine.  She was the only 

good thing to come out of this tragedy. I love my job. 


