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PROLOGUE 

A young boy ran frantically in the rain past rows of tombstones in the old and dark cemetery.  

His lungs burned with each frenetic breath. Several times the boy lost his footing, whimpering in 

fear as he picked himself up. He then heard a bloodcurdling scream in the distance behind him. 

A loud explosion of thunder and lightning startled him as he looked backwards and then slipped, 

collapsing onto the wet, muddy ground. He pushed himself backward, his hands splashing in 

puddles of water and mud as he noticed a large dark shadow approaching from fifty yards away. 

In the darkness of the cemetery, the shadow concealed its true identity, but the boy knew exactly 

what the evil was that stalked him. 

The boy screamed in fear and jumped back to his feet. He ran away as fast as he could on the 

muddy slippery ground. A loud crash of thunder immediately followed another bright flash of 

lightning.  The intensity of the rain began to strengthen as the boy approached closer to his 

destination. He splashed through puddles of water, flinching from the sheets of rain slapping 

across his face. Four bicycles lay scattered on the ground near the entrance of the cemetery. The 

boy began to run faster, desperate, his fearful tears blending in with the wetness of the rain. 

The boy picked his bicycle up off the ground and looked behind him. He saw nothing and 

then looked at the other bikes on the ground next to him. He began to cry and hesitated before 

mounting his own bike. The mud that had caked onto the soles of his shoes caused his feet to slip 

on the wet pedals several times. In a state of panic, he looked into the dark depths of the 

cemetery again and saw the familiar shadow. Whimpering in fear, the boy scraped the mud away 

from his shoes with his bare hands and then began pedaling. He was able to pick up speed and 

ride away a mile to his home in the heavy rain. 



 

 

The rain-drenched boy jumped the curb in front of his house and dropped his bicycle on the 

lawn. He ran to an open window on the side of the house and climbed through. His bedroom 

curtains and hardwood floor were wet from the heavy rains. More lightning and thunder shook 

the house and lit up the sky. The boy quickly grabbed his window and pulled down on it several 

times until it finally slapped shut. He then sat down on the floor underneath the window with his 

arms wrapped around his legs, tucking them close to his chest. He cried as he thought about his 

friends. 

The bedroom light turned on. The boy looked up to see his mother and stepfather standing in 

the doorway. They walked in with bewildered looks on their faces. 

“What the hell is wrong with you, boy?” the boy’s stepfather asked. “And why the hell are 

you soaking wet?” He then noticed the boy’s shoes and the mud on the floor. “Goddamn it, 

Cody! You sneaked out of the house again, didn’t you? And where the hell is—” 

“What’s wrong, honey?” Cody’s mother broke in as she noticed her son trembling. “Are 

you—” 

“He’s in deep shit, that’s what! I told you we couldn’t trust this little bastard.” The boy’s 

stepfather then pointed a stern finger at him and warned, “You pull this shit again and I’m going 

to bust your ass! Now get your ass up and—”  

A bright flash of lighting lit up the sky outside and then a loud explosion of thunder rocked 

the house. The lights went out. 

“Goddammit!” Cody’s stepfather yelled. “Piece of shit electricity always goes out when it 

rains.” He asked his wife, “Where’s the goddamn flashlight?” 

A flash of lightning illuminated the room. Cody’s eyes grew wide. He scooted backwards 

mumbling and whimpering. 



 

 

“What the hell is your problem?” the father asked. 

Cody’s face grew pale and then tears flowed from his eyes. He whimpered “No” repeatedly as 

he tried to scoot back further away, only to find himself helplessly in a corner. 

Heavy rain continued to pour down outside as more lightning scattered across the sky. Intense 

thunder muffled the sounds of glass breaking and several gut wrenching screams from inside the 

darkened house. Moments later, all was quiet. The rain stopped, the lightning dissipated and the 

thunder grew faint in the distance.  



 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

Sole Survivor 

I arrived at the crime scene at seven-thirty-five on Monday morning. I parked my black 1981 

Corvette Stingray behind a police car that had the left rear door open. A young boy with sandy 

blonde hair sat in the back seat of the police car. The boy stared at the seat in front of him. A 

female officer tried to comfort him; she offered him something to drink, but the boy would not 

respond. Several police cars and two ambulances littered the street in front of the house. Police 

officers, crime scene investigators, and paramedics did their jobs while reporters yelled out 

questions to anyone that came within earshot of them.  

I pushed through several reporters, ignoring the barrage of questions, and ducked under the 

police tape that surrounded the house.  I walked up to the front porch where the chief police 

stood talking to a police officer. I noted a bloodstained curtain hanging out of a shattered 

bedroom window to the right of the front entrance. The large bay window on the left side of the 

entrance house had also been shattered. The framework was very damaged and appeared to have 

been broken from the outside. I looked at the contrast between the two windows. The bedroom 

window had the curtains hanging out of it, and the bay window had pieces of the frame bent 

towards the interior of the house.  

 “Okay, chief. I’ll get right on it,” The police officer told the chief. He then walked away 

towards the street and stepped inside a police car.  

“What have we got here, Chief?” I asked and then shook the man’s hand. 

“It’s bad, Aaron. We’ve got two vics, and whoever did this must have been really pissed." 

“That’s usually the case,” I agreed with a nod. “So, we have a double-homicide. It doesn’t 

happen much here, but what’s so unusual?” 



 

 

“You haven’t seen the bodies . . . or what’s left of them.” 

“Okay,” I lowered my brow. “Now you have my attention. What are we dealing with?” 

“Follow me.” The chief motioned for me to follow him inside the house. 

The house was ransacked. There was broken furniture, picture frames on the floor that had 

been knocked off the wall, and there was blood everywhere. The body of a decapitated woman 

lay mangled on top of a shattered glass coffee table. Her left arm was attached to her shoulder 

only by tendons and her stomach was ripped open, her insides spilled all over the floor. She had 

three large gashes across her breasts and several more on her bare legs. 

“Jesus!” I exclaimed. “You weren’t kidding. What the hell did this guy come at her with, a 

chainsaw or something?” 

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” Chief Hernandez answered and then started walking down 

the hallway towards the bedrooms. 

I followed the chief inside the first bedroom to the right. The room was painted in blood and 

gore. Only the torso of what used to be a body lay in the middle of the bedroom in a pool of 

blood, guts and ripped flesh. Pieces of bloody flesh hung from the still ceiling fan. There was a 

severed arm on the bed that was covered in blood. A leg was found halfway underneath the bed. 

The other leg, arm and head was missing.  

“This is the boy’s bedroom,” Chief Hernandez explained.  

“That kid is lucky to be alive.” 

“I don’t mean to sound morbid, but why spare the kid?” I noticed muddy foot prints mixed in 

blood underneath the shattered window.  

“Come on, Aaron. You don’t really think someone would do the same thing to a kid, would 

you?” 



 

 

I thought about that for a moment and then agreed, “You’re right, Chief.” I looked at the 

remains of the body and then said, “I need to talk to the kid.” 

The chief pointed out the window towards a police car parked in the street in front of the 

house. “He’s in that squad car, but he’s not talking. He’s still in shock.” 

“He doesn’t have to say anything.” I walked down the hall towards the front door and then got 

the attention of a crime scene investigator taking photos of the body in the living room. “Could I 

borrow you for a minute?” 

The young CSI looked up and said, “Sure. What do you need?” 

“Grab your kit.” 

The CSI grabbed his crime scene kit and then followed me to the police car that the boy sat in. 

My heart sank when I saw the blank expression on the boy’s dirty face. His shirt and pants were 

blood stained and his face had dry dots of blood on his cheeks and forehead.  

“What’s his name?” I asked the police officer that was watching over the boy. 

“Cody Sumner.” She then stated, “I can’t imagine what this poor kid is going through.” She 

shook her head and added, “Poor baby.” 

“Hey, buddy,” I knelt down next to Cody and introduced myself, “My name is Detective 

Sanders. I’m with the Austin Police Department. What’s your name?" 

Cody did not acknowledge my presence and continued to stare at the back of the front driver’s 

seat. 

“I can only imagine what you’re feeling right now, son, and I promise you that I’m going to 

catch the guy that hurt your mom and dad.” I gently placed my hand on the boy’s shoulder. Cody 

flinched a little, so I removed my hand. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you. Are you hurt 

anywhere?” 



 

 

Cody didn’t respond. He just kept staring ahead. 

I looked at Cody’s hands and noticed they were bloodstained. “Can I see your hands?” When 

Cody didn’t respond, I put on some latex gloves and then tenderly turned Cody’s left hand over 

so I could see the boy’s palm. His whole palm was covered in dried blood. I sighed and then 

placed Cody’s hand back on his lap.  

I stood up and took a couple of steps over to where the CSI was standing. “I need to see if you 

can get any evidence off the boy’s clothing before he’s taken to the hospital.” 

I then leaned over towards Cody and explained, “This young man over here is going to get 

some samples off your clothing and your hands. He’s not going to hurt you. Okay? Can you give 

me a little nod if that’s okay?” 

Cody turned his head to face me. His blue eyes began to water and then he whimpered, 

“They’re dead.” 

I heaved a sigh and offered my condolences, “I know, son.” I knelt down and placed my hand 

on his shoulder. “I promise that I’m going to find and punish the person who did this to your 

parents. I need your help, though. Can you tell me what happened?” 

Cody turned away and started to cry. 

“That’s okay.” I squeezed the boy’s shoulder. “We can talk later.” I stood up and stepped 

away from the police car. I then told the CSI, “Now is not a good time, but do you mind 

collecting the boy’s clothes personally at the hospital? I don’t want some rookie orderly 

contaminating evidence like the Danbury case.” 

The CSI nodded his head in agreement. “Don’t worry, Detective. I’ll take care of it. I’m going 

to be processing the clothes myself anyway.” 

“Thanks.” 



 

 

“Sanders!” 

I turned around and saw the chief jogging towards me. I met the chief on the front lawn. 

“What is it, Chief?” 

“We have another crime scene.” 

“Another one?” I pointed back at the police car and stressed, “I’ve got to get some 

information off this kid and deal with this crime scene. Get Anderson or—” 

“I think you need to head over there right away,” Chief Hernandez interrupted. “A call just 

came in about some boys found dead at the Memorial Heights Cemetery about a mile from here. 

Two of them were decapitated.” 

I couldn’t believe what I had just heard and stressed, “What the hell is going on here?” 

“I don’t know, Aaron. All I know is that we have one sick bastard targeting children now, so I 

need you to head over to the cemetery. I’ll contact the Bureau. This is way over our heads.” 

“No way!” I protested. “The last thing we need is a bunch of bureaucratic suits flashing their 

badges around and putting up a bunch of red tape. Don’t call the feds just yet, okay? We can 

handle it.” 

“This isn’t a typical murder case, Detective. I think we’re dealing with a serial here.” 

“Yeah . . . maybe.” 

“Maybe?” Chief Hernandez barked, “What do you mean, maybe? We’ve got a decapitated 

body in there and another completely ripped apart. This isn’t a normal homicide, Aaron, and you 

know it. And what happened to the victims’ heads?”  

“Souvenirs?” 

“Damn it, Aaron, I’m serious!”  



 

 

“All right, I see your point. I’ll check out the cemetery and then we’ll discuss what we’re 

dealing with. Just let me know what hospital the kid goes to. He’s our only witness so far.”  

“It’ll probably be Brackenridge, but I’ll let you know for sure.” 

“Thanks.” I began heading towards my car, but then I turned around and asked, “Oh, and can 

we make sure those broken windows get sealed up properly this time? I don’t want—” 

“Don’t forget who reports to who before you start barking orders, Detective.” 

“I’m just saying.” I reached into my pocket and walked towards the black Corvette with my 

keys in hand. 

  



 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

Animal Instincts 

Three mutilated bodies lay among the headstones in the middle of Memorial Heights 

Cemetery in southwest Austin. Police barricades blocked off entrances to the old cemetery, 

making the entire area a crime scene. After parking my Corvette and shutting off the loud engine, 

I got out of my car and found the nearest police officer.  

“Who was the first officer on the scene?” I asked. 

“Officer Garza,” The officer answered and pointed towards a tall Hispanic young man 

standing next to a backhoe. “Over there by the dozer.” 

“Thank you, officer.” 

“No problem.” 

“Officer Garza?” I asked as I walked up to the officer by the dozer. “Detective Sanders, 

Robbery-Homicide. Were you the first responder?” 

“Yes, sir. We got the call about an hour ago. The grounds crew called it in.” He nodded over 

to a group of men in coveralls several yards away. “They were about to dig a grave and prepare 

for a funeral scheduled for this afternoon when they found . . .” The Sergeant choked up after he 

looked past the yellow police tape marking off the crime scene. “I’m sorry, Detective. It’s just 

the bodies are so . . . God, it’s horrible.” 

“I know, man.” I gave the officer a single pat behind his shoulder. “You’re doing a good job.”  

“Thank you, sir. Let me know if you need anything.” 

I thanked the officer, who looked like he was fresh out of the academy, and made my way 

over to the crime scene. I had to close my eyes for a moment as soon as I saw the extent of the 

carnage. It was almost too much for me to take in one day. I had seen plenty of dead bodies in 



 

 

my career, and while working as a traffic cop I had viewed my share of mangled bodies, but no 

training or experience in the field could prepare me for what I had just seen.  

All three of the victims were probably no older than fourteen of fifteen years of age. Two of 

the three bodies were decapitated. I placed my hands on my hips and looked down at the ground 

as I tried to compose myself. The youngest victim looked to be nine or ten years old. I looked 

away for a moment before stepping closer to investigate. 

I knelt down next to the smallest victim. The boy had two large gaping wounds across his 

face. The boy’s right eye was missing. His left hand had two missing fingers and a large cut in 

his palm. He also had a large wound across his stomach. I looked up, took a deep breath and 

said, “What sick bastard would do this to a child?” I then looked at the bodies of the other 

victims, which judging by the sizes of their decapitated bodies appeared to be older boys. These 

victims were severely maimed. One body lay face down, in a matter of speaking, while the other 

lay seated against a headstone splattered with blood and gore. I looked around and then asked 

one of the officers, “Have we located the heads of these victims?” 

The officer answered, “No, sir. We’ve searched the area but couldn’t find anything.” 

“What about identification?” 

The officer handed me a plastic bag with a vinyl wallet inside. I put on latex gloves and then 

removed the wallet out of the bag. Inside the wallet I found thirteen dollars in cash, a baseball 

card, and a library card. The photo on the library card matched the only victim that had not been 

decapitated. Jason Dexter, 6
th

 Grade, Westgate Middle School. I stared at the photo for a moment 

and then focused on Jason’s wounded face.  



 

 

“I’m going to find out who did this to you,” I promised in a low voice and closed my hand 

into a fist, squeezing it tight. “I’m going catch the bastard and I’m going to make sure he burns 

in hell for this.” 

“Detective Sanders?” 

I turned around to see the county medical examiner Donald Luther. I placed the wallet back 

inside the plastic bag, sealed it, and then removed the latex gloves and shook the man’s hand. 

“What kind of sick bastard butchers a bunch of kids like this, Don?” 

“I’ve seen a lot in the twenty-five years I’ve been in the business, but I don’t think I’ve ever 

seen anything like this before.” Don motioned to the body that sat lying against the tombstone 

and said, “I wanted to show you something.” 

We knelt down next to the body and Don pointed to the chest. “Look closely at the wounds in 

this boy’s chest.” 

I leaned closer, but I couldn’t see anything but flesh ripped apart with a part of the boy’s rib 

cage exposed. “What am I looking for?” 

“These wounds don’t look like they came from a blade or any weapon I’ve ever seen before.” 

Don stood up and walked around the body to face me. He took a closer look at the wounds on 

Jason Dexter’s body and then pointed at the marks on his face. “Do those look like claw marks to 

you?”  

“You think this was an animal attack?” I shook my head and stressed, “Don, I’ll agree that the 

wounds on that kid’s face may have some resemblance to that of maybe a bear or even a cougar, 

but let’s be realistic here. When is the last time you saw an animal around Austin big enough to 

do that?” I turned and pointed to the unidentified boy against the tombstone. 



 

 

He shrugged his shoulders slightly and then suggested “Maybe it was a large bobcat or 

something.”  

“It would have to be the size of a tiger to do this much damage. And a bobcat isn’t going to 

tear up three kids like this. We’re looking for a man with some type of blade, homemade or 

something, but not an animal.” 

“Homemade weapon?” Don laughed. “Our prime suspect is Freddy Krueger now? Get a grip, 

Aaron. I’ve been doing this for a long time, and I’m telling you that these wounds were not made 

by any blade.” 

I retrieved my phone from the inside pocket of my sport jacket and then told the medical 

examiner, “Until you can prove to me otherwise, this is a homicide investigation.” I placed one 

hand on top of the tombstone that the boy was lying against and lifted myself up. “You prove to 

me that these kids were mutilated by a wild animal and explain the crime scene a mile down the 

road from here and I’ll call Animal Control and Jack Hanna myself.” 

* * * * * 

 

Donald Luther identified one of the boys within several hours as Cullen Chandler, a thirteen-

year-old boy whose fingerprints had registered in the Juvenile Justice Information System 

database. The boy had two arrests on his record for assault and possession of marijuana and he 

also had quite a lengthy record of getting into fights at school. 

“What about the other body?” I asked while retrieving contact information for the Chandler 

youth’s parents. 

“With only a torso to go by and no DNA to match up with, it’s going to be hard to identify the 

body. So far, we don’t have anything.” The medical examiner then said, “I do think our victim 

was probably around fourteen to sixteen years old, but that’s about all I can tell you for now.” 



 

 

“I guess we’ll just have to keep an eye on any reports of missing youth for the next week.” I 

then asked, “What about the weapon used? Have you had a chance to examine the wounds yet?” 

“Like I suspected, the wounds are not consistent with any conventional blade. My theory of an 

animal attack is looking more substantial.” Donald then handed me a small plastic bag. “I found 

these brown hairs inside one of the Chandler kid’s wounds.” 

I looked at the hairs through the clear plastic bag and then handed the bag back to Donald. 

“And I suppose you think the lab is going to determine that these are from a big cat or 

something?” 

“They were embedded inside the wound, Aaron.” 

“We’ll let the lab results tell us more, but until then we’re looking for a man, not a man-eating 

cat.” I grabbed the copy of Cullen Chandler’s juvenile record and emergency contact information 

and then told Donald, “Call me as soon as you get the results.” 

* * * * * 

  



 

 

CHAPTER THREE 

Notification 

I attempted to locate Jason Dexter’s parents after leaving the medical examiner’s office, but 

no one answered the door at the house and my calls went straight to voicemail. I left a message 

to have Jason’s parents call me as soon as possible. While I waited for one of Jason’s parents to 

contact me, I drove over to Cullen Chandler’s house to deliver the difficult news of the boy’s 

death.  

I arrived at the Chandler residence a half hour past five in the afternoon and immediately 

noticed a brand new bright yellow late model Corvette with paper dealer plates parked in the 

driveway. I parked my black third generation Corvette behind its younger cousin and could not 

help but admire the beauty and curves of the yellow sports car as I walked up the driveway 

towards the front door. I then noticed the ZR1 badge on the left front fender above the brake 

ducts and behind the left side mirror.  

“Wow!” I spoke quietly to myself. “This guy must have one hell of job.”  

I looked back at my 1981 Corvette and thought about the contrast in price differences on the 

two cars. In 1981, my Corvette went for around eighteen grand fully loaded and managed to 

retain its value, and as much as I dreamed of owning a Corvette ZR1, there was no way I would 

ever be able to afford the one hundred fifteen thousand dollar price tag. I could barely afford the 

rent and utilities for my townhome, not to mention the maintenance on a thirty-year-old classic.  

After salivating over the supercar, I eventually made my way up to the front door and pressed 

the doorbell button which triggered the high-pitched barking of several small dogs. An adult 

male yelled at the dogs to shut up and then opened the door a couple of moments later. I could 

still hear the dogs barking from the backyard.  



 

 

The tall middle-aged man, who wore Texas Longhorns sweatpants and a matching t-shirt, 

immediately rolled his eyes when he noticed the badge clipped to my belt. “Damn it. What did 

Cullen do this time?” 

“Are you Kenneth Chandler?” I asked. 

“Yes, sir.” He then asked again, “What mess did Cullen get himself into this time?” 

I introduced myself, “Mr. Chandler, my name is Detective Aaron Sanders with Austin P.D. 

May I come inside?” 

“Detective?” Mr. Chandler asks with surprise. “I don’t understand. Usually it’s a regular cop 

that drags Cullen’s ass home after he’s done something stupid.” 

“Mr. Chandler, I’m with Robbery-Homicide.” I informed with candor. “Can we speak 

inside?” 

Grave concern crossed Mr. Chandler’s face at that moment, and without a word he stepped 

aside and motioned towards the living room. Mr. Chandler led me to a leather couch in the living 

room and asks with a shaky voice, “Um . . . would like some coffee?”  

“No, thank you.” I then asked if his wife was home. 

Mr. Chandler sat down on the edge of a black leather recliner and asked, “She left the house 

to pick up a few things at the grocery store, but should be home soon. Um . . . what’s this about, 

Detective?” 

“If your wife will be home soon, I think we should probably wait for her, Mr. Chandler.” 

“Whatever you have to say, you can tell me now. We don’t need to wait for my wife.” 

I stressed, “I really think we should wait for your wife to come home, if that is okay.” 



 

 

I always hated telling family members that one of their loved ones had been murdered, but 

this was especially hard because it involved a child. I did not want to have to tell each parent 

separately.  

“Sir, with all due respect, you come in here telling me that you are with Robbery-Homicide 

and you’re here about my son, and then you expect me to wait for who knows how long for my 

wife to come home? I think you need to tell me what’s going on right now.” 

“Mr. Chandler, you don’t understand. Your wife needs to—” 

“No, sir, you don’t understand! My son is by no means a perfect kid and he’s gotten into his 

share of trouble, but he would never do anything serious enough for Robbery-Homicide to get 

involved. So, whoever is accusing him of whatever it is you think he may have done, you can 

talk to my—” 

“Mr. Chandler, your son is dead.” I did not want to reveal the news in such a blunt manner, 

but under the circumstances of where the conversation was heading, I felt that I had no choice. 

Mr. Chandler’s face grew pale. He remained silent for a couple of long minutes while he 

thought what he had just heard. While Mr. Chandler processed his thoughts, I struggled to come 

up with something comforting to say. Then the front door opened. 

“Ken? Are you going to help me with the groceries or what? And whose car is that in the 

driveway?” Mrs. Chandler stood in the doorway carrying two cloth grocery bags in her arms. 

She then noticed me and the sullen look on Mr. Chandler’s face. “Honey? What’s wrong? Who’s 

that?”  

“Mrs. Chandler?” I stood and introduced myself. “I’m Detective Aaron Sanders with the 

Austin Police Department. I’m sorry to have to inform you that—” 



 

 

Mrs. Chandler dropped her grocery bags. I heard the sound of eggs crack as the bags hit the 

ground and Cullen Chandler’s mother fell to her knees. I knew by her reaction that Mrs. 

Chandler realized that her son was dead. She did not speak. She did not even cry. She simply sat 

on the floor and gazed at me with no emotion. 

* * * * * 

Mrs. Chandler handed me a cup of coffee and then sat down next to her husband on a tan 

leather couch. I took a sip of the hot coffee and then set the cup down on a coaster that rest on 

the end table next to the recliner I sat in. Mrs. Chandler sat quietly wiping tears from her eyes 

with a tissue she had just pulled from a small box on the coffee table in front of her. 

Mr. Chandler finally asked, “Are you sure it was Cullen? I mean he sneaks out a lot, but I 

figured . . . Um . . . when he didn’t come home last night, I . . . I just thought.” Mr. Chandler 

shook his head and struggled to continue, “He gets into trouble a lot, but . . . Are you sure it’s 

Cullen?” 

“Mr. Chandler, I’m afraid that we have confirmed it was Cullen. We received a perfect match 

when we ran his fingerprints in our juvenile system.”  

Mrs. Chandler asked, “But don’t you need us to identify him before you can be sure?”  

I hesitated and was unsure of how to explain to Cullen’s grieving parents that their son had 

been decapitated and his torso and stomach torn open. “Identification through fingerprints was 

adequate enough. However, if you want further confirmation, we could order a DNA test.” 

“DNA test? What do you mean by that?” Mr. Chandler asked abruptly. “What happened to 

my son, Detective? I want to see my son!” 

I glanced at Mrs. Chandler, her eyes pleading for information about her son’s death. I heaved 

a sigh and said, “I really think we should wait until—” 



 

 

“Detective, he’s our son! We have the right to see him, don’t we?” 

I asked Mrs. Chandler, “Do you mind if I talk to your husband privately for a moment 

outside?”  

Mrs. Chandler did not answer, but instead stared blankly at me. 

“Mrs. Chandler?”  

She nodded, and then without my request, Mr. Chandler walked towards the front door. I 

followed Mr. Chandler outside and walked further away from the house to the end of the 

driveway. I then explained, “I didn’t want your wife to hear what I have to say.” 

“What happened to my son, Detective?” 

“The reason that I’ve been so vague is because your son experienced a very brutal death.” 

“Brutal?” Mr. Chandler swallowed and then nervously scratched his cheek. 

I placed my hands on my hips and looked down as I tried to come up with the right words to 

explain how his son was found. After a moment of thinking, I looked up at Mr. Chandler and 

told him, “Your son was . . . cut very badly . . . and, uh . . . he was . . .” I looked up and sighed. 

“He was what, Detective Sanders?” 

I breathed another heavy sigh, closed my eyes for a couple of seconds, and then looked into 

Mr. Chandler’s eyes when I told him, “Cullen was decapitated and dismembered.” 

Mr. Chandler eyes grew wide and he stepped backwards, bumping into the driver’s side door 

of his Corvette. “Oh, my God . . . Cullen . . .” Mr. Chandler held his stomach and then leaned 

forward, clutching his stomach, and vomited on the driveway. 

Mrs. Sanders stepped outside with her right hand over her chest. She then looked at me with 

pleading eyes. Her husband wiped his mouth and then glanced back at his wife. He then wiped 

his mouth again with his shirt and asked me, “Where was he found? Do you know happened?” 



 

 

“At this time, there is some speculation that it could have been a wild animal that attacked 

Cullen and two other boys on the grounds of Memorial Heights Cemetery, but until we can 

confirm that we’re treating this as a homicide.”  

“Wait, what? Two other boys? An animal attack? None of this makes any sense, Detective.” 

“There were two other victims, and like I said, until we can corroborate the animal attack 

theory, we’re treating this as a homicide.” 

“And if it isn’t an animal? Can you promise me you’ll find my son’s killer? Can you promise 

me that, Mr. Sanders?” 

I placed my hand on the man’s shoulder. “Trust me, Mr. Chandler. I’m going to find out who 

did this.” 

Mr. Chandler then asked me about the other boys that were found at the cemetery. He also 

asked me if I knew their names. 

“The only other victim we’ve been able to identify at the moment is an eleven-year-old boy 

named Jason Dexter.” 

“Jason Dexter?” Mr. Chandler asked with great concern. 

“You know him?” 

“Yeah, I know him! That’s my manager’s kid!”  

I explained to Mr. Chandler that I had been trying to locate Jason’s parents, but no one 

answered the door or the phone. 

“My boss is out of the country on business and sometimes his cell phone doesn’t work.” 

“What about Mrs. Dexter?”  

“Mr. Dexter is divorced and hasn’t been in contact with his ex-wife for years.” 

“So, do you know who takes care of Jason while his dad is away on business?” 



 

 

Mr. Chandler explained that his boss did not have any brothers or sisters and both of his 

parents were deceased, so it was pretty much just him and Jason. He then informed me that he 

remembered his boss saying something about staying at a friend’s house. 

“Do you have a name?” I pressed. 

Mr. Chandler paused for a moment as he tried to remember the boy’s name. “I know his last 

name is Smith, only because it’s such a common name. I can’t remember his first name, though. 

Justin . . . or maybe Jacob?” 

I thanked Mr. Chandler for his help and then promised that I would not rest until I caught the 

animal that did this to their son. The word certainly had a double meaning; I strongly felt that no 

one evil enough to butcher a child could ever be thought of as anything other than a sick animal.  

Before I left, I gave Mr. and Mrs. Chandler my business card and another card with the name 

of a psychologist I knew. I encouraged them to call the psychologist as soon as possible.  

“What about our son?” Mr. Chandler asked. “When can we bury our son?”  

I explained that they could contact the county morgue about releasing Cullen’s body so they 

could plan funeral services. It felt a bit blunt, but I did not know what else to tell them. That was 

why I recommended the psychologist. I was in no position to try and offer any type of comfort to 

this family who had lost their son in such a tragic and brutal way. I could not even muster the 

proper words of condolence in fear of saying the wrong thing. Instead, I chose to stick with what 

I knew . . . and that was simply being a cop.  

* * * * * 

 

Devil’s Nightmare will be available to purchase in Kindle, Nook, Kobo, and Smashwords 

editions in early 2013.  

 

Stay tuned. 


