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The toys always break. They bleed everywhere and scream.

I was just a few minutes away from my house when a police car came out of nowhere, sirens blaring. What the fuck is this bullshit? I inhaled deeply, pulled over to the side of the road, and stared at the blurred, flashing green and black lights and listened to the sounds of the alien space sirens coming from the piggy pig car as I tried to focus, putting myself into attack mode, ready for anything. As the cop car pulled up behind my Mobile Torture Shack, my dungeon on wheels (a.k.a. my deceased wife’s mini-van), the doomed officer became ensnared in my poisonous spider-web. She thought she was the one pulling me over. She thought she had some kind of advantage by virtue of her badge. She thought, fatally, that she was in control. She most certainly was not.

I put my hand around the bag in my overcoat side pocket that contained a golf ball-sized crack rock. My hands were hot and sweaty as I rubbed and caressed the rock, the fuel for my fire. Next to the rock sat a pipe and lighter, a happy little family.

I was in the middle of nowhere. Only I knew the back roads here.

This is my territory and I am God. 

It was a deserted forested area with more trees than houses, pitch black, no moon out tonight. I prefer it that way; I am a shadow person, a figure in darkness, a nightmare in black. No people out tonight either, except for the cop. I would make her my toy. It was just my toy and me. The vast, indifferent forest was isolated like an Old West ghost town. The scoliotic trees shrank from the sky and held us in isolation. The sound of my heart pounding was so overwhelming that I could hear nothing else, except for some fireworks going off in my head.

I chose this area to live in for a reason. It was the perfect strategic place to live for a hunter. There was no need to soundproof the walls because the closest neighbor was several miles away, and the road to my house twisted and turned and you couldn’t drive faster than 5 miles per hour or so. The town was full of randomly scattered houses with no apparent meaning to their placement, all of them isolated. I took nightly walks so I knew the area better than anyone on this Earth. I listened to the police radio, I knew how to tune into the feed, and I paid attention to where the cop cars were and what the cops were doing. I paid attention to how they responded to crime scenes, and how long it took, and what roads they traveled. Normally, they never drove down this road, and I had felt safe here. But not anymore. These pigs were invading my personal space. How dare this motherfucker come into my home territory and start fucking with me?

I knew she was there to fuck with me. All human interaction is conflict, people trying to get what they want from others, and she was merely there to annoy me like a fly in my eye. I took this very personally. I smiled, thinking of things I was going to do to this fucking pig.

I was not going to let the cop escape undamaged or alive. Like a child I would play with my toy until I got bored and then I would break it into pieces and get a new one.

You’re in my world and you’re not leaving. 

I had killed for years here. I would of course dump her body in another county. They would eventually figure out the corpse had my signature but it would take months and if they fought each other over jurisdiction like they normally did, no one would even know a serial killer was responsible. I had my own special murder method, my secret bad thing, forcing road kill down victims’ throats while lying on top of them, grinding into them, and watching their eyes as they died choking in agony.

The joys of asphyxiation. The power, the control, the humiliation. Their eyes turned red and then bulged out of the head, looking like they would burst open. With no oxygen to feed it, the heart stops. I loved to keep my face just inches away, watching death in extreme close-up. They died staring at me. The last thing they ever saw was my grinning face. Life isn’t supposed to be fun. And it isn’t. I had many Special Murder Methods. I had many involved rituals and routines involving my victims or the remains of their bodies. I killed people in my own house, in the basement, but my favorite place to murder was the Hole. The Hole was a special place, an abandoned house I had redesigned, where I brought my victims and kept them alive for weeks, raping and torturing them. You could do it any way you want down there, there is no one to stop you or slow you down. 

I could not stop the running movie in my head with perfect images of suffering, people gasping for air as I filled their mouths and throats with dead animals. They would try to puke up the road kill, but it blocked the vomit from coming out and they would choke on it. 

Asphyxiation. I started with the garrote and learned to play breath control. I loosen the rope when I want, and I tighten it when I want. I decide if and when they can breathe. I decide when they die. Loosen it, tighten it, loosen it, tighten it. I watched their faces turn blue and the capillaries in their eyes burst, then I loosened the rope to let them live so I could keep playing with them. They finally get their breath back and I tighten the garrote again. I preferred wire, such as a coat hanger or piano wire, but I have also used rope, panties, stockings, barbed wire, phone cords and anything else you can wrap around someone’s neck.

About three months ago, in a violent frenzy, I killed six women in five days. The first one was the best, because I had the most time. I was able to work in a secure safe location. The other ones I randomly attacked on the street, and was immediately forced to kill them to shut them up and prevent them from calling for help and drawing witnesses. The second one, I killed by shoving road kill and highway debris down her throat. She tried to give herself a tracheotomy but all she did was rip her throat open. Practicing without a license, that’s what happens. I listened to the sound of the blood flooding into her lungs. I saw the shock in her eyes and abruptly she stopped making noise and froze in place. I watched death conquer her body.

I had wanted to masturbate over her dead, bloated, possum-carcass stuffed face but I climaxed when she tore her throat open. It sounded like a faucet on low, with the water draining down the pipes, gurgling, babbling like a brook. I was impressed by her laughable attempts to prolong her life, and her delusional belief that she could be a survivor. Sometimes I find myself pleasantly surprised when one of them fights back, as it means the game is on, and dirty, but not this time. She seemed silly, not noble. Delusionally optimistic. Like a poor actor pretending to try and escape from a maniac psycho killer.

Some people will do anything to live. Futile.

No escape.

Not in my world.

I waited awhile to replenish myself so I could penetrate her holes and fill her up with more of my divine essence. “Tell me you fucking love it!” I screamed even though the tape over her mouth and the road kill shoved inside it and the blood and her death prevented her from answering.

The Black Dahlia Avenger abducted Beth Short, tortured and mutilated her for days, then bisected and murdered her. He cut her in half and posed her body at the crime scene. Only a small percentage of serial killers are “posers,” that is, people who turn their crime scene into a work of art, a grisly mess for someone to find, for the police to photograph. Her body was posed so that there was a large gap between her lower and upper half, as if she were a giant. This was a very unique homicide, in that it functioned as both high art and a statement of terrorism. Everyone who knew the details locked their doors at night, kept their kids inside, and drank themselves into comas. As if a terrorist had threatened to bomb the city. And the way it was so carefully and concisely laid out—it was clearly an unusual form of art that was most impressive. To be a terrorist, and an artist, is to achieve the ultimate in human evolution, to live out your will your way.

I loved to get my slaves naked and shivering and force them to repeat, “I deserve this. I love it when you hurt me. I am useless. I am nothing. I am nothing. I am shit. Hurt me.” Then I made them into human punching bags, pincushions, ashtrays; hitting, stabbing and burning in a rage of destruction. I made murder art. I gave these wretched humans a meaning and a purpose; I turned them from the walking dead into works of blood-skin art that would survive forever.

In my territory, in my basement, in the Hole, out in the woods, in the torture-mobile, I was the one with the whip. I was greater than infinity, bigger than the universe, crueler than the worst tyrant. I could forget my memories of being a kid tied up, hanging from the closet with the shirts and the mothballs, duct tape around my mouth. No nightmares of my mother’s latest boyfriend with his video camera, taping them violating me, humiliating me, as their friends drank and smoked and laughed, front row seats to the Abuse Show. They watched and they loved it. They cheered. Yelled out suggestions. Took turns on me. I saw their faces in every enemy face I looked at, every head I smashed, every eye I gouged out and ate.

Now I hurt others. Now I caused the suffering, the humiliation. Out on the road, while on the hunt, no debt collectors called me. No pretty girls looked at me like some joke in the Hole. In the dungeon they were the joke, and a cruel joke, one with no punch line. No one served me notices of bankruptcy or subpoenas while I was in my murder mode, and if any one tried to fuck with me I would show them who was in charge. I was the one who fucked, not the one who got fucked. I was born a victim but I became a victimizer. I breathed in power from the air around me. I could punish them for everything anybody ever did to me. They were my captives and I had absolute control. I could deny them food and make them eat each other. Involuntary cannibalism. I could do worse. And I did. A lot worse.

Code name: Lone Wolf.

I am proud of my work, and want to have my crime scenes replicated at every art museum in the world. The crowds will stand behind red velvet rope and “ooh” and “aah” in their fake voices with their masks of happiness and humanity. After the crowd gathers around my art I imagine making a surprise appearance and gunning them all down, a rampage murder with a high body count.

I make dead bodies and limbs and brains and organs and viscera into works of art. In life human animals are useless but in death my victims could become works of art; flesh, bone and tendons all twisted and ripped and folded into obscene positions. Words carved into flesh with a linoleum carver. New orifices, a re-arrangement of the facial features, an ear where the nose should be. Messages written in whore-red lipstick. Threats and taunts. A letter to the police reminding them they will never capture me or stop me, tormenting them with their impotent inability to end my furious actions and infamous behavior.

Jack the Ripper and Zodiac both sent taunting letters to police and local newspapers. Neither one was ever caught. There is evidence as to the identity of ZODIAC but no one has a clue as to the identity of Jack the Ripper. Taunting authorities, and the general population via the press after the Kill is half of the fun. Scaring an entire city, an entire world, an entire population, that was the greatest thrill of them all. To know my individual actions would have a negative affect on billions and billions of creatures on this shit-stained planet.

Humans should be displayed in cages like zoo animals, except that I should be allowed to interact with them in their cages and bombard them with stones and laugh.

A zoo of torment. 

I would taunt them like the lowly animals they are, creatures at the bottom of the totem pole of the animal kingdom. The world is my private zoo and everyone in it is my pet. My pets never live long.

I was always collecting—collecting new pets to brutalize. They never stayed around long. Except for Cindy. I had held her captive in my basement for months and months, enough that you could see our baby growing in her expanding belly, and for her, it was a very painful and excruciating ordeal. Several others had come and gone while Cindy stayed. Originally, she was tall, red-haired, with the beautiful looks of a fashion model. Now she was carved up and burnt up beyond recognition, and I was getting tired of her. I wanted her to live long enough to have the baby, but I knew that would not happen. Her days were numbered; she was going to have to die.

I flashed back to the present, to me sitting in my car as the police car stopped behind me, leaving its ugly lights and loud sirens on. It was maddening. I was going to overkill this motherfucker. Most people don’t know what it really means to suffer, but this pig would learn, and learn it the hard way.

I saw the officer approaching: a female. And alone. No partner, a stupid whore with a death wish. I fondled my penis, rubbing the growing mass of flesh, blood and glands through my pants, simultaneously caressing and molesting the crack rock. Thinking of the tortures I would soon be performing, I thought that my penis would burst open and explode as it filled with blood, swelling in feral lust. I could picture blood splashing out of my broken burst balls and splattered shaft, the crimson fluid spraying my body and running down my skin. I would have to get off on my death-fix and release myself into the cop corpse to avoid a genital disaster. I only fucked what I hate, which was just about everything and everyone, but I particularly hated cops, especially women cops, especially this one for bothering me, especially this one because she was right here. All the piggies did was try to thwart my murders and my fires, to make it harder for me to capture new toys. I enjoyed making them look like incompetent fools. There were tens of thousands of them, with billions of dollars in crime detection equipment, yet just one individual was capable of bringing down the system. I was just one man against a world, yet I always triumphed.

Except my friend Elsa. I killed at her house too. She was different. She had infiltrated the system and was rewarded for doing that for which I was condemned.

I would take this cop home and have my way with it. I would beat this fucking pig, fuck her, torture her, fuck her, kill her, fuck her. I’d let her carcass rot and then I’d fuck it some more, and then feed it to the animals when I was done with it.

Nightmares do come true.

I would use her breast as a crack pipe; I would slit, slice, cut and hack her apart. I would do anything my twisted mind could imagine. Since I spent most of my time fantasizing about torture and snuff and murder I had a lot of ideas, none of them nice. Snuff movies in my head that never stopped running gave me the most horrific and erotic ideas, bloodlust scenarios, images of agony.

Follow the rules of Sadism. Humiliation and mutilation are essential elements of the sadistic destruction of a person. Inflicting physical pain is only one element of Sadism. Psychic and psychological pain can be just as devastating. And of course, that feeling of a total loss of control. Someone else is steering the ship today!

Cindy, my love Cindy! I captured it one day and she became my favorite. Months and months ago, and soon she would be the mother of my baby. I killed others in front of her but kept her alive. She screamed like an angel sang, the sounds lifting me up to Heaven and beyond, making my whole body and mind vibrate and light up with brilliant blasts of blinding light. Cindy, waiting for me in the cellar, a captive too broken to escape. The flesh toy would soon have more company, another victim for me to destroy before her eyes. A grotesque and subhuman young piglette in her cop uniform who would suffer in every possible way until I chose to end her “life”. Deep inside the catacombs of my mind I knew Cindy loved what I had done to her, and what I allowed her to watch. She loved it, and they all loved it, despite their protests and pleading and sounds of agony. I was the greatest thing that ever happened to them. I put them into the history books; I saved them from post-mortem obscurity. I let them spend time with me, a holy privilege. They never appreciated my gifts to them.

There’s something else too—I am really special. I am actually not human, not mortal, but God! But I had put my soul in a human body and left it on Earth after wiping my memory of the details on how to use my powers and remake the universe. So now I was stuck, like every other miserable human fuck, alive, in my body, on this planet. Somewhere was the key. The Direction Book. The Instructions. Rules on How To Use My God-Powers. Basically, my owner’s manual. But I had hid it, assuming I would find it right away. And I had been looking for years.

I created the universe and myself and all life that there is, and I have the power to destroy, and destruction is part of creation.

I don’t believe other people are real, they are holograms projected by my subconscious. I am God and Mankind in one split mind. I like to hurt, but in my mind I knew it wasn’t real, it was all just hallucinations. These beasts didn’t really suffer, they didn’t really bleed, because they weren’t real. But smashing and breaking them still felt real and exciting, it still got my heart pumping more than a blast from a crack pipe. I wish things could be real so the pain could be real. But this faÃ§ade, this lie we call life, none of it is real. Knock a house over and you can get a look into the void. I could climb a tree, reach up and pull the sky away. I would find myself looking at the god version of myself, the real me, the only thing that really exists, the only element in the universe, the universe itself. Me. I am far beyond infinity. I travel through black holes and watch universes explode into fire and dust.

The Black Dahlia Avenger sliced Beth Short’s mouth open from ear to ear, creating a hideous gigantic grin. There was a beautiful aesthetic value to the careful placement of the corpse and the crime scene. According to popular theory, the Black Dahlia Avenger posed the body of Elizabeth Short in an attempt to create a work of surrealist art. The deliberate posing of the corpse was an attempt to create a non-traditional work of art, using the human flesh as its canvass. The murders were all about ART and the freedom of expression.

She approached the car and I unrolled the window, watching thick crack smoke exit the car. She started to say, “I need to see—” when she was interrupted by a squirt of my homemade poison/acid/mace. Immediate effects: pain, blindness, nausea, dizziness, extreme disorientation, hallucinations, disconnection with reality. My homemade concoction did all that and more. I thought that would shut her ass up, but she started screaming. If that poison dripped into her mouth and leaked down her throat it would immediately begin eating up her insides, trapping her in a big heap of shit from which there would be no escape, except the final escape, your escape from this life and the body that has imprisoned you.

Thirty-six months ago my family was the victim of a home invasion. I was at the office of a bankruptcy attorney, trying to save our house. The invaders didn’t steal any physical objects from my house. They did not rape my wife or touch her below the neck. They did things to her face that over a year’s worth of facial reconstructive surgery could not cure. Our three-year-old son Jonathan was missing when I returned home to the bloodbath. The police assume the invaders took him. I assume he is dead but there won’t be a funeral until we find his body. If anyone every finds it, or pieces of it. Sometimes I thought it was a great conspiracy and the police and my neighbors and my family and so-called friends were all in on it together, this elaborate practical joke to fuck up my life for decades. You have no idea how evil these people are, evil and persistent.

There were no clues, no suspects. Almost six years earlier our daughter Dianna disappeared walking to school. We assume she is dead too. Or at least we hope she is, because whoever or whatever took her could have had awful plans for her, I picture her now—she would be fourteen—naked, in chains, a slave to some religious cult that brain-raped her and would use and abuse her until there was nothing left but a fifty-pound bag of bones. Was it the same people? Or are there just lots and lots of people out there who steal children and cut up women?

The poison’s effects were quite obvious. Her face flushed red and started dissolving as she put her hands over her eyes. In a second I was out of the car and in the road, stomping her in the back and kicking her in the knees while she begged me to stop. I was so fucked up I had trouble maintaining balance.

“Listen, don’t do this to me, you don’t have to do this, I am totally helpless, please just go away. I’m sorry I pulled you over. But you’re free to go. Go! Just go! I never saw you and besides I’m too scared to report this. Just let me live. Give me my life back, please, I don’t deserve this!” she begged me. Her words were slurred and unclear, her voice broken. Her incoherent pleading aroused me intensely, set off my sex drive, lit up the fires in my mind. Like the fires I would set when I had a bad day at work. With me, begging and pleading does not work. It escalated my lust and aggression, set off the sex-violence urges that were always waiting to come out and rain down destruction. There’s no liar or faker who can con me into feeling pity. I am dimensions beyond that. Millennium beyond that.

The sadist annihilates his victim. The sadist loves every second of it, the way he would enjoy a fine meal or a hunt through the forest. He tears and tears until the victim is ripped apart and there is nothing left. He makes them understand they are nothing before he takes their lives. Only a sadist can wield true power.

I forced myself to be slow and calm and cool so I could enjoy every second of the upcoming bloodbath. I stood over her writhing, screaming, crying, begging body. I gave her a light kick in the belly. She didn’t even try to defend herself; she just flipped around with her hands over her face.

I opened up my wallet, pulled out an entire sheet of “Witch’s Brew” acid and shoved it into her pig-mouth. Instant insanity. Chemically induced schizophrenia. Then I cuffed her ugly masculine hairy hands behind her back and stomped on her hands and wrists till I heard at least a dozen bones snap. SNAP! SNAP! SNAP! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Finger bones, hand bones, wrist bones, all shattered.

I leaned down towards the wretch. A punch to the throat made her choke and gasp for air even more. Her mouth was open so wide I thought it would just split open, tearing her face in half. Her nose and ears were bleeding and she was groaning. She tried to speak but I couldn’t understand what she was saying. I went back to the car, get some superglue from the torture bag in the back seat, and filled her mouth up with it. I glued her tongue to her lower lip so I could hear her make suffering noises without having to hear her bitch and whine and try to read me my rights. The right to fuck you up, fucking pig bitch. Then I punched her mouth, picked her up and threw her back into the road. She landed on her left shoulder and skidded across the road. I kicked and stomped on her breasts and ankles and neck and face and crotch. Despite her witchy man’s hands she was turning me on. Maybe it was the convulsions that made her look sexy. She screamed something that sounded vaguely like “Unnghhhngh”. She tried to get up but fell back down like a drunken cripple. “Uhhhhhhg!”

She was a bloody mess now, having trouble breathing, her stomach pumping furiously as she writhed on the ground.

“You’re a regular Shakespeare. You should have stuck to the poetry and left me alone. Now we’re gonna take a trip to my house. And you’ll be taking a trip of your own when the acid kicks in. You won’t like tripping. You won’t like it at all. You are going to experience something so terrible your feeble mind could never even comprehend it. Whatever you think the worst thing is, you are wrong, because I will think of something far, far worse than you could imagine.”

I was whispering in her ear, caressing her face. She could barely hear my taunts over her distorted choking and screaming and the blood dripping out of her disintegrating ears, and the ringing in her head caused by the kicks. So I started yelling. “You can probably feel your mind starting to go right now. That’s what happens when you fuck with me! You pulled over the wrong car. Say Goodbye to freedom, happiness, and sanity, motherfucker, and welcome to my world of psychedelic torture and mutilation.” She kept making noises. The glue was not working. I savagely ripped off her piggy pants and pulled down her goddamn American Flag panties.

My thoughts drifted to my wife as I destroyed this interloper in front of me.

She had to drink through a straw. Her favorite food was ice cream, and she couldn’t eat solid foods. After a long work night, and an even longer visit to my lawyer, I stopped at a drive through on the way home and ordered some burgers for me and an ice cream for her.

I got home, looked at her face, thinking maybe it was trying to make a smile at me. I dumped the bag of food out but couldn’t find the ice cream. They had forgotten it. Fuck!

“I’m sorry honey, no special treat tonight, they fucked up the order, they forget your ice cream.”

It was just about all she had in this world.

She started crying, a horrible kick to my heart. By the time I got back to the restaurant they would be closed.

That was the night I first had the idea about crushing up all her pills and putting them in her soup.

Those rotten fuckers—I had a moral obligation to take their lives so they wouldn’t make other innocents suffer with their stupidity. My baby deserved vengeance, yet I never went back to that place to massacre them all. In my dreams, yes, 1,000 times, but in this “reality” in which I was a prisoner, a dancing fool for the whims of the mighty, I did not strike back. I knew I could and should fight back. But I would take it out on society in other ways.

I would kill other people who might be friends with the idiot behind the cash register, or if they reminded me of him in the slightest. Because you’re all alike, so if someone hurts me I get revenge on not just my victimizer but all of society. A beautiful process, I can tell you from experience. By harming the person I was harming society, and that was my goal. You are all mannequins, sheep, clones, robots, and if I wanted to kill someone anyone would do. You are all interchangeable. There is no difference between any of you. And you can’t even accept that simple truism. I hated the human race and everyone in it, and that included me, assuming I was a human, something I highly doubted. I was in human form, but I was God, Creator of all Life and the Universe.

That was why I wanted to destroy the world. That was why I had declared war on the world and its false values and morals and its hypocrisy and lack of justice.

I couldn’t sleep that night because my wife was crying. When she cried, she made a horrible, almost inhuman sound, as her face was not shaped the way a human face should be shaped. My heart started frying and burning and smoking as I filled up with rage. Look at me! How pathetic is this! I vowed then never to be a victim, never to be a loser, never to be pathetic, never to be the one suffering, never be the one at the bottom of the food chain. I decided to be Victimizer because I realized everyone was either victim or victimizer, although some were both depending on the circumstances. I would not be victim. My only possible defense was to become the most ruthless predatory victimizer in the Universe.

I lay down and tried to sleep, but how could I with those sounds of misery coming from her? How could I sleep when everything was so broken and there was no visible fix? As I tried to sleep, I thought of the kid at the restaurant who had so carelessly fucked up the order. Did he have any idea what he had done? Did he have any idea what I would do to him? I would make him suffer forever. Motherfucker would never smile again, unless he figured out a way to kill himself and end the torment. Did he have any idea of the chain reaction he set off? There were bombs and explosions and riots and fighting in my brain. I was losing control of my mind, gripped by an absolute need to take a human life.

The next time I catch a victim I’ll superimpose the kid from the restaurant’s face over her so I can get my vicarious revenge.

Such a fucking callous kid, just forgetting the ice cream like that. Everybody was always fucking up, everybody was always screwing us over, everybody was always making mistakes or telling lies that hurt us.

I wouldn’t have been at a lawyer’s office to begin with if the bank hadn’t lied about my interest rate. If my boss hadn’t cut me down to part-time hours. If the people who built the house had done a competent job and our bathroom floor did not collapse, sucking away all our money like water down a drain. By then the company had gone bankrupt and there was no one to sue. Why the fuck does society call me the psychopath? I was the opposite, I was a continuing victim of the sociopaths who ran the world and wielded all the power. My Hole was nothing compared to their Maximum Security Jails. Their soldiers killed like me but instead they got awards and accolades for it.

When the woman over the phone told me my health insurance would not pay for my wife’s facial reconstruction because they classified it as cosmetic and thus unnecessary surgery, any faith I had in anything died.

I am a sadist and I am true to myself and my needs. All animals live for their needs. I am no different. All I ever wanted was to love, to be with someone with whom I would be comfortable taking off my mask.

A few days after the ice cream incident, I fed my wife a fatal overdose of painkillers. It was in everyone’s best interest. Besides, she was just a human, and humans weren’t real so it didn’t matter what you did to them. When you realized everything was a faÃ§ade, that we are all dying, that there are no good and evil, except corrupt evil powers that controlled the world and persecuted the few good people, so that evil always wins; you realize the futility of trying to change or improve anything. Each person was going to die sooner or later, and each human was threatened by the presence of others, so it was just and right and natural and moral to kill people. If the average person were evil, you would be preventing harm by killing him. Moralist fools tried to make us believe the lie that all humans are equal, and have some intrinsic worth, and that it makes sense to use terms like ‘good’ and ‘bad’ when discussing something completely objective like murder. Acceleration of the inevitable. That’s all murder was.

When something is going to happen, and you make it happen sooner, you have saved everyone time, and have not done anything wrong. To pity murder victims was the wrong thing to do. You don’t have enough tears in you to cry for all the pain in the world, so just make sure someone else is suffering, not you.

Take a look at the animal kingdom. We slaughter animals en masse, and we all participate by purchasing the end products. And animals routinely eat and attack other animals, sometimes driving a species extinct. We don’t consider this as good or evil, but just fact. Darwin laid out the law of the land when he discussed how evolution works. The biggest predators thrive in this evolutionary environment. They survive. So you can judge what they were doing, but it was just for survival. Humans are animals just like any other type of animals. If you could kill my cat I could kill your kid.

Every time I thought of my daughter out there, and all the things that could be happening to her, a parasitic tumor of hate in my head grew. I looked down at the pig with fury.

After urinating onto her face I grabbed her lips and ripped her mouth open. Because of the superglue one of the lips was torn off and stuck to her tongue. The scream was intense enough that shivers of pleasure ran through my body, waves of ecstasy. With her mouth open I was able to grab a fistful of dirt, worms, rocks, glass, cigarette butts and a bloody cat paw from the ground, and I shoved the whole mess deep inside her mouth, which was already full of superglue, while she tried to scream, a slurred distorted ugly noise, sounding foreign due to her torn mouth and lips and tongue. Her scream made me hard as a crack rock, and I began massaging her breasts and my rapidly growing cock. I could feel the animal bones rip holes through her cheeks, could hear the puncture sounds. Hard to hear over the buzz buzz buzzing in my head. I could hear the fear in her barely human screams and knew she would do anything to live, and she would do anything to make the pain stop, to turn off the atomic bomb the drugs were detonating in her mind. But there was nothing she could do but scream and resign herself to her fate of torture, rape and worse.

“Let me explain to you why I have to kill you. If you be quiet and listen, I will stop hurting you. Here’s the truth—I’m different from you. I am real. I am actually alive. You aren’t real. In fact, I created you. Let me explain to you that I am the God that created this universe. I have been alive forever. But I guess I got bored or something, so I put myself into a human body, came to Earth, then deleted my memory, leaving myself a prisoner in this world I created. But as God, I have the power to deconstruct this whole universe and destroy it and remake it so it’s a better world. When I was 19, I realized all this during a dream. Before I erased my mind, I left clues and keys hidden in secret parts of my mind and around the world that I have to figure out in order to become god again. Next time I create a world, I’m going to make it a much different place with fewer people. And I will have my God-Powers to rule the world with an iron fist and will. So I implanted a time-released message in my brain that went off when I was 19 and a voice in my head explained everything to me. The most important thing that voice said—I would have to kill as many people as possible in order to discover the secrets to free myself. I knew one thing—that I had to kill at least 500 people before I could get my answers, and I have almost killed that many people already.

“Do you understand what I’m fucking saying?

“I don’t know how exactly how many people I have to kill, I just know that I lost track of my body count at age 22, and when I’ve killed enough people I will find the key to unlock the secrets that will free me. Those are the rules, and I can’t change them. Sometimes I go to the grocery store and inject rat poison into the dessert foods. The whole state is on the lookout for the Supermarket Silencer, one of the names the media has given me. Are you scared of me? You shouldn’t be. I am very rational, and I hope you now understand my reasoning for killing you and all these other fucks. But it is good because I created the whole world and all the people in it and you’re not really real, you don’t have feelings like I do, you are just programmed by me to think you do. But trust me, bitch, you do not even fucking exist.

“I created you out of chemicals and I am going to destroy you and remake you again when I repopulate the new world with my creations. Because I like your body, and in the next lifetime I want to fuck it. I’ve been alive forever. Do you understand? You have to die for me, there is no choice, no chance of me showing mercy, so face up to the fact that I am going to kill you and you get to go on my list of people whose lives I have taken. The other thing, I know in my head, I was born with these thoughts already in my head, that not only must I kill, but I must kill with a sadistic savagery unmatched in human history. The more the suffering, the closer I get to Salvation. So that’s why you are going to die slowly in awful agony. For a wonderful cause. Giving me back the universe I created.”

I giggled and stared into her eyes. She was paralyzed with fear. I started getting hot, my heart beating harder as I became more and more excited, as I got closer and closer to the state of thrall that I lived for when absolutely destroying another person.

There is no good but there is evil. There are those who believe in “good,” and they are the most fun to abduct and torture to death. I liked to cut off their praying hands and beat them in the face with a bible until the book is covered in blood. I liked to boil holy water and pour it into their mouths and over their genitals.

I looked around for objects to shove up her ass. I took a couple of hits off my rock pipe until it was so hot I dropped it. I flipped her over and shoved the smoking crack pipe into her rectum and then kicked her in the ass three times until I heard the muffled sound of the glass pipe shattering. The light-red blood burst out of her ass from at least four different holes. For a few seconds it was raining blood. “Call me pig-raper you pig-whore and get ready for the rape of your life.”

I was so fucked up that I had trouble harassing her coherently and it came out all twisted up and confused as if from someone else’s mouth. Not that she could hear what I was saying, but maybe she could hear the anger and determination and hate in my voice. I licked my lips, nice and slowly. They were dry and starting to crack and bleed a little. My face and mouth were so numb I could not feel anything. The drugs took me to another world, a world where there are no rules or laws of physics and I hover in the sky like a vulture, eyes burning holes into everything in my sight. A world I could destroy with the power of my mind.

I pulled out a spare crack pipe, tore a chunk off the rock and hit the pipe as hard as I could, consuming the smoke as I went even more numb and my genitals tingled and a flash of heat hit me and my stomach dropped and God came to life in my mind. I looked around and saw something very nice: a huge mess of road kill. A dead mass of meat, fur and tire marks. A possum, maybe a cat, I couldn’t tell. It didn’t matter what kind of animal it was, for I knew I would have lots of fun putting the remains inside the useless cop’s body. We could play my favorite game!

Who knew that when I left the house to go driving around looking for potential prey and new dump sites, that in the end the prey would come to me and lead me here. I love Satan and know he manipulates the world for my benefit. I created him and was thus more powerful than him and I was his master. Satan was just another one of my slaves. I had a mental flash, watching my hands put the animal’s furry bloody face into the cop’s mouth. With all the other shit I had shoved inside, there would not be much room left. I would shove as hard as I could until I got it all in her body. I knew she would love it! Later I would rape her with the road kill. Not so bad when compared to rape by live little mice, another specialty of mine. Women and girls hated it when you put live insects and small furry animals into their vaginas. This was advanced torture.

The blood-splattered broken animal must have died recently, the maggots had just started to feast on its exposed intestines and flies were swarming everywhere. I picked it up, involuntarily gagging because it was stuck to the road and when I pulled it up, a big strip of fur that was plastered to the street ripped off, creating a nasty, gruesome tearing sound like the sound of ripping apart a phone book. With one hand I held the animal carcass, which I would use to sexually abuse the cop, and with the other I opened the trunk.

I got nervous. People hardly ever drive down this road. But sometimes they do. I could not have a bunch of assholes fucking up my plans. I needed to get her home real quick so we could start playing games. If some motherfuckers discovered me I would add them to the game and it would be like a whole decade of Halloweens every day, lots of fun, and I could hurt them too and take mind-photos of their dying faces so I could visualize them later while I smoked marijuana and masturbated and orgasmed to the images stored in my head.

Follow in the traditions of Jack the Ripper, Panzram, Chikatilo, Bundy, Zodiac and other visionaries. Make them remember your deeds, your words, your hated and hateful face. Make your tortures into legends that scare little kids and make old ladies lock their doors and grip their kitchen knives in fear. Like terrorists spread fear. Like a lethal virus spreading death. Become a symbol of mayhem and the atavistic tendencies that we deny exist. Become a legend. A hero to the disaffected and the angry and the suicidal.

I was only about 15 minutes from home so I decided to put the pig in the trunk. She shook as I carried her and once even managed to knee me in the chest. I dropped her twice on the way to the car. As we got near the trunk she elbowed me in my jaw and with fury I threw her into the trunk. I made sure she was securely locked in and restrained, and there was enough oxygen to sustain her on the ride to my castle of punishment. Who wants to bring home a dead pet?

I had a real beauty in my basement chamber. Well, she had been pretty, but she wasn’t attractive anymore. Too much damage. After a little time in my basement no one remains pretty. Cindy was pregnant and getting big, and I had deformed and mutilated her while she was in my captivity, but had let our baby live inside of her. I already loved the baby. I wanted to sacrifice the cop in front of Cindy and the baby so they could see how committed I was to our family. Cindy couldn’t speak right now; her throat was sore from screaming through a painful 6-hour operation I had performed on her. The operation was unsuccessful and I was unable to remove any of her ribs. She was used to such things, daily, having been a captive in my house for close to a year.

I thought of an idea for a prank at Cindy’s expense. I’d bring the cop back and pretend that the cop had caught me. I’d have to somehow cover up the cop’s face so Cindy wouldn’t be able to tell that she was just hamburger meat, my captive, worthless and powerless. She’d see the cop and think she’s been saved, and then I’d smash the cop open and let Cindy know it was a practical joke, that I caught the cop and the cop didn’t catch me. Raise her expectations just to fucking smash them like a child’s ceramic doll. The cop was now my slave, stripped of all the false authority she thought her position gave her. Cindy would have her brief hopes trashed. She would see her savior, then see me beat her down and know that her savior was just another victim, a large piece of meat for me to grind up and destroy. Cindy would get upset and cry. I didn’t know if I would kill Cindy first or the cop first, but I decided then and there to kill them both. I was tired of Cindy and the inhuman carved-up slashed-up skin web that was her face. I’d be killing the little tumor, the growing parasite in her belly that would turn into an ugly monster and escape from between her legs. The fact that the baby came from my seed made the idea of killing it even more beautiful. I loved it.

SOMETIMES IT IS BAD TO KILL. BROKEN TOYS ARE NO FUN.

The dead don’t whimper and try to hide from me. A corpse can’t cry in agony. A doctor once told me that I was a sociopath and that one of my symptoms was that I saw others as objects. Not true. Objects are no fun. Chairs don’t scream. Cars don’t cry. Houses don’t beg for mercy. Humans are more than objects, and that is what makes them fun. After they die, they are only good for sex, food, and surgical experimentation and practice.

I get no joy from hitting a rock or holding a book under water. So I hurt people instead. Holding a person under water is a much more erotic experience than putting a television or other non-sentient objects under water. They didn’t need air and didn’t suffer when it was denied to them.

Ligature strangulation is a type of strangulation involving the use of cords or rope to choke the victim to death. A device called a “garrote” is frequently used. These are extremely simple to make. The killer can tighten or loosen the rope at will, deciding whether or not to let the victim breathe. People who do this voluntarily call the practice “breath control,” and its practitioners are asphyxiaphiliacs. Playing breath control gives me total control, absolute control, god with the ability to dole out death or to let one of them live.

My skin tingled and my heart pounded and I heard a roar like the crash of a tsunami in my ears and head and the sounds of great bells ringing. I leaned into the trunk and kissed the cop, forgetting that I had put things in her mouth. I tasted blood, mucous, LSD, urine, adrenaline, glue and road kill, a nasty combination. There was a taste like burning rubber that I knew was the taste of fear. I almost vomited from the foulness in her mouth. That bitch! I slapped her in outrage. I gave her left breast a hard right hook to shut her up but it did not work. I wished I had gone to medical school so I could remove her vocal cords but keep her alive. How could she keep screaming like that without blowing out her vocal cords? Or was that screaming from inside my head?

Jack the Ripper could cut out a woman’s ovaries. A man ahead of his time, a genius who got away with hurting five whore-toys and terrorizing an entire city and making law enforcement look like incompetent fools. Since he was never caught or officially identified, Jack the Ripper beat the system! And for that there was a special place in my heart for him.

I remember my first surgery on Cindy. Only two hours. An hour through the surgery, her screams grew so loud that I turned on the radio. I could only get one radio station and they played Church gospel music shit between the sermons about Hell and sin. Preacher-Man was going to hell. His rants combined with Cindy’s screams to make a beautiful cacophony of dissonant noises and erotic sounds. Her screams turned me on as much as they angered the fuck out of me. Erotic moans quickly became annoying and whiny, and the pleasant sounds of pain became tired and boring. I had to get rid of Cindy and get some new toys. The cop I would murder. Then I would abduct more toys, and keep them alive to torture. Maybe steal another nice new high-definition video camera to keep my actions alive forever, for future generations to worship. I had to steal it because I live by my rules that say: “Take what you want when you want.” I loved stealing; it was a secret thrill that got my heart pumping.

The consumption of human flesh and organs is more beautiful than the consumption of any other type of meat. Cannibalism is the combination of food and art. The sadist practices force-fed cannibalism. Cut up and cook one victim and feed her to another victim. Make her violate that false taboo we cling to about the sin of eating human flesh and drinking human blood. The taboo makes the forced cannibalism that much more psychologically devastating to the victim. Another brilliant form of humiliation and abuse was force-feeding your victim your feces. There was a universal fear of being forced to eat shit, and deep down everyone was secretly terrified of the possibility.

I drove off, becoming disoriented and mixing up my senses. I had trouble driving plus I was using both hands to light and smoke the pipe. I had my foot on the gas but it was spastic from the influx of cocaine into my system every time I hit the pipe. And when I smoked I would think of Cindy and images of her would assault and batter my mind and I would start to get off and I sometimes ignored everything else. I spaced out while fantasizing, sometimes for hours, always unaware of what I was doing. I would go to the theatre and stare at some pretty girl and in a few seconds the movie is over. Where did the time go? Where was I?

I somehow made it home and pulled into the garage. My nearest neighbors lived miles away. They were an elderly couple and they loved me like a son and always invited me over even though I would do things like steal their heart medication and replace it with amphetamines and put urine in their old-fashioned feces-colored coffee maker.

One time I hadn’t seen my wife in several weeks or months or maybe even longer—something in my mind was preventing me from remembering why she was gone, but I knew she was probably in the house—until I remembered killing her, something I often couldn’t think about or accept, so I would just forget that it happened.

An “unsub” is an unknown subject. Unsub is a law enforcement term for a criminal whose identity is not known. When the police issue an announcement, it is in the form of a “BOLO,” or Be On the Look Out.

I will always be an unsub.

I heard kicking sounds as I got out of the car. I picked up the deflating cop, threw her onto the garage floor, then dragged her by her unkempt pig-hair down several flights of stairs into the dungeon, where Cindy was tied up, waiting to meet her fellow captive. I gave up on the practical joke as the cop was so fucked up Cindy would know right away who had captured whom. I threw her into the room, face first to the floor, the cracking sound waking up Cindy. I cuffed Pig-Lady to the wall with the snuff photos tacked on it and removed as much of the filth from inside her mouth as possible and put a thick role of tape over it.

According to the United Stated Federal Bureau of Investigation, snuff films are an urban myth, and there is no evidence that any snuff film has ever been made.

I covered up one of her nostrils with the tape so she would have trouble breathing. A piece of dead meat was sticking out of her mouth. She was panting very hard and mucus and blood leaked from her free nostril as she gagged and tried to breathe. Her mind could not comprehend what was happening to her. What I was doing to her. Me.

I pulled out the pipe and took a hit so hard I dropped it and it shattered on the floor. Fuck! I had to relax. I took off my shoes and then the rest of my clothes and sat down in my nice comfortable chair splattered in blood and something green and rancid that may have been from inside one of my victims. I threw all the shit off of my drug table and dumped out the crack. What could I use as a pipe?

You can learn anything on the Internet. Want to build a bomb or learn how to pick a lock? Want to learn to make homemade napalm? The Internet made all that possible. One thing I learned on the Internet was how to make an improvised pipe for smoking pot or crack. You can use something as simple as an apple, or potato, and all you need is a lighter and a hollowed out pen. You could even turn human flesh into a pipe or bong. Living, screaming human flesh. I would turn her fucking fetus into a bong. 

Desecration of the Human Temple is the ultimate act of sacrilege against the human. It is the ultimate act of defiance against the forces of the universe. It is pure and unadulterated blasphemy. A life means nothing. Maybe less than that.

I wanted to shock the cop, who was still making a lot of noise trying to breathe and vomit. I looked at Cindy and realized her destiny. I untied Cindy’s excuse for a body, and placed her on a chair in front of the bound cop so the pig-fuck would have a front-view seat for the atrocities I was going to commit. Before Cindy knew what was happening, I rammed a hollow metal pen tube into her ear and then hammered a bowl filled with crack down into her head, through her skull and into her brain. Her head was now a big crack pipe, a bong of skin and blood instead of glass and water. The cop watched in abject terror, knowing she was next in line for me to ruin. She finally did seem to comprehend, and I could see in her eyes she knew she was next. Her eyes seemed funny. It must have been the LSD kicking in, melting her imagination and vision. She no longer knew who she was, nor even what she was, or how she had arrived at this strange unknown house of terror.

Sociopath Sadist Schizophrenic Sickie

With shaky hands I put the lighter down onto the piece of crack as I sucked from the hollow pen in her head, inhaling a mouthful of brains, inner ear fragments, some thick slimy shit, and best of all, a lungful of delicious brain-favored crack smoke. I started choking and coughing because I had inadvertently inhaled a lot of her blood and brain. I was so high and choking so hard I fell down, and I saw Cindy convulsing, metal tubes sticking out her ear and head, blood flowing out of the ear tube, and amazingly, smoke seemed to be coming out her mouth, eyes, nose and ears. I gagged for breath and looked at the cop. She had that look on her face. The one they get when they see what happens to the others and know what will inevitably happen to them next. The one that says they know there is no escape. Even though her mind was lost in a jungle of LSD hallucinations, the look in her eyes made clear the fact that she knew there would not be a happy ending. Her life had turned to tragedy. I was a nightmare maker. My actions caused the general populace to suffer from nightmares and anxiety. And I made people’s nightmares come true.

Cyanosis is one of the effects of strangulation (“choking out a bitch”) and suffocation (placing a bag over the bitch’s head, leaving her no oxygen left to breathe). The skin, particularly the lips, turns blue. This is the result of deprivation of oxygen to the brain. Bruises on the throat and a broken hyoid bone are other indicators that asphyxiation was the cause of death. There is a known sexual aspect to asphyxiation, which turns on both the victimizer and the victimized at the same time. She may be trying to scream or cry, but her body loves every moment of being suffocated. It made her juices run, it got her hot, wet, and excited.

On my secluded property, 60 feet below the ground, in a locked chamber, there was just my toys and me. I coughed up Cindy’s blood, stuck the tube back in my mouth and put the lighter to the cocaine rock. I could hear the crack sizzle and her brain fry as the crack transformed from a solid substance into a smoke that permeated her brain and came out her ear hole into the tube then into my lungs. I had never been so high. Cindy was also high; her eyes were like black planets, big dilated alien eyes emanating smoke. It was ironic as her eyes were her only facial features not mutilated far beyond recognition. I had left her eyes intact so she could see me commit atrocious crimes in front of her. She was my captive audience.

A Happy Ending so we can all sleep at night and pretend this is not real, that it is just a story, just words on a piece of paper. And I’m not real. And there are no people like me in reality. Not in the whole history of mankind. Mankind has always behaved with the utmost respect for human, plant, animal, and insect life and individual rights. War, murder, and terrorism weren’t real. Or if they’re real, they are real somewhere else, not where I live. Everything is safe and I sleep soundly at night. The Soviets believed in this lack of crime, and refused to acknowledge that the master monster Chikatilo was killing people on a regular basis with a definitive signature. They wouldn’t believe there could be one of us—a serial killer—in their noble kingdom. But the fact is, we are everywhere. In fact, we are most people. Are you a humanitarian? How does it feel to be in the minority? How does it feel that those in power care not one iota for your life?

I looked over at the cop. She had her eyes clenched tightly shut. She had missed everything, my whole fucking show. I would not let her get away with that. Not at all. As she struggled in her chains I told her what I was going to do next. I would make her watch the conclusion of the show before I started on her.

Fuck you.

I warned her, “If you don’t watch, I’ll sew your eyes open and I’ll get another woman with a PARASITE growing in her stomach and do it again. And again. Until you watch. So don’t look away. Unless you never want to be able to look away again.”

Escalation is the phenomenon in which an individual’s fantasies of violence no longer satisfy him, and he must begin killing. The killing stops satisfying him so he makes the crimes worse and worse, more brutal. Torture is introduced, and becomes more elaborate and prolonged. If a serial killer quickly strangles his first victim, by his ninth or tenth he may be abducting them and torturing them for weeks before the murder, or he may kill several at once.

I could use the fetus as a crack pipe. It had to be good for something.

I untied a helpless Cindy. What was the point of keeping her tied up when she was helpless? I had removed her tongue so that I would not have to listen to her bitch. She had nothing left inside to help her fight. Her survival instinct had died with her dignity. Her body had also given up. Her will and brain had been destroyed. When her corpse was discovered, this would cause the average man on the streets to stop and panic, worrying if he or a loved one will be the next random victim. This would make society scream, and lock its doors and windows. I was the new al-Qaeda, and I had the people in fear.

I would need to get the fetus out Cindy’s shaking, smoking body if I wanted to use the little fucker as a crack pipe, and that wasn’t going to be easy. I looked around for a speculum but was too distracted to concentrate. I took another hit from Cindy’s crack-pipe head, rubbed my excited crotch against what was left of her face and took a huge bite out of her stomach. My teeth tore through the flesh and skin. I had to shake my head with as much fury as I could muster in order to tear off that piece of flesh. Finally I was able to get the chunk out of her body. I fell back as my mouth filled with warm blood. I took another bite, went in deeper, reaching the intestines and whatever else is in a girl’s stomach, being careful not to accidently bite the fetus and kill it before I had my fun with it. My mouth had an awful dry salty metallic taste in it. I spat the contents of my mouth onto the cop and her eyes rolled up in her head and she passed out. I pulled the tape off her nose and mouth so she could breathe and gave her a kick to the belly to get her going again. I considered giving her a meth injection, but the LSD woke her and kept her super-conscious, super-aware.

Methamphetamine and cocaine can create psychotic-like states in users. The drugs create a chemical schizophrenia. The mentally ill gravitate to drug addicts, and vice versa, because their bizarre actions do not seem out of place or strange. Many mentally ill individuals are also drug addicts, a fact that complicates the situation even further. Richard Ramirez, the “Night Stalker,” was an intravenous cocaine user. After years of cocaine use his fix turned to rape and murder. He was such a dedicated killer, such a good soldier in Satan’s army, that he kicked his cocaine habit, fearing it would cause him to make mistakes while killing and get caught. He loved cocaine, but he loved murder and mayhem more, so he quit cocaine for good to best further his life’s mission as a serial killer and terrorizer of a city. A true inspiration to drug addicts everywhere.

Then I smoked a piece of crack through Cindy’s head again, and this time she shook like a fucking spastic retard having an epileptic fit. The crack tasted minty and a little salty but also sweet and smooth. I had to remember that the human brain makes a wonderful crack pipe, especially if its owner is still alive and suffering. I would use Cindy’s skull as a bong. She had to have some purpose besides being my unborn child's temporary home.

Manual strangulation is choking someone with the hands. It is said to be the most intimate form of murder, and many consider it a sexual act. In fact it is the ultimate sexual act, way more intimate and pleasurable then penetration.

I coughed a lot, vomited across the room and took another bite out of her stomach, this time chewing it. My mouth was grinding uncontrollably from the cocaine, and I was so wired that I made mincemeat out of her stomach as I took more and more bites, tearing her stomach open, releasing a tide of thick pure red blood. I would be able to taste her death.

The blood spurting slowed down and I knew she was weakening. I wondered if she was enjoying her last moments as much as I was. I gave her a kiss, remembering the love I felt for her, and fondled the inside of her stomach. It was warm, wet, sticky, calming, intoxicating.

In the bloody mess of her stomach one of the organs moved—the fetus was still alive! I took another hit, pulled a razor blade off my drug tray, then began to cut off the cop’s left eyelid. It took several slashes to get it off, and I missed a few times and nicked her head and eyeball with the razor, causing her to bleed even more. The eyelid was most of the way off and I couldn’t see too well so I just grabbed the hanging flap of skin and tore it off with a stretching then ripping sound, muffled by the blood leaking everywhere. Her screams were heard around the multiverse.

Since I had already cut up her face and torn up her lips, her face had become a mockery of a human face, an obscene mask of tears, blood, and pain. Mutilation beyond recognition. There was still road kill filling up her mouth, and hanging out her mouth onto her chest. Her pupils were dilated to alien size from the acid that was flowing through her system, adding to her confusion, pain and fear. She didn’t look very good. She would never be a model. I slapped her, hard. Then again, harder. My face was shaking and sweating and twitching but I still managed a smile. Her pain was my pleasure, her fear was the fuel that fed my urges and filled me with a warm, glowing joy I cannot describe. It was Christmas in my head.

And of course, every kill took me one step closer to the key to my liberation from this skin prison, this hellish body. One step closer to rightfully becoming god again. To giving birth to a new universe with me as supreme dictator.

John Wayne Gacy played breath control.

Blood filled the eye with the missing lid, dripping down from the gash where her eyelid used to attach to her face. I realized that cutting off the other lid wouldn’t work. She was shivering and shaking, and my hands were too out of control to sew her eye open without puncturing it repeatedly. I had to act fast before the baby died. Cindy stopped moving. She was dead.

No loss.

I had no choice but to sew the cop-eye open to make her watch the rest of the Show.

I grabbed a sewing needle from the Torture Chest. I started to sew and I did my best to stay still and steady but I just couldn’t and I kept poking her eye with the needle and finally I gave up and just bit the remaining lid off. It tore off so easily I almost fell backwards, the thin piece of flesh stuck between my teeth. I chewed it and swallowed it knowing I would soon puke it into the cop’s face. The whole room shook like an earthquake. I was so erect I thought I might burst. I couldn’t control myself. I yanked the fetus out of Cindy’s stomach. It was wet and slimy and hardly weighed anything. It was an ugly little beast.

In ripping the little parasite from the womb I used too much force and ended up ripping the fetal creature in half, leaving the little bloody legs still inside Cindy. Blood sprayed out and splashed across my face and into my mouth and eyes. An intestine kept the two pieces attached until it ripped, half falling back into Cindy’s graveyard stomach and half left to hang out of the fetus’s top half. The intestines were tiny. Very thin, almost like pieces of spaghetti. I wondered what they tasted like.

Something odd happened. Maybe it was the drugs. Maybe I was going crazy. Or maybe it was real. The red little fetus winked at me as its intestines dropped from its stomach. I decided I should take a sedative but before I knew what I was doing I had taken the pipe pieces from Cindy and shoved them into the fetus, which wasn’t much bigger than a bloody mangled little melon, although I’m sure it would have been bigger with its legs still attached. A hole in its face opened and a sad crying sound came out. I heard it say in a high decaying angelic voice “Daddy.”

When we are young, we get our nourishment from sucking on a nipple. The baby puts human flesh into its mouth and sucks in sustenance. The baby learns the benefits of ingesting the fluids of other people, and associates the use of the mouth and sucking and biting with pleasure. Cannibals are stuck in the oral stage of development. They are parasitic, feeding off others while providing no benefits. They are also freethinking radicals who do as they please, not what society tells them to do to obtain a bit of fleeting happiness.

The cop was able to avoid watching the spectacle because of the blood filling up her eyeballs and running down her savaged, mutilated, pain-filled face. I put the tube in my mouth and a piece of crack on the baby’s head. I put my lighter onto the rock and lit the fetal crack pipe. But I inhaled too deeply and the little fucker basically imploded and before I knew it I had sucked the fetus through the pipe and into my lungs and then I was choking and trying to vomit and trying to breathe as my lungs filled with liquefied fetus.

I had inadvertently ingested most of the fetus. The fetus made a shitty crack pipe. It came apart in my hands and the chunks and pieces went through the tube into my lungs. My world got darker and I gagged for breath. I had consumed and inhaled my baby with some crack. It had served its purpose.

I knew I was dying but it was one fuck of a rush. I was going to leave the cop alone and she would die from starvation or internal bleeding or shock from the agony I had imposed on her. A prolonged and agonizing death, tied up, surrounded by dead and decaying corpses whose stench could kill. But I wanted to see her die, so I pulled the other half of the fetus out of Cindy and held it over the cop’s mouth and nose. I tried to tell the cop I loved her but we were both gagging and choking and as my breath stopped and the world disappeared into darkness I saw the cop’s bloody eyes and their look of horror as she died before me. I was in another dimension by then, high on crack, adrenalin, endorphins, sadism and fetus, and I didn’t even notice when my heart stopped pounding. As life seemed to fade away I fixed my mind on beautiful images of destruction, fantasies about hurting my toys. I smiled and dropped to the floor. Perhaps I would die and be reborn as the God I am, with all my powers intact. After all, I would never create a universe where I could be killed. I loved myself too much for that. So of course I wasn’t scared. I was going to live forever, to torture forever, and I didn’t need a beating heart to continue my ways. It’s time to collect some new toys.

Serial killers never voluntarily stop.

I’ll never stop.

I woke up to a world of pain. Some type of thermonuclear device had exploded in my head. I sat up, and my face turned warm and wet as the blood leaked out from some hole somewhere.

I look around me and see twisted, burned, mutilated mannequins. For whatever reason, yesterday I had thought them human, and went about raping and torturing and humiliating them, but I felt like the fool because they were just dolls. But you see, I have always had this problem, of having trouble telling the difference between a person and a mannequin or doll. Once I stop and stared at a beautiful mannequin in lingerie store and it turned and said, “Why don’tcha take a goddamn picture and get out of my face?”

I had a vague childhood memory of my father and a mannequin beating me with ice picks and hammers. My father brought the mannequin to life, and it turned on me with a vengeance. He’s a lucky guy, my Dad, being dead and everything. If he were alive I would have him tied to a surgical bed in the basement, and I would spend my days doling out the torture I was used to eating like a handful of shit. Then I noticed the dead cop in the corner and knew that things were real, if that word has any meaning. Real in the sense that characters in a movie are real. I could sit and watch them, but they were just images, and it was impossible to harm or kill them, no matter how hard I tried and no matter what it looked like. I knew my kills were not real in the sense that they only happened in my mind, which was the entire universe itself.

“You’re finally awake.”

I turned my head to the source of the sound. There was a police officer standing across the room. She was a black woman, with albino eyes, and a small pistol drawn.

“Are you going to arrest me or something? Put the gun away, Elsa.”

“Is anyone else in the house?”

“I don’t know. I have no idea what is going on or how I got here.”

“Well, on first glance it looks like you killed two women and a fetus, including one of my colleagues who owed me twenty dollars I’ll never see again.”

It all came back to me.

Elsa was leader of our group. She arranged the meetings. And she made sure we never got caught. We called it The Homemade Murder Movies Group, and we filmed ourselves torturing and killing, and then once in awhile we would get high and have a little film festival and watch each other’s snuff films. Mine were true works of art. As a hater of the human race, I found taking a human life—extracting the soul from the body—to be an erotic religious experience. I always aimed to film my work in the most artful way possible, because there was a real art to my kills. My crime scenes were very unique—there was no one like me, anywhere, there never has been, there never will be.

We also killed together.

“I took care of the bodies, don’t worry. Get cleaned up, we’re going back to my place to have some fun. I got us a schoolgirl.”

Elsa helped me to my feet and we went upstairs. She waited as I showered and changed. We went outside and walked a couple of blocks to her cop car. It was brutally cold day. I could see my breath. I could see the anticipation in it. In twenty minutes we were at Elsa’s house. I followed her in. She got out a beer for each of us. “I guess you want to see the schoolgirl. Well, hold on and wait, I’ll bring her up to you.”

Elsa opened a door in the kitchen that led to her basement. She was down there a good amount of time, and it was pretty noisy. There were sounds of screams and a fight. Soon Elsa emerged from the basement, holding a chain shackled to a young girl’s foot. Elsa was dragging her around like a doll. Her clothes were ripped and torn and she had bite and scratch marks on her face and arms. She had a sexy middle school outfit complete with mini-dress. There was a look in her eyes that made it clear she was not sure what was going on. She could have been dreaming maybe, or hallucinating, she didn’t know. She just knew this couldn’t be real.

Elsa held down the young middle school student for me to fuck. I unzipped my pants and plowed into her, releasing a stream of fresh virginal blood. She kept saying, “This isn’t fair. This isn’t fair.”

“Who told you things would be fair?” I asked and I continued to fuck her tight hole. It was so wonderful that I ejaculated almost immediately and just before I was cuming Elsa slit the kid’s throat and her vagina clenched around my penis so tight it just sucked out my fluids unlike anything I had ever experienced. I shuddered and shook as I ejaculated into the girl’s corpse. Then Elsa got rid of the body temporarily by putting it in a big garbage bag that she spat in, showing contempt. Elsa pulled out a pocketknife and sliced off a nipple for me to eat later when fantasizing about her, sucking on a crack pipe. That nipple was like manna. It was like a communion wafer. We should have cut it off while she still lived so we could hear her scream, cry, and plead, and so that we could watch the blood spray from the wound, soaking the air crimson. But Elsa didn’t think to do it until the little bitch was dead.

I struggled to stand up and my stomach turned into a vat of burning acid, and I threw up everywhere, spraying chunks on the walls and floor and on myself, then slipping and falling in the puke. Elsa helped me up, and she held me until I was no longer dizzy and could stand on my own. She stared into me with those impossible eyes, and she read my mind.

“You need to clean up and rest before you do any more hunting, and that’s an order.”

Had I created her as an assistant to me, someone to help guide me on the path to the key that would liberate me?

“Yes” I told her. I would do what she said. We all always did what she said in the end, because no one would ever cross her, that is, no one who understood the consequences of their actions would cross her. She was vengeance in human form.

“I’ve got things to do. You’re going to be OK, you were a big mess but you seem to be doing better. Later, motherfucker,” she said as she opened the door. I exited and walked two hours until I was home. I barely noticed the time as my mind was obsessing on the young woman with whom I had just made beautiful passionate love. The schoolgirl put a spell on me. 

I woke up feeling terrible. I had had nightmares of being eaten alive by my parents all night. My body became deformed and twisted as huge teeth consumed my flesh. When I woke up the dream kept going for another minute, I was awake and aware and still being eaten alive. I knew right away I was depressed, and bad. I couldn’t think of a reason to get out of bed. I had to urinate but preferred the comfort under my sheets. Eventually I got up to use the bathroom and came back and lay back down in bed, looking at the clock. It was 6:30 in the morning. I thought maybe I could fall back asleep. But I kept checking the clock. 6:55. 7:06. 7:13. I was not tired at all, but could think of no reason to get out of bed, nothing to do. I rolled and smoked 4 joints, which did nothing except eat away 45 minutes of my time. It was 8:11. Now what? My body started aching from lying down so much. I had to keep twisting around to feel comfortable. I took a handful of Benzos and amphetamines and Percocet, but I pumped so many drugs into my body that I had developed a massive tolerance so that none of the drugs had any effect. After I took the pills, it was 8:26.

What could I possibly do for the rest of the day, until it turned midnight and I could fall asleep again or take a night walk? I started regretting taking the amphetamines and took a massive dose of Benzos, 25 10 mg pills, which didn’t seem to have any effect except to make it even harder to get out of bed. I stared up at the ceiling. There were crack lines in the ceiling and I traced them, then tried shutting my eyes. 8:57.

I started thinking of the easiest way to kill myself. I had an eight ball of heroin. If I put that in one shot, I would surely overdose, especially if I first took a few hundred downers and sedatives. I also had one year’s worth of blood pressure medication. I didn’t take it, but got it refilled every month, so that if I needed to kill myself I would have an easy way. I had been hoarding them for over a year and had accumulated 450 pills that would lower my blood pressure to a flat line. I wouldn’t even need the heroin, but would do it anyway. And I’d down some vodka before I took the pills. Maybe inject myself with grain alcohol—just fucking mainline it, shoot that booze straight into my vein. I had some over the counter painkillers just to be super cautious that I could take as well. That was another 500 pills or so.

It seemed like a good idea but I wasn’t motivated to get up and gather all the drugs. I just lay there in misery, blankets over my head. I put duct tape over the clock (which read 9:44) to kill the small amount of light it admitted. Even in total womblike darkness, I could not sleep or find peace.

My mind took me to terrible places. Voices told me that I was useless and should kill myself as soon as possible.

What the fuck are you waiting for?

If I could just masturbate, everything would be OK. Normally the pornography and the masturbation could temporarily satisfy me. But I was not in the mood. I looked at bondage magazines for a few minutes then closed my eyes, trying to fantasize. Pictures weren’t enough any more. I was unable to obtain an erection. All I could see was black moonlight.

I must have fallen asleep because when I looked at the clock (after peeling off the duct tape) I saw that it was now 11:09. Fuck! Not even noon. At least the phone never rang. I couldn’t believe the mistakes I had made, creating the universe then making it impossible to decode and change if I found that I hated this life. What was I thinking? Where could I have hidden those clues? I knew that the answer lay in the infliction of human suffering, that it would be during the act of torture or rape when I would be struck with my revelation, given my key, allowed to press reset and destroy the universe and start a new one where I had my God-Powers intact.

Fuck!

I smoked 3 more joints and finally it was noon. I had absolutely no appetite. I started at my chest, noticed the prominence of the ribs and hipbones sticking out. I hated eating, it was a filthy human habit, and I prefer hunger to the nasty act of consuming food. Besides, it was all so disgusting. All chemicals these days, and weird drugs in the animals, and everything causing cancer. If I were dead I would never contract cancer nor would I have to worry about it.

Finally I thought of a reason to get out of bed—to go grab a bottle of vodka. By 12:56 I was drunk and feeling no better, but it was an unpleasant drunk, sometimes drinking brings me down, and the alcohol served to intensify the depression. I got angrier because I could not obtain an erection, no matter how hard I tried.

I knew what I had to do to kill time, to waste the day. I kept a razor blade and scalpel by the side of my bed. I grabbed them, turned the light on, and went to work on my chest, carving it, slashing it, cutting it, stabbing it, mutilating it, prodding the wounds. There was blood everywhere. The razor blade and scalpel were dripping and my chest, arms and legs were covered in crimson. For the fuck of it I rubbed blood on my face and in my hair. After an extremely long time, I had carved a messy pentagram onto my chest and stomach. There was a lot of blood, but not enough that it could kill me. It was 2:12 in the afternoon.

I finally got real tired and was able to sleep until 3:44. I woke up a bloody mess but had no desire, motive, or incentive to clean anything. I had thought that self-mutilation could get me through another day, and yet there was still light out. So I lay on my back and picked at the scabs and wounds, taking pleasure in re-opening sealed wounds and seeing fresh blood cover me—and I was covered in dried blood to begin with. I spent hours just staring at the ceiling, feeling like shit. I picked scabs and re-opened cuts and made new ones for 6 hours and then I finally fell asleep.

I awoke in pain the next morning just past 5 AM. Fuck. Another whole day to kill, with no desire or motivation to do anything but hurt and/or kill myself. For the first few hours of the day I just lay in bed in pain trying to think of something to do. I knew I would eventually have to take a shower and clean my bloody sheets and replace them but there was no urgency. I got up once to use the bathroom. While there, I weighed myself, realizing I had lost 10 pounds in the last month due to not having an appetite and feeling nauseous. I knew I needed to eat or drink something if I wanted to get some energy back and not lie in bed all day but fuck that shit. I preferred hiding under the covers all day.

At 11:09 I heard police sirens getting louder. I grabbed a bottle of pills in case I needed a quick suicide. But the cars all stopped in front of the house across the street. There were a lot of police walking around, talking, seemingly not knowing what to do. Then a SWAT team showed up and I knew that I was making this whole thing happen. I had some subconscious power that was triggered by my boredom and depression, and now the local news was playing out in direct view of me. Soon the media arrived.

I got my television out of the closet and set it up and plugged it in. Normally I hated that demon and its subliminal warfare against me. The incident was on all the local channels. Apparently there was a hostage situation.

Some cop took a microphone and started blaring instructions into the house. I knew the Terracottas, they had three small children and the wife usually had two black eyes and a busted lip.

The sound of a gun firing came out of the house, followed by a deathly silence. None of the fucking pigs knew what the fuck to do. Then they started scrambling, ducking under their cars for cover, as a team armed itself for the purpose of invading the house. Almost 1:00 PM.

The storm troopers got their shit together and busted down the door and busted through the windows. And there was Elsa, right outside my house, surrounded by tons of fellow pigs. If they could only see the inside of my house they would have a field day. I got bored and went back in my room to smoke pot, keeping my ear out for gunshots or explosions. The guy across the street was a drunken wifebeater and child-beater and the police were always at his house. I went back to the window and saw that there was now a full-blown media circus with hundreds of people gathered around watching. Good old-fashioned entertainment. The incident had brought some pleasure to these people’s boring lives.

I grabbed my camera and started taking pictures. A body bag was brought out, followed later by a crying family and some social workers and cops. Boring. By 2:49 the crime scene was winding down.

I crawled into bed and just stared at the cracks in the ceiling. I started debating suicide again. Fuck it; I hated this world and everyone in it. But that hatred prevented me from killing myself, because then I would be unable to terrorize and kill the average citizen scumfuck.

The next day I woke up and the depression was gone. I walked to the store, bought a paper, and read about the murders. Creating a beautiful work of art out of the dead bitch’s body parts brought peace and serenity to my heart. I had a very special feeling. For I knew I was so close to destroying and re-creating the universe. The bad mood had disappeared as quickly and suddenly as it had appeared. A therapist once said that I suffer from Depressive Episodes. They just come and go however they please. I could go a long time and be fine, then I’ll just crash and be suicidal and self-mutilating for a couple of days, and be in utter misery, unable to get out of bed. I had to hide most things from my therapists, especially my intention to kill them and their families. But I was out of my bad mood because everything was going to change. I was so close to figuring out how I created the world, and I fantasized about the new world I would create, new creatures to torment and torture and destroy and harm and cause trauma.

First I went into the bathroom and took a long hot shower, getting all the dried blood off my body. It took an extremely long time to clean out all the wounds. I got out of the shower, and began putting bandages on my chest and stomach where they were needed. I noticed some cuts on my arms and fixed them up too. Then I shaved and combed my hair. I went into my bedroom, which looked like it was a crime scene. There was blood everywhere—the sheets and pillows and blankets and wall were stained with it, and it lay in pools all over the floor. There was a bloody roll of duct tape on the floor. I didn’t care, though, because I looked great. I stared at the mask in the mirror, amazed how human I could look when I tried. I tried to practice smiling. A winning smile really helps you convince your victims that you are not a bad guy, that you are warm and compassionate.

I had taken acting classes to learn how to act so I could fit in better with other people, and pass as one of them. To my doctors, I was just a normal human like anyone else. Such sad fools.

I pulled out my glass bong and took bong hits before getting dressed. I also popped some pain pills for my chest, and I washed them down with a shot of Jim Beam. I got dressed slowly, drinking as I did so. The booze felt great in my empty stomach.

When I was ready, I gave Rich a call. Rich was the guy who could always get me whatever I wanted. Only rarely did he disappoint. Today was going to be a crack day. My stomach turned as I imagined taking that first hit, and I desired it so bad that I almost vomited in agony.

“Hey man, it’s me, I need something from you today.”

“Waddaya want?”

“Let’s just say that I am real tired and I need something stronger than caffeine. Something that one could smoke.”

“Real subtle, how much crack do you want?”

“So you have some?”

“Yes. Of course, unless you want a couple of pounds or something?”

“Not that much, but how much would that cost me, theoretically?”

“$11,000 for a pound.”

“How much for a fat ounce?”

“$1,500.”

“I’ll be by in 20 minutes.”

“Oh you will? What if I’m not here?”

“Well fuck, when can I come meet you?”

“Be here in 30 minutes.”

He was a 15-minute walk away, so I had some time to kill. I opened up my stereo and pulled out an envelope that I kept hidden in it. It was all drivers’ licenses. People I had tortured and killed. Each picture brought back amazing hallucinogenic images in my head. I narrowed in on one license. Rebecca Steele. I remember her blood splashing onto my erect penis as I slit her throat and shoved my cock into the wound. She died in total and complete shock, agony, isolation. I was complete master of the situation. I was God in that situation, deciding who gets to die. I had blowtorched most of her body before stabbing her.

I moved onto the next license. Victoria Strong. I remembered how she shit herself when I choked her out while fucking her and how I lost my temper and pistol-whipped her until she didn’t have much of a head left. She was very dead. You can’t lose that amount of brain matter and survive. I wrinkled my nose. She had been the first but hardly the last girl to shit herself when being choked. After awhile, you get used to the smell, you learn to enjoy it because of association. It always came with murder. The smell of shit made me flashback to murders like a Pavlovian dog. I would have force-fed her shit to her but she was dead.

Luckily, I’d had her roommate tied up in the next room. I walked into her room and dragged her by the hair to her dead friend. I had battered her so much she wasn’t even registering what was going on. She did not recognize her best friend’s murdered body. Total shock. She was wearing just panties, and her lips and nose were bleeding. I flipped the dead bitch over and grabbed the friend and shoved her face into the shit, smearing it everywhere. She didn’t even struggle. She was no fun so I just went over and snapped her pathetic neck then fucked her corpse twice. By the time of the second fuck the rigor mortis had started to set in.

I massaged the driver’s license. I never got the license of the friend as I lost her purse when abducting them. This was a shame, because I always try to keep the driver’s licenses. I had a collection, and I studied all the statistics like they were baseball cards. My trophies.

My face felt hot and flushed and I experienced a nervous creepy feeling in my stomach.

I was in the thrall.

It was time to go.

This is no spoiler alert: in life, everyone dies at the end.

I got in my car and tried to drive as slowly as possible to Rich’s. I had the urge to drive like a maniac running down anything in my path but that would only get me to the hospital so I focused on driving.

It took Rich ten minutes to open the door. When he did, he grabbed me, looked around, and pulled me into his apartment.

“Did anyone see you coming here? Who knows you’re here?”

“Relax, I just want some blow. Don’t geek out on me, motherfucker. I keep you in business I pay for this shit-hole apartment so don’t fuck with me and don’t doubt me, I’m no fucking pig and you know it and no asshole is following me.”

Rich triple locked the door and I followed him into the living room. The shades were drawn and the lights were off. A few candles only lighted the room.

“Wait hold on, do you have a cell phone?”

“Sure do.”

“OK, get out of here now, put it in your car, and come back. There are no cell phones in here. No electronic bullshit so that they can spy on me.”

There was no point in arguing, and I walked back out to my car and left my cell phone inside. When I got back to the apartment it took Rich another ten minutes before he would open the door. Crazy fuck.

“Any other covert recording devices on your person?”

“No, man I just have a fucking phone.”

“Just a phone? Just a phone? Do you know what they can do to you if you have one of those? I won’t have one snooping in my house! You have to fight the state, man.”

“I fight the state harder than anyone on this Earth, fucker. Look, alright, it’s gone, let me get the money and show it to you and you let me see the coke.” I pulled a wad of bills out of my hands.

“I want an ounce of your finely cooked up freebase for that.”

We made the exchange.

“I want to try it here, you got a pipe I can use?”

He handed me a pipe from the table. I ripped off a tiny piece of crack and placed it in the glass pipe. I pulled a lighter off the table, heated up the pipe for a few seconds, then took a mega blast. All of the sudden it was 9/11/2001 and I was in the Twin Towers and they were burning all around me as plane parts flew through the air and people died left and right, arms and legs ripped off, cut in half, burned alive, vaporized, and I was high above, perfectly safe, hearing those planes crash in my head, incapable of dying.

My blood raced through my veins at incredible speed and I started panting. I exhaled and took another hit.

I had to fuck.

I had to get back to the hole and fuck one of the corpses lying around.

“Thanks, man, I gotta go.”

“Whatever. Call me when you need more.”

“Definitely,” I said as I raced out the door, ran out to my car, and got in. My hands were shaking so much that I couldn’t get the keys in the ignition. Finally after a frustrating minute of effort I had the car started and sped off. Half an hour later I parked a few blocks down from the Hole and quickly walked towards it, looking around to see if I was being watched or followed.

I was safe.

My greatest fear is getting caught and sentenced to life in prison. Since I am God and will never die, I will spend an eternity in prison. I wouldn’t be able to search for clues on freeing myself from this universe. The people will have enslaved me.

I closed my eyes and thought of the Hole. The most secret, special place in the world. Nothing was real, nothing had meaning or substance or flesh, nothing outside of the. Hole. A few miles away the state condemned a house and it sat there vacant for years. I broke into it and fixed it up. 

There is only one way in or out and I control it. I take a young girl back with me to the Hole. I drag her down the stairs to a soundproofed room. I kept pornography, knives, KY Jelly, dildos, drugs, syringes and toxins. The Entertainment Room is my Kill Room. I take them there, and they are so drugged out that they can’t do a fucking thing. I take off all of their clothes and all of my clothes and I can climb on top of them and rub them and twist their skin and pinch them and maybe punch them a few times in the mouth. I usually crack an arm bone. You do that to someone, it is impossible for her to fight back. And it is easier than smashing a knee which requires a large mallet or hammer. But it was so easy to crack a shoulder, just by twisting her around the right way, and that limb snaps like a little twig in a haunted forest of monstrous mushrooms and diseased half-blind creatures fornicating.

Breaking the arm lets them know you’re serious too. You just majorly fucked them up. You’ll send me to jail unless I kill you and you know it. That’s when I start raping. I stab her in that area first to get some lubrication.

The fucking army didn’t know what the fuck they were missing. I was denied entry for medical reasons. I could have been a soldier, an assassin, a sniper with a scope blowing children’s faces into red mist. I could have gone on missions, collected human ears and have the biggest collection, because I am a survivor and a fighter and a murderer. A Killer. A Superman,
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The Hole.

It was so beautiful. The windows were boarded up so no one could see in. I spent hours securing the inside of the place so that vandals or burglars couldn’t get in, and police wouldn’t find me. It was safe territory, home territory.

And what would I do?

I’d take her to the Hole. Stay with her for three days. Kill her. Stay a few more days to play with her body. Eat her fat so I’m not starving. Eat her brains too. Unless I have already shattered her head and there are no brains left, just a grey mess.

That was the Hole.

And I could go there anytime I wanted to. I just closed my eyes and I was there. When I was really there, not in my fantasy, I could be submerged underground for a week. With my mind, in tense situations, I can let my brain open up and I can travel to the Hole, so that I am there in spirit not body. And once I learned to separate those two I became invincible.

The first victim of the Hole said she was seven, but I thought she was lying and hit her. I told her that her parents were dead and I was in charge and was an evil sadist. I started by stripping her and showing her one of my snuff videos, and then she freaked out, not knowing the whereabouts of her family or friends, knowing there is no possible way of escape. We remained naked at all times. For days we did the most beautiful thing two people can do, but I had to knock her out on heroin or with a hammer blow to the forehead so she couldn’t resist. I sniffed her 7-year old socks and wrapped them around her neck, choking her until she passed out and then let go. Repeat procedure when she wakes up. It is a form of fun and games and letters to write to the goblins. Some time on the third day I got hungry, and as I was fucking her I snapped her neck when she came, and felt her clit tighten uncontrollably around my shaft as she spasmed in death.

Then, since I hadn’t eaten, I started consuming her. Brains, liver, kidney, I ate it all. Partial to guts. Like spaghetti. Then I lay naked on top of her broken destroyed body and I was hard as a rock and I smoked crack hits every few minutes, having purchased a quarter ounce of cocaine for the torture session. I caressed every little part of her body, from her hardened elbows or her calves and her thighs to her lip and nose and mouth and then I was biting and eating her face, feasting, feeding, celebrating like a Norse God in a frenzy. I was the king of destruction. I continued to lie with her nude body, and we had a lot more sex.

I had to cut her open to loosen her up a bit. And I chopped the head off and threw it in the bucket in the corner. I liked them headless, so I could make my own fantasy face; I furiously fucked her decapitated body. There were so many victims, they all started to blur together, and I had long ago lost track of my victims. For dessert I headed down South to her hairless vagina. I nibbled on it at first, then started taking huge bites. Glorious.

I love my holy hole. Hole Hole Hole. Home. I use the abandoned garage as the Horror Room.

Lost in time, I lay for days with the body, licking every inch of it, tasting it, sucking out the many fluids—there are so many, and so different. There are tears, urine, blood, vitreous fluid, bile, bone marrow, so much more. And the blood comes in many varieties. It seems to be darkest from a head wound, as opposed to slicing her stomach open to watch her guts spill out in front of her. She vainly tried to put them back inside, screaming, but I punched into her stomach and she coughed up blood. The blood from her stomach was actually a different color than the blood from the head, and even the blood from the mouth, which is brighter.

There are so many things that men live and die never knowing. But I know. I have been there. I have secrets. I have done bad things. Not bad in my opinion, bad in the eyes of the morality police, whom I shit on with distain. They were the true criminals and I was a persecuted saint in this world. How could anyone call murder wrong when, during times of war, or to punish a crime, you are required to murder, and are rewarded for that? You were rewarded for paying your workers nothing and keeping them in poverty while you got so rich you couldn’t keep track of your yachts. The politicians and the military murdered on a regular basis. Yet you decide to murder out of your own free will, for your own purposes, and they make you out to be the criminal, the danger. I was no danger to society. I wasn’t a CEO or police officer or judge or politician or a general or a munitions worker. They are allowed to participate in murder, but not me. I fought back against this hypocritical system. By killing, I was making things right, the way they should be. I was fucking up the status quo. I was engaging in intellectual rebellion and creating morbid flesh art. I was not the type to ask for permission.

There’s also earwax. Seventeen-year-old victim Karen LaBrosky had a serious ear infection. There was a black waxy buildup in her right ear. When she was dead, and drenched in blood, I licked all the earwax from her ear, lapping it up like a cat, until her dead ear was shiny and clean. The taste at first almost choked me, it was like gagging on vomit and shit, and it was sour like bad milk, but because of its source, I learned to love it and cried when I cleaned her out, leaving no sacred manna.

One Hole victim I remember was a junky. Only 15. She had these horrible needle marks that were infected. I thought I saw little maggot-like creatures squirming in and out of them but that may have been the meth or acid making me see things not there. While she was alive, I sucked her needles marks clean, biting off and eating the infected skin, savoring it like manna, and the world was wonderful. I was secure in my holy Hole where I was all alone with my toy. The toy that would be mine until she finally died from system shock or blood loss or maybe just a determination to die to escape my cruelty. Because after I tenderly sucked her blackened, purplish track marks with the crust in them I started slapping her in the face until her lips were bleeding in places, then I just punched her in the nose and that got her to shut the fuck up and knocked her to the floor. I thought I had killed her but no, lucky me, I just knocked her out.

I thought she was dead until she started screaming, and I shoved her panties down her throat then wrapped duct tape over her mouth and nose. I gave her several severe finger blows to the neck and larynx and a punch to the stomach and she just shat herself, suffocated, and flopped around, and was dead. It lasted three or four seconds only and then she was dead. The Reaper had made a quick visit.

I go crazy when I’m not in the Hole. I can’t think, I can’t function; I need that place just like I need the drugs to silence the babble in my head. Without drugs it is hell. Horrible noise, feedback, a chorus of a million tortured babies, people screaming at me, urging me to kill myself, to kill others, to take things, to hit people (and I use that word with scorn: people; just fucking savages, animals), to poison people, to rape people. With all the drugs those voices change and they switched to my side and they encouraged me and say you can get that bitch if you want you could be pulling her teeth out within a fucking hour. Within minutes you could be penetrating any of the holes in her body, or even making your own, like ripping out an eye or cutting a hole in her spine to fuck. They hate that, I love it, I live for it; it is so agonizing for them, so beautiful for me.

Sometimes all the colors in the world switch. Sometimes everything becomes neon, and sometimes it goes black and white like an old movie. Sometimes things alternate colors at a furiously fast pace, like strobe lights, and I can stare into the lights for hours and hours, a nipple or piece of fat in my mouth, my hand rubbing my cock. I stroke it and pour special sticky jelly on it and inject it with this stuff that keeps you hard for hours. Shooting into the penis is a little tough, as none of the veins stick out, and hitting the mainline could take me up to half an hour. But when I hit gold, I push in the plunger and feel my penis growing to gigantic proportions, expanding and expanding, threatening to take up and eradicate all other existence.

All this in my holy Hole.

I achieve my Heaven there. What else was I put on this Earth for? Why else did I create this Earth? That’s right, you’re tapping into the thoughts of your fucking god. I created you just as surely as you read my thoughts. Somewhere I left a key, a key to getting into Heaven. Or a key that will unlock my special God-Powers and return me to my God-Self. I acted as a God, but wasn’t fully in control because I had unanswered questions.

But I have lifetimes to find that—I am immortal, I can’t even destroy myself so I have to find ways to look for clues to unlocking the universe for myself. To reconfigure it, fine tune it, make myself into another person, or many people. I know no one is real but me. Because I alone exist, I created myself and the universe and am lord judge overlord blackguard emperor dictator punisher of all of you fucking people. I’m the motherfucker who will judge you in purgatory. But you are not real. You don’t exist. No one does but me. I laugh at the idea of guilt, because automated mannequins in human makeup surround me. But I’ll rip you down to nothing and prove you are not real and never were real. In the end, all I succeed in doing is proving I can make one of you go away forever, not just you, but also even the memories of you.

I want to kill everyone who has ever met you to truly eradicate your existence. You’ll be dead and anyone who ever had knowledge of you will be dead. I think nothing of genocide. It gets me excited, actually, to peel away all the fake people and their false lives to reveal the universe to be nothing but an infected open, oozing sore, an incurable sexually transmitted disease—actually there is a cure to this whole mess, and it is death, which when I deliver it is a favor to you.

Good, Evil. How can they exist when it’s just me? Obviously whatever is in my best interest or allows me to be happy and enjoy myself is Good, as is anything that serves my needs and anything I have to do to get them serviced and any self-defeating thoughts (like “Killing is morally wrong”) of failure were the only Evil.

CODE NAME: LONE WOLF

These are the things I think about while dwelling in my Hole with a helpless tied-up toy. Days and days of abuse, fueled by drugs that kept me awake and kept my heart pounding like a rapid machine gun firing.

In the Hole …

I see her shackled to a metal pole, naked and beaten, as she first painfully becomes conscious after I knocked her out hours ago. She’ll wake up screaming, because I left a sharp spiked metal dildo deep up her ass. A furious torrent of bloody rain escaped her body as I raped her with my homemade torture-dildo. It looked more like a sword as fat as two baseball bats with sharp points sticking out everywhere.

And I am right!

I hear her trying to scream—just like I knew she would. But I could barely hear her. She had at least one foot in the grave and had little energy to scream anymore. She really exhausted herself for the first few days. I wanted to gag her after awhile but decided to just let her blow her throat out. I almost lost control once, I had a broken car antenna in my hand and I considered ramming it into both of her ears. For some reason, when you make a girl deaf, she stops screaming as much. Maybe it’s because she can’t hear her own screams, and knows no one else can either. They realize they are prisoners in their own body and there is no escape. I open up an eyelid, and stick a scalpel just inches from her eye. I can’t speak to her, but she knows what my point is. I’ve already made her deaf, so she needs to be careful or I will make her blind too.

I love blinding them. To see them so fucking helpless and defeated. So shocked, angered, saddened, all emotions that made me hot, that fired up the devil in my brain. I feel incomplete when I am not causing massive human suffering. They crawl around, they try to stand and fall, they scream at God and try to reverse time, something only I as creator of the universe can do. But I don’t know how, not without the key or some clue. I just know it is programmed in my head, presumably by me, that I can unlock all the secrets of the world, find the formula, by causing human suffering. It was simple, an innate fact—the more suffering and death I caused, the closer I was to reclaiming my godhood. So how could I be anything but good and moral? I do what I do to change the universe. The secrets are hidden in the suffering of my victims. I just have to hurt enough toys and soon the secrets of the universe will be available to me. And I can remake the world into an even crueler place where I will have even greater power.

I remember blinding a young woman, gouging her eyes out with pieces of a broken beer bottle. I tied her to the bed with cuffs and chains and left her there in my Hole while I exited like a bug and went about my daily business. It was such a thrill, leading a seemingly normal life, buying groceries, talking nice to townsfolk, friendly banter with the pretty bartender, all the while knowing I had a secret, the biggest possible secret, a human captive, a human toy, locked up and blinded in a place I lorded over like God that I called the Hole. Like a woman’s vagina, it was a secret place meant to be explored by me, a place I could focus my mind on while in line at the supermarket and experience transcendence.

These moments of transcendence are moments of absolute freedom, absolute power. Absolute Control. The God Feeling, Nirvana, Heaven, the opiate rush. The greatest high ever. Not even actually doing anything, just knowing what was happening and what I would and could do to my toys in the Hole.

Then to see their faces squirm at the newspaper headlines about my crimes and the serial killer on the loose. To hear them whisper in terror. To see the stores all sold out of locks. They are all terrified and traumatized by the fact that there was at least one serial killer on the loose in the city. 

I could feel all that terror I was creating, and it gave me strength. I was a rebel, a terrorist, and a free and liberated human being, an intellectual superior, anonymously responsible for thousands of doors and windows being locked, and the shedding of gallons of tears and the release of nervous sweat emanating from the terrorized people. I wanted to clone myself to do the same thing in every city on this Earth. The authorities and newspapers attributed my crimes to ten different killers, which added more greatly to the fear. One abducted victims who were never seen again or found raped, tortured, mutilated, humiliated, murdered. Another kidnapped children. One went on home invasions. One was a strangler and cannibal. One was into knives and had surgical knowledge. One poisoned food in supermarkets and grocery stores. One posed bodies in bizarre positions after doing terrible things to them.

Most of the victims had not been found and were listed as “Missing.” I laughed at that. No one missed them. And they weren’t missing; they were fucking dead, murdered by a most brutal and ruthless rapist and death machine. How could they be missing when I knew where they were—or where were their body parts? But their locations—that is my secret, and only I knew where they were. I would never tell anyone. You couldn’t have everything in my head. I had my secrets.

I drove to the Hole, where I had a captive waiting for me. I had caught her two days earlier and locked her up in the Hole. Before I did anything, I wanted her to wait in fear, half-naked and cold in the darkness, shackled, terrified, her nightmares coming to life. I make your worst nightmares come true.

When I first took her to the Hole, she vainly tried to fight back as I handcuffed her to the wall then tied her hands and feet together with a length of rope. I had been obsessed with knots my whole life and have studied every type and I even invented my own knot. It is not in any of the books. No one ever escaped me. I've seen pathetic movies where someone ties up a bitch and she escapes. And that's how some idiots get caught. But me, I am a master at knots. Even better, I know how to escape from most knots so if someone ever ties me up I'll liberate myself the way Houdini would do it. Learning to tie knots is such an essential skill. If you want to commit crimes, you have to know how to steal cars, pick locks and handcuffs, tie knots, fight, and how to avoid police. My whole life I have been practicing these things.

So I tied her up so tightly that her hands and feet started turning blue.

There was no possibility of escape. I wrapped duct-tape over her eyes to give me a better advantage. This woman was such a fucking lowlife she was going to get exactly what she deserved.

She spat at me and screamed, “Fuck you” and that made me angry.

Her spit had not come close as she was blinded but the very audacity to spit at me filled me rage. I stared at my right hand thinking off all things I have done with it. I wrapped the hand around her neck with as much force as possible and she only struggled for about five seconds until she gave in. Tears ran down her face. I tore off the duct tape to watch her cry and to take some pictures. She was one of these whores with tons of black eye makeup and her face looked like a bizarre watercolor as black tears leaked from her eyes. As soon as removed the duct tape I put my hand around her neck again and squeezed like my life depended on it. She just shook and her eyes went up into the back of her head, white as eggs. I saw her face start to change color and I let go. She gasped for breath.

“You’re going to get used to being periodically choked so deal with it.”

“My fucking hands and feet hurt! Let me go, fucker!”

I snapped some pictures including some in black and white that emphasized the dark streaks down her face. I could not wait to develop them. They would be beautiful. I put the camera away and went and set up the camcorder on a tripod to film the action. I had almost 6 hours of tape and I would not waste a second on nonsense. I pulled out a long switchblade and slashed her bare stomach. She was wearing just bra, panties, socks.

I screamed, “Take off your fucking clothes or I will cut your face up bad.”

She screamed. “I'm tied up! I can't move! How am I supposed to do anything? Please loosen these knots, I’m turning numb.” I laughed at her comment. I walked to the other end of the room and let the snakes and spiders out of their cages. She screamed in pure terror at the writhing mass of snakes crawling towards her.

“I'll untie you so you can strip. See this TV antenna? If you fuck with me or try to escape or disobey, I will jab this deep into both your ears and you will never hear anything again. The rest of your life will be soundless and empty. Do you like to be able to hear? Want to hear your family tell you they love you again? Then don’t do anything stupid. Don’t try to use that useless brain of yours. I will destroy you. Do you believe me?”

“Yes.”

“Do I have to hurt you to prove I'm serious?”

“You have hurt me enough. I don’t want anymore. I don’t know what you want. Are you going to kill me? Please, my hands and feet!” I slapped her hard enough to leave her cheek red.

“You don’t have the right to fucking talk unless I ask you a question. Do I need to gag your mouth with a dead rat?”

“No sir.” She was scared. She had come to terms with her situation. She was crying steadily.

“It looks like the snakes are interested in you. I would not make any quick motions because they'll tear you apart. You’d be surprised how deep a snake bite can be.” She remained still although she was breathing very heavy and having stomach spasms. “Before I untie these knots I want to watch and see what the spiders will think of you. Will it bother you to have them crawling all over you?”

“Please don’t. What can I do to get you to take the snakes and spiders away and untie my hands and feet?”

“Don’t you know anything about bargaining? You've got nothing. What reason do I have to start being nice to you? What can you do for me? Nothing. Because I can make you do anything. So how are you going to bargain with me?”

“I wont tell the police anything.”

“Get fucking real. We both know you are going to die in this room. You’ve accepted that, yes? The only issue is how bad do you want the torture to be? If you want any mercy you will do everything I say and never try to escape or fight back. You'll just make things worse for yourself. You would make me angry and I’m not a nice guy when I’m angry.”

She was huddled on the floor, bound and afraid to move. The snakes were crawling all over her and the spiders were getting near. I watched for several minutes. She was shaking. The spiders made her shutter. So first I pulled all the spiders off and put them away and I grabbed the snakes. Two of the motherfuckers bit me and I yelled out loud in pain but got them all back in their cage. Then I untied the knots freeing her and gave her a cold bottle of water. She thanked me and started drinking. I had to open the water bottle for her because her hands weren’t working properly.

“See I'm not terrible. You behave and you will be treated properly.” She was sitting on the floor, a mess, shaking yet now she felt gratitude. That was the power of control. It’s all about controlling people's minds. It was fun to fuck with them, push their buttons, break some teeth and bones. I felt the power surging through me. I was in absolute control of her life and death and I giggled, high on my power trip. I had a lot of horrible things planned. Once again I was hurting one of my toys and in a thrall state of ecstasy. I got out the crack and pipe and began preparing everything. I got erect just thinking about it; nothing sets me off sexually as much as freebase cocaine. I couldn’t wait for the first hit.

After I took the first hit, Heaven exploded in my mind. The universe expanded beyond infinity and all that power was concentrated in me. I looked down at universes like they were ants and I was standing on top of a tall skyscraper. I was God.

She tried to fight back as I grabbed her, dragged her to the kitchen, and shoved her into the oven. I had to break her in a few places to get her to fit in. I had a small generator in the house but the oven was not hooked up to it. She pounded on the inside of the oven door, begging to be set free. There was a look of pure horror on her face. I set a newspaper on fire and opened up the oven and dropped it in. Then I sat down and watched as it filled up with smoke, the small fire burning her ass until it died down.

Soon it was hard to see her because the smoke was so thick. I could see her gasping desperately for a breath of air, and coughing, and vomiting, and choking on it. The whites of her eyes were stained red from the smoke. I watched for almost five minutes as she twitched, gasped, coughed, convulsed, kicked at the oven door, and silently screamed. It took so long for her to asphyxiate, I was able to masturbate to completion watching her turn bluish as she went through her death struggles. Then her eyes closed, and her head tilted to the side. She stopped struggling and collapsed into herself, dead. Her blue tongue protruded from swollen lips. If you can do something, you can’t say it is wrong. If something is a possibility, you have to test to see if it is more than just a possibility, but a certainty. I have the ability to take human lives, so that’s what I do. If you can do something you should do it. Take advantage of all opportunities. Never ignore a challenge. Be proactive.

Most cowards don’t have the courage to do what I do, which is take lives without society’s stamp of approval, reserved for generals and arms manufacturers and the landmine industry, and politicians and celebrities. With the state behind you it is easy to kill. Anyone can and will do it. But to take the initiative yourself, without asking for permission, without making some bullshit political and geographical excuse, without official justification, that takes true strength.

I prey on a species it is unacceptable to hunt. Take your kids out and shoot a deer dead for the sport of it. Man the telephones at a corporation that creates pesticides that kill plant and animal life. Purchase a mutual fund that invests in arms manufacturing. Vote for a politician who wants to make animals extinct in order to build a new mall. Go to the drive-through and order a hamburger, or go to a restaurant and get some veal. Or feed a live mouse to your pet snake. Those things are acceptable, and society approves of them, and the average person doesn’t see himself as a mass murderer. But a life is a life. Yet most people are responsible for the death and even extinction of other animals, and they feel like they are completely unlike a serial killer of innocent people. They are unaware that they are as sociopathic and sadistic as their monsters

It is okay to kill if society approves, and society approves of most forms of murder—war, hunting, meat-eating, destruction of the environment leading to extinctions—another word for genocide, the execution of prisoners. Animals routinely eat and prey on other animals. That is not wrong. That was life in nature. But society doesn’t approve of what I do. I kill by my own rules, without official permission and I kill humans. We’re all killers, predators, survivors, but what you do is OK even though your purchase of stock provides money for making landmines that don’t discriminate, your choice of vote leads to the government purchasing those landmines and then placing them all over the world, just waiting to tear apart little kids. Innocent people are executed because you sentenced them to death as a juror and you voted for a politician who appointed Judges based on how often they impose the death penalty. Or you fail to vote at all and you let the fascists take over.

Your tax dollars pay for the bombs and the prisons and the weapons and the army and police and oppression. In such a world, there is no way that one could say that I am entirely different than most men. Killing is what unites us. But when I killed, it was different. It was a crime, an act of terrorism, an act of intense and brutal violence, an act of rebellion, terrorism, a statement of total actualization, with the victim selected for arbitrary reasons. That made me unsafe, a danger, and that’s why the world loves all types of killers, except rebel serial killer individualist non-conformist intellectuals who can’t be predicted or stopped, serial killers like me. But at least I was honest.

I was a super creation, literally waging war against an entire city, and winning. Did people ever read the newspaper about my crimes and just say, “Fuck it, I don’t want to live in a world with monsters like that,” and then kill themselves? Shotgun to brain, hotshot to the vein. I was the invisible bully stealing the city’s lunch money and making it run home crying to Mommy for help. Except she can’t help, because I’ve already killed her. I’m the reason the city never sleeps. It was a victory for my cunning intellect and ruthless predatory ways. Whenever I killed a person I was acutely aware I was killing a little bit of everyone who feels like they belong to society.

The human masses form one great body, so just killing one was enough to affect the whole system. I was slowly committing genocide. And making it seem an attractive option to living like a sheep or coward in constant fear of an enemy you can’t identify. Because ultimately, what I am is the enemy. Your enemy. Everyone’s enemy. Because I would kill you all if I could, and I was very close to discovering how to exercise my God powers so I could wipe out the entire universe and all existence and start over and create a new Paradise where I would reign for eternity. A place where I was a King and a God and a Father to everyone, where I could engage in exercises testing the limits of human tolerance to pain, cruelty, mutilation, and humiliation with no silly laws to get in my way.

What were laws, anyway? Just a bunch of words some people wrote down, people who are now long dead, people who had not been able to anticipate the way the world would change and make their moralistic laws irrelevant, unnecessary, and an impediment to my pursuit of pleasure and the discovery of the truth—or rather, the faÃ§ade of truth that all the sheep worshipped like ancient man worshipping a sun whose flares could make them extinct. Did that make the sun evil?

The Hole was the center of power of the Universe, and when there it was never so evident that I was God not Man and not made for this Earth, but for something better, which I would create. But to create, first you have to destroy what is standing, in order to replace it with something new. Like burning down a building. A beautiful act of destruction, to see the wood burn and the windows burst and the occupants on fire, their screams unheard beneath the roar of the fire. I was creating a beautiful scene, recreating fantasies in my head, of a home engulfed in flames that would ruin the structure that had stood so long and contained so many nightmare memories.

I always wanted to be in the Hole. There was no place in the Universe more sacred. I could let the devils out of my head in the Hole; I could be what I wanted to be in the hole.

Do you believe in me? I’m real. You wouldn’t understand.

I would come back to my captives and visit for as long and hard as I could. Hours of vicious brutality, disfigurement, mayhem, cutting off limbs, scalping my little dolls, just trashing them to shit, like some drunken rednecks smashing a television set with hammers. Pin cushions. I had my own type of acupuncture. Emphasis on Puncture. It was not the kind they would teach at any school, or at least any school run by someone other than me. I used broken glass and syringes and sometimes needles too. How many could I put into her left pupil? For Sandra Buchanan, age 23 the answer was Nine. I remember that, and the salty chemical smell of the ocular fluid as it ran down her face as if it were a torrential hurricane, the kind that leaves bodies behind everywhere.

I have caused more PTSD than every war combined.

I later broke into a house and deposited the corpse in the bedroom of several small children who all woke up screaming that morning. Their parents had no idea what the kids were screaming about, and could barely believe when they saw. It was a wonderful thing for me to do, an aesthetic artistic statement on the nature of the life cycle. It made all the papers. I spent $20 at the newsstand and cut out all the articles.

Where am I?

Why did I create this world and put myself in the middle of it, and hide the clues so well, the clues to the rules of the universe? Where did I hide the clues? I rack my brain and know the answer can be found in the Hole, through excruciating torture. This was a thought that was born with me and existed as long as I did. It was an inherent part of my brain, fixed in me, just like the need to procreate and obtain power. I have always known this universe is a faÃ§ade, a cheesy fake, and all you people listening to me and reading my thoughts are not real, just mannequins I turned to life when I created life and the universe. But I didn’t create life, just the illusion of it, and that was why I took toys to the Hole. I wasn’t doing anything bad, I knew very well no one is real but me. If things were otherwise, why would those thoughts be in my head? Why have they always been in my head?

I was born with a desire to have sex that kicked in when I turned 13. I accepted my thoughts as the truth. When I was a few years older, the desire to kill kicked in, and I knew it was just as natural, and that pursuing it was the right thing to do.

A Need to Inflict Pain

It wasn’t just that I loved the thrill of the kill, but I was engaged in divine experiments, trying to uncover the universe so I could unmask it and unmask all these fakes and create a better world for myself, a world without all this fucking human garbage I see everywhere I look, even with my eyes squished tightly shut as I tried to blind myself from the sheer ugliness of humanity and the world around me. My hatred was a real thing, I could take it out of my body and hold it, it was tangible, it was solid, it held weight, it weighed exactly as much as my heart weighs. And my broken battered heart was lined with an infinity of scar tissue from psychological damage.

Second Diagnosed Personality Disorder: Schizotypal Personality Disorder

Of course the people I create say I am insane, and that is because I must have programmed them to be like that, and to say those things. They were just reading a script I had written before erasing my memory and putting myself into this little experiment of a universe.

ELSA—status: sociopath with sadistic personality disorder

Elsa was the Queen Cunt of our group. I pulled my car into the driveway and waited until one of the garage doors opened up so I could park inside her house, my death-mobile hidden from prying floating eyes. She had a big garage and it was filled with 5 cars. We were all here. There was Elsa, Henry, Otis, and me, Monster. Not our real names. Henry and Otis borrowed their nicknames from the infamous duo of serial killers, Henry Lee Lucas and Otis Toole (who decapitated a ten-year-old boy). The nicknames were somewhat ironic because our Henry and Otis hated each other. Henry in reality was Â¾ Jewish and Otis was a dedicated Nazi. They fought a lot but our mutual love of torture and murder and our participation in capital crimes together, served to unite us closer than any family, any social or political group. To be one of us, you had to make snuff movies, which we gathered together every few months to watch and critique and just have a party, getting high off murder, getting high off painkillers and pain and suffering. And sometimes we killed together. And did much worse.

I arrived last and navigated from the garage upstairs to the main living room. The television was on and an old snuff was playing.

It was a tape Henry had made a couple of years ago. It didn’t look like your typical snuff. It started with Henry eating a nice dinner with a cute young couple. 112 minutes later they were both dead from torture. It is a fascinating film, and one we have studied. Henry forced the couple to abuse each other. He took out a pair of garden shears, clicked them open and put the blades under her right breast. Then Henry turned to the husband and dropped a bomb.

“I’m going to cut off your wife’s titty. Unless. Unless. Unless what? I want you to break four of her fingers, and punch her in the stomach until she pukes, or I cut off her tit, break her fingers and punch the bitch myself, then blowtorch off both your genitalia.”

To demonstrate his seriousness he grabbed the husband’s cuffed hands and swung down a machete and in one swoop lopped off the left hand. Both husband and wife started screaming.

This video was good because this couple had a strong fighting will to live and put up much resistance. Rather than focusing on the fact that he was in agonizing pain and shock from having his entire hand chopped off, the husband fought for his life. His hand lay on the table creating a pool of blood. It just sat there, no more masturbation or punching in this fist’s fucking future. It was an amazing, compelling video.

The husband was a quick thinker and realized that with one hand missing, his hands were no longer shackled together and he had freedom of movement in his surviving hand, with which he used to try and grab Henry’s throat. They both fell to the floor, off camera. You could hear harsh hammering sounds as the camera stares at the wife. Soon she was covered in her husband’s blood as Henry went apeshit on him with hammers.

For a minute, there was nothing on the tape but the sobbing bloodied woman, blood raining down on her. Then Henry reappeared, holding a half conscious husband with a bashed in face, a grim defeated look on his deformed bloodied mug. Then the motherfucker opened his mouth and just screamed and screamed until Henry started slapping the wife around.

“Shut the fuck up or I cut off her ears!”

The husband didn’t hear, or didn’t react, and kept screaming, so Henry kicked him to the floor and grabbed the garden shears and viciously cut off wifey’s left ear. Grabbing the ear, Henry attacked the husband, shoving the ear in his mouth then punching and punching him until he fell unconscious, while wifey screamed and held her hand over the hole in her head where her ear had been.

Henry left the room and came back with duct tape.

“Who the fuck shit himself? Was it you bitch or your husband? I can fucking smell it! Wait, never mind, I’m through listening to you. You two are giving me a motherfucking headache, and I’m going to shut you the fuck up, motherfuckers!” Then Henry, being a freak, whipped out his penis and began urinating on the two of them, spraying his steady stream of bright yellow fluid into their faces, aiming for open orifices—mouth, eyes, nose, ears. Henry was fucking insane. He lay wifey on the floor and tied her down. He put metal rods in her mouth that forced her mouth wide open, and then he slowly defecated in her mouth. She was helpless, choking on it, trying to spit it out. It remained stuck in her mouth, sticking a few inches out between her lips. The smell was worse than any gas station bathroom.

He grabbed her and wrapped duct tape around her mouth and then wrapped it several more times around her head for good measure. It sealed the shit in her mouth. She resisted and twisted and turned her head but to no good, no good at all. Henry then put the Husband in the chair and easily duct taped the husband’s mouth shut, as the husband was now barely conscious.

Henry turns to the camera and smiles. He has a bloody lip and a look of victory on his face. “Wait until you see what I’m going to do next. You’ll never one-up me in a sadist contest; I am the King Snuffer of the fucking world.”

The Jews were the chosen people. Was Henry someone’s choice? Whose? Who chose Henry, and for what purpose?

What kind of mad god would choose people like Henry, who looked and acted like a human being but with a brain that was of demonic origin?

I had seen the video many times, but as always, I stared, unable to look away, absolutely fascinated and titillated and horny and blood-lustful. No one else in the room was talking, they were all staring intently at the TV screen, the only other sounds being Otis coughing from smoking crack.

Henry: “Otis, shut the fuck up, stop coughing so loud, the sounds of this supreme snuff film are being disrupted by your fucking pigginess.”

Otis, coughing: “Sorry, bro.”

Henry: “I told you never call me bro, I’m not your bro you fucking heathen.”

Elsa: “Gentlemen, shut the mouths and give a formal welcome to the fourth and final member of our group. Now that we are all here the ceremonies can begin.”

“First thing is consume massive amounts of drugs,” I told them, as if it needed saying.

Third Diagnosed Personality Disorder: Narcissistic Personality Disorder

Elsa: “Don’t be a stranger, have a seat.”

I walked over to her, bent down and gave her a hug, and took a seat on an empty couch. Her living room was very large and cozy. There were no windows and the walls were soundproofed. There was a complicated alarm system; it was fitted with many locks, and a surveillance system. The room was lit by black candles.

Elsa was the only one who knew about the Hole.

I had to tell her because I needed her help—to set up security cameras, soundproof two torture rooms, and seal up all the exits except for the one that was hidden. She helped me move torture devices into it, including a gynecological table. She respected me and my mission and stayed away from the Hole, driving by occasionally just in case someone escapes. They’ll see a cop, flag her down, and think they are saved. Only to be brought right the fuck back to Tortureland.

Not that anyone would ever or could ever escape. I have advanced genius level intelligence. I have factored in every possible permutation so that escape and survival are actually impossible once you are in the Hole, just like a writhing powerless bug caught in a deep spider’s web, a thick dank web that smelled of decay and rot and corruption.

My unique intelligence was justification in itself of my right to kill. Some lives are worth more than others. If you are in the Secret Service and someone shoots at the president, your job is to dive into and intercept the bullet. So clearly we acknowledge that the one man’s life was worth more than another’s. Same thing with war. It is OK to kill women and children if you are ordered to do so. Not all lives are equal, and not all lives have value. The taking of a human life can never seriously be considered wrong or right with the fucked-up ethical system we have where the people in power are the greatest evil, the most sociopath, the most ruthless. And they kill way more than me.

I was much like a 2-legged spider. I was part Alien, part Insect, part Human, part God. I had invisible antennae coming from my head that warned me when to look out for danger. I was always aware. Awareness was the key. The uppers and cocaine helped keep me aware of everything at all times, even when sleeping or unconscious. Fuck, even if I were dead I would be aware, because I could never be dead, I was immortal, the creator of myself and the universe I live in. But where the fuck did I hide the rulebook? The one that shows me how to access my God-Powers?

I wanted to be able to fly from crime scenes, I wanted to make people’s heads explode, and all of that was forbidden to me until I unlocked the secrets. I would control the minds of others, making them play out my fantasies of torture in shame. I needed to change how the world operated and my previous wiping of my memory made it difficult to remember how to get the clues. I kept thinking, if I keep torturing and hurting, one of these fake robot people will start talking, giving up the secrets, perhaps sharing the location of the secret rule book of the universe, life and reality, three things I created and controlled and could change.

And I absolutely despised this fucking ugly world, this horrid planet and its putrid people, all fucking useless, threatening, annoying, obnoxious, toxic, rude, crude, sick, greedy ants. Bugs and slugs. Just taking up space. I wanted to personally implement a population control program, but I hadn’t figured out a way to murder millions. I had been researching how to make and detonate a nuclear weapon and I didn’t have the skills or the connections to get the right materials. I didn’t know anyone with access to plutonium, I lacked a laboratory and scientific training so making nuclear weapons or Ebola or Anthrax was out of the question.

Carl Panzram wanted to just kill massive quantities of people. He committed a robbery for the purpose of buying a plane and some bombs so he could bomb England and start a war between the US and England that would exterminate millions. He would have committed genocide if he could have. A true hero.

I could get LSD, enough to poison a city, but had no way to deliver it to the masses. I didn’t know how to infiltrate the water and sewage systems. Besides, LSD would not result in mass casualties. It wouldn’t require placing a big order with a body bag manufacturer. I had a body bag; I put my living toys in it sometimes as a preview of their fate. A premonition. An omen. A warning: you’re going to end up in a body bag if the fucking police can even find your remains. And maybe they won’t find enough to require a whole body bag. Just a little ziplock bag to keep a few pieces of carved out flesh I had left behind to make the world aware and terrified of my murders. That spreading of fear was an important part of what I did. When you kill a person, if you do it the right way, it harms and shocks and threatens all of society. By stabbing one person I stabbed them all. By stabbing a woman I was stabbing society and its hypocrisy and bullshit.

Forth Diagnosed Personality Disorder: Borderline Personality Disorder.

I once left a young girl in a garbage can in a slum area about 120 miles from my house, in another county, to prove a point, that she was just garbage. It led to protests against police incompetence and unfair treatment, and even led to a small riot that was soon squashed by the local police, with two fatalities and eleven injuries. One paralysis. It was fucking beautiful to wield such power and get such incredible results. I’m more than a killer, I am a fucking terrorist and everyone is a potential victim.

Sometimes I think of contracting AIDS and becoming a serial rapist, leaving each victim a gift of hate and misery and suffering for them to suck on: a big fucking case of AIDS. I would love to spread AIDS, and I would spread it faster than the plague. I would fuck and rape and fuck and rape and share needles as a full time 80 hours a week job. Destroying these fucking horrid people I shouldn’t have created in the first place. What the fuck was I thinking? Maybe I created the world to be like this because I enjoyed all this ugliness, because I liked to hurt it and hurt all the ugly people of the world, ugly on the inside, deformed, perverted. Melting. Covered in pus. Corrupt and rotting. Apples filled with worms with big razor-teeth.

Get in a car and drive, and you will be surprised at the opportunities that arise. You must always be aware.

I knew what I had to do to escape my depression. Some covert night stalking. Wandering around in the dark, fantasizing that I am the only human left on Earth.

It was time for a night walk. One of the great pleasures of my life. I took two hits of acid and got in my car and entered the highway, no particular destination in mind and a full tank of gas. When the acid started to kick in I pulled off at the nearest exit. Great Falls. I drove into the small suburban town and found it deserted. It was only slightly past midnight but it was like the night after the apocalypse. There was no life. I drove around, passing a rural farm area, until I found a nice-looking suburban neighborhood, then I parked. It was nice, but not too nice. It wasn’t some rich neighborhood where everyone had fancy alarm systems. These houses looked too old and ugly. I doubted that most of these houses would have alarms. The streets were utterly deserted, as if I was on an uninhabited planet. I had found the right neighborhood.

There is a scarcity of resources. There were too many people for everyone to have enough food and a house. So life and survival were all about taking all of the resources you can, and preventing others from hoarding all the food and shelter. So to live in human society is to live among your enemy, to surround yourself with friends who would turn their back on you in a second if our interests differed in any way. Because of scarcity and the need to survive, every human and every animal had to kill, and every kill was a measure of self-preservation. Snuffing out the fat man when the food supplies run low. You kill him or he eats all the food and you die. All violence was self-defense; all violence was done purely to survive. This was the nature of life. To understand Darwin through the lens of Nietzsche you must understand that we all have a survival instinct and staying alive was the only object of the game. One had to be violent, a predator, a killer, if one wanted to be a survivor. There was nothing immoral about surviving. And if your family depended on you, you owed them the duty of providing for their needs, which can only be done by fighting and stealing from others. Life was just a race, and no morality was involved, and the only truth was the need to survive. I was constantly at war with the world.

I got out of the car, and began walking around in the dark in this strange deserted city. Again I imagined that there were no people left on Earth, that I was the last surviving “human”, and that this whole world was mine. The only things that angered me were the streetlights. Destroying the beautiful darkness. I threw at rock at the nearest light and it shattered, covering me in darkness.

Then I thought this city wasn’t empty, it was full. Full of houses of sleeping people. And if I wanted to, I could just sneak into their houses and have my way. I felt a glowing power and a towering monstrous force within me, making me invincible, undefeatable.

I passed one house and noticed several newspapers in the front yard. I walked over and covertly opened the mailbox. It was overflowing. This family was on vacation. Their house was empty.

I studied the house, wondering if it were expensive enough that it would be worth it for them to buy an alarm system. I concluded No.

I glanced around and quickly picked the door lock. This was fairly easy; it was a standard six-tumbler lock that I can pick with the right two tools in under a minute. It was something I practiced at home all the time.

The door unlocked, and I kicked it open, my ears alert, anticipating an alarm. There was no alarm. I quickly walked in, closed the door, and turned on my flashlight. I did a quick surveillance of the house. Judging from the contents of the kitchen, a family with several kids lived here. Looking at pictures of the family, I was struck by the beauty of the wife.

I walked upstairs, feeling Godlike, knowing I was in forbidden territory and no one and nothing could stop me. The dark and the shadows protected me.

The first door I opened was the parent’s empty bedroom. I went over to one side of the double bed and began rifling through the contents of the bureau next to the bed, but the porn magazines, sports magazines, and Viagra bottle made it clear this was his side. I went over to her bureau and opened it up. There was a big sealed envelope, and I opened it, holding the flashlight in my mouth. I pulled out a big pile of pictures and at the sight of the first one I became immediately erect. It was a nude woman, tied up, chained to the wall. I examined the family pictures some more and realized that this was the wife herself in the bondage photo. I put the picture aside and looked at the next one. It was the wife again, a close-up of her face with an erect cock in her mouth. I put my hands down my pants and started lightly masturbating. There were pictures of dead, naked children.

I went over to the clothing drawers and looked through several cabinets before I found the one with her panties. I took out a handful and laid them out on the bed. I wrapped one pair around my face to inhale the scent, but all I smelt was laundry detergent. I took my pants off and continued masturbating, using her panties like gloves. I saw my pre-cum stain them. I went to the wall and looked at the pictures until I found one with the mother holding what appeared to be a little baby girl. Without warning, just staring at that little girl, I exploded in orgasm.

I died and went to heaven. I felt the orgasmic rush sweep over my body, I lost my breath and collapsed onto the bed.

After a few minutes, I went rifling through her drawers until I found a journal. A personal journal. Perfect.

I sat down, trying to read it, having problems because my hands were shaking, and the letters and words were melting down the page.

I began to read:

Just don’t know what to do with her anymore. I came home from work to find she had poked the eyes out of the cat, which was moaning and bleeding, hiding in a corner. She just had the devil’s look in her eyes. And she lied about it. She said someone broke into the home and did that, as well as smashed all the plates and glasses. The little liar! X was only 5 and already a career criminal and a psychopath. Like father, like daughter. But what to do?

I skimmed ahead a few pages and found a bunch of diagrams of a dungeon like room located in their basement.

Well, we have no choice. She acts like an animal, she behaves like one, so we have to treat her like one. We will move her out of her room and put her in a locked cell in the basement with nothing but a mattress and a bucket to use as a toilet. I don’t know if this will work out, but we have to give it a try. So far, thousands of dollars in therapy and medication have been wasted. I realized that my body had created a defective product, a damaged daughter. Thus I am responsible. I am at my wit’s end as to what to do, I hate to treat her like a prisoner but she is making my life hell. And Kevin wants to murder her,

It has been several weeks since I have had time to write. It took that amount of time to set up a little locked dungeon for her in the sub-basement. We chained one of her feet to the wall so she can’t go too far. We left a bucket in the room for her to use as a toilet, and so far I haven’t cleaned it yet. She’s only been in there two days. Once a day we went into her room and threw bread and bottled water at her.. Today, just now, I went in and gave her food. She was nude, and her vagina was bleeding. It was horrible. Kevin must have been raping her. I realize now his true reason for the dungeon. He was going to make my daughter his sex slave. But I am nothing without Kevin, and he is nothing without me. So if I have to sacrifice my daughter’s chastity to appease Kevin I could handle it. I already decided not to bring it up. I secretly wished her behavior would change and we could set her free, but I knew even if she behaved Kevin had decided to make the sub-basement her permanent home.

I have had to deal with disturbing things in the past month. Kevin would bring his drunken friends over, and they’d go down to the basement and I could hear my daughter screaming for hours. Why did she have to be so loud, when it was sure to upset Kevin? And I would never let anyone upset Kevin, I would die for him, I would kill for him, I would merge with him if I could and we would be one.

I skimmed through the notebook and towards the end read this:

She has been downstairs for over five years now, and she has become so withdrawn I never visit her anymore. I haven’t seen her in months. I knew she was still alive because whenever Kevin and his friends went downstairs I could hear her screams, which I had luckily learned to tune out years ago. I would just picture Kevin and his image made her screams disappear. I am so in love with Kevin, I would do anything for him. Maybe I should join him next time he goes down to visit the girl for sex, let him know I am not the judgmental type and that I fully approved what he was doing. Besides, he must know that when he comes out of the basement he has blood on his clothes.

I had to pick several locks but eventually I got to her dungeon room, I walked in and she was sitting in the corner, terrified. Who gave these people the right to do this? Only I had the right to kill. I decided to save the girl from misery and get her parents punished. She was chained to the floor, so I slit her throat, and then kept cutting until her head was decapitated. I found a long chair leg, broke it off, and put her little head on it, so it was like a head on a stake. I walked outside the house, leaving the door open, and pounded the stake into the front lawn. When I was done, her head was on the end of a stake in full view of the neighborhood. I found a payphone and gave the police an address and told them there was a disturbance, then I drove home, happy, a hero.

I heard Elsa in the background, telling me not to keep zoning out. I lived in a fantasy world and sometimes I was there but at the same time I wasn’t there.

Elsa offered me a line and I snorted it, not knowing what it was until I could taste the heroin and knew that I was about to have a serious good time. I loved the way heroin felt. Elsa got the best junk; she stole it from the crime lab. It was a dirty brown powder.

You didn’t even need to shoot it up to get a rush; it was so pure just snorting a line would give you a rush in under 2 minutes. You kind of forget that you snorted the line, then BOOM it hits you and your stomach drops out like you’re in a free-fall and your heart skips a beat and you cough as your lungs try to shut down. Like a vicious ocean wave it hits you with the force of one thousand trained killers and one million tons of cement, it just fucking smacks you, smacks the fuck out of you, and I felt my legs give out from under me as I fell to the rug, to the sounds of Henry and Otis laughing.

Henry: “Fucking lightweight. Lame, very lame.”

Otis asked for a line.

I could snap his fucking neck. I really could, I wouldn’t get in any trouble, Elsa and Otis would be happy to help me dispose of him. Elsa even had an incinerator. We burned bodies until there was nothing left. We absolutely annihilated people, leaving no trace. The incinerator, the great equalizer, the exterminator of so many bodies in this house, sometimes 2, 3 or 4 at a time. Whole families.

You know those nightmares you have? They’re about me. I hit you where you dream. I am a time bomb, a threat to everyone around me, ready to go off at a moment’s notice. Boom!

One time we put a living family in the incinerator and torched them alive, getting high to their screams and the sounds and heat of the fire, which made the whole setting erotic and sweaty. This was the first time that I fucked Elsa, fucked while we listened to their screams and smelled their burning flesh. The boy had brown hair and was about 8. The girl was about 12 and had a harelip of which she was ashamed. Mommy was a pretty redhead and Dad was a freakishly tall man with striking black hair. They are all just ashes now, just fucking ashes from the past, gone forever like the so-called souls of the so-called victims.

I was a kill machine. The four of us together were anarchy and the death of the vile status quo.

The room started spinning and I felt like I was in the dryer, being thrown around in circles, spinning out of control, ready to crash at any moment. Then I realized I was on the floor again and there would be no crash. I had already safely landed and now my body was low but my brain was high, expanding outwards, filling up the room, squashing the inhabitants until finally the house exploded and I grew a million times bigger, and I became the mile-high Minotaur warrior. I was the size of fucking cities, you insects.

Then my brain imploded and I flipped over and managed to grab the garbage can and get all of my vomit into it.

Otis: “Dude you’re fucking gross.”

I spun around and fell onto the couch, and I felt as if I had been dropped into a body of water, and I could imagine my ripples knocking down anything in their path. Each ripple also filled me with an unimaginable pain. I fell lower and lower even as gravity carried me up to the surface to breath. I felt orgasmic, and tried to focus on the tape so I could get off.

Elsa got me a cup of water and Otis offered me a hit from his bong, which I took, causing me to explode into a fit of coughing.

“Please don’t hurt me!”

We heard it from Wifey on the television and at that moment everyone just started laughing. Yeah, we were sick fucks out for a good time. Fuck that, I thought, you’re the sick one, not me, I’m the opposite of sick, I am the cure to the disease of life. I had delivered so many people out of this world, I sometimes called myself The DELIVERY MAN. It was a secret name. I had only mentioned it to toys in the Hole before killing them. No living person had heard me utter my nickname for myself. It was something just for me, a present I could give to my dying victims, a secret they could take straight to the motherfucking grave, a decrepit unkempt grave, filled with litter, the headstone falling to pieces. There hadn’t been flowers in years, just poisonous weeds that killed off the local animal population and sometimes little children who chewed on them.

Elsa got up, turned off the tape, and faced us.

Elsa lit up an evil grin. “Guess what I’ve got downstairs?”

We all smiled.

“You didn’t—” said Otis, as excited as the rest of us.

We all had a pretty good idea of what she had downstairs. More accurately, whom she had. Some “innocent” victim for us to terrorize and destroy.

I equate terrorism with life and freedom. When the planes flew into the World Trade Center, I taped it and put in on a loop. (That’s right, motherfuckers, I knew they were coming. Remember who I am?) I would watch the planes hit the building and the building collapse and I would masturbate.

I brought a recording device to the Hole and would rape my victims while the destruction of 9/11 played in the background.

It had been an amazing event, one that had radically changed my life, given me a true sense of happiness, because it gave me ideas. When I was killing a toy, I was doing more than committing murder. I was being a terrorist, terrifying society, having parents impose curfews on their children, women afraid to walk alone at night, a general feeling of unease and fear from which I fed. It made me stronger, younger, it invigorated me, and the fear got me high. I loved looking at random faces on the street and seeing the fear in their eyes.

Their fear of me, and people like me.

We all worshipped 9/11 and considered it the highest of holy days. The day of destruction and terror, the end of an era. Pharmaceutical companies making it rich selling anti-anxiety drugs.

Elsa headed downstairs, followed by me then Henry and Otis. We went downstairs and approached the locked door to the torture room. Elsa pulled out her keys and unlocked the door, but she didn’t open it. The room was soundproofed so we heard nothing.

We were all on our toes, wondering what atrocity Elsa would reveal when she swung the door open. Would it be just be mutilated corpses, artfully decorating the room, or would there be living victims to rape? I started getting hard imagining what was coming up. I felt my skin flush, and my heart start to pound faster and faster in anticipation.

Elsa opened the door and we all stared inside. There were three nude women in the room, all hogtied and chained up in metal cages that hung from the ceiling. On the floor were a crossbow and a lot of arrows. I grabbed it. “I get first shot.”

I decided to aim for the one in the middle. I pulled the bow back as far as I could and aimed for her thigh. I didn’t just aim for it; I envisioned the arrow tearing into her thigh, creating a cascade of blood and a massive amount of physical suffering. You have to picture things to make them happen, for them to be real. I concentrated on my breathing and fired.

Direct hit!

Her mouth was duct-taped but we could hear her cries of agony underneath. A torrent of blood leaked from her thigh, soaking the cage, splashing the wall behind her. She convulsed in pain and agony, her convulsions restricted by the tight metal cage that imprisoned her.

I wanted to play with the wound and make the pain worse and asked Elsa what she had around that we could use. She suggested taking a long nail and heating it until it was red hot, and then inserting it into the wound.

Elsa left, went over to the supply room and returned with a foot-long pin and a blowtorch, which she handed to me. We both smiled.

The room was extremely bright. There were fluorescent lights everywhere, keeping the room intensely hot. The girls were like chickens cooking in an oven. The women were all nude and sweaty.

I walked over and unlocked the cage, pulling the piece of meat out by the chain wrapped around her neck. Her leg was bleeding profusely, and the floor was soaked. She was totally helpless to fight against me. I grabbed the arrow and shoved it deeper into the wound, then started shoving it in and out, penetrating her with it like I was fucking her. The flesh tore and the wound got bigger and tears ran down her face. She was in her early twenties and quite attractive, despite the makeup smeared all over her face. I gave her a quick slap. It pissed me off when bitches like this put on black eyeliner and cry and look like clowns with that shit dripping down their face. I slapped her again in disgust, much harder this time. I shoved her against the wall. “Do you want me to take that arrow out of your leg? Just nod your filthy little head to say yes.”

She adamantly shook her head in the affirmative. Instead I just shoved it in further and moved it around, tearing up her inner leg muscles, watching her squirm in hysterics. Finally, as slowly as I could I jerked the arrow out. I went back over to the others.

“Why didn’t you shoot her up the cunt?” asked Henry.

“Shut the fuck up, you can do what the fuck you want, I wanted to nail her thigh. It’s a big fucking muscle. Do you know how much it hurts to get your thigh gouged? Let me take the duct tape off her mouth and you will hear a bitch screaming in pain like you’ve never heard before. I know what I’m doing. Tonight is going to be hell for her. Tonight and maybe the next few days. But If I want to keep her alive so I can fuck her and keep hurting her I need to cauterize her leg or she’ll bleed out.” I turned on the blowtorch and started heating up the pin, but quickly stopped.

“I need a glove or something, I’m going to burn my hand.” Elsa, as always, was prepared, and pulled a pair of thick shearing gloves out of her back pocket. She handed them to me and said, “Have fun” with a mischievous smile.

I put on the gloves and blowtorched that nail until it was glowing red, and then I shoved it into her wound. She hadn’t moved much until then but as soon as the red-hot nail penetrated her body she bounced away in shock, slamming into the wall, and then she started flipping over and over. We could hear the sizzling of the meat as the flesh coalesced into a monstrous wound.

We were all laughing. “Why isn’t someone filming this?”

Otis took out his cell phone and came over and started taking pictures.

“Put your cock in her leg hole and fuck it! Come on! It will be a great tape.”

I thought about that, and the idea really started to turn me on. But I needed to freebase cocaine before fucking so I suggested we leave the hostages alone for a while and go get geeked out.

Elsa spoke up. “We don’t have to go anywhere, I have a pipe in my pocket.” She pulled it out, heated the glass pipe for several seconds, then put the lighter right on the crack and inhaled. I grabbed the pipe from her and took two blasts. Before I could even exhale I was high in the sky, my mind blown. Suddenly there was a furious storm in the room and a roaring and ringing in my head, and I felt my head expand and try to float off like a balloon. I felt the blood rush to my genitals and I was turned on real good. I gave the bitch a kick in the jaw then tackled her. I pulled my pants down and pulled my cock out. “Look at it, you fucking whore I’m going to fuck you where no woman has ever been fucked before. It will be total pleasure for me, total pain for you, because you are filthy and you deserve to fucking suffer!” I slapped her again, enraged at this piece of garbage.

I stared with lust at the bleeding hole in her leg and I positioned myself to thrust into her. It was awkward but felt amazing, her tight leg muscles squeezing my cock to supreme satisfaction. She went absolutely berserk with pain as my cock helped tear her leg open even wider. The look in her eyes was so amazing I almost came in a split second. It was a combination of fear, horror, disgust, pain, and self-pity. It just made me thrust harder and in only seconds I had ejaculated into her ugly wound.

I put the gloves back on and heated up the pin and starting poking it into the hole.

Henry was getting impatient. “I want my turn!”

“Fuck you, be patient.”

“Fuck that!” he said, grabbing the crossbow and picking up one of the dozens of arrows that were laid out on the floor, on display.

I was a holy terror. Nobody knew who I was but everybody lived in fear of the boogeyman. Communities were terrified. People didn’t trust each other. People were afraid of my very existence. I was the ultimate horror—the serial killer next door, the killer down the dark street. But they didn’t suspect me because I kept up my appearances and kept my garden trimmed and even hosted local parties. By local, I meant the sparse group of people who lived nearest to my house. I never saw them except at these gatherings. I looked long and hard to find a house as deserted as mine.

I was considered a responsible member of the community. I did live in an area that was mostly barren, but I made sure to have lots of normal friends who did normal things like get drunk and cheat on their wives. And I partied with them, sometimes sold them some drugs, and fit in perfectly. I was even friends with some of the local law enforcement agents.

I would also join the hunts when a child went missing. It’s such a rush to be among the search community, patiently awaiting someone to discover what I had left behind for the world to see. I played with the body at the future crime scene, framed body parts to make artistic statements. There were a lot of such searches in my area, and I always was a reliable member of the team. It was such an erotic rush and a power trip, especially when I was smoking pot and crack the whole time. I got to be there to see how everyone reacted to the mess I’d made. The art I’d sculpted. If it wasn’t art, why did they photograph it in such detail, and document every little bit, and film the crime scene to see if the killer returned? And I always did return to the scene of the crime at one point or another, and then I’m there, right below their line of sight, the killer who is so close to them that they can’t see him. Those were the people I terrorized. When the search party would gather around the body I would celebrate in glee, knowing I made this whole fucking thing possible. I shoved a tree branch deep up her ass just to shock everyone. My art spoke to them: Fucking go home and blow your fucking head off.

Getting away with the crime, toying with law enforcement agents, reading about yourself in the newspapers, that is even better than the crime itself sometimes. I was so obviously God, so obviously in control, so obviously superior, it was a great head rush that flushed my cheeks. And my search group of 4 one time actually discovered the body, right where I had left it. The other three guys all vomited, and I just pretended to be sick, but if I was sick with anything it was happiness. 

Henry stood up on the couch, clutching a video, which he waved around the room.

“I’m first, I got the greatest video I have ever made. This one will blow you pussy motherfuckers out of the water and you will know who is the true king of murder and chaos. I’m the Orson Welles of snuff. You’ll be studying this one. You’re never going to forget what you are about to see, it will be burned into your brain forever, I am the ultimate artist and this video will fuck you all up!”

”Stop showboating, your last snuff was a piece of shit, I bet you couldn’t even sell that piece of shit. You’re more like the Ed Wood of Snuff movies.”

“That’s all the past, this tape is the fucking future of entertainment. Let’s get fucked up and watch it!”

“Everybody’s already fucked up.”

“We got to do one thing first. I got needles and Everclear. We mix a shot of Everclear with some meth and shoot that shit the fuck up!”

Elsa thought that was a great idea and we started preparing.

Tonight was epic. In a true state of delirium and abandon I would see the worst sights of the worst things that have ever happened in human history. We were going to see something phenomenal, sensational, something that gave me shivers down my spine and made my dick hard and my heart beat accelerate and my face flush. I loved art, I loved to watch brutal death, and I was a big fan of Henry’s past videos, except for the shit eating parts. That was not my thing. Humans are filthy and so are their waste products. Revolting. But shocking in a good way, a way to make your heart skip a beat, make you forget to breathe for a moment, as you take in the shock of the terror. I wanted to see people in pain, I loved the things they did and said when they were being exposed to tremendously cruel and brutal mutilation and violence. Henry was a true artist, unrecognized but a genius nonetheless. I was in a state of ecstasy thinking of watching what he had recorded. It had been many months since I had seen his last video, and despite what Otis said, it has stuck with me to this day.

We had our traditions though. The night started with us watching 9/11/2001 footage. We cheered as the planes crashed into the buildings, cheered as people (more than 200 total) jumped thousands of feet to their certain death, cheered as the buildings tumbled from mammoth structures to dust. The beauty of the giant dust cloud barreling its way down the street like the ultimate predator, swallowing everything in its path. The massive mushroom-like billows of smoke pouring out of the foundation to pollute this wretched earth. We watched it and we loved it. Otis would jerk off furiously and time his masturbation so that he could cum as the second tower fell. Getting high, watching the destruction put us in a magical state of thrall where anything was possible and there were no moralistic consequences. A beautiful world of destruction, death, pollution.

I would never forget that wonderful day that caused so many tears and so much distress and pain. It was like waking up in Heaven. Right there, on the television, was this fucking shitty world collapsing around me. It was total chaos, anarchy, revolution. I got high off all the panic it caused. People were terrified. Rumors of biological warfare, mass deaths, the smashing of the Pentagon, that pitiful limp sign of power. Envelopes of mysterious white powder appearing in politicians’ mailboxes. It was glorious, and it was liberating, and it changed who I am today. When it happened I first fully embraced my dark side. Here was death and mayhem and plane crashes and I loved every fucking second of it.

We all did. September 11, 2001 is a special day in all of our hearts, a day that bound us together spiritually. For one day, we took over reality and exposed it for what it was, an ugly mess with people jumping thousands of feet to their explosive deaths, the bodies bursting and becoming flattened.

That night we watched our 9/11 tapes, and some new snuff movies. I watched a lot of people die that night. Watching murders is unlike anything except watching pornography. I loved pornography. In fact, that night I left early to go home and watch porn and masturbate. I ended up masturbating six times. My penis was raw, red, scabbed, and bloody by the end of the night. When I masturbated, I always looked at my collection of the driver’s licenses I have taken as souvenirs from women I had killed. These kept me turned on all the time. My pornography collection and my trophies were the greatest, most magical things I owned.

Sometimes she let me drive the police car. I gained magical powers when she allowed this. I had a uniform and a badge and gun and rope. We were driving once when we found a woman walking around in a ripped dress, in a daze. Elsa let me drive and take lead and she always videotaped what we did. I grabbed the skinny young strung-out girl. "Are you okay? We're the police and we are here to help. Did someone hurt you? We better put you in the car to keep you safe." I take her in the backseat of the car. "Who did this and were they armed? I better handcuff you for safety. No put your hands behind your back. Perfect. I am going to put you on your stomach. Tell me if you have trouble breathing."

Finally she spoke out. “I can't breathe in this position. Why do you have to cuff me? There are dangerous killers out there! Help me!”

"Don't worry about it, we are used to situations like these. You'll be okay. But I have bad news. "

I groped her breasts and squeezed them hard. "We're bad fucking people. You never want to be around someone like me. I'm bad news and you're fucked. " I started grinding into her. “You think you just escaped your death, don’t you, cunt? You just walked into it. This isn't your night, bitch. Here, take some LSD, things won't seem real. I am going to put six hits in your mouth.” Elsa walked over while I went through her purse until I found a wallet. “Janice McMartin. You're 25. Nice.”

Elsa returned to the car and started prodding Janice in the ribs with her nightstick. “Who the fuck did this and where is he?”

“A bunch of men in business suits kidnapped my friends and I and took us to a shed to rape us! They’re out there, and they are going to kill my friends!”

Elsa turned to me. “You wait here and take care of her while I go find these sons of bitches. She walked off, police issued pistols in each hand. I pounced on Janice and bit her entire ear off. I chomped down on it and shook my head like a dog with a piece of meat fighting another dog in some shit hole garbage dump, and the organ came off with one hard twist. Immediately an enormous amount of blood erupted out of her head and sprayed into the air. For the first time, she started screaming. Gagging, I spat her ear out. Then I got all close up to her, so close our eyes were almost touching. I put my hands around her neck and mouth to shut her the fuck up.

“Open your eyes all the way and look into my eyes. You’ll lose your other ear if you look away.” A tear spilled down her cheek. “You’re looking into the face of death, the face of your worst nightmare, whatever you just came from, whatever just happened to you, that is nothing prepared to what is going to happen. You see, I’m a spider, and my partner and I have been building a web this evening. And tonight we caught you and that means you’re the spider’s dinner tonight. There’s nothing I can say to console you except that the human body can only take so much and sooner or later you will give up and you will die, escaping me. Hold onto that thought, because it is the only thing you have left to cling to.”

I started licking the gaping wound that was her ear hole even as it managed to blast blood out at a furious rate. Since she was face down with her hands cuffed behind her back, all I had to do was pull the handcuffs up high to twist and contort her body and cause her tremendous pain. If I pulled enough those little fuckers would snap like twigs. Fuck it, I thought and shoved her hands up as far as they could go behind her back. I heard a satisfying series of cracks as her shoulders and upper arms fractured.. I covered her mouth to suppress the screams.

A succession of bullet shots, maybe nine or ten, went off close by. Elsa had found the predators.

Now that the girl was in maximum pain, I decided to rape her. I wanted her to truly feel misery; it was my gift to her and the rest of the fucking human race, which I created.

But Elsa’s powerful hands grabbed my shoulders and pulled me out of the car.

Elsa looked like she had won the lottery. “You gotta see what I got.” She navigated her way with a flashlight and I followed. Soon we were outside a small shack, maybe a meth lab, who knew? Elsa kicked the door opened, gun pointing, and as the door banged inward, I realized we had stumbled upon something way out of the ordinary. There were 3 dead men in suits with fresh bullet wounds in their foreheads from Elsa’s deadly accurate shots.

Chained up, naked, beaten, bruised, their heads shaved, were two young ladies. They were in abject terror but I could see they looked relieved. They thought we were there to save them. Not at all. The women both had gags in their mouth but otherwise they were struggling. Elsa slapped one in the face hard enough to create a bright angry red imprint of a hand on the girl’s cheek, and immediately there was dead silence. Both girls stopped moaning and pleading and struggling, realizing they had been thrown from the fucking frying pan into the fire.

The desperate looks in their wild runny eyes. I went over to the younger one and began licking her face, getting my saliva everywhere, getting turned on as I sickened her. Her revulsion got me off and I was hot and ready to blow like volcano. I reached to unbuckle my belt when Elsa grabbed me and said, “Not here. Let’s get them back to the car, then to a secure location where we can have some privacy, so we can have a fun time and party with these bitches. I’m going to make them hurt each other.” Then she began bludgeoning them with a tree branch as thick as a baseball bat.

Elsa, who was big and strong, untied them both and held them over her shoulder as she walked to the car. Each time one of the girls struggled, Elsa responded with a sharp elbow to the jaw, which served to shut her up.

The bitch in the car had somehow gotten out and was running around in a circle. Her hands were still cuffed and blood still leaked out of her empty ear socket. I dove and tackled her, knocking her unconscious, and I could feel her right wrist snap. Elsa had opened the trunk and was dumping her bitches into it while I threw mine in the back seat. We got in the car and drove to Elsa’s home, and we dragged them to one of the torture rooms. We tortured them for 9 hours.

We chose one and dropped her mutilated corpse on an elementary school playground, right on the baseball field, in the center, on the pitcher’s mound. A shocked 3rd grade class and their elderly teacher discovered the body, according to the paper. The school had had to order psychologists for the traumatized students subjected to the grisly sight of a nude woman’s corpse cut into six pieces. We arranged her so her arms were where her legs should be, and her legs were sticking out of her shoulders. We put the head about 10 feet away, as if it was attached to the body by a long invisible neck. It was a beautiful thing that we created. We had just killed this one woman, but we secondarily traumatized a whole classroom of children by our public posing of the corpse. The second one was bisected, burned, broken and bashed. We left her inside of a Church. We put her upper half on a statue of jesus. It took them an hour to find the second half, which was rotting away in the confessional next to a used condom and an empty dimebag of white powder heroin, aka China White, a substance as lethal as a machine gun.

But when I got home I fell into a deep depression. Was this all there was? I wanted to kill someone. I was still starving. I still had the need. I wanted to sleep and could not. I spent the next few days in bed, just trying to sleep, unable to get out from beneath the safety of the covers. Until the Hole called to me.

Being near the Hole reassured me, and feeling safe, I went inside. I went to the attic, expecting to find a corpse or two, and was surprised beyond belief to find a living tied-up captive. I had taken her a week ago, stripped her, shackled her to the bathroom door, and left her there. I had completely forgotten about her. She had been using the corner of the room as a toilet. I had not abused her at all yet. She was fresh and nice and clean and I was going to get my hands dirty. I went through her purse and located her driver’s license.

“You just turned 21, happy birthday, Janine Hunter.”

She had skin colored tights, a mini-skirt, and a half-shirt that revealed a lot of cleavage. She was gorgeous. I wanted to take the gag out of her mouth to see if she looked pretty crying and begging but didn’t want to bother with noise. I bashed the top of her head with a hammer, just to keep her subdued. She slumped, half conscious. A tiny spray of crimson erupted from the wound, causing blood to run down her flesh.

“I won’t do that again, as long as you obey me and don’t try to fuck with me or escape or get help. Do you understand?”

She nodded her head slowly. I laid her out on her back, intending to cuff her arms and legs spread-eagle to metal rings I had nailed to the floor so I could have my way with her. But she fought back. I had smashed her in the head with a hammer and yet she still tried to fight me. She grunted in primal rage. I was impressed. She scratched at my face, kicked me, slammed her hip and elbow into me. I shoved her down and kicked her under the jaw as hard as I could, snapping her head back and flinging her backwards on the floor, a trail of blood spraying from her mouth. It was like I was punting a football.

Lying on her back, helpless, she tried to kick me. She was not going to give up. I ran up and kicked her in the ribs, hearing a couple shatter, even seeing one bust open and poke through her skin, sticking out like an odd appendage, blood spewing out. I retreated to catch my breath, yet she still lay there kicking, swinging her one free arm. I had never seen someone fight back like this, but clearly I had won. This time it was easy to spread her legs open and cuff each one to bolts on the floor. Then I did her free arm. I looked down at her, and she was still struggling, trying to put up a fight. Futile.

Airplanes crashed in my head. Nuclear bombs detonated in my body. The whole room was shaking, pulsating as if it were a breathing entity. Blood ran down all four walls and leaked out of my computer. Everything was swimming. I was underwater, covertly stalking my prey, unseen, swimming and swimming and flying and flying.

I got up and stared at her beautiful battered body. I had never been so turned on in my life. I had to have her, then destroy her so no one else could ever have her or possess her, so I would be the final man with whom she ever got intimate. She was mine and I would own her soul for eternity.

Her legs were spread wide open. I cut and ripped off her miniskirt and tights and panties so that I could see her cunt, then I tore off her shirt. She was not wearing a bra. Naked, she was beautiful, almost perfect. But I would change all that for this miserable cunt.

I went over to my workstation and dumped the crack out on a CD cover.

I opened one of the drawers and got out my pipe. I ripped off a huge chunk of crack and shoved it into the homemade pipe, grabbed one of my lighters and took a hit. BOOM! The room was spinning. I stood up and took down my pants. I walked over to Janine and began masturbating inches away from her face. I stared at her private parts and before I knew what was happening my whole body was shaking and I was having the most intense orgasm of my life. My cum flew into her face and hair. I slapped her semen-slimed face, then squeezed her cheeks as hard as I could. I could feel her trying to resist. I wiped my hands off on her arm and slapped her again.

“Just stay right there, I have some work to do.”

It was Heaven in the Hole.

I cleaned myself up but did not get dressed. I got in front of the computer to watch some footage I had filmed of the local junior high school’s girl’s volleyball team practices. I shot the footage from a high-powered lens that let me stay hundreds of feet away yet capture footage so accurate I could see their panties as they bent over and study the way the underwear tightly covered their little asses. I found the one I wanted and started watching. But the fucking bitch in the room started slamming her legs and arms, shaking the chains and making a loud racket.

“Shut the fuck up, cut it the fuck out!”

She just thrashed harder. I grabbed the hammer and then stopped. I wanted to try her at least once while she was still alive, so I put my hands around her neck and choked until she fell unconscious, which occurred right as I came all over myself. I stared at the imprints of my fingers around her burning-red swollen neck, which contrasted with slightly bluish lips.

Now that she was unconscious I climbed on top of her to get to know her body inside and out. I was there for maybe an hour before she awoke in terror. But she stared at me, not with defeat in her eyes, but anger. I was furious! I grabbed her neck and began shaking her head while choking her. I stopped and slapped her a few more times.

“Don’t fucking look at me like that or I’ll cut your eyes out and pour vinegar in the sockets. Motherfucker, bitch!”

I punched her in the stomach, hard, and her whole body shook. That seemed to take the fight out of her, and when I looked again into her eyes they just stared at me in this unthinking blank look, like she was dead. There was no more anger, no more anything. Victory was mine. I put my hands around her neck until I smelled shit and she stopped breathing.

I loved alcohol. Sometimes the only cure for my depression was not heroin, or cocaine, or pills, or even marijuana, but alcohol. I kept my house stocked with all types of alcohol. I had wine, champagnes, and dozens of twelve packs in a special fridge I kept in the basement. I had vodka, and hard cider, and Jim Beam and Jack Daniels. I liked Jim and Jack the best. They brought that buzz on and they brought it on hard. Alcohol lit up my sex drive and that is why I constantly consumed it.

When I woke up the next day, I knew it was going to be a drinking day. I had a couple of beers for breakfast, then got dressed, deciding I wanted to drink in a bar, where I could talk to other people. Better yet, I would go to a strip club. There, they practically pored the liquor down your throat.

They made money keeping us drunk, and I’d often end up paying extra for a special dance or even a lap dance or even a trip to a private room for a blowjob. I stared at pussy and drank margarita after margarita. I got angry. I wanted to fuck these bitches.

Drunk beyond belief, I drove home, dinging the car when I strafed a street sign, then went in, changed, then drove to Viktoria’s house. I called her on the cell phone. “Get ready, I’m coming over.”

“Oh no, have I been bad?”

“I want you to think about what I am going to do to you, and I want you to cry. OK.”

“Please don’t hurt me too bad.”

“Don’t worry, tonight I’m filled with good intentions. I just want to be with you. But if you get out of line, I will punish you.”

“Would it anger you if I got out of line?”

“Not in a good way. I need you there to listen to me, I have to talk, and I’ll fucking hurt you worse than normal if you’re bad, and I will mutilate you, cut up your face with a coat hanger. The scars will last forever. Even past your death. They’ll be visible on your corpse.”

“Yes, master.”

“Good, very good. I need to focus on driving so I’m going to go, have some booze and drugs prepared for me”.

“Yes, master.”

“Are you fucking being sarcastic?”

“No, no, I promise not.”

“I fucking promise I’ll put a hurt on you if you’re fucking with me. I’ll twist your arm behind your back and fucking snap the motherfucker. I want you to be outside your house, in the middle of the street, when I show up.”

I hung up the phone and drove until I saw her standing in the street a few houses down from her house so that she was standing under a big light so I could see her. I drove past her and parked in her driveway and she came running over. We kissed, passionately, then I yanked her hair and said,

“Tonight you be good, bitch.”

“Yes, I’m so sorry, did I offend you?”

I manhandled her to the door of her house and busted my way in.

“Children, it’s fucking bed time!” I screamed.

They were scared of my voice and I could hear them scurrying like rats to get to their little rooms and pretended to sleep.

“Children, children, it’s all right, it’s bed time though.”

She offered me a glass of red wine then got on her hands and knees and began groveling at my feet.

“How can I help you, master?”

“Strip. Slowly. To just your bra and panties. Are you wearing panties?”

She nodded “Yes.”

“OK, leave them on, and leave on the bra, and take everything else off, and do it sexy.”

She was only 25, but had 6 kids, She had been pregnant on and off since she was thirteen, when her uncle got her pregnant. Sometimes I would pretend I was her uncle, molesting her. It was one of my favorite games.

“You can stop groveling, you can sit on the couch next to me when you’re done stripping. Do you have any drugs on you, and some more booze?”

“I’ve got Percocet and pot and klonopin and some of my son’s Adderall and one little gram of coke I’ve been hiding.”

“Get me fucked up. More fucked up, that is.”

She brought me pills and a Kahlua based drink she claims she invented to wash the pills down with. Then she lit up a joint.

“Is there fucking tobacco in that joint?”

“No sir, I promise.”

“I can tell, I’m going to be mad as hell if you are lying to me.”

I took a hit.

“You’re lucky you told me the truth.” I finished the joint and had her light up another. She brought out her weed kit, then lit the incense for the sake of the kids. She dumped out a bunch of weed, put it through a grinder, than began rolling joints. As soon as she was done with one she passed it to me and went back to rolling.

We had met in rehab.

“You’re my fucking slave. I own you. There’s nothing you can do about it. A restraining order won’t stop me, nothing will, I am here for the rest of your life and I will decide when life ends.”

“No, sir, I would never get a restraining order.”

I picked her off her seat and began shoving her around, pushing her this way and that, shaking her and shaking her, and then I threw her to the floor.

“Get up.”

She got up.

“Get dressed, go pick up a guy and bring him back here. Find some drunk at a bar. I’ll be waiting here. When you get him back here, I’m going to kill him, and you’re going to help me. Or maybe I’ll make you do it. Let you do it.”

She looked down.

“I don’t know about that. What if no guy is interested in me?”

“Don’t fucking fish for compliments, everybody who sees you wants to fuck you. Now go bring me back a motherfucker to kill.”

“You don’t want me to bring back a girl for you instead? Or maybe a couple?”

I smiled.

“I like the way you think. Yeah, try to pick up a couple of swingers. We torture and kill the guy and then spend the next few days raping the bitch, destroying her. Can you do this?”

“I will do my best.”

“Can you do that?”

“Yes, I will bring back a couple for you. Just give me a couple of hours.”

Since I had a bag of coke in my pocket I got high while I waited.

She got dressed and ready to go out. She was stunning, an angel, a shiny red apple with a rotten worm in the middle, poisoning her. I dumped out the coke on a Slayer CD and began breaking the large rock into smaller, smokable pieces.

“I’ll be back soon, bearing gifts.”

I took a hit as she left, and began going through her drawers. I found her journal, and it had a key on the cover. I immediately opened it and started to read it. This was the clue! The key to my freedom! I had found it! Victory would soon be mine!

I started to read:

“DON’T READ THIS. THIS IS NOT MEANT FOR YOU.”

That was the first line.

“On The Nature of Universe Building” read the next line. I dropped the book in shock, realizing what I had stumbled upon. This was it! The secret I had planted, that would show me how to destroy and re-create the world and all “life!” I was no longer trapped in this miserable existence! I immediately forgot about Viktoria. I grabbed the notebook and went back to my seat on the couch next to the coke. I took another hit, and started reading.

“Hello there, me. You finally found the book? How long did it take? I know, you want some explanations. You’re right about a lot of things, because I put those thoughts in your (our) mind, but I also filled you with distractions. I am God. I created the universe. I created all matter, all life, all light, all black holes. And I even created you (me). Well, not yet, but when I am done writing this I am going to wipe my mind clean and wake up as a clueless you. Do you understand that so far?

“I’m the reason you kill. I have already programmed my future self (you) and have given you the urge to kill and hurt and terrorize. So presumably you’re a fucking serial killer.

“Is everything clear so far?

“Let me prove myself. I will tell you stuff about you (me) that only we know. Stuff that has not happened yet, but I have programmed you to do these things at the right time. When you were seven, you lit your parents’ home on fire. You killed your first animal at age five. A neighborhood stray cat. You tortured it and murdered it and never told anyone. But I know, because we’re the same. I know you think about fires a lot, because I programmed you to. Am I right? Do I know you (me)? Are you convinced this is the real thing?”

“Yes” I shouted out loud. I orgasmed in my pants, simply ejaculated out of nowhere. I had discovered my other and received my message.

“UNDERSTAND THIS: I programmed the whole world. I know all about you because I wrote, produced, directed the movie you are starring in. That I am starring in. Most people are morons, they would never understand this concept, and they believe any bullshit the media spoonfeeds to their feeble fucking sheep minds. They accept unreal reality as reality when they have no fucking clue. But you know I made sure you do understand by implanting a time-released memory chip that will lead you to all of this knowledge.

“Since I created the whole world, I know the future. You are in a club with three members. In order to get the instruction book with the secrets of the universe and how to re-make it, you must kill all three of them, and you will find a disc inside the brain of one of them. You will put it into a computer and from there you’ll be able to remake the world. You might think I should apologize for this horror I have put you (us) through, but it was simply an amusing experiment. And God does not apologize. You can make the new world any way you want, and you can make yourself king. And you don’t have to wipe your memory this time.”

Could I truly manipulate and make and control the future? Apparently, yes.

“Do you know what you need to do?”

That was the last line in the book. I finished the coke, and took off, not caring that I was giving up an opportunity for a triple murder.

I got home and sat on the couch and drank beer and just started thinking. Eventually I got out a notebook and began taking notes. The phone kept ringing but I knew who it was and didn’t need her anymore.

Tomorrow I would kill all three. Tonight, I was going to commit a home invasion and massacre a family. I love home invasions. So full of surprises, and choices, and you really get to learn things about yourself. You don’t really know yourself until you know how you would behave in that situation. I knew myself better than everyone else knew themselves, because I had gone to the extremes to test my personality and character. The main goal was to kill the three fuckheads and find the computer chip in one of their heads. But before that, before I left this world for good, I had one more thing to. Namely, commit a home invasion and murder a family I had been studying.

The advantage of a home invasion is surprise. You catch the whole family, relaxing, peaceful, without weapons. The disadvantages—you are on enemy territory. You are on unfamiliar territory. You don’t know what they’ll have for weapons.

But tonight I was going to be entering a large house I had never been in before. I had been studying it for weeks, and had started to learn the routines of the various family members. I picked them because I saw Mom in the supermarket with 3 kids and she was still so beautiful, just surrounded by ugly crying monsters. I just knew I wanted to destroy them. Every bad thing that had even been wished on me, I would do to them. I’d love to kill their families, friends, neighbors, pets, anyone who has ever met them. That is what it is to truly eliminate a person. Murder his existence and his memory. Take out anyone who has even glimpsed the motherfucker. I would just kill this one family, and it would work to put the whole community into fear.

One of the kids sometimes would sneak out his window and jump into the backyard, and the alarm never went off, so I knew how I would get inside the house. I was full of anticipation, having no idea how much blood I would spill, how much screaming I would hear, how many rapes and sexual assaults would I commit. Would I torture the kids or just execute them quickly? Rape them pre- or post-mortem? All would be revealed when I scaled the wall and jumped into the open window.

I was dressed in all black with a black ski mask and nightscope goggles, packing two handguns and an UZI submachine gun. I got close to the window and listened. From far away I could hear the TV blaring, some bullshit news propaganda show brainwashing all these ignorant assholes. But I heard no people nearby, so I jumped into the room. There were toys, baseball cards, comic books, posters of some new terrible band I had never heard before. There were socks and underwear lying about. He was a messy little fuck. I tiptoed to his door, which was open, and peaked out into the hallway. I saw no one but heard voices.

They were all together, the five of them, watching TV. This would be so easy. First thing is take down your biggest threat, which was the father, then knock the mother unconscious so I could tie up the kids, and by the time she was conscious I could rape her in front of her helpless kids, who I would then kill—I would slit their throats so hard I’d decapitate the little fucking bastards. With a primal atavistic scream I jumped into their living room, surprising and confusing and terrifying them all.

“Everyone take off all your clothes now or all the men in the room get castrated. Do it! Now!”

There were screams from everyone.

The wife tried to reason with me. “Please, sir, what do you want? We’ll give you what you want if you don’t harm us.”

I backhanded her. “Fuck that! You are going to give me exactly what I want and all I want is to hurt you. Your only choice is in how brutal I shall be. So do what I say or I will FUCKING HURT YOU! Clothes off!

This time they obeyed, and they all undressed with their eyes staring at the floor, trying not to see too much, trying not to see the rest of the family humiliated and nude.

Soon I had the kids all hog-tied, hands and feet tied together behind their backs, while the husband lay semiconscious, recovering from me bashing his head with a hammer I had grabbed it at the scene. I found it in the living room, and the woman was lying on the floor, rocking back and forth as blood pooled around her head, and I grabbed her and said, “Next time, you listen to me. See what happens if you don’t.”

Then, just to fucking scare them, I shot the husband/father in the legs three times with a handgun that blew them into pieces. I was using an extremely powerful handgun with bullets that exploded on impact, leaving unrecognizable pieces of what had once been flesh. I pointed the gun at the family members but put it back down, knowing I would not need to use it on them..

I grabbed the woman and fondled her tits, ass and pussy, commanding the rest of the family to watch. Her husband struggled, swinging his arms.

“No, please don’t watch, don’t do this in front of them.”

“Fuck that. If not every single one of them watches this whole thing, if anyone looks away even for a second I’m gouging out your eyes and their eyes. So if you love this cunt, and you like having working eyeballs, you better watch all this, and don’t ever fucking look away!”

“No, please don’t watch!”

“Honey, we have to, he’ll blind you if we don’t watch. Maybe if we do what he says he’ll be satisfied and go without killing anybody.”

“I am begging you, please don’t look. I’d rather lose my eyes!”

“And me and the kids, you want us to be blinded too?”

“This will destroy them!”

“Shut the fuck up, all of you!” I climbed on top of her and started licking her face and trying to shove my tongue deep down her throat. She resisted, but her broken arm was hurting her too much for her to be effective.

“Take off your shirt and bra and dress or I rape your son instead of you.”

One of the little boys started crying and she did what I said, of course. But she tried to take everything off too fast.

“Hey, give me some romance, make me hard, do a striptease, baby, peel those clothes off nice and slow and remember to keep bending over so I can check out your ass.

“But my arm—”

“But my arm!” I mocked her. “Do it!”

She struggled to get that green shirt off. She was in so much pain and I could see the pressure being put on the broken part of her arm. She finally got it off.

“I’ll help,” I said as I tore her bra off, revealing a pair of very shapely breasts. Tits that would look nice mounted on a wall, or floating in a big pot of soup. I immediately grabbed them and massaged them and sucked on them, watching her family, glancing at them every few seconds to make sure they were watching. The kids were horrified and I was the horror show. This wasn’t personal. It was a crime against the world, a crime against humanity, a crime against conformity, a crime against inferior, arbitrary and hypocritical moral principles.

The husband started begging me. “Please stop, do what you want to me but leave them alone!”

“Look, asshole, don’t take this personally. This is about me, not you. So just stay quiet!”

“But you—”

“Sorry you don’t have a cunt, you’re useless to me,” I said then fired another shot at his already damaged right kneecap. He screamed in pain, the wife flinched, the children cried. I was God again, in total control, total power.

“Take off the fucking socks, whore!” I said, giving her a hard slap that left her face red and swelling.

“All right little fucks, it’s your turn. Tell me your names and ages, starting with you.

“I’m Callie, I’m 15” said the eldest daughter.

“You.”

“I’m Scott, I’m 13. My brother Stephen is 7.”

“What, he can’t fucking talk? Did I tell you to give me his information? No. I just wanted YOUR name and YOUR age. Take a look at your sister. Look at her! Look at her tits! You like them, don’t you? Do you want to fuck your sister, little shit?”

“No!”

I punched him in the neck. “Too fucking bad.”

I untied/uncuffed the two older siblings. “Now go suck on her tits. Put her nipples in your mouth, and bite them, then lick them.”

He hesitated.

“No!”

The father chimed in. “You sick freak!”

I walked over to the little kid and shot him in the head.

There was a moment of silence then screaming and yelling.

“No! No! No!”

I waited for them to quiet down, then fired the gun in the wife’s direction. “Shut the fuck up! Now you know who the fuck is in charge, and what the stakes are, so you are going to do what the fuck I say from now on. Scott, go lick your sister’s tits right the fuck now!”

He slowly stumbled forward, his head down.

“I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.”

“You’re forgiven but you get no more chances to fuck up!”

Then he was sucking on her tiny growing breasts, playing with the nipples the way I asked.

“Now kiss her on the mouth. A big open mouthed tongue kiss.”

“Please don’t make me do this. What do you want?”

“For you to kiss your sister. Look at you, you pervert. Everyone look. He has an erection! This kid is a sick freak. Let me go check if Callie’s pussy is wet too!”

I grabbed Callie and shoved several fingers up her vagina, which had just a slight trace of pubic hair. She was so tight, I felt wonderful and began grinding against her.

“This bitch is sopping wet. This little whore is loving this shit too! You sick fucking freaks!”

The husband completely changed his composure, almost transforming into another person. He began speaking, but he wasn’t consciously thinking. He was like a robot or something. I didn’t understand, maybe this was Fate. He began speaking of things he knew nothing about—he was possessed and someone was speaking through him. 

“It’s in Henry’s head,” said the husband. “The instructions are real simple. You don’t have to kill anymore. Tomorrow you’re going to be a free man. Tomorrow you can be God again.”

I knew it. This confirmed what I had already learned earlier.

I shot the father in the head, then the mother, then the three kids. All shots to the head. All lethal. I was now surrounded by corpses.

With a blowtorch I found, I heated up a table leg I broke off until it was a burning torch, then walked around the house setting everything on fire, everything big and flammable, and finished by lighting all the curtains and the wooden floors on fire. Soon it was burning hot, and the furious sound of the fire drowned out everything.

I walked out of the house to my car and drove home. Unfortunately, I didn’t get there. Instead I got pulled over. Someone had seen me walk out of the burning house, get in my car, and drive off. This person reported me to authorities, and by the time they had arrested me and brought me to the police station, and fingerprinted me, and left me alone in a cell to rot, they had already discovered the murdered bodies in the house I burnt.

My whole world was spinning. How would I get to Henry and the contents of his head? I’d get a life sentence, and spend eternity trapped in this world.

“All right, here’s the deal. I don’t want a lawyer. I want to confess to my crimes. I killed the people in that house, and I have killed over two hundred people. Their bodies have not been discovered. I’ll take you to the graves, to the bodies, and show you were they are, and you can clear up dozens of missing persons cases. In return, no death penalty.”

“Tell you what,” said the Sheriff. “Let’s see if you’re full of shit or if you are telling the truth. Take us to one body dump site, just to show us some good faith, and then we will have this discussion.”

“I’m ready to go now.”

“Good, ’cause you don’t have a choice.” We left in a large group of police cars. I told the officer where to go, directing them into my territory so I could give them a show. Forty-five minutes later we reached the destination.

Elsa knew me well enough to know not to be there.

“Stop here!”

All the cars came to a stop, and everyone got out of their cars. There were about 20 people, and I had my hands and feet cuffed. I was the only one who knew I was in charge of this situation.

“Let me take a look around,” I said.

I walked over to a nearby tree and pulled out the detonator just where I had left it. I set it off, and the whole world exploded around me. Two of the cars burst into balls of flames and half the officers were incinerated immediately. With no one watching, and smoke hiding me, I found my lock pick kit and uncuffed myself. I looked around until I saw the corpse of a male cop about my size. His face had been blown off. I grabbed his gun, and quickly changed into his uniform. One officer saw me and approached but I shot him in the neck and chest and he just dropped. When I was dressed, I ran around and shot every survivor. It was easy. I got into one of the cars that had not been harmed. The key was in the ignition and the motor was running. I got in and drove off, in police officer’s uniform. I was heading to Elsa’s where I would shed some blood then become the true God I am. I would remake the universe.

But in the rear view mirror were lots of police cars. I didn’t know if I would make it inside Henry’s head. And until I could tear his head off and find the implant in his brain, I would be a slave in this miserable world.

I drove into Elsa’s driveway to find her standing there. I pointed a gun at her head. “Where the fuck is Henry?”

“He’s with your kids.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“Who do you think kidnapped your kids and fucked up your wife? We did. We’ve been torturing your kids for years. They live as Henry’s slaves.”

I fired the gun in her direction. “Give me his address!” I demanded, and she did. I shot her in the face six times, got back in the car and drove off, soon entering the freeway.

“Fuck it,” I thought, since none of this was real anyway. So when I hit 100 miles per hour, I sped through a busy intersection, not bothering to stop at the red light, and I felt the world shake as I smashed into the oncoming traffic. My car flipped about twenty times as I was torn apart. My body began to dissolve into the air, and soon I was mixed in with the whole universe, forever lost. But I had will, and would soon reign in terror over the universe as the God-Monster I am. I had created myself before and I will do it again.

 

____________________
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