The Devil is real.
And he always enjoys a good deal…
Damon, Pennsylvania.
A quiet town with a serial killer.
Meet Oliver Ignis.
He loves his mother, and he loves to kill.
His time killing has been plentiful but now the police are finally on to him. Each kill he makes now could be his last. And all he wants is the approval of his mother.
One night, after a kill, Oliver finds himself face to face with The Devil himself. And The Devil is ready to deal. In exchange for Oliver’s soul, The Devil gives him the weekend to kill freely. If police shoot him, their bullets do nothing. If someone stabs him, the blade comes out clean. If he is caught and cuffed, the cuffs slide off his wrists.
Nothing can stop him.
Or so it seems until Oliver Ignis kills the wrong person…
And in a last stand on a Sunday that will live forever, Oliver faces all his demons at once and gives The Devil everything he’s ever wanted. And more.
HE’S EVERYWHERE BECAUSE HE’S EVERYTHING.
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This one goes out to all the days I couldn’t find the next words to write… and to the timeline this book took to write and edit, the thousands of miles the story traveled, and the changes in life that scare you, but make you smile.
Part One: TGIF
1-
He follows her without care. He doesn’t need care, he needs to satisfy the urge raging through his blood. When it hits, he has no choice but to satisfy it.
Behind him the sun hangs low, waiting for the earth to turn just a tiny bit more. He waits for this moment too – no matter the urge, things need to be done in proper order.
In fact, the proper order of things keeps him in the shadow against millions of others. And it has done so for years. The system he follows allows him enjoyment that nothing else could bring – no woman, no material possession.
She turns left, when he expects her to turn right. She’s turned right for the past eleven times he followed her.
This move is something new.
A change.
He does not like change.
A week ago if this happened, he would stop and retract his steps. He would just go home, draw the hottest bath the faucet could spit and soak his body. He would tape a picture of his mother to the wall of the tub and plead to it. For love.
But now, with the urge moving like its own force – like nothing he’d ever experienced before – he can’t stop. Even when he tells his mind to tell his legs to stop, it doesn’t happen. He’s no longer in control. Part of him fears this moment, most of him enjoys it.
He finds himself moving faster.
He turns the corner and sees her.
She’s standing outside a restaurant.
She looks nervous, tapping her foot, arms crossed.
She looks guilty.
The street’s not busy, but not quiet.
Again, he knows in other times he would just walk away.
His eyes scan the scene, faster than anything he could ever understand. He knows he’s not stupid and never was, but when you don’t fit the normal standards of society, it’s easy to get lost in the shuffle of normal and not normal.
A man in a suit stands a few feet away from the woman. The man’s eyes look past her – that’s a good thing. The man has no interest in the woman. This pleases him, as he now finds himself walking towards her. He wants to stop, things were building in the background, the walls beginning to crumble. Then he makes a possible connection, maybe knowing subconsciously it was all going to come to an end soon. So why not try to get the most out of it…
She looks at him. Dead in the eyes. Her eyes open wide. He feels ugly, out of place now. He looks directly to his hands, like he always does when he feels inadequate. His hands are large and misshapen… his left pointer finger stretched longer than his middle finger. His thumb on his right hand is flat from a self inflicted hammer hit when he was a kid. That of course remains as a time of discovery, long before he realized how to take care of his urges.
Upon the sight of his hands, his heart races and anger boils. His brain, heart, and soul remind him that he isn’t like everyone else. Voices scream freak, kill yourself!
Her eyes are still on him. She doesn’t look away.
She knows.
She senses it.
He can’t look away either now, he refuses to show any sign of weakness. He’s in control – even when he’s not.
The woman checks her watch again and then says something to the man in the suit. The man nods and the woman begins to walk away.
She walks fast, close to a jog. She doesn’t even take the time to look back.
He knows now; no matter the urge; no matter the timing; no matter the people, this woman is going to die.
His name is Oliver Ignis and he is a serial killer.
2-
It’s a tiny white house, secluded from the scares and dangers of big cities but thick with mountains, trees, and friendly neighbors willing to share sugar, milk, and some old family recipes.
To the left of the white house lived Margie. That’s all Oliver ever knew her by. Margie. Her left eye was lost in space, always moving around in a grayish liquid that made his stomach feel weird and gave him nightmares the first time he saw it. Later, when he learned to appreciate the sickness in life, he thought Margie’s eye was kind of cool.
Margie had no husband – some kids said she killed her husband. That seemed to mostly be nonsense; by the time Oliver moved out of that tiny white house, he had dug up and around ever possible place up and down Damon’s Road. He wasn’t searching for Margie’s dead husband but rather doing his own research. Seeing how different soil types felt under different items used for digging.
To the right of the house lived Mr. and Mrs. Jackson P. Raften. Mr. Raften owned Raften’s Ford Sales & Service and Mrs. Raften made the best apple pie Oliver ever tasted. What Mrs. Raften never knew was that her apple pie kept her alive. Quite literally. Oliver had tried to plan Mr. and Mrs. Jackson P. Raften’s murders on numerous occasions only to find himself with a belly full of warm apple pie and a lecture on how GM was corrupt and that Ford was the real American vehicle.
Sadly, Mr. Raften passed after a long, three year battle with cancer and Mrs. Raften followed two years after that. Doctors said it was natural causes, but everyone else said it came from a broken heart. In those two years, Mrs. Raften didn’t cook and neglected her house and herself.
Oliver blamed himself. Told himself it was punishment for not killing them.
But this was ten years into Oliver satisfying urges.
Oliver didn’t remember when the urges began, but he knew when he finally enacted on them. In the beginning, he would take it out on himself. Punch himself in the stomach, scratch himself until it bled in places where nobody looked. He even went as far as to draw a bath and attempt to drown himself, but to his amazement he couldn’t do it. No matter how much he told his mind and muscles it was okay, something else took over and pulled him from the water.
Then came an October morning.
An unusually warm day, one his mother called Indian Summer.
In a last chance effort, a group of squirrels ran around the backyard grabbing anything they could fit into their mouths to take and build a winter’s nest.
Oliver felt the urge coming and what used to just be a massaging of his nerves now seemed to leak into his brain. He felt impulses and pressure in various spots. Almost to the point of pain but never that far. It was more of an uncomfortable feeling, like a nerve shaking sugar high.
He decided to catch one of the squirrels. And on his way out the back door, he saw his mothers cutting block. With a butcher’s knife resting on it.
He took the knife.
His mother never used the knife again for it was never returned. And she never questioned Oliver, only thought it strange. The subject finally left the Ignis house when Oliver’s mother’s newest boyfriend called her a stupid bitch and told her she probably threw it out by accident, but not before punching Nora Ignis in the mouth. It was those moments that fueled the urges in Oliver. However six hours later when Margie straddled the man that hit her, screaming his name so loud that Oliver couldn’t sleep, it was those moments when the urge stayed, embedding itself in Oliver.
But on that October morning, Oliver was alone. His mother had gone shopping with friends and his father had left well before Oliver’s birth. It was just himself and the squirrels.
When the backdoor slammed, all the squirrels perked up. Wide eyes, nose wiggling, tails somewhat shaking. They all ran. Except one.
In that moment, Oliver realized he may have had the urges of a monster but the steps of a gentle man. He put his hand out and softly spoke to the squirrel and the animal didn’t run. It watched him and waited. When Oliver was a few steps away, he lunged forward and grabbed the animal by its narrow throat.
The few seconds after that were a bit fuzzy to Oliver. He remembered himself feeling powerful, like a wave of warmth from bottom to top. His breaths increased, he sweated, and his muscles all took control. The only thing that came close to the feeling was climaxing – but for Oliver, he learned that sexual interaction required another living person and it rarely happened.
On that October morning, during what would be one of the warmest three day spans in Pennsylvanian October history, Oliver satisfied his urge.
The squirrel was either initially dead from the squeezing of its throat or perhaps the eight or nine slams against the tree. With each slam, from numbers five on, Oliver remembered grunting and trying to cry.
After that, he cut the squirrel into pieces and then laid them back out with just an inch or two separating each limb from the next. It could have been a diagram for a science class.
Instead, it was the beginning of what would eventually bring The Devil to earth.
3-
She keeps a steady trot but he stays close behind. He knows that she knows that he’s following, so it doesn’t matter anymore. His only goal now is to get someplace secluded so he could make his move. The police have been not far behind him, so he still needed to take caution and care.
Serial killing is a not a privilege. It’s an art. Those who respect it can last a long time, but eventually they all get that one urge that throws everything off.
Oliver’s slip came when he killed his fifth grade teacher, Ms. Folsadie. That was two weeks ago and ever since, Oliver had been headline news as he watched police slowly retrace all their steps, correcting their mistakes, and narrowing their search for him.
Not that he was hard to find as he walked down a side street probably quite noticeably chasing a woman. However two things worked in his favor. First, the woman did not scream, run, or try to obtain any sort of help. The second was that the general public didn’t notice nor care. They were too busy with themselves. Too busy calling or sending messages on their cell phones. Oliver remembered once watching an old man struggle to pick up a newspaper he dropped and not a single person helped. Or when three people sat on the bench at a bus stop, not a single person talked to each other.
He always laughed at the actions and psychology of the “normals”. It also made him nervous lately because some of those people would ultimately end up serving on a jury when Oliver was finally caught. But that didn’t seem very fair – wasn’t a jury supposed to made up of peers?
Nobody could understand a serial killer, unless of course, they were a serial killer themselves.
In a move so strange that Oliver had to stop and think about it for a second, the woman turns down an alley. One of those narrow alleys where bad things happen. For a moment Oliver wonders if he’s being set up. Perhaps the woman is undercover luring Oliver in. The fear begins to spread like an infection and Oliver finds himself almost too afraid to turn the corner.
4-
Ralph Samuels lived for moments like these. He had a backup car follow him and two men were standing with him, guns drawn, ready for anything.
But not Ralph Samuels.
He wasn’t afraid of a damn thing.
Truth be told, he was shaking – with excitement. This would be his biggest takedown yet. Bigger than the cocaine bust last summer when he pulled over a car that just didn’t feel right as it drove by him. Lucky there was a busted brake light. After the obvious signs of guilt, Samuels popped the trunk and voila.
But this…
“Ready?” Samuels whispered. He spoke with his hands. “When he comes to the door, don’t shoot if you can help it. I know we all want this son of a bitch toe tagged and rotting in hell somewhere, but I’d prefer to take him with a pulse. Looks better that way.”
The two men dressed in full black gear nodded, deep in focus.
Ralph smiled a half smile and readied himself.
He thought about the first call, all that time ago. What was it now, three years? Four? The case had been dropped and reopened more times than Ralph wanted to count.
The Anything Killer never fit a true profile. Hell, the only reason they were able to pin it down to one man was because Damon was too small of a town to have more than one killer at a time. Ralph had insisted from the second kill that there was a connection. Had to be. Only there wasn’t, at least physically. But Ralph knew it, he could feel it.
Sometimes the bodies were strangled and nothing more. Other times, they were stabbed – the stabs counted from one to the heart to the worst, one hundred and fifty three stab wounds on a twenty-five year old man. Ralph searched every connection for 153 and never found one. That was when the case was let go for the fifth time.
Then they got a strange call last week. An elderly woman murdered. At first everyone wanted to assume a break in gone wrong, blaming the economy and no jobs – Ralph heard blah, blah blah.
From the second he walked into poor Ms. Folsadie’s house, he knew it was The Anything Killer. She’d become the oldest victim to date.
She would also be the victim that finally cracked the case. And not just cracked it, but blew it wide open for the whole world to see.
At first they found every article about The Anything Killer in chronological order. Then they found a list of all the suspects and Ms. Folsadie’s discovery that all the people at some point in their lives went through the Damon Valley School District. It wasn’t much of a discovery as most people came out of their mothers, lived, and died in Damon. But it was still an interesting fact.
From there Ms. Folsadie took the time to find all the students that didn’t finish high school. For some reason she blacked out a few of the names and even though Ralph wanted to trust the dead woman’s judgment he couldn’t – he looked into every name. Found that most were still in town with the exception of twelve. Of that twelve, seven were dead, three in jail, one married with two kids in Florida, and the other a millionaire after selling his computer company.
A few names did pop up a few times in random spots.
One of them was a man named Oliver Ignis.
Ralph didn’t know much about the name but he looked into it. There was nothing worth following; mother had no record and father was dead ten years. As for Oliver he was squeaky clean.
Just as Captain Harding was about to pull the investigation from Ralph (citing an obscene obsession with too much cop drama television bullshit brought to work), Ralph found the jackpot. The goddamned jackpot.
Ms. Folsadie had her search narrowed down to one person and had a convincing case written up about it. Fourteen shoeboxes hidden in the floorboards of her bedroom talked about how Oliver Ignis was nothing short of a creation from The Devil and how she had caught him on numerous occasions catching and killing animals during recess and lunch but yet the school did nothing about it. She had articles printed online comparing Oliver’s activity to that of some of the most notorious serial killers.
It was brilliant work.
So much so that Captain Harding told Ralph he was lucky Ms. Folsadie was dead because he may have hired her for help…
“Okay, boys,” Ralph said. “This is it. Remember – he’s going to look normal. Just a regular guy like you and me. A guy that showers, shits, and picks his nose when nobody’s looking. But don’t forget what the outside hides. There’s evil in there and he won’t want to give up his pleasure life of killing innocent people…”
Ralph could feel his heart racing like nothing he had ever experienced. This was going to make him a legend. Even if Ignis opened the door with a weapon, there was enough fire power to take down a town. He just hoped whoever pulled the trigger first aimed for the shoulders or kneecaps.
As the doorknob began to turn, Ralph had one last thought: Oliver Ignis would kill no more.
Ralph Samuels was wrong, very wrong.
5-
He waits at the corner trying to look down the alley but can’t. How could he? He’s a serial killer, not some kind of freak that could see through walls and buildings. Not some drawn up comic book creation that’s going to save such a pathetic world from an more unreal evil force.
Oliver Ignis looks at his hands and smiles – this is an evil force…
He turns the corner and sees the outline of the woman. He hears her pant and with each rough inhale, he finds himself more and more excited. Almost to the point of shaking.
He steps slow, very slow. In the back of his mind he knows how stereotypical and movie-like this scene looks; the killer, desperate because of time and police tracking him, moves slow.
Why?
Well, for Oliver, it was simple: if this woman was going to be his last kill, he wanted to savor every last second of it. Like a killer on death row gnawing on the fat from a steak and licking the juices off the plate, Oliver took in every moment now.
The woman faces him.
Oliver stops a few steps away.
“I’m sorry,” he says, his fingers wiggling. Saying sorry wasn’t protocol either, but he hoped maybe his apology to her would carry on wherever people ended up after they died. Make her death seem much less brutal.
“Did he put you up to this?” the woman asks. Tears building in her eyes, but she fights them off.
Oliver keeps silent. He lets the woman’s nerves build on their own.
“He did, didn’t he?”
Oliver smiles and shrugs his shoulders. To him it says, I don’t know what you’re talking about. To the woman it says, What do you think?
“It’s not that I don’t love Ricky anymore… well, I don’t. There, I said it. If I’m going to die, at least I’ll die with a clean conscious. I don’t love him. But he doesn’t give me a chance to get away. You have to know that. Are you one of his cronies? Doing his dirty work?”
Oliver blinks. Mentally he’s planning – strike at the throat, wrap around the woman and tighten until she passes out. Then drag her the few feet behind the large blue dumpster in the alley. Kill her. Dump her in the dumpster. And go home to his much needed bath. A much needed scalding bath. And talk to his mother…
“Dammit! Answer me!”
The woman breaks down in tears.
“All I can say is that I’m sorry,” Oliver says. He steps towards the woman and she yelps a helpless cry that barely carries in the alley.
To his surprise the woman doesn’t put up a fight. Whatever her background, she knows her place.
Oliver attacks just like he planned.
A moment before the woman succumbs she whispers, “Tell him I hope he’s happy now…”
“I will,” Oliver says.
Twenty minutes later when he emerges from the alley with his sweat drying and his body half numb from the high of killing, he smiles and mutters to himself, “she said she hopes you’re happy…”
He runs his fingers through his hair and laughs.
“Oh, I’m happy, just fine…”
6-
When Nora Ignis opened the front door and saw all the guns pointed at her, only one thought came to mind: What did Oliver do?
It was the only sane thought that could come to the woman’s mind. She was after all, the woman who gave birth to The Anything Killer and the man who would soon bring The Devil…
“Where’s Oliver?” a man bellowed holding up a badge, waving it.
“Oliver…”
“Speak up lady.”
“I haven’t spoken to him in almost twenty years.”
The man laughed. A man on each side, holding weapons closed in and all three stepped forward into the house.
“Sure, come on in,” Nora said. She smiled but inside each one of her nerves were shaking.
“I’m Ralph Samuels and these guys” – the man motioned with his head to the left and to the right – “are the ones that plan on hopefully pumping your son full of bullets.”
Nora frowned. What did Oliver do?
As if Ralph Samuels read her mind, “Your son is being linked to over a dozen murders in Damon and three in other cities. He’s been dubbed The Anything Killer not that I give a shit about naming serial killers. I personally think it’s bad taste, gives them fuel to keep killing. So tell me, ma’am, what’s it like to raise a killer?”
“Didn’t raise him so well,” Nora said, “and not in that way.”
In Nora’s mind, images flashed. She thought about the first time she went to the garden and found a hacked up rabbit. Or the time she went to take the trash out and found the Miller’s missing dog with its limbs cut off and put into a shopping bag. She was concerned but at that time the most important thing to Nora was keeping a roof over her and Oliver’s head and that meant holding onto some abusive relationships. Even that trip to the trashcan, the extra fifteen seconds she took to stare in horror at the mangled dog, caused her to receive a punch to the eye from her boyfriend at the time.
“Ma’am?” Ralph said again. “I really hope you’re digging through that conscience of yours to point me to what room in this house he’s in.”
“He’s not here officer, or detective, or…”
“Call me Ralph. My badge says the rest, if you want to read it.”
Nora opened her mouth to decline but Ralph kept speaking.
“But see, my concern is finding Oliver. And if you don’t give him to me within the next few minutes, you’re going to jail too.”
“He’s not here, sir. Ralph. He’s not here. I haven’t spoken to him-”
“-in twenty years, you’ve said that. But why? Everyone knows everyone’s business in that shit hole town, Damon. And you, you’re out here, in Bridgeton, just a stones throw away.”
Nora swallowed and felt all those memories coming back. All the beatings from old boyfriends. All the quietness from Oliver… something hiding in his eyes. And then the animals…
“Blame me,” Nora whispered and broke town in tears.
7-
Corine rolled over in bed and wrapped her arms around Gary. She squeezed and kiss his neck and whispered, “TGIF.”
The room was decorated in long, black curtains to block the sunlight from getting in. When it came to home decorating, luckily for both, Corine and Gary agreed on almost everything. They originally decided on the curtains when Gary was working third shift at the bottling plant while going to school for his MBA. He couldn’t sleep with the sun coming into the room. At first Corine wasn’t too happy but once she reaped the benefits of sleeping late on the weekends, she loved the curtains.
Gary always made sure that the curtains were closed and overlapping so there was no chance of light coming in. He no longer worked third shift. He was a regular Joe, working Monday thru Friday, nine to five. He was Vice President of Small Business Financing for Damon National Bank. It wasn’t his dream job in a big city; he didn’t get limo rides to work everyday; and he certainly didn’t get millions in bonuses. Instead he received a salary to provide and enjoy life with Corine. It also helped that his best friend from grade school’s father was the President and always liked him.
If Gary needed a day off, he got it. If Gary needed to leave early, he left. If Gary didn’t feel like working on a project, it was passed on.
This morning, there was sunlight in the room. A tiny crack of light crawled across the bedroom floor, up the nightstand, and against the wall.
Corine stared at it.
Gary never forgot to pull the curtains shut.
In an instant she panicked. Her mind raced, replaying all the news reports and articles about The Anything Killer. The crazed person willing to kill anyone at any time. While Gary didn’t seem to care so much (he assumed things would just work out as they always did, in his words) Corine was amazed by it. A serial killer in her hometown. Damn near her backyard – and they couldn’t find the person?
Granted, Damon wasn’t some one road town but it wasn’t a major city.
Corine took a breath and shook Gary.
“Gary, did you leave the curtain open?”
Gary snored and moved his shoulder.
The curtain began to move.
Something was behind it.
Definitely.
And whatever – or whomever – was there knew Corine was watching…
“Gary, get up.”
Gary rolled to his back and for a second Corine expected to see his throat slit or eyes carved out but that wasn’t the case. It was the same old Gary, his squared off chin and forever there five o’clock shadow. His muscular neck and shoulders, his crew cut styled hair that never messed. The model image of a brute kind of guy, something that attracted Corine the moment she saw Gary. But that look rarely followed through with attitude or action; Gary was a calm, collected man. Reasonable. Willing to talk and think rather than throw a punch like his father. But if it wasn’t for his father being such an Irish hothead, Gary would have never been so close with Mr. Reynolds at the bank, and wouldn’t have gone back to school and wouldn’t have the job he did.
Everything always happens for a reason.
The curtain moved again – pushing out and falling back.
Corine could sense it, it was The Anything Killer. According to the papers, The Anything Killer had been to most of the neighborhoods at some point. And even then when Corine showed Gary, he smiled and told her they were in a community, a gated community with security.
“Yea, but he could climb a gate,” she had said.
And Gary, goddamn him, all he did was smile and walk away.
“Gary, something’s in the room,” she whispered. Fear had begun to grab on to her nerves.
Gary finally opened his eyes. “What are you saying?”
“There’s something behind the curtain. I think it’s The Anything Killer.”
“Oh Christ,” Gary mumbled and turned his to head to see for himself. At the same moment, the curtain pushed out again and fell back. Gary looked at Corine in disbelief and pushed himself up in bed.
Gary’s pretty boy face turned afraid and then angry, all in matter of a few seconds.
“I told you he could climb a gate,” Corine whispered.
The curtain moved again.
“Be quiet,” Gary whispered with a growl. “You stay here. If something happens, run. Call the police. But stay here.”
Corine nodded and Gary slid out of bed.
The master bedroom was long, complete with his and her closets and a door with their own private bathroom. The bed was in the further corner, against a wall, away from the windows. The dancing curtain was near the front of the room and to Gary felt like walking a mile.
His hands sweat and he kept swallowing.
He could never play into any of the serial killing nonsense in town.
People were murdered and that alone was scary, but to add a name to it and write about this person as if he or she was a celebrity? Gary loathed each time the press ran something about The Anything Killer. He didn’t understand why the police just didn’t question every person, one by one.
Smoke ‘em out, as his grandfather would say.
Gary got to the curtain and considered his options. Pulling the curtain back gave the killer the first move. Whereas the element of surprise…
Gary dove at the curtain and twisted. He hoped to wrap the killer up and get him to the ground.
A hellish howl echoed through the room, not human at all. Gary spun and felt a searing pain in his arm. He saw blood running down his arm. Not from a knife but a series of cuts.
Claws?
He let go of the curtain and kicked, but Corine’s cat, Gypsy, already started running for the door.
“Goddamn cat!” Gary screamed. He turned and pointed at Corine. “You left the door open last night.” He looked back to the curtain and fixed it. He let out a sigh. “Enough of this serial killer shit, Corine. Now you’ve got me going crazy too.”
8-
Nora sat at the kitchen table staring down into a black cup of coffee. Ralph Samuels was seated across from her and his two friends in black stood a few feet behind them constantly monitoring for any activity in the house.
“He’s not here,” Nora said for what had to be the tenth time.
“I believe you,” Ralph said, “but I can’t take chances. When was the last time you spoke with Oliver?”
“Like I said twenty years ago. They day he left. A couple days after his eighteenth birthday.”
“Why did he leave?”
Nora shook her head. “It was my fault. All of it was. I knew he had a problem. Killing animals. I just thought he was mad at me for what I was doing. I was drinking a lot but that was to cure my own pain.”
Nora looked up. Ralph followed her eyes and saw she was staring at a cross hung next to a clock on the wall.
“Religion save you?” Ralph asked.
“I don’t know,” Nora replied. “I guess I got to a point where I decided that taking a beating for saying the wrong words wasn’t worth a night under someone else’s roof. But by that time Oliver was gone. Long gone. I caught him one day, the day he left. He was in his room using a pocket knife to cut up a cat. I screamed. I didn’t want to, but how could you not? In my mind I imagined him as little Ollie, a baby trying to play with his feet. But that day he looked like a monster. A hungry monster. And when he looked up at me there was splatters of blood on his face. It wasn’t Oliver.”
“So what happened Nora?” Ralph asked. He motioned for the two men to leave the kitchen. They did. “There, it’s just us now.”
“My scream woke up the man we lived with. We’d been there for three years. I hate to even say his name… but he provided. He bought Oliver clothes. Food. And the bills were paid. In return I was his personal anything. He hit me, yelled at me, raped me, among other things.”
“I’m sorry to hear that.”
“My scream woke him up from a nap.
When he came upstairs and saw the scene in Oliver’s room he began to cough and eventually threw up on the floor.
Oliver laughed. And that’s when everything happened so quick I still can’t make sense of it. One second Oliver was laughing and the next he was standing in the doorway holding a bloody nose. I was screaming again and that’s when I received a punch in the mouth. I bent over in pain and when I felt a hand on my shoulder, I threw an elbow.
When I looked I saw Oliver hunched over in horror – I hit him. I didn’t mean to, I thought it was…” Nora stood up and walked to the counter for a tissue. She turned and leaned against the counter. “That’s when Oliver left. He told me he loved me and would talk to me soon. And he left. I didn’t think much of it at the time. He knew that the man we lived with was going to beat me for waking him from his nap.”
“Oliver never came back?”
“Never. And sadly, after he left, things got better. I was able to focus on myself and get out of that house and move on. I can’t say I’m a better person or even a good person, but I can say that time helped me. Not heal, but helped.”
Ralph sat back and crossed his arms. Today he wasn’t going to be a legend, not by a long shot. Today he’d have to walk back into the station and figure out his next move. And that next move would be analyzing all the notes from Ms. Folsadie.
After a few quiet seconds Ralph excused himself and thanked Nora for her time. He handed her a card and told her to call if she thought of anything or needed anything. As he left Nora Ignis’s house, the spring air had an uncomfortable warmth to it. And for a moment, Ralph felt he was being watched.
9-
A good reporter tells the story. A great reporter finds the story.
Somebody either once told that to Don Carbone or he thought of it himself, he wasn’t exactly sure. Regardless, it held true.
It also kept him in a job when it seemed more newspapers were shutting down or merging with internet based companies and cutting their staff.
But The Morning D couldn’t afford to lose Don and neither could Damon (at least in Don’s eyes).
He was the one who went down and dirty to find stories and report them. He was the one who named The Anything Killer and he was now the one ready to crack the case wide open.
Don Carbone was twenty five with slick black hair and a tie that always hung loose. He favored scotch and cigarettes which worked in his favor to give him a deep, frog like voice that seemed to match his strong name. He refused to put his picture anywhere in articles or online because people associated his name with the image of an old, Italian man – even mob perhaps – and Don was okay with that. He didn’t need people to know he came from another small town in Pennsylvania. In Ackens, he learned to report starting with his father’s affair with a college girl and after writing an article about a prison the state had built there, he received an offer to go to college for journalism. After graduating college, Ackens seemed untouchable – the only thing in town to ever write about was the prison. And by then Ackens already had its top news reporter.
So Don came to Damon and in a bold move, showed up at the newspaper one morning and began to work. Without pay. For almost a month.
That was then. Right now, he sat in his car – the same beat up Pathfinder he drove to Damon in and slept in for that first month.
Thanks to Ms. Folsadie and her obsession with an old student, Oliver Ignis, Don couldn’t let the case go. Not now. He knew Ignis had to be in town still. Only the police were never going to find him. Not because Ignis was a ghost or something, but because he was living under a different name. He had to be. There was no other choice. But no matter how many times Don called Ralph Samuels to share theories, Ralph played it off.
But not anymore.
Don had it.
When Ignis was a kid, he was desperate for friends. And companionship. His mother, Nora, had a drinking problem and would live with any man that had a roof. That included other drunks, those who abused Nora, all for Ignis to see.
Ignis had no friends. Had no siblings.
So he made one up.
Norman.
All this information came from deduction and logic. Don never had a chance to see much of Ms. Folsadie’s information; the day he showed up after her murder he was able to get inside the house but was only able to read a few bits and pieces before Ralph Samuels kicked him out.
But it seemed obvious – the kid was neglected and needed someone in his life. Without a father it only seemed right that he’d be desperate for his mother’s love. And if she couldn’t give it to him, he’d had to do something.
And since he was so obsessed with his mother, and his mothers name was Norma, it only seemed fitting…
Norman.
As for the last name, Don went on a whim. He figured Smith. Something common and something that would be looked over.
When he found a Norman Smith living in Colonial Crest apartments, he wasn’t sure whether to scream for happiness or consider the fact that maybe it was just too coincidental to follow through. Part of him was tempted to just go to the apartment and face The Anything Killer himself, but Don had seen some of the crime scene photos. Instead he called Ralph Samuels.
“I’ve got him,” Don said to Samuels voicemail.
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In the past, the steam from the hot bath would loosen the adhesive of the tape that kept Oliver’s mother attached to the wall of the tub. This saddened Oliver because just as he would get settled to open up to his mother, the tape would let go and she’d be floating in the water. The idea of it seemed exciting at first, bringing up dusted memories of maybe a time when his mother would actually bathe him.
He preferred to speak to her, really speak to her, and since wrinkled, soaked pictures were no use, Oliver ordered dozens of the only photograph he had of his mother and then each night he took his scalding bath, he would glue a picture of her to the wall.
And talk.
Tonight was no different.
“They know and I’m sure you do too.”
In the picture Nora Ignis was smiling. She wore a faded red sweater with white snowflakes. Oliver sometimes imagined in the background a couch full of family and a fire in a fireplace.
“This last one was different. She thought I was someone else. She thought her boyfriend sent me to kill her…”
Oliver lifted one of his hands from the water and watched the steam rise from his skin. He always thought of it as his soul cleansing itself.
“… what’s happened to the town, Mom? Damon used to be so nice.”
Nora never spoke back unless Oliver closed his eyes and thought about it.
Tonight he needed to hear her, more than ever. If it weren’t bad enough the cops were closing in because of that bitch Ms. Folsadie, now there was a nosy reporter trying to connect even more dots. Oliver had been questioning all his moves and today when he received his water bill, he wondered if his fake name was too basic… Norman Smith.
Not that Oliver could do anything about the name. There was only one other voice that spoke in his mind and it hadn’t since he was a child. His old pal, Norman. Norman used to tell him about hurting animals and people. Norman used to draw violent pictures in his mind. Norman used to stay up late and bother Oliver all the time. But Norman had gone away right after Oliver started killing animals. And he stayed away until the going got rough. Then he showed up again and told Oliver to use his name, Norman, and then hide.
“Talk to me Mom,” Oliver whispered and put a washcloth over his face.
“Ollie, it’s okay baby…”
“I knew you’d say that.”
In Oliver’s mind he can feel his mother’s bony fingers running through his hair. He could even smell the mix of cheap perfume and nicotine.
She’s with him.
“I’ll protect you. I’ll tell them you’re a good boy. The greatest boy in the world.”
“But you never hugged me Mom. Or kissed me. And those men… they hurt you.”
“No, that’s okay Ollie. It wasn’t love. I love you. You have my heart.”
“They’ll take me away for what I’ve done. I’ve killed people. Because of the urge that comes. And it won’t stop. But I like it. I like the urge. I want the urge all the time…”
“Follow your heart Ollie.”
Oliver pulled the wash cloth from his face and felt a sting of pain go through his heart.
He looked at the picture on the wall and wanted it to move. To talk. To somehow rewind back to a different time. To help his mother love him.
Oliver felt that love would conquer his urges. He knew it. But it was too late now. This was reality not some movie
. He’d be caught soon unless he left. But how could he leave his mother like that? She was close, only over in Bridgeton. Oliver hadn’t driven by her house in at least a year and he wasn’t ready to face her yet. But if time was counting down…
“Oliver, Oliver, Oliver…”
The voice sounded everywhere; the bathroom; the hall; his mind.
He pushed himself from the water and touched his mother’s face.
“It’s okay,” he said.
He stepped from the tub and wrapped a towel around himself.
The time had come.
The police were here.
“Oliver, Oliver, Oliver…”
Part of him wanted to find a weapon and fight. Go down swinging. But what’s the use? Maybe in jail, he’d find the strength to face his mother again.
Oliver stepped from the bathroom with his hands in the air. A normal person would have thought about all the bloodshed, all the cries, the screams, all the last breaths held in Oliver’s eyes and soul. But Oliver’s only concern was his towel falling and exposing himself to the police.
“Oliver, Oliver, Oliver…”
Oliver turned the corner and looked down the hall.
There were no lights.
No shadows.
No guns.
Just one person.
Maybe a person.
Whatever it was, it had a set of red eyes.
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Don kept looking to his cell phone. He wondered if calling Ralph Samuels again would only hurt the situation.
But this was it, the big break.
Norman Smith.
The Anything Killer exposed.
Don drove back to the newspaper with the intentions of beginning his article. It would be the greatest piece of news reporting that Damon would ever see. With his name on it.
Maybe once the story broke national, he’d get the chance to interview The Anything Killer. Face to face. The crook and the catcher.
When he got to the newspaper Don had to contain himself. The people there were vultures with ties. If they sensed any sort of happiness, they flocked. They questioned. They poked. They prodded. Not because they cared about the person but because they wanted the story. And whomever could type it quick enough with the most clichés wins. It bothered Don but then again, with the industry in turmoil, what could you expect.
In the parking lot he checked his phone one last time. His finger glided to his recent calls and against his will he did not call Ralph again. He told himself he’d give it another hour.
He walked to his desk with his head hanging, pretending to be deep in thought.
“Hey Bone, what’s shaking?”
Don looked up. “Hey Larry. What’s the good news today?”
Larry waved his hand. “Boring town my friend. And writing about this serial killer is getting old. People don’t care anymore. We need a body or a suspect.”
Don nodded.
Larry looked around and then leaned in. “Personally, I prefer a body. As long as it’s not mine. Another body lets this thing keep going. But if they catch the guy, we’re screwed. We’ll get a week of reporting and then it’s all gone.”
“Who says it’s a guy?” Don asked.
“You got a bite Bone?”
Don smiled through the urge to smack Larry. First off, Don hated that Larry started calling him Bone because of his last name. Second, Larry looked the part of a used car salesman – slicked back hair and a receding hairline.
“I’m not saying a thing Larry. Just keep your mind open.”
Don walked away and he could hear Larry scrambling at his desk. Don smiled as he pictured Larry now trying to make a connection of a woman being The Anything Killer.
Don walked into his small cubicle and positioned his laptop at the best angle in case any of the vultures showed up to peek.
He noticed a yellow sticky note on his phone. He read it and felt like he could fly.
Got it. Be here at 9:17pm.
-RS
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Nora felt she wasn’t alone. Of course, the small house was empty – it was always empty. The way she wanted it after all those years of living too hard and too fast. She tried to grasp the idea that Oliver was a serial killer. It wasn’t a complete shock because of what Oliver used to do to animals but still… killing people?
Worse yet, that meant Oliver stayed close.
The day he left, Nora found herself facing the biggest decision of her life. At that time her head wasn’t straight and as she watched him walk away she actually thought it would be for the better. Give Oliver a chance to experience the world and find a better way through it.
“A better way,” Nora whispered shaking her head.
It had taken years of personal anguish and sometimes doctor’s help to get the past out of her mind. She never told anyone that what she desperately tried to do was erase the past. Not clear her mind and accept it. Get rid of it. Make it so it never existed. Make it so that if she ever met someone she could tell them that she took care of her dying mother for a few years and that was it. Nothing about having a son – a serial killer son. Nothing about abusive relationships or abusive habits.
Nora’s hands began to shake.
Her eyes glanced at the cross on the wall. It was her mother’s cross, the one hanging above her bed when she passed away. But Nora didn’t care about that. A few feet away from the cross was a cabinet above the refrigerator. In that cabinet…
Nora could feel the demons trying to claw back out. She slid her chair back and put her hands to her chest. She took deep breaths. She couldn’t believe how fast it hits. No matter how many beatings she took from boyfriends, they always ended. They either got tired of hitting her, hurt themselves, or if they were drunk or high, they’d pass out.
But the bottle didn’t stop. Its hits were worse.
Nora found herself standing. Her eyes locked on the cabinet. She swallowed, part of her mind pretending to taste the burning drink, part of her mind convincing herself that her mouth was dry and needed a drink…
Two drinks.
Three drinks.
Pills.
Nora looked left and saw the drawer that held the knives.
She smiled, now her entire body was shaking. The demons were alive and well. They had gotten into her mind.
Nora blamed Oliver.
Before she got pregnant, life was okay. Oliver’s father, Jack, drank a little and worked a lot. He wasn’t a great man, but a good man. He never hit her. And while he never swore he wouldn’t leave, Nora never worried about it.
Then Oliver was born.
And now Jack was gone. Oliver a serial killer. Nora alone.
Nora stood at the fridge. The cabinet damn near calling her. For a second she thought she saw it opening and closing.
Her mind asked, What happens when they catch Oliver?
Then Nora would be dragged into it. She’d be the mother of a serial killer. All the families of Oliver’s victims would blame her. She’d be analyzed, written about, told how much she was a terrible person and parent.
But that couldn’t happen if she was dead…
Nora, mother of The Anything Killer, Oliver Ignis, commits suicide…
At least that was better than being alive to face everything. Nora shook her head.
She pushed herself up on the counter and opened the cabinet. Her old friend, Jack Daniels, stood waiting. The only man that punched harder than the rest. The only man that could punch her and leave her wanting more.
“Nora, it’s okay.”
Her fingertips were on the bottle when the voice spoke. She jumped. She fell off the counter and hit her head on the yellow linoleum floor. Her eyes dazed for a moment as a figure began to form over her.
“It’s okay,” the figure said, “I’m here to help.”
Nora smiled at the figure. Someone to talk to. And it didn’t even bother her that it had red eyes.
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Ralph Samuels looked into the dumpster and cursed. He kicked the dumpster a few times imagining it as Oliver Ignis’s head. How could the son of a bitch be so close but be so far?
“It’s his,” a voice said.
“No shit,” Ralph replied turning around. His face burned red when he saw it was the Captain. “Sorry sir.”
“I understand. Heard about the mother’s house. That’s a damn shame.”
“I thought we had him,” Ralph said. He looked back into the dumpster at the twisted carcass. This time Oliver slit the throat and looked as if he let the woman’s neck drain into the dumpster before leaving her.
“Press is going to be on this soon. That Carbone kid will be sniffing soon.”
Ralph touched his cell phone and sighed. “He called me a few minutes ago. Couldn’t stomach to answer and hear more of his theory bullshit.”
A technician with white gloves excused himself and stepped between Ralph and the Captain. He began to take pictures while motioning with his hands. Ralph walked away, feeling depressed. The sun set in the background of Damon, a gentle reminder that another day had come and gone. A reminder that tomorrow would come and The Anything Killer would walk the streets. Even his killing times didn’t match up. This would be the fourteenth body over three years. There was no predicting when he would strike again.
In Ralph’s mind he imagined if Oliver had been at his mother’s house. And the bust went clean. He could be sitting in an interview room, on tape, drilling Oliver. He’d be talking to reporters and working with the Captain on a press conference. But instead…
“Go home Samuels,” Captain Harding called out. His face too looked depressed. “No worries, we will get him. I can feel it.” The Captain looked out to the sunset. “I’ve lived here my entire life. I can feel something.”
As Captain Harding drove away, Ralph listened to his voicemail.
“I’ve got him…”
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Don’t look.
Corine kept saying it to herself as she drove west on Main Line Road. She tried to keep her focus on the setting sun, but couldn’t. How could she? The four cops cars with no lights on, three undercover cars, two news vans, and the aura of the entire scene.
The Anything Killer had struck again.
Corine followed in the growing line of traffic as people slowed to rubberneck for a second, but for Corine it was more than rubbernecking. It was the grip of fear holding even tighter on her nerves. Just this morning there was an article in the paper saying that the police had ideas for leads. That they planned on an arrest soon.
Soon, Corine thought. Not soon enough.
Her car coasted by and a few seconds later the traffic sped up and it was just a thing in the past.
Not for Corine. And even as she turned into her little, gated section of the world in Damon, she still didn’t feel safe. Maybe if the killer had a set person he was looking for – man, woman, age, something – but there was nothing. He really was The Anything Killer.
Corine parked in the garage and sat in the darkness for a minute, her heart racing. She made a mental note to tell Gary to get an automatic light installed in the garage. What if The Anything Killer was waiting for her in the dark? She checked her mirrors and let out a long sigh. She forced herself from the car, leaving her bag. She’d make Gary get it later.
She opened the door and stepped into the kitchen. The dark kitchen. She was all for conserving energy but Gary should have left some kind of light on. Just in case.
With a steady hand and her eyes scanning the kitchen for any movement, she opened the fridge. The light spread out to only half the kitchen, but it was better than nothing. She then walked forward the three steps it took to get to the light switch. Another mental note – tell Gary that the light switch is in a terrible spot. It should be against the door. Not three steps away.
The fridge door slowly closed as Corine called for Gary.
No response.
Of course not, she thought.
She called again but her voice just bounced off the walls.
Her mind replayed the crime scene on Main Line Road. Would The Anything Killer kill twice so quick? Would he really risk it?
Corine walked into the dining room and found it just as dark as the kitchen was. She wanted to scream and probably should have to get Gary’s attention, but the fear of The Anything Killer wouldn’t allow it. In the small chance the killer didn’t know Corine was there, she didn’t want to give up her spot…
She saw something at the table.
A figure.
A black figure – everything was black in the dark.
It didn’t matter to Corine.
The figure moved.
Stood up.
Corine froze in place and held her breath.
I can’t do this, she thought. I can’t do this… I can’t do this…
The figure walked across the room.
It moved slow with confidence.
Corine decided if she was going to die she should just scream. Get it out. Maybe Gary was upstairs and didn’t know. Yeah. And he’d come save her.
Corine prepared herself to scream just as the light came on in the dining room. She gasped for air as she saw Gary standing at the light switch in a black suit with no tie. He was smiling. She looked to the table and saw a fully cooked meal waiting for her.
“Gary…”
“It’s been four years since you walked into Molly’s Pub and I bugged you all night to have a drink with me.”
Corine couldn’t decide between crying or punching Gary.
She opted for a kiss and sat down with Gary. She also opted to not tell him about her paranoia right now, he’d only get upset.
Still, even as they ate dinner, Corine couldn’t help looking out the window in the dining room expecting to see someone standing there.
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As Oliver approached the figure, he kept his hands in the air.
No use going out tattered with bullet holes…
“Oliver, Oliver, Oliver…”
“Yes, I’m… I’m Oliver.”
“That I know,” the voice said. The voice came across cold yet the upstairs burned with heat. More than Oliver could bear to stand. It was so hot, he sweat so profusely he began to lose his breath. “Mind if I turn on a light?”
“By all means Oliver,” the voice said, “but I warn you… well, you’ll see.”
Oliver kept his eyes on the set of glowing red eyes as he reached for the switch on the wall. He flipped it and turned his head to check the thermostat. The heat was turned off. “How?” he whispered as sweat dripped into his mouth. It tasted soapy.
“I’m sorry about the heat Oliver. It’s a part of me.”
Oliver turned and saw a man leaning against the wall. Tall, dressed in black. Shoulders wide, muscles pushing against clothing. He wore black boots, thick and rounded, the biggest boots Oliver had ever seen.
“You’re not the police… are you?”
The man laughed. The laughter so deep and powerful, pictures of Nora Ignis on the wall rattled. (Actually it was the same picture – the only picture Oliver had of his mother. But he hung it around his apartment as if each one were different.)
“I’m a sort of police I guess you could say. But not the cuffs and cop cars kind.”
The man rolled his head, his neck popping. As it did Oliver caught a glimpse of his skin – his chin came to a point and was a dark green color.
Oliver wondered what it was… not whom.
“What are you?”
“I always hate this part because they never believe me when I say it.”
“I’m not like everyone,” Oliver replied. He smiled, he loved that fact about himself.
“And that’s why I’m here Oliver.” The man pushed himself off the wall and stepped forward. The heat in the room increased again and where he stood was a black outline, like someone had burned the wall. “I… I’m The Devil.”
Oliver’s mouth opened but the man stopped him.
“I’m Satan. The dark man. The ruler of hell. The controller of purgatory. The big guy’s greatest enemy.”
Oliver stared at the man for a few seconds and wondered if he had fallen asleep in the bath. It had happened once before only he dreamed of himself on an Easter egg hunt with his mother and each egg they found contained a body part to someone they had killed together. It was the greatest dream Oliver ever had.
“The Devil…,” Oliver said. He shook his head and turned around to go back to the bathroom and wake himself up.
When he turned the man stood there. Inches away. The heat pushing onto Oliver’s skin so much it burned, really burned. He stepped back and screamed in pain. “What are you doing?”
“Showing you Oliver,” the man said. “Am I not what you think?”
Oliver gasped for air while slowly walking backwards to the steps. He turned and the figure stood there again.
“You can’t run Oliver. We have to talk.”
“Stay away from me. I’ll call the police.”
The man laughed. “Go ahead. They’re right onto you, you know. They have you…. Norman Smith.”
“How do you know that name?” Oliver shouted. He looked around the room and the pictures of his mother began to move.
“I know all the names… Brenda Hope. Tommy Noxon. Sara Peters. Lawrence Howard. Christine Tomish…. Shall I keep going?”
Oliver fell to the ground in the fetal position. He pressed his lips again his knees and began to rock.
The man kept a tiny distance so that Oliver’s skin wouldn’t burn. He knelt down. “Oliver, I’m The Devil. And I’m here to help you…”
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Don Carbone sat at his desk pretending to play drums with two pencils. He refused to step away from his desk, even for a bathroom break, which he desperately needed. He ordered Chinese for dinner and requested the food delivered right to his desk. For whatever reason, RS (Ralph Samuels) wanted to call his desk line, and that was okay.
This would be the last piece of The Anything Killer puzzle.
The fake name – Norman Smith.
Don checked the clock – 9:14pm.
The note said Ralph would call at 9:17pm and Don would give him until 9:18pm to call before he would begin a tyrant of phone calls.
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Oliver felt trapped in a nightmare. A nightmare of his own souls regrets all coming back at once. All those years of anger for not having his mother’s love and taking it out on other people finally catching up.
The figure that called itself The Devil stood and waited patiently.
“I don’t have much time,” it said. “There are too many things to do.”
Oliver kept rocking. He talked to his mother in his mind.
“Help me,” he said.
“Oh Ollie, don’t be afraid… I’m right here with you…”
“I love you Mom.”
“I love you too Oliver.”
“Who are you?” Oliver asked. He released the grip on his knees and began to collect himself.
“I’m The Devil. I’ve said that already. But you look like you need proof. Would you like me to bring back some of your victims? I can… here… watch…”
The Devil opened its one hand, showing Oliver it was empty. Then he waved his other hand over it and a mist cloud formed for a second. When the cloud faded, the head of Tommy Noxon appeared.
Oliver screamed as he stared at his old bully’s head. It had been seven years since he tracked Tommy down and finally gave him what he deserved. But Tommy’s body had been buried a hundred miles away and had confused the hell out of police.
“I can make him talk too,” The Devil said.
“No, no,” Oliver said with a hand in the air, “just make it go away.”
“Fair enough.” The Devil waved its hand again and the head disappeared. “Now, can we get down to business please? I don’t have much time…”
“What business?” Oliver asked.
“You’re a killer. I like killers. You provide fear. And I like fear. You have this little town in an uproar. There are people who are afraid to sleep. People who think every sound in their house is you. People who see a shadow and think you’re coming for them. And that’s commendable. Sometimes even I can’t pull that off. No matter the disease or catastrophe, it takes a lot. But you, Oliver, you did it. And I want to give you a chance to spread that fear across the state… the country… maybe even the world.”
“Fear?” Oliver asked. He never thought of it like that. He was just satisfying urges… but creating fear?
The Devil stepped forward. The heat pressed against Oliver’s face but he didn’t mind so much now. He was a bit used to it. “Fear, Oliver. You create it and I need it. I’m going to offer you something. A deal.”
“A deal with The Devil?”
“Sure, call it that.”
“You’re really The Devil?” Oliver asked.
“In the flesh,” The Devil said waving his hand across his body. The black clothing disappeared revealing a ripped and bleeding torso. Oliver never saw anything like it. Blood dripped, but never touched the floor. Things moved inside The Devil’s body, pressing against its skin. Oliver thought he saw a hand push out and heard muffled screams. The Devil snapped its fingers and its black clothing was back in place. “I hope I’m not scaring you. Here, let’s try this…” The Devil spun around once. When he did, he changed. Gone was the dark ominous figure. Replaced with a lean looking man with black hair parted at the side wearing what looked like an expensive suit.
And gone was the heat.
The Devil put a hand out and Oliver just stared at it.
“Okay, we’re not ready yet,” he said. “I guess I’ll have to prove it to you.”
“Prove what?”
“Prove that I’m here to help.” The Devil reached into his pocket and pulled out a phone. Oliver stepped back, still jumpy. The Devil laughed. “I’m not here to hurt you Oliver.” The Devil flipped open the cell phone and smiled. “9:17… right on time.”
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When the phone rang, Don Carbone jumped and clapped his hands. He spun around once in his chair and then fixed his shirt and hair. The Caller ID came up with a blocked number but his computer screen said it was 9:17.
He knew that answering the phone was going to change his life forever. No more petty stories about car accidents or Mrs. Granon’s cat that celebrated its fifteenth birthday. No more live reports at the yearly walk-a-thon or talking about the first day of spring.
Time for the real action now.
Don rubbed his sweaty palms on his pants and answered the phone.
“Right on time,” he said.
A second later he disappeared leaving the phone swinging back and forth from the desk like a pendulum.
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Oliver watched as The Devil held the phone to his ear. His face was perfectly chiseled, statue like. For a second Oliver felt the sting of jealously hit him. He wished he had those looks. He’d be able to attract any woman he desired.
And kill them.
Oliver heard the sound of a voice answering the phone – “Right on time…”
The Devil held the phone out and a mist began to pour from the phone like a fog machine. It sprayed and hissed with fury. The Devil let the phone drop to the floor and the cloud overtook the room. The cloud mushroomed and pushed to the ceiling and then climbed back down to the floor. Over and over. It could have been seconds, maybe minutes, Oliver couldn’t tell. The mist began to suck back into the phone and once it cleared a man stood in the middle of Oliver’s room.
“Who are you?” Oliver asked.
“Who are you?” the man asked back. And then he turned. And turned. And turned. “What happened? What did you do?”
The Devil stepped from the shadows and grabbed the man by his neck and threw him into the wall. He hit with a thunderous thud and fell back to the floor leaving a couple blood marks on the wall. “Sorry Oliver, I’m going to take the lead on this one.”
“Who is that?” Oliver asked.
The Devil walked to the man and lifted him by the hair. Blood streaked across his face as he tried to speak.
“No more talking Don,” The Devil said as he reached into the man’s mouth and pulled his tongue out. He tore it off like a piece of paper towel and dropped it to the floor. Then he held the man into the air and looked at Oliver. “This is Don Carbone, reporter extraordinaire. He’s onto you. He had the last piece. He figured out you were Norman Smith. And this Oliver is my proof and gift to you.” The Devil looked at the man, Don Carbone, and smiled.
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“What’s wrong Don? Confused?”
The pain surging through Don’s body felt like a million knives, needles, and bullets tearing at him. The strange part was that his mouth didn’t hurt that bad. Maybe it was shock, his body not realizing its tongue had just been ripped out.
“I know what you’re thinking Don. R.S., right?”
Don looked to his left and saw a skinny man mostly naked standing in a corner. His hair was a mess and his eyes looked tired, confused. The Anything Killer. Don tried to scream but more pain pushed through his body. It started at the top and worked its way down. It felt like it was coming from the man holding him in the air.
“I am R.S., just so you know. I don’t play dirty games, I just stretch the truth a little. I’m The Devil. Or in your case, you can call me the Real Satan – R.S.”
The man laughed and Don felt the laughter moving up and down his body. He wanted to die but couldn’t. He could feel his heart racing and his mind trying to figure everything out now to no avail. All Don wanted was death. He never had that kind of thought before but it was all he could hear his mind screaming.
KILL ME! KILL ME!
“Oh, Don, I’m not killing you…
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…I’m keeping you, as a souvenir.”
The Devil looked at Oliver and lowered his head. His face changed form into some kind of monster. His lips grew wide and nose flattened a bit, leaving two large openings for nostrils. His forehead stretched out and his ears grew too. He opened his mouth and made a U with his jaw sending off the loudest “pop” sound Oliver had ever heard. Then his mouth fell to the floor, open like a gateway. Oliver could see figures and shadows inside, consumed by fire. It was like a cave of… hell. It looked like rocks hung from the roof of The Devil’s mouth. They all dripped blood that sizzled as it hit the raging flames. Each time the sizzle sounded so did a scream and then a white mist outline of a body rose up and dissipated.
The Devil then placed Don Carbone into his mouth and closed it. Oliver heard the horrendous screams from the journalist and as this happened, Don’s tongue began to squirm and roll around on the floor.
“Can you ‘oss dat to me p’ease?” The Devil asked with a mouthful of hell.
Oliver looked at the tongue and it began to move across the floor like a caterpillar.
“NOW!” The Devil boomed.
Oliver ran after the tongue. He grabbed it by the tip and tossed it into the air. The Devil, not missing a beat, stood under the last remaining piece of Don Carbone and caught it in his mouth. Then he shook his head and his face turned back into the clean cut good looking guy.
The Devil adjusted his tie and leaned back showing Oliver Don’s face pressing against The Devil’s throat.
“There, that’s better,” The Devil said. “Now, can I assume that you believe me when I say who I am?”
Oliver nodded. He couldn’t believe it, but he did. The Devil stood in his room.
“Now, I’m here to offer you something. A weekend of killing. Starting at midnight. You will be able to kill as free as you want and nobody can kill you. If the police shoot you, the bullets won’t harm. If they tackle you, you just wiggle them off. If they place you in jail, walk through the bars.”
The idea made Oliver smile. He was often forced to control his urges until the right time. But to have the chance to just kill whenever, in the open, in the daylight. To walk into a crowd and pick someone to kill…
“I see you’re smiling Oliver. Don Carbone was my gift to you. He’s gone now. But if you agree, I ask for something in return.”
“Okay, anything,” Oliver said. His mouth had become dry from the excitement.
“I require your soul. I will collect it at a minute before midnight Sunday evening.”
“My soul?”
The Devil nodded.
Oliver thought about it. His soul. What did it matter? Nobody loved him, not even his mother. Nobody cared either. The world was a moving force leaving Oliver behind in an invisible cloud. At least until he started killing. Like The Devil had said, he brought fear to Damon. True fear. And fear meant power. Another thought came to Oliver – maybe if his mother saw him and how strong and powerful he was, she’d realize that she gave birth to a real man. Then she’d love him. And he’d love her more. And he could take more pictures of her to hang on his wall.
“So, what do you think Oliver?” The Devil asked.
“What happens after Sunday?”
“I get your soul and you get to live. Without your soul, you will never feel pain again Oliver. Your memories will be like moving pictures in your mind and nothing more. I will send you anywhere you want to go where the police can’t find you. I’ll change your hair, your face… I’ll make you look like me if you want. And you can finish your life as you wish.”
Oliver thought about it again. “Why me?”
“Because you bring true fear. You don’t match other killers. You scare everyone. And a massacre like you could create this weekend would keep fear alive – keep people awake at night, keep people looking over their shoulder. The fear will carry on with each passing anniversary. And the best part is that you will get away.”
“What about my mother?” Oliver’s eyes lit up. Another idea came to him. “Can I take her with me?”
“As long as she gives her soul up, sure.”
Oliver clapped his hands and laughed. He’d be able to live the rest of his life with his mother. Maybe on an island somewhere hot, no, not too hot. With a beach. And an ocean. And a place where people serve them drinks with the little umbrellas. And then they could play with his hair and bathe him and cut his nails and he could fall asleep on her chest listening to her heart beat…
“I’ll do it!” Oliver screamed. “Yes! Yes!”
“Excellent,” The Devil replied. “All we have to do is shake on it. Then I’ll be gone and starting midnight you have a free pass to kill.”
The Devil put his hand out to Oliver and wiggled his fingers. Oliver looked at it and then back to The Devil.
“What’s wrong Oliver?” The Devil asked.
“I don’t want to get burned.”
“I won’t hurt you, I changed, remember?”
Oliver nodded. He slowly put his hand out. Just as it was about to touch The Devil’s hands, The Devil spoke, “There’s only one rule… people can’t kill you…”
Oliver kept nodding, thinking of his mother.
“…so the real enemy for the weekend, Oliver…”
Oliver imagined he and his mother watching waves hit the shore.
“…is yourself…”
Before Oliver could speak The Devil grabbed his hand and shook. At first it didn’t burn. Then a white mist began to form around The Devil and it took its other form and the heat grew. Oliver tried to break away from the handshake but couldn’t. He screamed in pain as it felt like someone held his hand against a burner on a stove. The mist overtook The Devil and when Oliver looked down he no longer saw a hand holding his but rather a ball of fire.
At the sight of his melting skin, he passed out.
21-
Nora lay awake in bed with a new sense of hope. The man had said so much that rang true. Told her the bottle was the easy way to a life leading to death. And the knife? He somehow made it disappear. The best slight of hand trick Nora had ever seen. He waved his hand and the knife went away, just like that. The man had been so kind, so gentle helping her off the floor. His strength was so much and his hands felt like gripping stone. His eyes were deep and meaningful; Nora knew the man led an important life.
He had sat her at the kitchen table and talked to her. Really talked to her. He didn’t yell. He didn’t swing. He didn’t accuse.
When they first sat down, the cross on the wall fell. Well, it actually flew across the room. Nora jumped and stared in disbelief.
“Strange, huh?” the man had asked.
“Those nails are old in the walls,” Nora had replied. Her mind was accustomed to making such quick, dumb excuses, it didn’t even occur to her that something may be wrong.
The man took her hand and held it. It was warm. So warm it ran through her body.
“I need you alive,” he told her. “Alive and well.”
“What for? Who are you? A cop? Like that other man?”
“No, no… I’m no cop. Not like that man at all. I’m here to help your son.”
“My son? Oliver?”
The man nodded. “He’s in a bit of trouble but I can help. But he needs you alive. You’re the key…”
“He needs me?”
“He needs you Nora. And that bottle up there isn’t going to help you. That bottle is full of demons. With each sip, another one is released.”
The man then stood up and walked to the counter and reached up and grabbed the bottle. His arm length shouldn’t have been able to reach it but somehow it did. And again Nora’s mind played the excuse game, even though her eyes were certain that the man’s arm extended another foot or two to grab the bottle. When his arm retracted he tucked the bottle into the inside of his jacket. “There, there. No temptation…”
Nora and the man talked for another hour before he excused himself. He told her he had an appointment at 9:17pm with an important client but would be sure to visit Oliver beforehand.
“You won’t tell the police where he’s living, will you?” Nora asked.
“I’d never. He’s a good boy, I mean man. He’s just a little lost. I can help him.”
“They’re going to catch him… I know it. People were here today. Right before you came.”
“I saw them. It’s okay. I promise that when I speak with Oliver, nobody will ever hurt him.”
Nora had the urge to hug the man but never did. He excused himself and left although Nora never heard the door open or close.
And as she lay in her bed, her mind didn’t care that she never asked the man his name but rather she smiled. She smiled hoping that the man was right and that Oliver would be okay.
22-
Gary had fallen asleep ten minutes ago, his usual routine after making love. Not that there was anything left to do for the night, Gary had made sure to cook, clean up, run the dishwasher, and let Corine have rule over the remote. The night was romantic even with the small thought in the back of her head about The Anything Killer.
Now that thought burned bright.
He was out there. Corine knew it. She could feel it. She was certain that at that very moment, The Anything Killer would be planning his next kill.
She looked at the clock and saw it was 12:01am. Gary let out a grunt and a snore.
It was officially Saturday, but Corine didn’t think the weekend was going to be very enjoyable.
23-
Ralph Samuels stared at the sink, thinking about the bottle of whiskey hidden there. Hiding it seemed unnecessary as Ralph only shared his apartment with whatever bugs were able to sneak in through cracks in the walls and unsealed windows. He had no time for romance, nor the care. His one and only love broke his heart a month before their wedding and the thought of going down that road again scared him. She had told him it was because he got shot in the shoulder two weeks prior and that the actual idea of him dying in the line of duty like that was too much to bear. Ralph never understood it, people got killed everyday. Car accidents, heart attacks… serial killers.
His mouth damn near watered for just a sip, anything to cloud his mind.
Thinking about that woman today, Abigail O’Malley. A sweet looking young woman in a dumpster. And if that weren’t the whole story, it turned out she’d been dating a man believed to have ties with the mob. Then came the theory the killing had nothing to do with The Anything Killer or better yet, The Anything Killer was really just the mob.
Ralph hated that thought. He knew better. He could feel it. Something was in Damon. Something dark. Evil.
He looked at the clock on the wall – 12:03am. He grabbed his phone off an end table and listened to the voicemail from Don Carbone again.
“I’ve got him…”
“Bullshit,” Ralph said and closed the phone. He thought about drinking one last time before shutting his own eyes. Part of him wanted to rest peacefully knowing it was Saturday, but another part of him knew that the weekend couldn’t end soon enough.
24-
He sits on the hill above Damon. He admires how quiet the town is. But he can sense the fear. And it’s growing. People know he’s there but don’t know it’s him. They think it’s Oliver, Oliver Ignis… aka Norman Smith aka The Anything Killer.
He looks up to the stars and smiles. He knows no matter how much faith is dumped into the town, it won’t matter.
There is power here. Great power.
He senses the midnight hour and knows in less than an hour the first killing will happen. He knows Oliver won’t wait. And why should he? A free pass to kill.
He stands on the mountain and blends in quite well as a dark shadow amongst the trees. He’s tempted to set them all on fire but doesn’t want to deter from the task at hand. He spins his hand around once and any house in Damon with a cross experiences a moment that half won’t remember and the other half will call weird, a sign, someone’s watching as every cross in town spins once on the wall it’s attached to.
All he needs now is for the town’s fear to spread like a virus, and Oliver to kill himself by Sunday so he can have body AND soul.
The Devil isn’t always honest but he’s true to word – Oliver now has the power to kill freely for the entire weekend. What Oliver doesn’t know is that The Devil needs him to commit suicide for the deal to go through.
And that plan is well in motion…
Interlude 1: First Kill
1-
Years passed. Seconds built up and took those years. Minutes, they sometimes held on, sometimes sped away. Days happened, and months were measured by weather or holidays. The world around Oliver kept moving, spiraling, happening in flashes of light and screams… screams of children on a playground, playing pirate ship on the big jungle gym… screams of his mother as she was used again and again.
The urge kept building.
At some point, the urge took full control. The urge was the last thing he thought about before sleeping and was the first thing he’d think of upon waking. The urge clouded his mind and blurred his thoughts. The urge also blurred the outside world’s voices, which at times, came as a bit of a blessing, considering he lived in a house where loud voices and loud noises were just part of the norm. And even when his mother got fed up of whatever man she lived with and ripped herself and Oliver from the house, they’d end up somewhere else, usually quiet at first, but then over time the noises would come back.
But it all changed one day in school.
Oliver sat at the end of a cafeteria table, in the far corner of the lunch room. He did have friends, well, people he spoke with on a daily basis – in school, of course – so it wasn’t as if he sat as some kind of outcast destined for horrible things. He blend right in, so much so, that the only person who ever had an inkling of Oliver’s potential was Miss Folsadie and her thoughts and feelings came long before Oliver murdered her.
One day while Oliver finished a peanut butter and jelly sandwich he heard a boy laughing. A high pitched laughed, geeky almost. He looked and saw Peter Lanke, with bright orange cheese clumps in the corner of his mouth, pointing at someone, with a long, bony finger, laughing.
Peter Lanke’s father was a rich businessman, selling something or maybe owning something, Oliver couldn’t remember. And Peter Lanke was a spoiled rich kid. But that never bothered Oliver, not until that day. And even then, it had nothing to do with Peter Lanke’s laugh nor did it have anything to do with Peter Lanke’s wealth.
It was about the urge.
It was always about the urge.
2-
After school, Oliver tracked Peter Lanke. He didn’t take the bus like the rest of the kids. He was picked up in a deep black car with blacked out windows. Not quite a limo but not the type of car you’d expect to see at a school.
Peter turned to get in the car and Oliver waved to him.
Peter looked, a tad confused, and then disappeared into the car.
Just like animals, Oliver told himself.
Patience.
Patience.
Patience.
And that’s all it took.
After three days of waving, Peter Lanke finally waved back.
When that happened, Oliver made it to the lunchroom a few minutes earlier and made sure to sit next to Peter.
They didn’t speak, other than a quick hello.
But something was found out… Peter Lanke like cheese crackers. The kinds where it was two crackers sandwiching cheese. Oliver learned this by watching a trade. Peter gave up his fruit punch juice box for a baggie of these cheese crackers. He ate them, like a pig, with wet pieces of cracker sticking to his face.
Oliver wanted to kill him right then and there.
But not because of the messy crackers.
The urge.
In those passing days, Oliver learned how to control his urge which would lay the groundwork on his future of serial killing. The notion of just killing when he felt like it seemed so fun, so free, but it wasn’t probable.
And it wouldn’t be until many years later when The Devil came to him…
Once Peter ate the baggie of crackers Oliver remarked, “You like those, huh?”
Peter looked at him and nodded. “They’re my favorite snack.”
Oliver finished his lunch and began to plan on how to get himself a box of those cheese crackers.
3-
He did.
He stole a box.
At that time, grocery stores were smaller and deli’s and corner grocery stores were thriving. There was a store called “Mickey’s Corner” which was a basic grocery store. The essentials plus a decent selection of candy and some stale pizza. More important the old man that owned and ran the place, Davey Mickey, was more than not lost in some television show or baseball game and hardly noticed if anyone was in the store or not.
Stealing the crackers was easy but it felt wrong. Oliver made a mental note to pay the man back someday but sadly never got the chance as Davey had a stroke six months after Oliver stole the crackers. The stroke left him unable to work, even if it meant sitting on the rusted black topped barstool staring wide eyed at the television. Mickey’s Corner store closed and never saw daylight again.
With the crackers, Oliver began to bring them to school.
And he started trading with Peter, for a little while. Then he ended up just giving the crackers to Peter and eventually, sharing.
All the while Oliver marveled at how this was quite like tracking an animal. Luring them in.
Cracker by cracker.
Then it took a step farther… after school, Peter waited for Oliver. They slapped high fives and Peter got into the black car.
Oliver watched it drive away and knew he was closer than ever to finally satisfying that urge. Finally getting to his first human kill.
4-
A week after that, the timing lined up, just perfect. Peter and Oliver were now considered buddies, a step lower than friends, but higher then acquaintances. That meant Oliver could talk to Peter anytime he saw him and meant he didn’t have to worry about stealing more crackers, that was a thing of the past.
At lunch, Peter talked about his weekend plans. Naturally everyone wanted to go to Peter’s house to hang out because he had the biggest house with the coolest stuff in it. Oliver wasn’t interested in stuff nor was he interested in being in Peter’s house. He just wanted to feel what it was like to hold Peter’s throat as he took his last breath of air.
“Why don’t I stay over Saturday? We can rent a movie or something?”
“My house?” Peter asked looking at a moppy haired kid named Jeff Kriss. He and Petere were friends, but Oliver didn’t care. “Why can’t we stay at your house?”
Jeff shrugged his shoulders. “Your room is cooler.”
“No way!” Peter said. “You have glow in the dark stickers on your wall. And your parent’s room is in the basement. We can stay up all night man. Come on… I’ll bring popcorn and a super scary movie.”
“How can you get one of those?” Jeff asked.
“I have my ways,” Peter said with confidence.
Oliver waited, trying to watch without looking like he was watching. He hoped for this deal to go through. Oh, it was be perfect. Peter in a different house. A smaller house. A normal house. He could sneak out of his house and wait and then strike.
The urge burned and pushed, just as excited as Oliver was.
“Hey, I have an idea,” Peter said. Then, in an unexpected move, he looked at Oliver. “Why don’t you sleep over too?”
And the buddy status took a turn towards friendship.
Oliver could kill, but Oliver couldn’t lie.
He looked and felt a little dumbfounded for a few seconds before saying, “Yeah. Sure. If you guys are okay with that…”
“Well, I don’t really know...,” Jeff started to say.
“Nonsense!” Peter said. “Oliver’s a great guy. Good friend. He’s in. We’ll have a blast. I’ll bring a movie so scary we won’t be able to sleep, even if we wanted too…”
Jeff and Peter started to giggle. Oliver was lost in thoughts of murder. The wonder of stabbing someone. The art of watching them die. Oh, and let’s not forget, how to dispose of the body.
“Okay, so the plan,” Peter said, taking the lead. Oliver could sense he’d be a great leader, if he had the chance to live.
Peter kept talking, “I’ll get dropped at your house around six. Oliver, meet us at Jeff’s house, do you know where he lives?”
Oliver had an idea but shook his head.
“He’s third house from the left on Mulberry. Blue house. Big tree in the yard with a tire swing. Meet us there.”
Oliver nodded.
“I’ll sneak the scary movie into Jeff’s house, hide it in his room. Then we head out, get some pizza, my treat-”
Daddy’s treat, Oliver thought…
“-and then when we’re done, we come back, play some video games, hang out, talk, and wait.”
“Wait for what?” Oliver asked.
“For my parents to go to bed,” Jeff said.
“Yeah,” Peter continued, “then we fake sleeping, wait, and get back up. We pop in the scary movie and stay up all night. And Jeff’s parents won’t know a thing.”
All three boys nodded in agreement, two of the three boys thinking the same thoughts. Oliver, the odd man out, couldn’t help but wonder how much force it would take to crush Peter’s throat.
Then Oliver was let in on a little ritual that turned his friendship with Peter into a friendship with Jeff.
Peter put his hand in the middle of the table, in a fist. Jeff followed putting his fist on top of Peter’s.
“Come on Oliver,” Peter said.
Oliver put his fist on top of Jeff’s and then Peter said, “One, two, break!”
5-
Five-thirty.
The sun hanging low, still cast some light across town, but that late day blinding kind of sun, the kind that isn’t really warm but just annoying.
Oliver’s mother once told him it was the sun reminding everyone that soon enough they’d be wishing for it to be out all the time. In other words, winter would be coming soon.
Leaving the house was no problem, nobody was home. Nobody was ever home on a Friday. Friday night’s, Oliver mother spent away. She told him she’d be working late but Oliver knew better. He wished himself a couple years older to really understand the situation but he knew something wasn’t right about what his mother did.
But that too didn’t matter.
Oliver took a decent size knife from a drawer in the kitchen, packed a light bag – just for appearances of a sleep over. Oliver had no real intention of sleeping anywhere but his own bed tonight.
He stood quiet in the smoke stained kitchen for a few minutes staring at the knife. Thinking about it. Wondering how he’d become this. It didn’t seem so long ago when his mind had an idea… kill. But that was normal killing. You know, for kids. Normal killing. He would find an ant hill and pour water down the hole. He imagined the water flooding all the chambers and the ants drowning. Or he’d just kick the ant hill around. Or he’d sneak up on a bee as it fed on a flower and then crush it.
Normal killing.
That’s all it was.
Until his mind told him to try something else.
Something knew.
And it all led him here.
Oliver took a slash at the air and it felt great. The urge embedded in his body hadn’t let go and Oliver had a feeling it wouldn’t. Not until Peter Lanke was dead.
But what about Jeff?
Oliver hadn’t considered that yet. His mind, young and growing every day, still missed certain details. Things he’d have to learn to cope with or else his potential would be cut short.
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