The blood splattered against the cement floor like paint against a canvas. Says the same thing in a more succinct manner.
Two men were in the small basement. [The one lying] * delete on the floor was a Mr. Steven Miller, his [He was on the floor] delete [with his bloody and] putrid smelling organs partially spread across his freshly spattered blood. They were all still connected to him. The other one was standing besides  beside the man. Glinting in the weak light of the basement [you choose, either tell us where the light is from or omit that clause. It doesn’t convey enough image] was a butcher knife in his grasp. Steven began to shake when he saw it. The thought of his impending doom caused him to stutter* you can omit this… Jack, Steven and I all know impending doom is already here.
 His tone was calm and melodious; if the man weren’t holding a bloody butcher knife* (try a whole other scenario, such as “if this man hadn’t just slashed him open…” the words butcher knife are used too many times) his words would have been sweet as candy. 

Steven was no doubly* doubt? going to have his pathetic existence ended by this mad man. 

The man than stomped his foot onto Steven's back. He wailed like a newborn infant, powerless and dependent on its mother. * Why an infant? What does love and dependence have to do with fear and horror? In this instance, this metaphor seems a little stretched. “Jack grows weary of your sinful existence. So if it is knowledge you wish to know before seeing the golden gates to be judged, then very well. This one is both your judge, and your executioner. You, little lamb, have sinned against the great maker, our savior. God.* the word god is implied, it sounds like a Sunday school reading if you add it.”

He locked his fingers together and stretched his arms, making his back pop. “You, little lamb, have lost your innocent white wool, and have obtained a tainted black one   having tainted it with black. Filled with greed, one of the worst human sins. You have done whatever you can to make the devil's paper. You have lied, raped the innocent for your amusement, and you have forgotten God. It is now time for you to pray and hope that God will forgive you, because Jack shall show you nothing but the fury of God’s justice.”

After all the blood was gone, he folded the hanker chief perfectly back into his chest pocket* you can keep this sentence but your story will live without it; the movement is implied. Gasping, the man noticed the time on his wristwatch. “Oh, it’s past noon! Jack has wasted too much time on slaying a lamb. It is almost time to welcome the new neighbor.”

All in all I love it! I am a die-hard Hannibal fan, and I’ve read extensively on killers such as these, so this is my absolute favorite kind of story. I can’t wait to read the rest, so hurry up and write it. You have some fluency issues, and you tend to carry an idea or phrase to the next sentence, also known as repetition. But it’s really a good work. Don’t be afraid to tell us what Jack is feeling, if he’s shaking with excitement but trying not to show it. Giddy laughter is great, but maniacal thoughts? Even better.
