MURDER & Mayhem
Part Three

“So we’re back where we were this morning, right? With you ditching me?” Tibby asked, her attitude a blend of frustration and accusation, watching her mother hang up. Fidgeting with the cell phone, Emily exhaled loudly, then gave a curt nod.

“You know I wanted to spend the night with you, Tibby, making tortillas and watching movies, but I have to go, it’s my obligation. I’m on call, I can’t say no to a request like this.” Emily’s eyes were moist, her spirits crushed under the responsibilities of work. She despised letting her work get in between her and Tibby, and avoided it as much as was feasible. Unfortunately, she was in no position to decline this case. 

“Yea. I know, mom.” Tibby sighed, staring down at the half-made garlic sauce, then shook some salt and pepper into it and mixed again, finishing the preparations. “You gonna be home at any kind of reasonable time tonight?”

“I doubt it. It’s already half past six, and by the time we get there, process the scene, get the body to the morgue, and get the initial paperwork done, it won’t be before midnight.” She rested her hands on the counter, letting her head hang down, gaze fixed on the cut vegetables. “Do you know how to make tortillas, Tibbs?”

“Well, yea.” Tibby shrugged. “But there’s not a shred of fun in eating them alone, now, is there?” 

“I suppose.” Emily straightened up, her tone apologetic and filled to the brim with disappointment. “I guess I’ll have to take a rain check on our girl’s night.”
“What exactly happened? Why do they want you there?” Tibby queried, folding her arms. From her disposition Emily could read that she wouldn’t accept a vague answer. The defiance in her daughter’s eyes surprised her, as Tibby was usually calm and conserved, and went with the flow of things when Emily had to leave her for work. It was a new development; this glowing boldness that radiated off her.

“A man called the police station, announcing that he found a body while he was walking his dog.” Emily said, lifting her suit jacket off the back of a kitchen chair. Slipping her cell phone into the pocket she folded it over her arm and bit her lip, her eyes on Tibby. “Do you want me to clean up the veggies before I leave? We can keep them in the fridge until tomorrow, and make tortillas then.”

“If you’re home in time, that is.” Tibby sneered. The malice that shone through her words made her instantly regret saying them, and she shut her mouth, her gaze fixed on the floor. She couldn’t help it, though; it felt like there was a little devil inside of her that wanted her mom to feel as bad as she did. Tibby was almost certain that Emily already felt terrible, and didn’t deserve to receive another kick while she was down. 
They stood in silence for a bit, sulking, until Emily dropped her suit jacket on the table and grabbed a bowl from the shelves above the counter. Collecting all the cut unions, paprikas and tomatoes in the bowl she opened a drawer to retrieve Clingfilm, and stretched it across the top to preserve the vegetables. As she set it into the fridge, she detected movement, and glanced back over her shoulder to find Tibby loading up the dishwasher. 

Five long minutes of quietness later, interrupted only by the sound of tap water running, or a plate clanging against the dishwasher trays, Tibby finally spoke. 

“Mom, can I come to the morgue? You don’t have to show me anything, or watch over me. I’m fine with just… sitting in your office, already. I just…” She put on her most innocent and childlike expression before finishing the sentence, and could feel her mom’s words of disagreement melt before they were even verbalized into resonances. “I just don’t want to be alone the whole evening, mom, it gets so dark and lonely.”
“Sweetie, I…” Emily was at loss for words, her mind racing through options. She’d feel like less of a horrible mother if she allowed Tibby to come with her, but then she ran the risk of letting Tibby wander around the morgue. Got knows what she’d end up seeing if she walked through the wrong door.

“I swear to God, mom, you can’t make me stay home alone half the night.” 

Emily sighed, shaking her head. “Fine. I guess you’re right. Just don’t go wandering around when we’re there, Tibby. I really can’t have you getting yourself a trauma by accidentally locking yourself in the cooler with a bunch of corpses, or something.”
“Mom, I’d be more likely to do that on purpose, you know I’m not dumb enough for mistakes like that.”

“Well, I’d prefer it if you didn’t do it on purpose, either, Tibby. Stay in my office, okay? That’s the deal, or I swear to God I’ll never let you come with me again.” Emily gave her best try at appearing fierce and determined, and was glad to see Tibby’s eyes widen slightly. This time, the teenager understood how serious her mother was, and refrained from any defiant remarks.
“Can I come to the scene, though?”

“No.” Emily said resolutely. “This time it’s a semi-decomposed interred victim, so I do not want you to be in any position where you could possibly see it. You are to stay in my office, or in the cafeteria for dinner, and not to disrupt anything or anyone.”

“Fine, mom.” Tibby shrugged, pleased enough with the fact that she was going to the morgue rather than staying home alone. She’d never seen her mother’s office before, as Emily hadn’t deemed it appropriate to bring her daughter to such a gnarly place as a morgue. Unfortunately for her, the daughter thought otherwise, and was utterly thrilled at the thought of going there. 

“We should be going in minus five minutes, so hurry up.” Emily informed her, gesturing at the door. “Go get ready to leave.”

*     *     *

By the time Emily arrived at the crime scene, sirens blaring and light flashing, the sky had deepened to a shade of azure that announced the arrival of dusk. The day’s heat was diminishing, slowly drifting towards the humid warmth of a summer’s night; the kind that leaves people uncomfortable, tossing and turning, as they try to sleep. Killing the engine, she watched the coordinated activity take place; the cops who walked alongside the crime scene tape, warning onlookers of its significance, the swarms of curious locals, and the professional smiles and nods of the crime scene techs as they conversed with one another, speculating about the case that was at hand. 
Throwing open the door she reached for her kit, pulling it with her as she stepped into the warm air. Kilby appeared out of nowhere, and she nearly bumped into him. Casting a wondered glance at his troubled expression, she continued to the trunk of her SUV, expecting him to follow. He did, clearing his throat.

“It’s not a pretty sight, this one. Rather decomposed corpse, buried, discovered by a man who was walking his dog. The mutt caught a whiff of the scent of decay and began digging like mad. Owner reportedly let him be, kneeling beside his pet, curious what it was he’d discovered.”

“What part of the body did he uncover?” Emily queried, pulling a Tyvex coverall over her clothes, depositing her suit jacket in the trunk. As he remained silent, she grabbed a pair of shoe covers and looked up. “Let me guess… the head?”
“Yep. Apparantly he smelled rotting brain.” 

“Tasty…” Emily commented, handing her crime scene kit to Kilby. “Hold that for a sec?” 
She reached up and slammed the trunk shut, locking it before zipping the keys securely into her purse. Freeing Kilby from the burden of carrying her tools, she began to walk towards the throng of people, her level of tolerance not where it should have been. Missing out on an evening with Tibby was a sure way to ruin her mood, especially after being away at work for the entire day. She figured she’d just about earned some time with her daughter. 
“Get the public away from here, we don’t want pictures of this to end up in the newspapers. Hell, this is enough to make me feel sick to my stomach.” Emily stood at the edge of the cordoned-off area, taking in the state of the remains. The skin and flesh had dehydrated during the hot summer weeks, leaving the face as a tautly stretched mask of horror. Empty eye sockets caught Emily’s attention as her educated gaze scrutinized the remnants of a life cut short. Blond, mud-coated hair was still adhering to the top of the skull, and she could see shards of fabric in the dug-out hole. 

“The dog uncovered that much of the body?”

“Yea. Struck me as odd, too, but the owner claims the dog digs better and faster than machinery.” 

“Hmm. Right.” Emily knelt down, hiding her shoes under the plastic covers she’d brought. Without getting to her feet she slipped to the other side of the crime scene tape, leaving Kilby with the onlookers. Trotting across dry, cracked soil she made her way to the remains, which lay, mostly interred, in a circle of activity. 

She glanced back to see Kilby summon several officers, and before long the public began to dissipate, leaving the scene to go back to their own lives. Thankful for the silence, Emily raised a hand at Kilby, who watched her from a distance. Turning her attention back to the buried remains, she leaned closer, sliding her mouth cover into place. The smell of decomposition wasn’t as bad as it would be once the rest of the victim was uncovered. The head is the least flesh-containing part of the human body, generall, and won’t by itself emit much of a stench this far into disintegration. With the temperatures they’d had, and the dryness of the surrounding soil, there was probably not much of an insect factor to be spoken of. Essentially, the remains had nearly been mummified. 

She eyed the waxy substance that had seeped into the adjacent soil, and prodded at it with a gloved finger. Kilby’s voice sounded from a distance. “You find something?”

“Just adipocere.” She called back, not bothering to lift her eyes to him. “Grave wax. Human fat that has decomposed and seeped out of the body during the putrefaction process.”

“Oh.” It sounded, not at all enthusiastic. 

“This is gonna be a long, long night.” Emily muttered to herself, resting an elbow on her knee. The exhumation could take hours, given the state of the soil, and the brittleness of a mummified human body. She gestured at the crime scene techs, who stood, thumb-turning, a few meters away. They responded immediately, rushing to her side to be of assistance. Well, she thought, at least I’m working with the more professional and polite members of the crime scene unit. 
*     *     *

Tibby spun herself around in her mother’s office swivel chair, then set down her feet to put it to a stop. Though her body was now still, her vision continued to spin. 

“Wow…” she breathed, gripping the sides of the chair as she let the worst of the nausea rush by. She leaned against the headrest, closing her eyes. “Guess this is one of those things only meant for childhood. Fuck.”
She cursed when her mobile phone began to ring, and dug into her pocket, nearly falling off the chair at the sudden movement. As she pressed the answer button her phone fell silent. 

1 missed call, it flashed, and she selected it, frowning as her phone informed her that a hidden number had tried to reach her. None of her friends ever did that; hide their numbers. Odd, she stuffed her phone back into her pocket, bored already. When her phone rang again, she answered right away.

“Tibby DeHaven, who is this?”

Silence came from the other end of the line, and Tibby shifted uncomfortably in the seat. “Hello?”

She could hear someone breathing, and was certain that there was a person listening to her talking on the phone. “Hello? Who is this?” Hanging up she switched off her phone, her heart racing. What the hell is going on? 

*     *     *
Three tiring days of meticulous research led to not much new information, and the law enforcement members involved in the cases were starting to grow more anxious. Emily was coping with an increasing feeling of guilt, as she’d left Tibby alone at home for the past days. She really needed this case to be over so she could take some days off to spend with her daughter. 

“We have no suspects in the other case, and the forensic evidence isn’t exactly compelling either. How do you plan to link the murders?” Kilby queried, displeasure giving a sharp edge to his voice. He was being overly pessimistic, though, and was well aware of it, but simply couldn’t bring up the energy to help Emily figure this one out. 

“There’s the burial factor, the geographical factor, and the corresponding manner of death. The labs are running a comparison between the mitochondrial DNA of the shovel from the first case and dried blood from the pin we found. It’s very possible that the killer nicked himself while piercing the pin through the fabric of his shirt. I guess we’re lucky to have found it.”
“It belongs to a company called Wilson’s Gardening, owned by one John Wilson, from 7, Truar Lane, Westbrook. It’s an employee’s badge. I have some people looking into the company, pulling up lists of employees and searching for criminal records.”

“The boot print that we found at Mr. Winter’s crime scene… it was from a work boot, right? The kind one would use for gardening?” Emily narrowed her eyes, her mind digging through a virtual copy of the case file to find any more consistencies. 

“Exactly.” Kilby gave a curt nod. “If the cases are linkable by the mitochondrial DNA samples, we’ll be able to close both cases by catching one killer, if not… we’ll arrest the bastard who killed this poor woman and continue to hunt for justice for Mark Winters.”

“My lab techs are analyzing some trace evidence, fibers that I pulled from the victim’s clothes during autopsy. They weren’t a match to any articles of clothing she was wearing, so it’s most likely Locard’s principle at work. The fibers are trilobal in cross-section, which usually indicates that they’re fibers from the inside of a car trunk, or the floor mats of a car.” 

“Great. I should have detailed records on the Wilson’s company within the hour, and then I’ll pop in to give you the heads-up.”
“Wait…” Emily shook her head, as much to clear it as to indicate that Kilby couldn’t yet leave. “Does this John Wilson have any relationship with one Elijah Wilson?”

Kilby puckered his brow, flipping the page and scanning the block of text. Looking up from the case file he nodded shortly. “It’s the son of Elijah Wilson, previous owner of the gardening company.”

“Oh my-” Emily brought a hand to her mouth. “The killer works for my neighbour’s son’s company.” 

“I advice you to not discuss anything with your neighbour, just try to steer clear for a while. After all, his son hasn’t been exonerated either, and definitely has access to employees pins and garden tools like shovels.” Kilby cast a be-on-guard glance at Emily, then snapped the case file shut and marched out of her office without another word. 

“You know me, I’m careful.” Emily smiled, her now mood bright despite the potential implication of her neighbour’s son being a murderer. She was done for the day, and could finally go enjoy some time alone with Tibby at home. The past days had been terrible, work-filled, and, admittedly, lonely. She’d be home in less than an hour, if fate granted her some luck with the paperwork. 

*     *     *
The chiming of the doorbell interrupted Tibby’s trail of random thoughts, and she glanced over her shoulder, disturbed. There was no way that her mom would ring the doorbell, so it had to be someone else. Getting to her feet she rested her gaze on the television for a moment, where a boy with incredibly rich parents was planning his sixteenth birthday party. Momentarily distracted, she sniggered as the boy made a rich-brat comment, claiming the massive auditorium they had in mind for his party was too small. 
The persistent ring of the doorbell reminded her of what she was doing, and she made her way to the front door, glancing at the dark outline against the porch light. The glass didn’t allow her to see who it was, and she took a moment to glance through the peep-hole. Mr. Wilson stood outside, appearing quite patient for someone who’d been left standing on a porch for a minute and a half.  As she unbolted and opened the door, she cast a smile in his direction. 

“Good evening, Tibby, is Mrs. DeHaven home?” He smiled back kindly. 
“No.” Tibby shook her head for emphasis, tightening her grip on the doorknob. “She’s at work, she’ll be back late. If you want you can leave a message.”

“That’s fine.” He approached the door, putting up a hand to push it open. Tibby reacted immediately, narrowing the gap between the door and its home base. “I can’t let you in, Mr. Wilson. I’ll tell her you stopped by. Is there anything you want me to tell her?”

“No.” The single word held such authority that Tibby flinched, staring in awe at her neighbour. His friendly face had twisted into something evil, with a grimace full of fury and eyes filled with the intent to hurt, and kill. The transformation was absolutely frightening, and Tibby stared at his cruel expression with wide eyes. 

“Let me in. Now.” As his hand touched the wood, Tibby threw her entire weight against the door, smashing it shut. Turning the brass knob she twisted the key in the lock. Fists pounded against the wood and glass as he let out an enraged, nearly animalistic growl. 

“Open the goddamned door!” His voice was filled with a rage unknown to Tibby, and she stood motionlessly in the hallway, listening to his manic shouts. “I’ll kill you if I have to find my own way into your fucking house, Tibby!”
“Go away!” She screamed, her voice cracking in sheer panic. “Leave me alone!”

“Open the door!”

“No fucking way!” Tibby hollered, barely recognizing the high-pitched tone of voice as her own. Is he fucking mad? She jumped at the front door, locking the deadbolt her mother had fitted on in their first week in this house. They’d lived here since she was a young child, and her mother had explained that it was to make sure that bad people wouldn’t be able to make their way into their home, so they’d always be safe there. 

My neighbour’s a psychopath. She thought, listening closely. He didn’t say another word, and Tibby tried to make out his shape through the semi-opaque glass. Failing to do so, she pushed away the cover of the peep-hole and peered through. 

The porch was empty. 

Tibby spun around and darted across the hallway and living room, thudding to a halt against  the solid wood of the back door. Locking it with a twist of her hand, she exhaled a sigh of relief. He couldn’t have know it was open. There’s no way he already got in. Sliding the additional lock into its hold she backed away, listening for another sound. It was unlikely that he’d give up, as he’d appeared pretty damn set on entering her house. What other entrance could he possibly use? 
Bathroom window! Her mind flashed, and she sprinted through the hallway, throwing open the bathroom door and slamming the window shut, turning the handle to its locked position. Her heart racing, her breathing out of control, she drew the curtain across the black square. There weren’t any more ways into the house, she knew that. Slowly treading into the kitchen, her eyes darting from window to window, trying to detect movement in the darkness of the evening, she headed over to the counter. Sliding a knife out of the knife block, with the swoosh of metal against wood, she peered outside, the glass a barrier of safety between her and a madman. 

His words reverberated through her mind, and she narrowed her eyes, scanning the darkness more intently. Oddly enough, fear wasn’t the word she’d choose to describe how she felt. It was more of an ominous, sinister anticipation as time slowed to a dreadful crawl. She supposed it was the upgrade of fear in very heinous situations.

On her way upstairs she lifted up the phone, dialing her mother’s number, holding the knife tightly clenched in her right hand. Her heart thumped violently in her chest as she listened to the dial tone. 
“Come on mom, pick up.” She hissed, stepping onto the first stair before pressing the light switch. As the hallway bathed in bright light she felt a weight drop off her shoulders. The shadowy corners were no longer full of potential, hidden threats, and Tibby exhaled a sigh of relief. It only took one light bulb to calm her nerves, as it shed a circle of comfort on the familiar features of her hallway. 
“Pick up. Pick up. Pick up.” She whispered, but to no avail. No one answered the phone, and Tibby hung up, not waiting for the voicemail. She had to explain the situation in person. A ‘Hi mom, how are you? Soryy to disturb but our neighbour’s trying to break into our house to kill me.’ message didn’t exactly seem like the ideal candidate for an answering machine. 
Tibby flinched as a crash echoed through the house, and for a moment she stood frozen. Recognizing the jingle of falling glass smashing to the ground in a clumber of shards, she spun around and clambered up the stairs. Nearly slipping in her hurry to reach the second floor, she let out a grunt of fear. As she fell to her hands and knees at the top of the flight of steps, she could hear glass being ground under heavy boots, and knew he was in her house. 

In a split second of choices she threw herself into the bathroom, banging the door shut. Dropping the knife to the floor in an uncontrolled movement, she turned the key in the lock with shaking hands. Kneeling, she closed her fingers around the hilt of her weapon, lifting it to chest level as she straightened up. 
With fear flashing like lighting through her abdomen, Tibby drew in a trembling breath. She punched in 911, bringing the phone to her ear, her eyes closed. Praying that someone would pick up, she tightened her grip on her only defense, promising herself that she’d kill him if he managed to get through the door.

“911. What’s your emergency?”

Momentarily shocked by relief, Tibby stumbles over her words, and the operator repeated the question. Steadying her nerves, Tibby replied. “There’s someone in my house, and he’s trying to hurt me.” She rattled off her address, and the operator asked her if she was currently in any direct danger. 

“I’m… I’ve locked myself in the bathroom… but the door isn’t very strong. I don’t know… I…”

“Stay where you are, all right? The police will be with you in a moment, so hold tight. Would you like me to connect you through to another operator who can stay on the phone with you?”

“No… No, it’s okay.” Tibby bit her lip, her gaze fixed on the door. It wouldn’t be tough to beat the door off its hinges, especially not if he was armed with any of his tools. It was likely that he had some kind of weapon, seeing as he’d smashed through a window with double glass, something Emily once told her was impossible. 
As the operator disconnected, an ominous silence fell like a blanket over the DeHaven house, and Tibby sat down on the edge of the bath, fighting the physical effects of fright. Trying to calm her raging heart she focused on her breathing. Taking deep, even breaths she waited for her pulse to decrease, and for the nauseating panic to diminish. She wasn’t doing herself any good by allowing the fear to control her. Tapping her foot on the bathmat she forced herself to think positively.
The cops are on their way. I’ll be fine. I’m safe, he can’t get me as long as I stay where I am. The silence was becoming increasingly oppressive, filled with the sickening dread only true danger can arouse. Tibby felt a tear wet her cheek, and wiped it away with a brisk movement of her hand. Now’s not the time to fall apart, she thought, fleetingly shutting her eyes. Now’s the time to sit tight and hold on.

It happened to fast for her to react to the drastic change in her situation, as an axe tore its way through the door. Two forceful blows cleared a path for Elijah Wilson, and he kicked down the splintered wood, rushing into the room as Tibby let out a terrified scream. Tibby rose to her feet, the knife powerless in her trembling hands, her mouth half-open in shock. Twirling the axe in his gloved hands, Elijah lifted his arms above his head, readying to slice through flesh and bone.
Tibby screamed again, recoiling, and felt her feet fly out from underneath her as the bathmat slipped across the tiled floor. With a sickening thud the back of her head smacked into the faucet. 
Tibby was unconscious by the time her body tumbled limply to the bottom of the bathtub. 
*     *     *

Derek quickened his pace when an oddity caught his eye. Why the hell is there a tire iron lying outside Tibby’s door? He felt his pulse quicken, and ran up the footpath, pushing against the front door. It was locked, and he leaned his head against the glass, trying to peer through the semi-opaque layer. Pressing the doorbell he waited, growing increasingly uncomfortable when no one answered.
There was no one to be seen, and nothing to be heard, but he could sense that something was off. Kneeling beside the tire iron he looked up at the windows, seeing a shadow move inside the bathroom. The opaque glass didn’t allow him to see who it was, but it was obvious that there was someone there. Someone tall and heavy-built, by the looks of it.

As he hit speed dial he brought his phone to his ear, hoping that Tibby would pick up. When she didn’t respond after four tries, Derek headed around the back of the house. Freezing in his tracks as he noticed the broken window, he gasped. His gut feelings were correct. Something was very, very wrong. 

He cautiously made his way towards the busted glass, peering into Tibby’s house. An enraged shout came from what sounded like upstairs, accompanied by the distinct noise of splintering wood. A scream cut through the night, and Derek’s heart skipped a beat. Tibby…

Without hesitation he climbed in through the window, careful though rapid, and made his way to the stairs. A second ear-piercing scream sounded, followed by a sickening thud, and what sounded like someone tumbling to the floor violently. His breath caught in his throat as he thought about what he might find at the top of the stairs. Gruesome images, brought about by watching one too many horror movies, stalked his mind’s eye. His heart hammered, every beat pounding out her name. Tibby… Tibby…Tibby…
In a crouch he began to move up the stairs, the tire iron comfortably heavy in his hands. A man growled somewhere upstairs, and for a moment Derek stopped moving. The thought of Tibby being hurt if he waited shot through his head, and he moved on, until he could flatten himself against the wall beside the smashed bathroom door. Splinters of white-painted wood littered the hallway floor, and Derek could tell that whoever it was that had done this damage was mighty strong, and almost certainly armed with some kind of hacking weapon. 

He peeked around the corner, nearly releasing the tire iron in surprise as he recognized Tibby’s neighbour, Mr. Wilson. The big man stood over the bathtub, an axe swingling lightly by his side, peering down at something that was below Derek’s line of sight. An ominous ploink sounded as a drop of blood detached from the blade of the axe, reuniting with the small, red puddle on the white tiles of the bathroom floor.

No… Tibby…






*     *     *

“Kibly!” An officer came running, his expression wild with panic, the heavy equipment on his belt jingling with every strident step. “Where’s doctor DeHaven?”

“In her office, I just left her there. Why?” Kilby frowned at the shook-up policeman, who replied without a breath. “Her daughter’s been attacked.”

For a moment Kilby felt his mind go blank as the words echoed. Her daughter’s been attacked. He spun around, dashing back into the building, taking the stairs two steps at a time to reach Emily as fast as he humanly could. With the officer on his heels he threw open the door to Emily’s office, finding her at her desk, startled by their sudden entrance.
“Kilby?” She rose up from her chair, detecting the tension that surrounded the two men. Gasping for breath Kilby managed. “Come… Tibby… in… trouble.”

The officer cast a noncompliant glance in the direction of the remarkably unfit detective, then cleared his throat and nervously clarified. “I just received word from dispatch, m’am, your daughter contacted the emergency number about five minutes ago claiming a home invasion.”

“Shit!” Emily was out of the room in seconds, snatching her car keys off her desk without pausing. 







*     *     *

Derek tried to control his breathing to the best of his abilities as he pressed his back against the wall, the tire iron gripped firmly in both hands. He could hear Mr. Wilson moving in the bathroom, and picked up a few fragments of disgruntled speech. Apparently the man was irritated and enraged, pacing around in the bathroom, his footsteps loud.
“Stupid girl. Getting in my fucking way, what was she thinking?” He heard him say, then flinched at the sound of what seemed to be the axe dropping to the tiled floor. “Stupid, stupid, stupid.”

His mind raced. Tibby was most likely in there, with that maniac, either severely hurt or… dead, judging by the bloody axe. He couldn’t possibly win from a grown man with nothing more than a tire iron, and he’d been dumb enough not to call the police before entering the house. If he left now he risked being caught, and if he stayed the odds were equally as dim. Goddamn it, he thought, fleetingly shutting his eyes. What the fuck have I gotten myself into?

He heard a moan; one that spoke volumes about pain and disorientation, and realized that it couldn’t possibly be Mr. Wilson. With a jolt of terror it dawned on him that it was Tibby, awakening from some sort of unconsciousness. Mr. Wilson had heard it, too, for the pacing footsteps stopped, and his voice echoed through the bathroom. 

“Son of a bitch!” Derek heard some scurrying, then another moan. “How the fuck…? Why isn’t that bitch dead?”

He gritted his teeth, then stepped to the right and turned, finding himself in the doorway. Raising the tire iron above his head he advanced, preparing to smash the iron tool into the man’s skull. At the last moment, Wilson spun around. Derek brought the tire iron down on the man’s face, the metal making contact with flesh and bone with a horrifying crunch. 

Derek yelled as he lifted the tool again and again, beating the surprised villain to the no-longer white floor of the DeHaven’s bathroom. Blood smeared the floor tiles, splattered the walls, and even dotted the ceiling as he continued to hack into the man that lay at his feet, smashing and beating until the intruder no longer moved. 

The departure of the adrenaline rush left him wheezing, drained. “Fucking fuck.” He spat, the tire iron dropping from his exhausted hands as he lowered himself to the floor, feeling as though he was about to faint. He couldn’t look at the man he’d killed, the man whose face now roughly resembled a bloody crater filled with flesh, cartilage, and bone fragments. The threat was over, but the image was far too overwhelming, and when Derek’s eyes rested involuntarily on the pitted head he leaned sideways and emptied the contents of his stomach on the bathroom floor. 

Couching and sobbing he wiped his mouth, feeling horrible. I killed a man. I killed a man. I killed a man. His mind seemed overly eager to repeat the phrase time and time again, and when the nausea passed Derek lifted his eyes to the bathtub. He’d heard the faint moans twice, only, and could barely bring himself to sit up, to look over the edge. Pressing his palms flat against the floor he helped himself to his feet, his hands burning from the vicious session of friction with the tire iron.

Barely keeping himself from belching again he glanced over the edge of the tub, then froze in horror.






*     *     *
“God, no, God, no, God, no.” Emily whispered, repeating the words to herself as she watched houses, cars and trees flash by. Kilby was driving erratically, the sirens blasting, speeding his way through town towards the DeHaven house. Dispatch was keeping them updated, and the police radio croaked to life, statically announcing that the patrol cars on call were minutes away from the house, now. 

“Oh God, no, oh God.” She hugged herself, her eyes moist, her mind playing terrible scenario after terrible scenario. She’d seen too many crime scenes, murder victims, and merciless murderers to be able to think positively. Her daughter may be hurt, or dead, and she wasn’t sure she even wanted to find out. 

“I shouldn’t have gone to work today. I should’ve stayed with her.” She sobbed, and Kilby met the other officer’s eyes in the rearview mirror. From his place on the back seat the officer leaned forward to speak to Emily. “Doctor DeHaven, we’re doing all we can. Patrol is nearly there, then we’ll see what the situation is.”

“Oh God, oh God.” 

“Emily, you’re a strong woman, okay? So let’s not get ahead of ourselves here. We don’t know if she’s hurt, she could be perfectly fine.” Kilby said, keeping his eyes now firmly fixed on the tarmac they were speeding across. “Calm down, Doc.”

“Calm down?” She wheezed, her panic audible in her voice. “How the fuck do you want me to calm down? Tibby wouldn’t call the police unless she was in serious trouble!” After a second’s worth of a resolute, enraged posture Emily slumped back down in her seat, losing her demeanor. “Oh God, not Tibby. Not Tibby.”

The police radio buzzed, then a steady, static voice announced. “We’re at the house. Looks like a possible 459. Lights are on, no answer. Suspicious sounds from upstairs area. Officers going around the back right this moment to check.”
“10-4.” Kilby responded with the commonly known police code for ‘message received’, then set the mouthpiece back where it belonged before gripping the steering wheel so tightly that his knuckles whitened.

Emily paled. “What’s a 459?”

Kilby and the officer exchanged a worried glance. “Burglary.”
They all fell silent, waiting for the radio to inform them more clearly. None of them wanted to risk missing the next transmission, and as they raced through traffic, only minutes from the DeHaven house, now, they kept their breathing nearly inaudibly shallow. Emily jumped when static burst out of the radio, and leaned in when a voice sounded.

“Detective, we have a situation.”

Kilby reached for the mouthpiece, yanking it off its home base. “10-4. What?”

“We’re in, detective. Looks like a double 245, one 419. Potentially a 187, could be self-defence.”

Kilby paled so greatly that his pasty face matched his white shirt. “Oh fuck no.”

“What?” Emily trembled, her eyes begging for a translation of the police jargon.

“It’s a double assault with a deadly weapon, one dead human body, which is potentially a homicide but could be self-defence.” The officer spoke to Emily, clearly feeling out of place. Noting that Kilby was beyond himself with terror, and that the mother was losing her mind worrying, he felt like it would be better if he were not here. He didn’t know the girl, hadn’t ever seen her, and though he felt for her mother and the detective he didn’t feel personally shook up.

Speaking into the mouthpiece the detective demanded. “Describe the 419, goddamnit!”

“Male, adult, estimated mid-fifties, aggravated assault with deadly weapon.”
“10-4. Any female victims at the scene?”

“Yes, Sir. A teen, unconscious, head wound, blade wound to the abdomen. There’s also a teen male at the scene. He’s uninjured, claims to be the boyfriend of the girl, says he beat the DB with a tire iron in fear for his life and that of his girl.”

“10-4. 10-3.” The officer on the other side of the line did as he was told, and stopped transmitting. Kilby glanced at Emily. “She’s fine. She’s unconscious, not much to be said about her condition at the moment. By the sounds of it her boyfriend rescued her from the DB.”

Tears streamed down Emily’s face as they rounded the corner into her street. Before the car came to a full stop she threw herself at the door and got out of the car, sprinting up the footpath to the front door. Crime scene tape cordoned off the back of her house, and she found herself being held back by several officers. 
“M’am, do you live here?”

“Yes! Goddamn it let me into the house! Where’s my daughter! Tibby! Tibby!”

“M’am, please take a seat.” The officer indicated one of her garden chairs, and Emily sunk down into the wooden seat as paramedics rushed by, vanishing into the house through the busted-open back door. Kilby came running, shouted at the officers to back away and sprinted into the house; ignoring every single one of the crime scene procedures that exist.






*    *    *

“Oh fuck. Fuck. Tibby? Tibby? Tibby!” Derek reached over the edge of the bathtub, his eyes fixed on Tibby’s pale, beautiful face. Blood pooled around her head, slowly coagulating in her hair. She was motionless, her eyes closed. Beside the head injury Derek found what looked like it may be a hack-mark from the axe in her abdomen, and peeled back the fabric of her thin shirt to take a closer look. It didn’t appear life-threatening, though it was most likely excruciatingly painful. Her stomach was warm to the touch, and he couldn’t help but lift the shirt up slightly higher to reveal the entire wound. It stretched from the top of her jeans to just above her belly button, diagonal from left to right. 

“No…” Tibby moaned, her eyelids fluttering weakly. “No…”

“Tibby? It’s me, Derek. Stay with me, babe, come on, wake up.” He released the shirt, ensuring that the fabric didn’t come into contact with the wound, then cupped his hands under her chin, brining his face closer. “Please, babe, wake up.”

Sirens wailed in the distance, nearing them at a remarkable speed, and before long the sound of tired burning rubber on tarmac was heard from just outside the house. Relieved, Derek exhaled slowly, then glanced down at Tibby, his hand finding hers. “Hold on, babe, I’m right here. The police are here, you hear that? And Mr. Wilson is dead, I killed him. He won’t hurt you anymore. Babe, you awake?”

Her eyes opened slowly, her gaze distant and pained. “I…” She started, faltering. “It hurts…”

“I’m so sorry, babe… I- I love you, hang on, please.” Derek felt tears roll down his cheeks, leaving circular spots on Tibby’s shirt as they fell from the bottom of his chin. “Hang in there, Tibby.”

The room bathed in a blue and red light as the patrol cars outside parked right before the house, and he couldn’t help but smile. He’d never been that happy to see colored lights before. The second he could hear the cops moving around inside the house he sat up, hollering at the top of his lungs. “Upstairs! We’re upstairs! She’s hurt!”

Heavy footsteps hammered up the stairs, and policemen with drawn weapons entered the room. Derek lifted his hands, indicating that he wasn’t a threat, and shakily spoke to the muzzles of four guns. “Tibby’s hurt, please help her. She’s bleeding. She’s bleeding badly, I think he hit her.”

“Stand up, son.” The eldest of the officers, donning a massive grey mustache on his upper lip, gestured at his colleagues. The guns were lowered, and one of them kneeled beside the mutilated man on the bathroom floor, checking his pulse. He looked up. “He’s gone.”

Derek rose to his feet, his eyes on Tibby as the officers leaned over her, checking her pulse, too. “Paramedics. Now.” The officer bellowed, straightening up. “This one’s got a fighting chance to survival. Head wound looks pretty bad, though. No guarantees on this one. Where the hell are those paramedics?”






*     *     *

“Derek?” Tibby blinked against the bright sunlight that streamed in through the hospital window, identifying the outline that stood, watching the rolling hills beyond the panel of glass, as her boyfriend. He turned, rushing to her side, immediately enclosing her hand in his. His eyes gleamed with relief when he kissed her forehead, his lips twitching upwards at the corners. She smiled back, though faintly.

“Derek?”
“Mhmm?”

“I love you.”

He smiled sincerely, then spoke as the hospital room door creaked open to reveal Emily DeHaven. “I love you too, hun. I knew you’d make it, Tibby. I knew it. You’re stronger than you know, baby.”

Emily felt her eyes prickle as she watched her daughter and Derek, their hands entwined, Derek’s finger softly stroking the back of her hand. She was certain, at that moment, that there was nothing more beautiful than watching your own child find her soul mate, despite the gnarly circumstances that had showed Derek’s devotion. Tibby was recovering; Derek was at his rightful place by her side, and Wilson was gone; making the world – however slightly – a more beautiful place to live in. 

