
Scott Ulger stared still, concentrated, his steady patterned strings of breath undeterred. 

Even as blood had spurted partially on the bridge of his nose and facemask. Scalpel at hand, he 

steadily made an incision inside the man’s abdomen. He stepped back and glanced at the 

equipment tray before sliding the bloody scalpel into his pockets, blankly staring at his colleague 

as she stapled both sides of the patient’s abdomen back together.  

“Done. I’ll have the nurses come and get him to a recovery room. As for you, Scott, it 

was a pleasure as always. If you can even call this line of work pleasurable.” The woman spoke 

softly as the two exited the operation room, sliding her blood-soaked latex gloves off. “Shit. It’s 

already 3 in the morning?” 

“Thanks, and yeah,” Scott spoke monotonously, also removing his bloody latex gloves 

and sliding them back into his pocket. He turned his head to the right, pretending to look at 

something of interest—this was his way of avoiding an awkward conversation he already 

anticipated. A long, drawn out sigh left his colleague's lips, she marched through the corridor 

cluttered with medical equipment, every step of hers growing fainter and fainter. Alas, she was 

gone, Scott could finally breathe and think to himself.  

Scott beelined towards the side exit of the hospital, passing up his office on the way. He 

halted in his tracks and subconsciously stared at the ceiling for a moment, feeling as if he forgot 

something. Then it struck him: while he was walking he had never heard or felt the jingling of 

his keys. He promptly turned around and made towards the door of his office; as he walked in he 

angled his arm around the corner of the door and flicked the light switch up. The bright 

fluorescent light protruded throughout the dim-lit corridor and illuminated the compact room. 

Scott’s eyes immediately darted towards the corner, where his hooded thigh-length beige trench 



coat was hung up. He steadily made his way towards the corner, stuffing his hand into the right 

pocket of his trench coat, flailing his hand until he heard that familiar jingle and was met with 

the chill of nickel and silver. He flung his trench coat onto his back and stuck his arms through 

the sleeves, not even bothering to button it up. A vibration lingered within the room, echoing in 

the back of his mind, inducing him to take a gander towards one of the few objects within the 

room that would be able to make such a noise: his iPhone vibrating against his desk. He quickly 

made his way over to the desk, peeked at his screen, and jerked his head away instantly, shoving 

the phone into his coat’s pocket with sheer disdain—he could sniff out the lies and excuses just 

by the first few letters of the contact name. He aptly marched out of his office, shutting off the 

lights and shutting the door as he exited. Keeping his pace, he made his way down the corridor 

and out one of the few exits, arriving at the top of the hospital’s parking lot steps. 

“Fuck,” Scott muttered lowly to himself. Much to his dismay he saw his colleague once 

more, catching her just as she was about to enter her black Hummer. He considered heading back 

through the hospital doors for a moment, but it was too late; she had already seen him because of 

the motion-activated light above his head.  

“You got an umbrella?” she asked.  

He gave no response. 

The woman gazed up at him, noticing that he still had on his scrubs and facemask from 

the surgery. “Well alright. Have a goodnight and get home safe! It’s only drizzling now but 

apparently it’s supposed to be picking up soon.”  

“I will. You get home safe too now. Be seeing you.” He spoke sternly, with a slightly 

begrudging tone. He stood still, leering at the woman as she ducked her head into her Hummer 



and drove out of the lot. Not bothering to put on his hood, he quickly stepped down the few 

stairs, trudging through small puddles of rain to get to his white Infiniti sedan. He opened the 

door, tucked his body inside, closed the door, put the key in the ignition, pulled out of the lot and 

drove down a road enclosed by two forest preserves—his eyes set forward the entire way to his 

house.  

The hospital wasn’t far from his house; it took him about 15 minutes to make it home. He 

slowly pulled into the driveway, parking his sedan behind his wife’s crimson red Camry, as he 

did every time he got off work. He turned his key and slowly took it out of the ignition, 

momentarily slouching back into his seat, staring at the roof of his sedan as if he had a sunroof. 

Still blankly staring at his roof, he reached into the pockets of his scrubs and pulled out his 

blood-blotched latex gloves and slid them on to their matching hands. He whipped his neck back 

down and delicately opened his door, stepping out, ensuring he did not bump into anything on 

the way out. Silently arriving at his front door, he didn’t bother to try using his key, he knew the 

door was already unlocked. He slowly creaked the door open just enough that he could barely fit 

his lean frame in and closed the door behind him carefully. He walked through his house with 

purpose, passing through the living room, immediately heading down the hallway, passing by the 

bathroom and kitchen, heading right into the wide open door of his bedroom. Despite the 

quietness and dimness of the room, he could just barely see the bed; it came as no surprise to him 

to find a woman and man, both naked, sleeping alongside his naked wife. He shrugged, 

unsheathing the blood-soaked scalpel from the pocket of his scrubs, firmly grasping it with his 

right hand, slowly making his way to the left side of the bed, where the mistress in the room was 

lying, with the man to her right and Scott’s wife to the man’s right. He carefully leaned over the 



mistress, his hands methodically hovering over her face, soon intersecting each other as his left 

palm hovered over her mouth and the scalpel in his right hand hovered over her right eye. In 

synchrony, his left palm slammed against her mouth and the scalpel plunged into her right eye. 

Immediately Scott winced; he felt teeth tear through his glove and sink into his palm as she 

jerked against him. His grasp on the scalpel turned into a clinch, he shoved it deeper into her eye 

and yanked it from left to right twice, small spurts of blood splashing on his face and staining the 

white bed sheets. No longer did he feel her piercing teeth, and with that, her resistance ceased. 

He promptly plucked the scalpel out of her eye, more blood spurting out of her eye socket, 

trickling down her lifeless face and cheeks—akin to a tear. The hushed atmosphere and two 

others’ sleep were undeterred despite the now dead mistress’s struggle. Scott’s breathing was 

indifferent, he laid the scalpel next to the woman he just murdered, slowly dropping to both 

knees, reaching under the bed and pulling out a 12 gauge pump-action shotgun. Not bothering to 

check whether it was loaded or not, he pumped the shotgun and pointed the barrel towards the 

man’s head. He nudged the man with the shotgun’s stock in his left side once; there was no 

response. He jabbed the man in the same spot. The man groaned and slowly opened his 

eyes—BAM; a deafening crack rumbled throughout the house, his wife jolted out of bed and 

onto the carpet floor by the nightstand. Before the man could assess his plight, his head, or what 

was left of it, slumped against the bed. His flesh, blood, and brains soared through the air like 

confetti, drenching the bed, the fresh corpses, Scott, and his wife in blood; little crumbs of brain 

wedging between the creases within the bed and rolling off and onto his wife.  



“What the fuck? Oh… oh, my Lord. Scott you’re sick. I’ve always know you were 

fucking sick. What the fuck is wrong with you?” His wife wailed, her back propped against the 

nightstand, she trembled by the second, unable to move by mere petrification. 

Scott could do nothing but stare at her, his eyes barren, he pumped his shotgun once 

more, making his way around the bed and pointed the barrel at her face and instantly she guarded 

her face with her jittery hands. Scott broke out in hysterical laughter, he pulled back the shotgun 

and dropped it on the bed, grinning widely at his wife. “No… it won’t be that easy, Mrs. Ulger. 

Not for you, my beloved.”  

He snatched the scalpel from the bed and pounced on her, due to her own temporary 

petrification he was met with little resistance, he flipped her on stomach and straddled her back. 

She began kicking against the floor, attempting to flail her arms that were pinned under her 

chest, muffled yelping being projected into the carpet, but it was all for naught—Scott dug the 

scalpel into the back of her neck with precision, ablely constraining her to the floor with merely 

his weight. Easily, he tore through her tissue, locating her spinal cord, going across it with the 

scalpel and severing it. She immediately went limp under him; he stood up, taking a few heavy 

breaths, he then turned her over and propped her motionless body back against the nightstand. 

She had no choice but to look at him, her now vegetated ivy eyes set on him in seeming apathy. 

He bent over, leering into her eyes, tilting his head from left to right. “I know you can hear me, 

Mrs. Ulger, my beloved. As a sign of mercy, I’ll leave you to your fate. Either you’ll die from 

the mere shock alone, bleed out, or you’ll live. With a few changes of course. Also, this is the 

scalpel I used on a patient that is HIV positive; so if you do end up living, you can enjoy that bit 

too.” He placed a short-lived kiss on her lifeless lips, proceeding to stand up afterwards. Scott’s 



lonesome short breaths were soon accompanied by shuffling near the bathroom. He slowly 

turned his back toward her inert body, much to his dismay, he found his colleague from earlier 

stood in the bedroom doorway, her eyes wide and face pale. 

“Scott…?” she whimpered.  

He dashed towards her, she fled out of the bedroom doorway, Scott closing in quickly 

from behind her. Just as quick as he got into her vicinity, he clutched her shoulders and shoved 

her into the bathroom. Despite a slight tumble, she was able to keep her balance, quickly 

grabbing the first thing she could find, pulling the top off the ceramic lid off of the toilet tank. 

Immediately as Scott entered through the doorway of the bathroom she launched it at him and 

connected with his torso, he stumbled to the tiled floor. Instinctually, she attempted to flee by 

running over him, only for him to lock his arms around her ankles and shoot himself up. Easily 

he dug his hand into her scalp, taking a handful of her hair. He swung her face into the mirror, 

causing her to instantly fall back and slam her head against the tile. The glass shattered, shards 

littering the floor. He snatched the largest shard he could find, straddled her waist, and began to 

repeatedly stab and slice into her abdomen. Blood spluttering in every which way, drops 

plastering against the tile, flinging and seeping into Scott’s scrubs.  Her blood-curdling howls 

grew fainter and fainter by the stab, until the room was completely bereft of life, barring the 

hefty breaths of Scott. After the commotion, he had noticed during the scuffle that his colleague 

had kept her surgical stapler on her, it sat on the floor near the sink. He bent over and picked up 

the stapler, forcibly planting 6 vertical staples across her lips.  

The indifferent silence throughout the house soon ceased to exist, the crying of an infant 

could be heard echoing throughout the house. He shook his hands as if the blood had not already 



been deeply ingrained, making his way out of the bathroom and into the infants’ room. He gently 

lifted it up from its crib, hauling it closely to his bloody scrubs and chest, staring into its tearful 

eyes.  

Rocking it back and forth, monotonously repeating, “It’s alright. She can’t hurt us 

anymore.”  

Shortly thereafter, the faint noise of his front door opening whispered throughout the 

house; a chill across the back of his neck followed suit. He gently placed the infant back into its 

crib, walking out of its room, passing by the bathroom, he noticed his colleague disappeared, but 

saw the trail of fresh blood she had left behind. Following the track of her blood until the tracks 

stopped at the door, he opened it and couldn’t help but smile at his sight. She was slouched over 

on his walkway, struggling to crawl further away from the house. Her howls were desperate, 

hopeless, as they muffled and reflected back into her mouth. 

“You know,” Scott began, leisurely walking down his steps. “You’re really fucking 

stupid for a surgeon. You think anyone in a small, suburban town in New York is going to be 

awake this early in the morning? Not likely, people have jobs in the mornings, families, happy 

families they have to provide for. You really thought that they’d be able to hear your cries for 

help through your stapled lips? Paulina, I knew you were just trying to help, maybe in a perfect 

world we could’ve murdered those fucks together and fucked each other right next to their 

bodies, but you should’ve known I was beyond that point. I gave you multiple hints, and you 

refused to heed them. Your concern is appreciated though, I’m sorry about this.” By this time he 

had already made his way to her, towering over her. He grabbed a handful of her hair once again, 

dragging her up his stairs and into his house, blood dripping onto and seeping into the cracks of 



the concrete walkway. He immediately shut the door behind them as he entered his front door, 

leaving her to wallow and bleed profusely in his living room. Ignoring her muffled cries, he 

walked back into his infant’s bedroom, carefully lifting up the infant into his arms again, rocking 

it gently back and forth. Reciting a familiar phrase: “It’s alright. She can’t hurt us anymore.” 

 

 


