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   INTERVENTION
 
    
 
    
 
   As the evening sun set outside, Father Nathan, the white haired, sixty-five-year-old priest of the local Catholic Church clutches the rosary in his right hand and his worn Bible in his left. Entering the young boy's bedroom, he wonders if the young nun beside him, Sister Sarah, is up for the task of assisting him on another exorcism. He looks over at her, noticing a lock of her blonde hair slightly sticking out of her habit. At twenty-five, Sister Sarah is beautiful, and anyone would say that, even a celibate priest. He'd never admit to having unnatural thoughts about her, but of course he had. The things he would do to her if he were allowed. He begins to get an erection, so he quickly changes his thought process back to the task at hand.
 
   "Are you ready, Sister?" he asks as he places his hand on the knob of the door.
 
   "I am, Father," she reluctantly responds.
 
   He looks at her, "Well then, let's go get rid of a demon."
 
   As they enter the room, they notice Junior, a fifteen year old young man tied securely to his bed in the center of the room. To his left is a nightstand, and on his right sitting in a chair, is his pregnant mother Michelle. Father Nathan nods at Michelle, and then looks over to the far left corner of the room where Junior's father, Sean, is standing, and gives him the same nod. Sean is tall, with gaunt features, and a beard on his cheeks that make him look more stern than worried. Like everyone in the room, he knows what has to be done. This nightmare has gone on long enough. It has to end. Tonight.
 
   Father Nathan opens his Bible and begins to read a passage from it. He removes a small bottle of holy water from his pocket and begins to splash it on Junior. He closes the Bible. "The power of Christ compels you to come out of this boy, demon!” he says.
 
   Junior looks up at him and laughs, responding, "Really, Father? Well, the power of Christ compels you to shut the fuck up!"
 
   Sister Sarah looks at Father Nathan. "What do we do now, Father?"
 
   Junior looks over at her, "I'll tell you what I'm going to do, Sister," He smiles. "When I get loose from here, I’m going to poke out your eyes and fuck the sockets nice and slow." He smiles as Sister Sarah stares at him in shock. "You'd like that wouldn't you, you dirty bitch?" He looks over at Father Nathan, "Or would you rather take my place, Father?"
 
   Father Nathan splashes on more holy water responding, "Tell me your name demon!"
 
   "My name is go fuck yourself!" says Junior, chuckling. With a sick, wet heave a crimson gout of frothy blood spews from his open mouth., splashing all over the nun. Sister Sarah runs from the room.
 
   Father Nathan looks down at Junior as he walks over to Michelle, who's crying uncontrollably. "God damn you, demon. God damn you to hell."
 
    
 
                 “We’re already there.” Junior responds. “Can't you smell the brimstone?”
 
   “I think a break is needed for now. Let's go in the hall and talk." Father Nathan says as he ushers the parents into the hall. The priest pulls the door shut behind him.
 
   Sean scratches his head, looking at Father Nathan. "What’s next?" he asks.
 
   "We keep trying. We just keep trying," says Father Nathan wearily.
 
   Sister Sarah continues to wipe the blood from her face. Michelle assists her.
 
   As they all stand in the hall, a knock is heard at the front door. The three exchange looks.
 
   "Are you expecting anyone?" ask Father Nathan.
 
   "No we're not. Are we, Sean?" Michelle glances at Sean with concern. She realizes this is not a good time for company.
 
   "No. I'll get rid of them." Sean says walking down the hall and toward the front door.
 
   Standing at the door, the knocks continue. "Who is it?" Sean asks.
 
   "I need to use your phone if I can." A woman's voice. "My cell isn't working and I’m broke down just down the road." Sean is silent for a moment. "Hello?" she says.
 
   "Umm..." Sean cracks the door to see a woman who appears to be in her mid twenties, short black hair, fair skin, with a medium build standing there slightly wet from the drizzle of rain outside. "Okay. Just make it quick."
 
   "Name’s Angie, and I will. Thanks a bunch."
 
   Sean turns his back and motions toward the phone. "The phone's right there. Help yourself." Angie walks in, but following closely behind her are two men. It’s too late when Sean turns back around and notices them.
 
   One of the men pulls out a handgun and places it to Sean's forehead. "Be cool, man, or I'll blow your fucking head off."
 
   Sean places his hands in the air. "Yeah, alright. What do you want?"
 
   "I want you to shut the fuck up and sit down." he pushes Sean down in the chair next to the phone. Angie shuts the door and the other guy just stands there silently, holding onto a duffle bag. "Angie, tie him up." Angie removes a roll of duct tape from the bag and ties him to the chair. With his hands now tied behind his back, all Sean can do is sit there. "Who else is here with you?"
 
   "Just my wife," Sean says, hoping the others will hide and keep quiet.
 
   "Where is she?" asks the guy.
 
   "I don't know," Sean says.
 
   "Don't fucking tell me that, motherfucker. You don't know where your wife is in your own home?" he says, beginning to grow angry.
 
   "Come out, come out, wherever you are!" says the other guy.
 
   "Yeah, good idea, Scott,” says Angie with a sarcastic look on her face.
 
   "Well, what would you do bitch?" asks Scott.
 
   "Fucking go look, you idiot," says Angie. Michelle, Father Nathan, and Sister Sarah all come into the room from out of the hallway, having heard the commotion going on in the other room. Michelle screams, Father Nathan places his hands in the air, and Sister Sarah places her hands over her mouth.
 
   “Holy fuck. Look what we have here, Brandon. We have more than a wife I see." Angie points a gun toward them.
 
   "Y'all come the fuck over here and sit down." Brandon points his gun toward them as well and motions for them to all come to where he had just tied up Sean. "Angie, Scott, tie them up too." Angie and Scott place them in a row against the wall, seated on the floor next to Sean who’s still seated and tied to the chair.
 
   "What do you want from us?" asks Sean.
 
   "We were bored, and decided we wanted to have a party. You do like parties don't you, love?" asks Angie.
 
   "What?" asks Sean.
 
   "A party, you stupid fuck. We picked you to host our fucking party. Now are you going to party with us, or are we going to have to party without you?" Brandon asks as he places the gun to Sean's head again.
 
   "No, we like parties," Michelle says through the tears.
 
   "Good then. Smart girl." He puts his gun back down and looks at Scott. "Get out the party hats." Scott reaches into the duffle bag and removes blue conical paper hats, placing one on the head of each person, and then themselves.
 
   "Now it's a fucking party," Angie says. "Who wants to play a party game?" She pulls out a knife and a handkerchief. "Pin the tail on the donkey is a good one." She smiles. "So who's gonna be my donkey?"              
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   WHORE
 
                 
 
    
 
   School was out for the summer. At 2:14 on a Monday morning, Angie’s Father was knocked out cold in the living room, drunk as usual. Her mother was still not home from earning her night’s wages giving blow jobs to what she assumed were random strangers on the street. A fourteen-year-old Angie awoke to her older brother Brandon in her room.
 
   “Angie. Are you awake?” Brandon asked as he tapped her on the leg.
 
   “I am now.” she said as she sat up in bed wiping her eyes. “What do you want?”
 
   “I just wanted to see what you were doing.” he said as he began to touch her leg, rubbing it up and down.
 
   “Stop that.” She pushed his hand away.
 
   “Why? We’re brother and sister. It’s okay.” he said trying to convince her that what he was trying to do was justified. Angie knew what was going on, but didn’t know why. She did, however, know that there was no need to fight it. Brandon was three years older than her, and, while he wasn't particularly strong, his three hundred pounds, earned from the constant stream of junk food he ate, would be more than she could fight off.
 
   “No, it’s not okay. I don’t want to do this.” Angie said. Her pleas went unheard as Brandon removed her clothes and got on top of her. She didn’t scream, and she didn’t fight him. He moved around on her as if he were a large hog playing in a mud puddle. She lay there and gave in. She figured it would be over with soon enough, and she was right. Just as soon as it started, it was over. He rolled off of her and pulled his underwear back up.
 
   “Don’t worry, sis.” Brandon said, “I pulled out. You shouldn’t get pregnant.” He turned and walked out of the room. Angie got out of bed and cleaned up the mess. She put her clothes back on, and climbed back into bed. The night was almost over. Tomorrow was a new day. Angie prayed it would never happen again, but she had vastly underestimated how horny a teenage boy could be. A relationship formed between she and her Brother. He came in the night and stole her innocence, but he left with her heart.
 
   Years later, in High School, she was known as “Angie tug or fuck”. It became known rather quickly that if you took her out on a date and treated her nice enough, at the conclusion, you'd either receive a tug or a fuck. Most guys however, if they knew Angie well enough, preferred the tug on the dick, over the fuck. Angie had quite a reputation for making herself available sexually to just about anyone who wanted her, and there was no telling what unknown diseases she was riddled with. Not many guys were willing to take a chance on putting their dick in her. However, the really horny, and most of the football team, didn't seem to mind at all. Sometimes all at once. She wasn't picky. Bring her a dick, and she'd pretty much do what you wanted her to with it. She could thank her Brother and genetics for making her the whore she had become since that lonely Saturday night. She was the best ride at the fair, and everyone got a turn.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   DONKEY
 
    
 
    
 
                 
 
   “You. Get up.” Angie says as she points to Sean. “You’re my donkey.” Brandon cuts Sean free with his pocket knife and he stands up out of the chair. “You look like a bit of an ass. So I think you’ll fit the part just fine for this game.” She smiles.
 
   “What are you going to do to me?” ask Sean nervously.
 
   “Brandon, do you want to go first?” ask Angie as she places Sean against the wall with his face inward, hands still tied behind his back.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll give it a go.” Brandon says as he lights a cigarette.
 
   “Here, you’ll need this.” Angie hands him a much larger knife than the one he was carrying and handkerchief. She pulls Sean’s pants down exposing his bare backside. She looks at Brandon. “Well, put it on.” she says as she motions toward the hand holding the handkerchief. Sean begins to struggle and Angie grabs a revolver from behind her that was tucked inside her pants, and places it to his head. “Don’t fucking move. Do you think this is a fucking game?” she ask and begins to giggle. “Well I guess it kind of is, huh?” Sean quits struggling and begins to stand still. Angie puts the gun away.
 
   Brandon places the handkerchief over his eyes. “I’m ready,” he says.
 
   “Why are you doing this to us?” ask Sister Sarah through her tears.
 
   “Shut up, you cunt!” says Scott. Sister Sarah puts her head down as Scott looks at Angie. “Do I get a turn?” ask Scott. Angie grabs Brandon by the shoulders and begins to spin him in circles. Brandon has the knife in his right hand. She quits spinning him around and he’s now facing the opposite direction from Sean.
 
   “We’ll see, Scott. Now pin the tail on that motherfucking donkey Brandon!” Angie says as she laughs. Brandon lunges the knife forward and misses Sean’s backside.
 
   “Dammit.” says Brandon realizing he had missed.
 
   “You missed!” says Scott laughing.
 
   “I know that, you fucking idiot.” Brandon says in response to Scott.
 
   “Try again,” says Angie beginning to spin Brandon around again.
 
   “Please stop this! I’m begging you. Please!” Michelle pleas, but is ignored as she continues to cry.
 
   “Spin, spin, spin,” says Angie. As she stops spinning, Brandon is now facing Sean in the correct direction. “Alright Brandon, pin the tail on that donkey,” she says as she laughs. Brandon lunges the knife forward stabbing Sean in the left cheek of his backside. Sean screams out in pain and nearly goes down into the floor as his knees buckle under him. Scott and Angie laugh, as everyone else in the room screams and cries in a panic at the scene they are witnessing.
 
   “Did I get him?” Brandon ask as he lifts the handkerchief on one side looking at his accomplishment. “Fuck yeah I did,” he says as he lets out a cheer of joy.
 
   “Please stop!” Sean begs.
 
   “Again!” Angie says. Brandon puts the handkerchief back down. “Stand up straight.” She tells Sean grabbing him by the arm and lifting him up. Sean begins to bleed badly from the wound and into the floor. Angie looks down and notices the blood. “Damn. You’re quite the bleeder aren’t you? Just don’t get it on my shoes.” She begins to spin Brandon around again. “Spin, spin, spin.”
 
   “I want a go at it,” says Scott from the back of the room.
 
   “Be quiet!” Brandon says. “It’s still my turn!”
 
   “We’ll see Scott.” Angie says. “Let Brandon have his go first.”
 
   “Please!” Sean begs. “Please, I beg of you!” Brandon stops spinning and lunges the knife forward hitting Sean in the same cheek of his backside. Sean falls into the floor.
 
   “I got him!” Brandon shouted in excitement. “I got that motherfucker again!”
 
   “Yay for Brandon!” Angie says as she claps her hands and gives Brandon a kiss. “Game over! You’re the winner!”
 
   “But I didn’t get a turn !” Scott says walking toward Angie.
 
   “You can participate in the next game Scott. I promise.” Angie says.
 
   “You really promise?” Scott ask.
 
   “Yes. I really promise.” Angie says as she walks Scott back over to where he was standing by the wall. Brandon removes the handkerchief from his eyes and looks down at Sean who is on the floor crying and bleeding excessively more than he was before. A pool of his own blood had formed around him.
 
   “I ain’t done playing.” Brandon says as he takes the knife and begins to stab it into Sean’s backside repeatedly. Sean screams out in agonizing pain. “Is that fun buddy? Huh?” Brandon asks as he continues to stab Sean. Sean defecates into the floor. “Fuck you man!” Brandon says as he steps back from the puddle of feces. “This son of a bitch just shit himself.” Angie turns around and sees what has happened.
 
   “Really?” Angie ask as she walks over and looks at Sean lying on the floor. “Well I’ll be damned. I reckon he did.”
 
   “Our Father Which Art in Heaven..” Father Nathan says as he begins to pray aloud.
 
   “Oh, here we go. Church ain’t until Sunday, Father.” Angie says. “We’ve already got enough shit in here without you spewing more out of your mouth.” She says as she pauses for a moment looking at Brandon and smiling.
 
   “That gives me an idea for our next game guys,” she says as she looks at Scott. “Go into the kitchen and find a cup and a spoon. You’ve got some shit to clean up off the floor.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   BLUE
 
    
 
    
 
                 
 
   Angie was the leader of the three. She called the shots of what they did and didn’t do in their day to day activities, and was more than qualified to.. Scott, who was the shortest of the family at only five foot four, was mentally handicapped, and two years younger than Angie. He had the mental capacity of a ten year old, and it often caused communication problems between the three siblings. Angie was the middle child. Their father was an abusive alcoholic, and their mother an abusive whore. Growing up to be a scholar wasn't in the cards for any of them.
 
   All in their twenties, the three of them were all unemployed and spent most of their days enjoying living off the misery of others. They had killed, and gotten away with it many times. In the city they grew up in, murders were an everyday occurrence. Often times, only halfway investigated by the authorities, and at others tolerated.
 
   It was in the afternoon of March 19th, 2010, and Brandon, Angie, and Scott were driving around the countryside looking for trouble. Scott saw a young girl, around the age of nine, with red hair, and a blue dress, walking along the side of the road with her dog. A small Chinese pug on a bright pink leash.
 
   "Stop!" Scott said. Brandon looks out of the passenger’s side window, saw the little girl, and immediately pulled the pickup truck over, stopping, and switching off the ignition.
 
   "I wanna talk to her," said Scott.
 
   He stepped out, and walked over to the little girl. "Hey little girl." she stopped walking, and began staring at Scott. The dog began to bark loudly at him. Her alarm was clear, her eyes darting to and fro, looking for a way to run.
 
   "I'm not supposed to talk to strangers," said the little girl, with the pug continuing to bark.
 
   "I'm not a stranger. I'm Scott,” said Scott as he held out his hand for the little girl to shake. "I just wanna talk."
 
   "Hey what you doing there? Leave that little girl alone." Brandon said, as he and Angie began to laugh from inside the truck.
 
   "Shut up!" Scott yelled in their direction. The little girl began to scream. "Shh, shh, shh. No, no, little girl. I was just telling him to be quiet. I wasn’t yelling at you. I promise."
 
   "I've gotta go home now!" said the little girl as she began to panic, trying to run away. Scott grabbed her arm. The dog continued to bark at him.
 
   "Shut that fucking dog up! I said I just wanted to talk!" Scott slapped the little girl and she fell to the ground, the front of her skirt darkening with urine. The girl continued to scream. The dog grabbed Scott by the leg and bit down. "Shit! Fuck that dog!" He said as he kicked the dog, which tumbled into the ditch with a sharp yelp. The dog didn’t move as it lay still where it’d landed. The little girl lay on the ground and continued to scream, with tears streaming down her face, and now holding her head in pain. The smell of urine is strong and the snot is streaming from her nose. "Shut up that screaming! Just shut the fuck up! I just wanted to talk to you!"
 
   "Having trouble there, lil brother?" Angie asked from the truck.
 
   "I got it..under..control!" Scott said as he began beating and kicking the little girl in the head. "I said to shut the fuck up with the screaming little girl! SHUT UP! SHUT UP! SHUT UP!" Blood began to run from the girl's nose and eyes as he stomped down on her head with his foot. With one final blow from his foot, her head split open revealing bits of her now fractured skull. The little girl lay twitching on the ground. Shortly all movement ceased. She had finally quit screaming, and Scott stood there staring at what he’d done.
 
   "Did she quit screaming, Perv boy?" Brandon asked with laughter.
 
   Scott turned and stalked back to the truck, got in, and slamming the door. "Just drive motherfucker."
 
   "Alright then." Angie said as she giggled under her breath. Brandon started the truck and they drove away. “So Scott, tell me.” Angie began as she looked at him. “What did the two of you talk about?” she asked as she laughed.
 
   “Nothing. She wouldn’t really talk to me.” Scott said.
 
   “I think you might have scared her.” Brandon said as he leaned over and poked Scott in the stomach.
 
   “I just wanted to talk. That’s all I wanted, and the fucking little brat wouldn’t do it. She deserved what she got.” he said as he pushed Brandon’s hand away.
 
   “You retarded fuck. What’d you expect her to do? Dance around with you singing a lullaby?” Angie asked. Scott just glared out the window without speaking a word. “Ring around the rosies, pocket full of posies.” Angie began to sing.
 
   “Just shut up!” Scott shouted.
 
   “Alright, alright. Calm down. We’re only picking at you.” Brandon said. “Where to now kids?”
 
   “Let’s go get some ice cream.” Angie said.
 
   “That sounds good to me.” Brandon said as he turned the radio on. A contemporary Christian station was playing a praise and worship song.
 
   “Oh my gosh, this is my favorite song!” Angie said, as she began to sing the song “Our God is an Awesome God”.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   XXX
 
    
 
    
 
                 Nathan sat in the doctor’s waiting room while his mother received her check up. He didn’t have any idea what procedure women had done at the doctor, but his mother always came out smiling and happy after a visit with Dr. Parker. Whatever happened behind the door to that office, he received a lollipop out of it, so he didn’t mind. Even at the age of twelve, he still enjoyed a good lollipop.
 
                 Nathan’s father, Mark, was waiting outside by the car, smoking a cigarette as he and his mother came out of the office door. “So did everything check out okay?” Mark asked Nathan’s Mother June.
 
                 “It did, and I’m all set until the next visit.” June said as she smiled. “Let’s go visit the diner and get a bite to eat.”
 
                 “What do you think about that Nathan? Do you want a burger and a shake?” He asked as he ruffled his son’s hair with his hand.
 
                 “That sounds good to me.” Nathan said. They all get into the family's blue 1957 Chevy Bel Air. Mark starts the ignition, and they drive away.
 
                 They arrive at Merv’s, the only diner in town, they get out of their car, and proceeded to walk in. Mark walked toward the booth in the back left corner. For all the years they’d came here, they’d always sat in the same booth. He gave a nod to the owner, Merv, who was behind the counter talking to another customer. Merv waved back at Mark, acknowledging his hello.
 
                 “Hey Merv. How are ya?” June asked as she smiled at Merv.
 
                 “I’m fine, June, and you?” asked Merv.
 
                 “I’m good. Just a bit hungry.” she said as she laughed.
 
                 “Well the special’s real good today.” Merv said. “Dorothy, get over there and take the Smith’s order will you?” Merv said as he motioned for his waitress.
 
                 “Sure Merv,” Dorothy said as she grabbed her notepad and pen walking over to the booth where the three are seated. Nathan had sat on the side of the booth with his mother, and Mark was on the opposite side. “So the special for today is Merv’s famous meatloaf with all the fixins.” Dorothy says looking at everyone around the table. “So what can I get you folks?” she asked.
 
                 Mark looked at his wife and son. “Well guys, what do you want? June, how about you go first.” Mark asked his wife.
 
                 “I guess I’ll have the special then Dorothy. Merv’s always made the best meatloaf you know.” she said. Dorothy rolled her eyes as she wrote down the order.
 
                 “What about you young man?” Dorothy asked Nathan.
 
                 “I’d like a cheeseburger please.” Nathan said with a smile “Oh, and a vanilla shake.”
 
                 “And how about you sir?” Dorothy asked Mark.
 
                 “I’ll have the same as my son there.” Mark said as he smiled at Nathan. Nathan smiled back at his father as he placed his head down on the table.
 
                 “I’ll get that right out to you folks.” Dorothy said as she walked away.
 
                 Everyone enjoyed their meal, and lunch was over as quick as it began. Merv’s had always been known for it’s quick service. Mark paid the check and the three of them left. They got into their car and drove away toward their home on the south side of town. Cedar Falls was a small town of five thousand people. Everyone knew each other around town. If you didn’t personally know someone, then they’d more than likely just moved into town. Not many people were moving to Cedar Falls any longer however. With hardly any employment opportunities, living in Cedar Falls in 1959 was hard on many families.
 
                 Mark himself had already been out of work for a very long five weeks. June had been the sole income of the family during this time. She worked at a small factory on the North side of town sewing uniforms for mechanics. The job didn’t pay well, but right now, it was the only means she had to feed her family. On most days Mark was drunk. His soberness at Merv’s was a rare exception. Hardly a day went by in Nathan’s life when he didn’t see his dad lying facedown in the bathroom floor naked, passed out from a date with his equally drunken friend, Jack, the night before. Mark often had violent tendencies when he drank too much, and at twelve, Nathan had became the target of that abuse many times. Mark had managed to break Nathan’s arm once, but of course the story when June got him to the hospital was different, she told the staff that he had clumsily fell out of a tree.
 
                 Nathan couldn’t say he wasn’t scared of his dad, because he was. When Mark wasn’t drunk, Nathan thought the he could be the greatest dad in the world. On other days, he hated him.
 
                 They walked inside their home, a two story brick with bright orange shutters, and Mark closed the door behind them.
 
                 “That was a damn good burger wasn’t it, Nate?” Mark asked.
 
                 “Yeah, dad, it was really good, but the shake was even better.” Nathan said as he smiled at his dad.
 
                 “You bet it was, kid.” Mark said as he gave his son a smile back. Mark sat down in his favorite chair and kicked his legs up in a reclining position. “Hey June Bug, bring me a beer will you?”
 
                 “Don’t you think it’s a little early for that Mark?” June asked from the kitchen. “It’s only five in the evening.” Nathan looked at his father contemplating the next words that were going to come out of his mouth, but he already knew what they were going to be.
 
                 “Just bring me the fucking beer.” Mark said. This is how it always started with him each and every night. Nathan knew what the night was going to bring if he didn’t make himself immediately unavailable to his dad. As June brought a beer into the room to her Husband, Nathan stood up and walked into his room. He shut the door and laid on his bed and eventually drifted off to sleep.
 
                 After high school, Nathan decided he wanted to go into the priesthood. Growing up in the catholic church with his mother, he’d always been a faithful member. He never served as an altar boy, though. His father wouldn't even discuss it. Nathan felt the church was the only part of his life that had kept him grounded through all of his years of physical and emotional pain in dealing with the abuse of his father.
 
                 After four years at a University majoring in Catholic philosophy and another four to get his masters in divinity, Nathan felt that he was finally ready, and up for the task of being a priest. After his rite of ordination, Nathan had became what he’d dreamed of since an early age. At the age of twenty six years old, he had became a priest.
 
                 Nathan was assigned his first church in a small town in Jefferson City Georgia, fifty miles southwest of Atlanta.
 
   Even though he had a small congregation, he still felt that he could do some good within the community. He often organized community outreach programs and food drives. The church had a soup kitchen open on Saturdays for the homeless and the more needy families of the city. He’d organize clothes and toy drives during Christmas for needy families with kids. Nathan seemed to be a model member of the community, but he had a dark secret. An addiction that would grow to be bigger than his God, and it’d lead him on a path of damnation.
 
   Father Nathan’s addiction to pornography began in 1978. While cleaning up one day in his office he heard what he thought were a couple of his alter boys, laughing in the room next to him. He left his office and went to investigate what the commotion was all about. When he entered the room, he saw Timothy Hughes and Walter Johnson looking at a magazine. The two of them quickly hid it behind their back.
 
                 “What do the two of you have there?” Father Nathan asked.
 
                 “Nothing, Father. We don’t have anything.” They said as they put their heads down.
 
                 “Give it here, Timothy.” Father Nathan said as he held out his hand. Timothy handed him the magazine. Father Nathan noticed the magazine had a picture of a naked woman on the cover, so he quickly placed it down by his side. “I’m ashamed of the two of you,” he said.
 
                 “But Father..” Walter began.
 
                 “But nothing, Walter. Now the two of you get out of here before I call your folks.” Father Nathan said as the boys ran out of the room. He took the magazine back to his office and placed into in his desk drawer.
 
                 The following Saturday morning, Father Nathan came into his church office to do some paperwork that he didn’t get to do the week prior. He hadn’t thought anything else about the magazine he’d confiscated from the boys, until he opened his desk drawer. He noticed the magazine as he looked down and quickly began looking around to make sure no one else was looking at him. He felt embarrassed at what he was looking at. He closed the drawer, and began to doing his paperwork again.
 
                 As he sat there, thoughts of the magazine loomed through his head. Father Nathan had never been with a woman. The only woman he’d ever saw naked was his mother, and that was only by accident. He had walked in the bathroom on her as she was getting out of the shower. Thinking about the magazine, he began to sweat. He stood up out of his desk chair, closed his office door, and locked it.
 
                 Father Nathan sat back down at his desk and opened the desk drawer, and pulled out the magazine. He looked at it for a moment, unsure if he should open it, however eventually the temptation got the best of him, and he gently pulled back the cover page. As he looked at the first few pages, he began to touch himself, and immediately upon doing so, ejaculated. He smiled at the feeling he received. He’d never felt so alive until that very moment. Even as a child, he’d never masturbated. When the subject of sex of any kind outside of marriage was mentioned in his house, hell and damnation was in the same sentence. That day with the magazine, was the beginning of his obsession.
 
   As the years went by, Father Nathan’s taste in pornography evolved. They grew more extreme. Throughout the 1980s, with the availability of VHS tapes, Father Nathan found a new medium to satisfy his desires. There were thousands of videos being produced of people having sex, and he wanted to collect and watch them all. The invention of the internet satisfied his desire even more. The porn he consumed was never extreme enough for him however, and as his taste grew, he sought out the more extreme as the years passed by.
 
   Sometime in the year 2000, while browsing an underground internet pornography site one afternoon, Father Nathan ran across an ad buried deep within the site.
 
   “EXTREME” the ad was in bold red letters. It was clickable, and he was happy to click it. The link lead him to a page with a locations address on it. The address was in Atlanta. There was another link for further details which he tried to click on, but it came up as “page not available”. He hoped the information wasn’t important. Either way, he was still going, and as the day approached, he grew more excited.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   SPOONING
 
    
 
    
 
   “Get over here.” Angie says as Scott runs toward her. “Did you get a cup and spoon?”
 
   “Yeah.” Scott says as he holds out a tablespoon and a medium sized drinking cup.
 
   “Well scoop the shit up off the floor and put it into the cup.” Brandon says to Scott pushing him into the floor next to Sean and the puddle of feces that has formed around him.
 
   “What about him?” Scott ask referring to Sean.
 
   “Fuck him. Just put the shit into the cup fucker.” Brandon says.
 
   “But it’s got blood in it, Brandon.” Scott says.
 
   “I don’t care if it’s got whip cream in it, just do it,” says Brandon, slapping Scott on the back of his head. “What the hell’s that for?” Scott ask.
 
   “For being an idiot..” Angie says with laughter. Scott begins to use the spoon to put as much of the feces into the cup as he can. “Alright, guys. So here’s what we’re going to do now,” Angie says. She paces back and forth in front of Michelle and Sister Sarah. “We’re going to have the Priest play the next game with us, and the two of you girls are going to cheer him on. Right?” Angie asks as she looks at Michelle and Sister Sarah. The two keep their heads down, without response. “Right bitches?” Angie forcefully ask the two women again.
 
   “Right,” Michelle says briefly looking into Angie’s eyes, but quickly putting her head back down.
 
   “Are you scared to look at me?” Angie ask as she leans in grabbing Michelle by the chin. “I ain’t gonna hurt a pregnant woman.” Angie says as she smiles and glances over at Brandon. “Right, Brandon my love?”
 
   “Correct Darlin’. You wouldn’t hurt a pregnant women. We ain’t monsters or nothin’.” Brandon says with his best attempt at trying to convince Michelle of his sincerity.
 
   “Yeah see there. We aren’t monsters you dumb bitch.” Angie says as she slaps Michelle across the face. She looks over at Sister Sarah. “But a Nun...Well now, we’d beat the fuck out of you now wouldn’t we guys?” Angie says as she begins to laugh.
 
   “Oh yeah, we’d beat the fuck out of her.” Scott says from on the floor.
 
   “Oh God!” says Sister Sarah with an obvious tremble in her voice.
 
   “God ain’t here darling. Ain’t you figured that out yet?” Brandon ask.
 
   “Alright Scott. Are you done down there yet?” Angie ask as she walks over to Scott.
 
   “Almost. I’ve almost got it all up. The cup’s almost full.” Scott says.
 
   “How about you bleeder? Are you alright down there?” Angie ask Sean not receiving a response from him. She begins to laugh. “The fucker must have passed out or something,” she says as she laughs. “Let’s go boys. We have a new game.” She walks over to Father Nathan. “Bring the cup Scott.”
 
   “Coming Angie.” Scott says as he gets out of the floor and walks over to Angie with the cup.
 
   “Good grief, Scott. You smell just like that shit.” Brandon says to Scott. Scott puts his head down and sniffs himself.
 
   Angie holds the cup under Father Nathan’s nose. He turns his head in disgust, gagging.
 
   “Brandon, grab his head and pinch his nose.” Angie says, and he does exactly as she says. “Now open up your mouth, Father. We’ve got a fucking cup full of this shit.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   WHITE
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
                 Father Nathan arrived at the Atlanta address an hour early. He was dressed in jeans and a button up shirt, his version of incognito. He walked up to the front door, and knocked. A big man dressed in a white suit came to the door.
 
                 “Can I help you?” asked the man.
 
                 “Yeah, I saw this on the internet.” Father Nathan said as he handed the man a print out of the webpage. The man gave it a glance, and glanced back him.
 
                 “Do you have the payment?” the man asked Father Nathan.
 
                 “I didn’t realize there was one.” Father Nathan said. “The page for further details wouldn’t open properly.”
 
                 “So, it’s your first time at one of these events then?” the man asked.
 
                 “Yeah, it is.” Father Nathan said.
 
                 “I’ll tell you what, then. If you keep it between us, I’ll let you in for free this time since it’s your first,” said the man with a smile. “I mean, I have the power to do that you see. It’s my show.” He gives the Priest a wink and welcomes him through the door.
 
                 “Wow, thanks so much. I appreciate that.” Father Nathan said as he reached his hand out in a display of gratitude. The man looked down at his hand, but wouldn’t accept the gesture of kindness and thanks.
 
                 “You can thank me afterwards if you still feel that way.” the man said as he smiled.
 
                 As Father Nathan entered the home, he was led into a large, open, dark living room. In the living room sat a man that appeared to be in his mid thirties dressed in a business suit, a woman in blue jeans and a pink t-shirt, an elderly gentleman smoking a cigar, and two people sitting in the far corner of the room that he couldn’t quite make out the details of. Father Nathan sat down quietly beside the man in the business suit. They were all seated on the same wall and the center of the room was lit up with the type of lights used for film productions. A video camera was set up on their side of the room, facing toward the center of the living room’s floor.
 
                 “Is this your first time?” the man in the business suit seated next to Father Nathan asked as he noticed that he appeared nervous.
 
                 “To one of these? Yes, yes it is.” Father Nathan said.
 
                 “Well you don’t look like a man with the kind of money to spend to come to something like this. Twenty thousand is a lot to put down on this kind of party,” said the man. “But that bitch over there doesn’t look like she has it either. Apparently she does, or she wouldn’t be here right?” asked the man as he poked Father Nathan in the side with a laugh.
 
                 “Yeah, you’re right.” Father Nathan said as he managed a small smile. The longer he sat there waiting, the more excited he grew in anticipation of what was about to happen. As his imagination began to run wild with ideas, he began to get an erection.
 
   Alright if everyone’s ready, we’ll get started.” the man in white said as he entered the room. “Sweety, if you want to come get undressed.” he said to the young woman in the pink t-shirt as he motioned for her to join him. She joined him in the center of the room and began to undress.
 
                 Naked, the girl got into the floor and onto both knees. With the camera on, the man in white undressed as well. He penetrated her from behind. His thrust began slow, but increased rapidly. The girl moaned with pleasure. Father Nathan looked over and noticed the old man with the cigar masturbating, and thought about doing the same thing. He looked back toward the action in the center of the room and began to unzip his pants. The girl was beautiful, and he couldn’t help but get an erection.
 
                 “This is some good shit, isn’t it?” the businessman asked Father Nathan, but the Priest didn’t respond, instead focusing on the show in front of him.
 
                 As Father Nathan removed his penis and began to stroke it, he noticed the man in the center of the room, remove something from a bag on the floor to his right. The girl continued to moan with pleasure. As she reached climax, a gunshot was heard throughout the room, and the girls head fell forward, blood spilling from her mouth. The man had just shot the girl in the back of the head, but continued his sexual activity. The man in white reached climax, as did the old man with the cigar, and the show was over. He threw the girl onto the floor into a pool of her own blood, stood up, and began to put his clothes back on. “Thanks for coming, guys,” he said, chuckling at his own pun. “Maybe I’ll see you at the next show.” He gave a nod toward Father Nathan.
 
                 Father Nathan sat there in complete shock at what he’d just witnessed.
 
                 “Great show wasn’t it?” asked the businessman. “Worth every penny in my opinion.” he said as he stood up. Father Nathan looked at the businessman and noticed that he still had a slight erection. “They’ll sell you a copy of the DVD for five thousand dollars if you place your order right now in advance. It was real nice meeting you. Maybe I’ll see you at the next show,” he said as he walked out of the room.
 
   As Father Nathan left the home and pulled away in his car, he realized that he girl had been murdered for the sake of being called art and pornography. In his search for the extreme, Father Nathan had found more than even he could comprehend. Masturbation aside, he still considered himself a celibate Priest, because he’d never physically been with a woman, and after seeing that horrific display of events, he knew he never would. He felt that he had lost his soul that day, and deserved whatever punishment God found suitable for him. Father Nathan vowed that whenever God’s day of judgment on him came, he would accept his fate, but God help whoever was with him. From that day forth, he’d never be the same man again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   DAYCARE
 
    
 
    
 
                 “Open your fucking mouth, Priest!” Brandon says as he grips Father Nathan’s chin.
 
                 “Just pinch his nose,” says Angie. As Brandon pinches his nose, Father Nathan opens his mouth and gasp for air.
 
                 “Now...do it now!” Scott says from behind. Angie lifts the cup up and begins to pour the feces into Father Nathans mouth. She stops, and Brandon lets go of his nose. Father Nathan begins to gag and vomit erupts upward in a fountain and splatters his face, shoulders and the floor.
 
                 “Oh yeah!” says Brandon. “We’ve got a spewer!” They all laugh. Michelle and Sister Sarah continue to cry.
 
                 “I can’t take this, just kill me. Just kill me now,” pleads Father Nathan.
 
                 “Now what fun would that be?” Brandon ask.
 
                 “Oh we’re going to kill you, Father. Just not right now.” Angie says as she leans into the Priest and licks the feces from his lips. “Yum. Now open the fuck back up.” She motions for Brandon to take a hold of his head and pinch his nose again. With Father Nathan’s head lifted back and his mouth open, Angie begins to pour what’s left of the feces into his mouth. The Priest vomits and it gets onto Angie’s shirt. “What the hell?” Angie ask. “You shouldn’t have done that. This is one of my favorite shirts, fucker.” She grabs the cup and begins to spoon the vomit off the floor into it. She scrapes what vomit she can off of her shirt into the cup as well. Angie places the vomit filled cup to her lips and sips it, and then spits her mouths contents into the Priest’s face. “Pinch his nose again.” Brandon takes hold of Father Nathan’s head as Angie pours the vomit into the Priest mouth. Father Nathan immediately gags and vomits it back up. Angie moves out of the way. “Maybe that’ll teach you a lesson,” she says as Father Nathan holds his head as he coughs and tries to catch his breath. Angie takes a step back, reaches into their duffle bag, and pulls out a knife. “Who’s next?” she ask.
 
                 “How about her?” Scott ask as he looks at Michelle.
 
                 “The one we said we wouldn’t kill?” Angie ask.
 
                 “Yeah why not.” Brandon ask.
 
                 “Fuck it.” Angie says as she cuts Michelle’s feet loose and stands her up. Michelle screams.
 
                 “Please no! I’m pregnant.” Michelle pleads with them.
 
                 “I know that. How far along are you?” Angie ask Michelle.
 
                 “Seven months.” Michelle answers. “Please, just don’t hurt me or the baby. Haven’t you done enough here?”
 
                 “Haven’t we done enough? We’re just getting started, honey.” Brandon says as he laughs.
 
                 Angie pulls up Michelle’s dress to reveal her pregnant stomach.
 
                 “My God!” Michelle says closing her eyes. “Why have you forsaken me?”
 
                 “I think we’ve already established, that God isn’t here, now haven’t we?” Angie says. “I’m pretty sure that’s quite evident by the priest having just eaten a cup full of shit.” She laughs as she runs the back of the knife horizontally across Michelle’s stomach.
 
                 “Please don’t do this.” Michelle says.
 
                 “Do it, Angie!” Scott says from the back of the room. Angie smiles.
 
                 “What do you think, Brandon?” Angie ask her Brother.
 
                 “I think you should assist her in delivering the baby early.” he says with a laugh.
 
                 “Please don’t!” Michelle pleads again.
 
                 “I think you’re right!” Angie says as she begins to cut Michelle across the stomach splitting her open like a ripe watermelon. Michelle falls to the floor as blood flows from the wound. Angie reaches into the incision with both hands. “Now where’s that precious baby?” Angie ask as she feels around inside of Michelle. Michelle lies on the floor barely moving any longer, only grunting. Angie begins to pull out Michelle’s internals one by one. Michelle gives a final convulsive shudder and dies lying on the floor. “I think I have it.” Angie says as she pulls a baby from Michelle’s wound. “I do have the little shit!” The baby appears dead as she holds it up by its feet. “The little fucker’s dead though.” Angie says disappointed as she looks at Scott. “Fuck it.” She says as she takes her knife and slices the baby across the throat. She lifts it into the air and lets the blood flow into her mouth. “Here do something with it.” She cuts the umbilical cord and hands the baby over to Scott.
 
   “What do you want me to do with it?” Scott ask as he takes the baby from Angie.
 
   “I don’t know. Go cook the little bastard. I’m hungry. What’s a party without food right? Put it in the oven.” Angie says.
 
   Scott goes into the kitchen and looks through the cabinets until he finds a roasting pan. He places the baby in it, puts it in the oven, sets the temperature, the timer, and shuts the oven door.
 
   “So, Sister,” Angie begins as she walks over to Sister Sarah, “do you like to fuck?” she ask as she laughs.
 
   “No,” says Sister Sarah keeping her head down, with tears flowing down her face.
 
   “Well what do you do when you get your period, Sister? I’m sure with you being a virgin nun and all, surely you don’t use tampons right?” Angie ask. Sister Sarah doesn’t answer her. “Do you even know what a tampon looks like?” Sister Sarah continues to remain silent. “Here, I’ll show you.” Angie reaches into her pants and pulls out her tampon. The tampon is covered in blood. “You see that ,sister? That’s what a real woman does.” She places the tampon under Sister Sarah’s nose. “Smell that blood.” Sister Sarah turns her head away making Angie angry in the process. “Don’t turn your head away. You do what the fuck I say.” She takes the nun’s head with one hand and holds it still as she presses the tampon into Sister Sarah’s lips. As blood squeezes from the tampon and into Sister Sarah’s mouth, she gags and spits it out. “How’s it taste, Sister? It taste good doesn’t it?” Angie ask. “Blood has an amazing flavor, I think. Don’t you think so, Brandon?”
 
                 “The best.” Brandon says.
 
                 “I’m sorry, sister.” Father Nathan says to Sister Sarah. “I’m sorry for this whole night. It’s my fault. I brought this evil upon us.”
 
                 “I’ve had about enough of you Father. It’s time for you to go.” Angie says as she takes the knife and cuts the priest free. Father Nathan sits there in shock not sure of what he’s supposed to do now that he’s been set free.
 
                 “Are you letting me go?” he ask.
 
                 “Not really.” Angie says as she reaches in and slits his throat with her knife. Father Nathan grabs the wound as blood spews out of it in all directions, and he begins to run down the hall.
 
                 “Should we go after him?” Scott ask.
 
                 “Nah, he’ll die in a minute or two.” Brandon says. “Leave him be.” Brandon looks over at his Brother. “Scott, you’re still a virgin aren’t you?”
 
                 “Yeah I am, why?” Scott ask.
 
                 “Virgin, meet the other virgin.” Brandon says as he pulls Scott over to Sister Sarah. “What do you say Scott? Are you ready to become a man, and make this nun a woman?”
 
                 “I’m more than ready!” Scott says. “I’ve been ready my whole life!” he says as Angie and Brandon laugh at him.
 
                 “Well cut her free, Brandon.” Angie says. “Sister, if you try and run away, I’ll kill you where you stand, but if you do as you’re told, I might let you live through the rest of the night. Do you understand me?” Sister Sarah just nods her head up and down in response. “Good,” says Angie. “Now, Scott, get your clothes off. You’ve got a nun to fuck.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   SCISSORS
 
    
 
    
 
                 
 
   Father Nathan stumbles down the hall, blood bubbling out between the fingers clamped onto his neck. And all he can think about is Junior in the last bedroom on the left. He needs to get to him before he dies, and set him free. He knows he’s dying, and there’s nothing he can do about it. He opens the door, and sees the boy is still tied to the bed. Junior looks up at him dispassionately.
 
   “Father, forgive me for I have sinned.” Junior says as he smiles. He notices the blood that is flowing down the priest's cassock. “Why, Father, red is definitely your color!” Father Nathan can’t respond, but stumbles over to the bed and unties one of Juniors hands.
 
   Junior looks down by the bed, as the Priest falls into the floor with a thud and dies. Junior unties his other hand, gets out of bed, and walks out of the bedroom.
 
   In the living room, Scott has Sister Sarah on the floor. She’s given in to what’s happening to her and isn’t putting up a fight. Brandon and Angie cheer Scott on, as he suddenly stops what he’s doing.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Brandon ask.
 
   “My dick came out.” Scott says.
 
   “Well put it back in.” Angie says laughing at him. As Scott places it back in, he continues to have sex with the Nun. He places his right hand on Sister Sarah’s shoulder, and Brandon notices blood on it.
 
   “Angie, look at that.” Brandon says pointing to the blood on Scott's hand. She giggles at the sight.
 
   As Angie and Brandon watch, Scott looks up toward the hallway. “What the fuck?” Scott says as he stops. Scott gets thrust backwards against the wall behind him by an unknown force. The sheet rock shatters in a puff of dust and Scott tumbles to the ground, stunned. Angie and Brandon gasp in shock then whip their heads around to notice a teenage boy standing at the edge of the living room.
 
   “Who are you? Where’d you come from?” Angie asked in a panic.”How did you do that?”
 
   “He was fucking her wrong.” Junior says as he walks by Sister Sarah and looks down at her. “Wasn’t he Sister?” He winks at the Nun. Junior looks around at the damage the trio have caused.
 
   “We’re just having a little fun.” Brandon says as he picks up his .45 and points it toward Junior. “Now sit the fuck down, kid.”
 
   “Tell us how you did that.” Angie says referring to the force he used against Scott.
 
   “It was easy,” Junior says. “Kind of like this,” he says as he reaches over and picks Scott up from off the floor, and in a blur of motion, reaches into his chest, and pulls out his still pumping heart with a wet slurp. Angie screams out of fear.
 
   “I’ll kill you motherfucker! Don’t you move!” Brandon says pointing his gun at Junior.
 
   “Kill him, Brandon! Kill him! He’s not human! He can’t be!” Angie says as she grabs onto Brandon’s left arm out of panic. Brandon pulls the trigger of the gun but it doesn’t fire. Junior begins to walk toward them. Brandon looks down at the gun.
 
   “Shoot him!” Angie says.
 
   “I’m trying!” Brandon says as he tries to pull the trigger again. Junior walks over to him, takes the gun away, and points it in Angie’s direction.
 
   “This is how you properly discharge a firearm.” Junior says as he pulls the trigger, the gun fires. Angie falls to the floor, her head split open from the gunshot. Junior looks at Brandon, and smiles.
 
   “Fuck this!” Brandon says as he runs toward the door. As Brandon reaches the door, he’s pulled backwards and violently thrown to the floor on his back and is unable to move. Junior walks over to the duffle bag by the wall and looks through it. He finds a pair of scissors, removes them, and stands over Brandon as he lies motionless on the floor.
 
   “What are you going to do to me?” Brandon ask.
 
   “Only what you deserve.” Junior says. He unzips Brandon’s pants, pulls down his underwear, and takes out his flaccid penis. Junior takes the scissors in his right hand and looks down at Brandon.
 
   “Nah kid, don’t do it.” Brandon says realizing what’s about to happen. “We didn’t mean any harm you see. Like I said, we were just having a little fun.”
 
   “I can see that.” Junior says looking around the room again. He looks at Sister Sarah. “Sister Sarah seemed to be having a lot of fun.” Junior says as he takes Brandon’s penis in his left hand, stretches it out, places the scissors at the end, and slices it lengthwise up the middle. Brandon screams in pain.
 
   “What’s wrong with you man?” Brandon asks, through clenched teeth.
 
   “Don’t you know?” Junior ask.
 
   “Know what?” he stammers as Junior begins to cut out his testicles.
 
   “That I’m sick, just like you.” Junior laughs as he rips open Brandon’s shirt. “Any last words?” Junior ask Brandon.
 
   “Yeah you little fuck. This birthday sucked, and fuck you!” Junior places the scissors directly into Brandon’s chest pulling them down through to his stomach. Brandon dies as Junior smiles delighting in what he has just accomplished. He gets up and walks around the room and notices Michelle is dead. He bends down and checks on Sean in the floor next to his own blood, and notices that he has died as well.
 
   “I guess it was your lucky day, Sister.” Junior says referring to her being the only survivor of a horrific night of events. He walks over to where she’s still lying on the floor and she looks up at him. She realizes it’s pointless to fight. “Now what about those eye sockets?” He ask as he laughs.
 
   In the background, the timer on the oven goes off, “beep, beep, beep,” and as the morning sun rises outside above the treetops, the only noise that can be heard throughout the house, are the screams of a lonely nun, and the laughter of a satisfied demon.
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   TAXI
 
    
 
    
 
   Amanda sat in the back seat of the taxi smoking a cigarette as the driver peered at her through the rearview mirror.
 
   “Do you have a name, sweetheart?” the driver asked. Receiving no response from Amanda, he continued. "What the fuck lady, you can’t talk?” She saw the frustration in his eyes at her silence. Amanda took another drag from her cigarette and slowly blew it out toward him. He coughed as he waved the smoke out of his face. “Fuck you, lady! I can make you talk. I’m the Lord Jesus Christ don't you know?” he said as he smiled at her through the rearview mirror. Amanda blankly stared back at him, not giving him any indication of a response. “Shit, bitch. I can prove it,” the taxi driver said as he looked around the exterior of the car. Noticing a young woman and a child, the child appearing to be around the age of twelve, he started to steer the car in their direction.
 
   Veering the car off the street and into the woman and child, the driver pinned the child against the brick wall with the car, and completely ran the woman over with the tires. The driver hit his head on the steering wheel from the crash, and Amanda hit her head on the window, knocking her out.
 
   As Amanda awakened from the crash, she realized the driver was no longer in the car and it was getting dark, but she could still manage to see as one of the unbroken head lights from the cab were shining brightly in the front of her. One of the many advantages of hitting a pedestrian on a deserted street on the bad side of town seemed to be that the cops wouldn’t be called, because no one had come to the scene. It seemed to Amanda that at least an hour had passed. She decided to open her door and get out. As she walked toward the rear of the car she held her head in pain. Reaching the bumper, she looked down and noticed the woman they’d ran over, lying naked on the ground. Her legs were spread open wide. “What the hell?” Amanda thought to herself as she continued walking around toward the front of the car. She passed by the driver’s door, and noticed it was slightly ajar.
 
   Amanda grabbed her head again. The pain was going away, but there was still evidence that she’d hit it fairly hard. As she reached the front of the car, she found the driver hunched over with his left hand on the hood, his pants down by his ankles, and his right hand appeared to be stroking his penis. Amanda noticed through the glare of the headlights that the young boy the driver ran over had been mangled from the crash. The body was lying over the hood of the car, his body cut in half at the waist with his legs on the ground. “Are you jacking off you sick fuck?” she questioned the driver.
 
   “Fuck yeah I am, you fucking bitch, and I fucked that dead lady back there too!” he said in response. “I told you I was Jesus Christ and could do whatever the fuck I wanted to.” The driver laughed as he reached climax, ejaculating on the tire of the car.
 
   Amanda looked around on the ground and picked up a brick that had fallen from the crash. As the driver began to pull up his pants, Amanda stepped around behind him, unnoticed at first, and raised the brick above the her head, pausing for a moment. As he was buttoning his pants, he realized what she was doing. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” he asked Amanda.
 
   “If you’re Jesus Christ, then consider me the devil motherfucker!” Amanda said as she brought the brick down over the driver's head splitting his skull open with one quick blow. As he fell to the ground she began to pound the brick into his head repeatedly. She continued until it was as flat as she remembered her mother's nice china plates had once been.
 
   With blood on her face, Amanda gently placed the brick on the ground and smiled. “Fuck you motherfucker!” she said as she spit on his quivering corpse and walked away.
 
   Finding another taxi in this part of town on a Saturday night wasn’t easy, but Amanda wasn’t so sure she wanted to now. She looked up into the sky noticing that the stars were out, and the moon was bright. She had to get home to her kids and drunkard of a husband, but it seemed to be a nice night for a walk, so what was her hurry anyway.
 
   “Where’s a good burger joint this time of night?” Amanda thought to herself realizing she was hungry. “A girl’s gotta eat.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   HANGER
 
    
 
    
 
   Amanda arrived home at half past ten. Her husband John was already passed out from his nightly date with a bottle. Her three kids, she assumed, were in bed. She threw her shoes off onto the floor, poured herself a glass of wine, and sat in her favorite chair in the living room.
 
   “Mama?” Amanda heard called from behind her.
 
   “What, Angie? What do you want?” Amanda asked her fifteen year old daughter, slightly annoyed at the girl's voice.
 
   “Nothing, Mama,” Angie said realizing she’d disturbed her mother.
 
   “No, go ahead, you little bitch. You’ve already bothered me now.” Amanda said.
 
   “I’m pregnant"Angie said to her mother.
 
   “What the fuck did you just say to me, you little cunt?” Amanda asked her daughter as she stood up out of her chair grabbing Angie by her long hair and snatching her to the floor.
 
   “I’m pregnant Mama!” Angie cried. “I am!”
 
   “How far along are you, and who’d you fuck?” asked her mother as she started to drag Angie across the floor by her hair and into the kitchen.
 
   “I’m around four months Mama, and Brandon is the daddy,” Angie cried out.
 
   “Your brother Brandon?” Amanda screamed.
 
   “YES! The fucker raped me!” Angie yelled back as she lay in the floor crying.
 
   “No, Angie. You’re a whore just like your mother. You asked him to cum inside your virgin puss didn’t you, you fucking cunt?” Amanda accused her daughter. “You’re to blame! Not your brother!”
 
   “No Mama I didn’t! I promise!” Angie pleaded. “He did this! Not me!”
 
   “Fuck. I don’t believe you...Brandon! Scott! Get your asses in here!” Amanda yelled to her sons.
 
   Brandon, Amanda’s eldest son, and Scott, the youngest of her children, came running into the room. “What is it Mama?” asked Brandon.
 
   “Did you fuck your sister?” Amanda asked her eldest.
 
                 “I mean, I don’t know what to say Mama,” said Brandon holding his head down in shame.
 
                 “The truth, motherfucker. The goddamn truth.” Amanda said as she slapped Brandon across his face.
 
                 “He did Mama. He told me it was the best piece of pussy he’d ever had.” Scott said as he began to laugh.
 
                 “You little shit. Don’t talk about your brother like that. I’m sure he didn’t say that.” Amanda said to Scott. “I am sure, however, that he fucked her...and look what he’s done,” she said pointing to Angie’s protruding stomach. “Now what are we supposed to do about that boys?”
 
                 “Let her have it and raise it until it’s a healthy grown man or woman?” Scott said sarcastically.
 
                 “Smart ass,” said Amanda. The boys laughed as Angie lay in the floor crying. "I’ll tell you what we’re going to do. We’re going to get rid of it.”
 
                 “How?” Brandon asked his mama.
 
                 “Scott, pick your sister up and hold her tight.” Amanda said. Scott picked Angie up out of the floor and held her tightly from behind.
 
                 “What are you doing, Mama?” Angie asked. She was beginning to scream.
 
                 “Brandon, punch your sister in the stomach.” Amanda said to Brandon as he stood there and blankly stared at her. “Do it, god dammit!” He did as she asked, punching Angie firmly in the stomach. Angie continued to scream and attempted to fall to the floor, but Scott held her up. “Again!” Amanda commanded, and again Brandon did as she asked. Angie tried buckling at the knees, but Scott continued holding her up.
 
                 “Stop it Mama! Please! I beg of you!” Angie pleaded.
 
                 “You shouldn’t have fucked your brother you little whore!” Amanda said. “Now fuck her up Brandon! Punch her again!” Brandon punched his sister again. “Kick her!” Amanda said to her son, and he did as she instructed. A small amount of blood began to appear on Angie’s white shorts from between her legs. Amanda smiled at the sight of this. “Lay her in the floor Scott.” Amanda instructed her youngest son. “Brandon go grab a wire coat hanger from my closet.”
 
                 “Okay, Mama.” Brandon said as he ran to his mother’s room. He returned thirty seconds later with one of his mother’s gold wire coat hangers. Amanda grabbed it from his hands and removed Angie’s shorts and panties.
 
                 “Mama, no!” Angie begged. “Please don’t do this!”
 
                 “Shut up, bitch!” Brandon said to his sister.
 
                 “Brandon, that’s not polite!” Amanda said.
 
                 “Sorry, Mama.” Brandon said as he held his head down. Amanda spread Angie’s legs open, inserting the hanger into her vagina, the cervix, and eventually her uterus.
 
                 “It hurts, Mama!” Angie cried.
 
                 “It’ll be over in a minute. I’ve almost got the bastard.” Amanda said to her daughter. Amanda quickly removed the fetus from Angie. Angie lay in the floor bleeding as Amanda instructed Scott to go get a towel. “It’ll stop the blood. Hold it there a few minutes.” Amanda turned to Brandon and held the fetus out to him.
 
                 “What do you want me to do with that, Mama?” Brandon asked his mother.
 
                 “Eat it.” Amanda said.
 
                 “Gross, Mama! Why would I do that?” Brandon asked.
 
                 “You created it. Now you destroy it.” Amanda said as she placed the fetus in Brandon’s hands. “Eat it or I’ll cut your balls off and you’ll never be able to produce another one.”
 
                 “Damn, Mama.” Brandon said as he placed the fetus to his mouth and took a bite out of it. He gagged as he did so, but began to chew anyway. He knew if he vomited his mother would do as she said she would. She was a woman of her word.
 
                 “That’s a good boy.” Amanda said stroking his hair and kissing him on the cheek. “That’s my good boy.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PORK
 
    
 
    
 
                 
 
   Amanda Elizabeth Johnson. Born on June 4th, 1961 to a south Georgia fire and brimstone preacher and a mother of four. Amanda was the youngest of the four children of the family. Unlike her siblings before her, she often ran wild with her friends on Sunday afternoons after church. They would all go to the river, find a sandbar, listen to some music, and drink the day away. In 1976, what else was a fifteen year old girl going to do when the town’s entertainment consisted of one drive in theater and a Tasty Freeze restaurant? Amanda was a good girl for the most part, and proudly boasted of the fact that she was still a virgin.
 
                 “Hey, bitch,” said a voice from afar. Amanda turned around to see who’s voice it was as she walked down the dirt road near her country home.
 
                 “Oh, hey Mark,” she said as she turned and noticed her best friend Mark Sumner. She’d met him in the fifth grade, and they’d been best friends ever since. “What are you up to?”
 
                 “Not much, and you?” he asked.
 
                 “Just walking,” Amanda said.
 
                 “Hey, Amanda, I’ve got an idea,” he says as he touched her shoulder, stopped her in the road, and looked her in the eye.
 
                 “What is it?” she asked.
 
                 “I mean, if you don’t want to do it, it’s cool and all,” he said.
 
                 “Well, what is it, Mark?” Amanda asked.
 
                 “Well, me and some of the guys from school were wondering if we pooled our money together and paid you, if you’d let the group watch you have sex with one of us?” He smiled.
 
                 “I don’t know, Mark,” she said, "I ain’t never done nothin’ like that before you know. I’m still a virgin and all.”
 
                 “It’ll be real safe, you see,” Mark said in an attempt to convince her. “We have a certain way we would want to see it done and everything.”
 
                 “And how’s that exactly?” she asked, giggling.
 
                 “Well, we’d do it in my daddy’s barn,” he began.
 
                 “Okay, continue,” she said, amused at his silly idea.
 
                 “We’d tie you to one of the fence posts with a blindfold over your eyes, arms out in front of you."
 
                 “So I’d be on my knees then?”
 
                 “Yes, exactly."
 
                 “Kinky,” she said, smiling.
 
                 “Well basically, one of us would fuck you.” Mark continued.
 
                 “And just which one of you guys would that be?" Amanda asked, smiling at him.
 
                 “I don’t know, Amanda, but what more memorable way to lose your virginity than that?”
 
                 “Let me think about it ,Mark.”
 
   A loud truck pulled up the dirt road behind them, and stopped. Amanda looked at Mark, and he smiled. “Who is that?” Amanda asked him.
 
                 “Just some of the guys. I told them I’d be walking with you here.” He grabbed her hand.
 
                 “I told you I had to think about it Mark,” Amanda said looking back at the truck as the passenger door opened. “This isn’t funny.” The person that got out of the truck was wearing a hood over their head. “Mark! What is this?” Mark grabbed onto her arm tightly with his other hand as she fell to the ground. “Please Mark!”
 
                 “Just do as they say Amanda. It’ll be over with quick enough okay?” Mark said as the guy in the hood picked Amanda up off the ground and took her over to the truck. Amanda began to scream.
 
                 “I’m sorry, Amanda!” Mark yelled. “I didn’t have a choice. I’m so sorry!"Amanda was placed into the truck, Mark got in, and the truck drove away.
 
    
 
                 “Amanda, don’t fight it.” Mark said as the hooded guy took Amanda into the barn. It was out in the middle of a deserted country field, far from civilization. Amanda was taken to the center of the barn where a circle of people were standing with hoods over their heads.
 
                 “What is this?” Amanda asked, "what are you going to do to me?” The guy in the hood stripped Amanda of her clothes. She fought at him, but he was too big, and she was so small. She was helpless and finally gave in to what was happening. Amanda was then tied to a post in the center of the circle, hands over her head, and placed on her knees. She was blindfolded and instructed to be quiet, but she didn't listen. “Go ahead and get it over with mother fuckers! If you came to watch me get fucked, then one of you fuck me,” she screamed as she began to cry.
 
                 Amanda laid on her knees waiting in the silence of the room for what to her seemed to be an eternity. Then she heard a rustling sound. “Yeah, that’s right fucker. Do it!” Amanda yells. “Get it over with! You’ll all get the show you want!” She heard laughing echo throughout the room. “What are y’all laughing about? Is this funny to you?” Amanda asked. She heard a grunt from directly behind her and in turning her head to try to see what it was, couldn't because of the blindfold. “What was that?” she asked. “What’s going on? Mark?” she cried out, but Mark didn't answer. Amanda continued to hear the laughing throughout the room as a heavy lump of flesh jumped onto her back. “Oh my God! What is that?” she asked realizing it couldn’t be a man.
 
                 “It’s a hog, you bitch!” said a voice from the background. “You’re about to get fucked by a fat fucking hog!” The laughter continued throughout the room as the hog began to enter Amanda.
 
                 “It hurts!” Amanda cried. “Make it stop!” She screamed in frustration and pain to further cheers and applause from the crowd in the room. Blood began to fall down the back of her legs.
 
                 “Now this is what I paid for,” said a voice from the background. The hog pulled out and unmounted Amanda. “What the fuck?” asked the same voice. “Was that it?” Disappointment was the mood that now overcame the room.
 
                 “I think it came,” said another hooded man.
 
                 “Well, shit,” comes a woman’s voice from within the circle. “I guess the show’s over then. Unless one of you horny fuckers wants a go at her, too.”
 
                 “I’ll have a go, I reckon,” says another man.
 
                 “Please, don’t!” Amanda pleaded as a man stepped behind her, undressed, and penetrated her.
 
                 “Did anyone bring any beer?” asked one man.
 
                 “Yeah the cooler’s in the back,” said another.
 
   “I’m next now, y’all hear me? I wanna go too.”
 
                 “Alright, y’all. You can all have a go. Just one at a time,” came the woman’s voice again. “Just wait your turn. You’ll all get your money’s worth.”
 
   The woman walked over to Amanda and brushed her across the face gently with her hand. The grunts from the man behind Amanda were overwhelming any silence that was to now be had in the room. The woman leaned in and kissed Amanda on the forehead, whispering, “Now Amanda, make your Mama proud baby. I’m right here with you.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   RAZOR
 
    
 
    
 
                 “Get your sister off of the floor!” Amanda instructed her youngest son Scott as she walked into the living room and laid back in her favorite arm chair.
 
                 “What do you want me to do with her?” Scott asked of his mother.
 
                 “Take the whore to her room and put her to bed.” Amanda said. “You go on and get into bed as well.”
 
                 “Okay, Mama.” Scott replied.
 
                 “I’m done, Mama.” Brandon said to his Mother as he walked into the living room.
 
                 “Did you eat all of it?” she asked him.
 
                 “Yes, Mama.” Brandon replied.
 
                 “Good, then go to your room. I’m tired of looking at your ugly fucking face for tonight,” she scolded him.
 
                 “Alright, Mama. Goodnight.” Brandon said as he kissed her cheek. He turned to walk away, but she stopped him.
 
                 “Brandon,” Amanda said.
 
                 “Yes, Mama?” Brandon asked as he turned back around.
 
                 “Check on your Daddy. He’s been awful quiet tonight.” Amanda said.
 
   “Alright,” he said as he turned and continued to walk out of the room.
 
   Amanda sat quietly with her head back and her eyes closed. She was relaxed for the first time that night, and nothing could make her happier at that moment. As she was about to drift off to sleep, the phone rang and startled her. “Fucking motherfucker,” she said as she jumped in her chair. She reached for the phone. She answered, “Hello?” A moment of silence as she listened for a reply. “Yes, I do couples.” Another moment of silence. “Pineville Inn? Room 43?” She wrote on a pad by the phone. “Michael? Got it. Give me thirty minutes and I’ll be there. The two of you be ready for the night of your life.” Amanda hung up the phone. She walked down the hall and peeked in each of her children's rooms, making sure they were all in bed, and walked into the bathroom to freshen up. She left home at 12:45 am.
 
    
 
   She arrived at the Pineville Inn at 1:12 am. Amanda was happy with the time she had made in getting there. She looked down at the note she had written herself on the pad by the phone earlier. Room 43. She looked at herself in the rearview mirror, wiped the lipstick from the corner of her mouth, grabbed her bag, and got out of the car. After the night she’d had earlier, she was more than happy to drive her husband’s car rather than take another taxi. “Fuck the taxi,” she thought to herself.
 
                 When she arrived at room 43, Amanda knocked on the door. A man appearing to be in his early thirties opened the door. “Are you Michael?” Amanda asked.
 
                 “Yes. I’m Michael,” he said. “Are you her?”
 
                 Amanda forcefully pushed open the door and walked in. “Yes, I’m her.” She noticed a young woman lying on the bed already naked. She turned back around and stared directly into the man’s eyes. “Well are you going to shut the door or stand there and stare at me?” Amanda asked.
 
                 “I’m sorry,” he said as he turned and shut the door. “You’re just really beautiful. We weren’t expecting someone like you.”
 
                 “I’m glad you’re happy, doll.” Amanda said.
 
                 “Most of the people we get to do this with are,” he paused and looked at the young woman, “less attractive I guess you could say.”
 
                 “Yeah, they usually are.” Amanda said. “You don’t have to be beautiful to know how to dominate someone. Now get your fucking clothes off so I can tie you up you piece of shit!” she said as she slapped the man across the face.
 
                 “Yes, Ma'am!” Michael says as he began to remove his clothes. Amanda noticed his erection, and took it into her hands. She tugged on it, leading him toward the bed.
 
                 “Does that hurt?” Amanda asked.
 
                 “Yes it does!” he said with a smile.
 
                 “Good!” Amanda said as she seats him on the bed next to the girl. She began to tie them both securely to the headboard by their hands. Tied down and lying on their backs, they stared at Amanda in anticipation of what tortuous pleasures she was sure to bring them. Amanda opened her bag, and removed a belt. “Do you like being beat on?” she asked the two of them.
 
                 “Yes please!” the girl squealed. "Hard! Real Hard!” Amanda slapped the girl across the stomach with the belt. The girl screamed in excitement and pleasure.
 
                 “Wait a minute. We can’t have any screaming. You’ll get us in trouble.” Amanda reached back into her bag and removed two gags which she placed in their mouths. “Do you want me to hit you as well, Michael?” Amanda asked. He told her yes by nodding his head, and she gladly complied by slapping him across the stomach with the belt as well. He attempted to scream as a red welt arose where the belt had made contact with his skin. Amanda placed the belt down beside them on the bed, and reached back into her bag once again, removing a double A battery. Michael glares over at the girl in confusion. “Confused?” Amanda asked. “Well I would be too. You see, we’re going to give that dick of yours some power.” she laughed and took his penis into her hands. Amanda then attempted to force the battery into the hole in the head of his penis “It won’t fit Michael. We’ll have to do something about that," Amanda said as she reached into her bag to remove a razor. Michael attempted to beg for mercy the best way he could, but to no avail. Amanda took the razor and placed the edge of the blade at the bottom of the hole on the head of his penis. She began to slowly slice the hole open wider with the razor as his penis began to bleed. When she was satisfied with what she had done, Amanda stopped cutting and placed the razor down on the nightstand. “Okay, let’s see if it’ll fit now.” Michael began to cry as he looked over at the girl beside him who was also crying, finally realizing that they may have gotten themselves in over their heads.
 
   Amanda took the battery and attempted to fit it into the hole in Michael's penis again, and this time it slid down into the shaft. Amanda looked up and smiled. "There we go,” she said. “I got it! Now it’s your turn darling.” Amanda reached back into her bag and removed a hairbrush. She looked at the girl and smiled. She then reached over to the nightstand and grabbed the razor back up that she’d just finished using on Michael. “I’m forgetting something,” she said. “Tape. That’s it.” Amanda reached back into her bag for one last time and removed a roll of duct tape. She used the tape to secure the razor to the non bristled end of the hairbrush. Amanda glared over at Michael. “Hows that battery feel their big boy?” He grunted in response as she laughed.
 
                 Amanda took the hairbrushes now razored handle into her right hand, and began to force it into the girl’s vagina as if it were a dildo. The girl tried with everything she had to scream, but couldn't due to the gag in her mouth. Amanda laughed at the sight and continued to move the brush back and forth mangling the girl more and more with each thrust. As the bed began to become covered with blood, Amanda placed some of it in her hands, licked it, and wiped it onto her face. “You taste so good, baby girl.” Amanda said as she licked her fingers one by one. Amanda reached over and gripped Michael’s penis squeezing the battery out. He grunted in pain as Amanda began to thrust her hand up and down the shaft of his penis. “Do you like that, Michael?” Amanda asked as she looked over at the girl and noticed she passed out from her loss of blood. “You must be enjoying it. Look at that big boy erection you’re getting.” Amanda straddled Michael and placed his erect penis inside of her. She began to sway back and forth on top of him and moan in pleasure as he cried from what was happening to him. As Amanda reached climax, she placed her hand in the pool of blood by the girl’s vagina region and rubbed it all over her breasts as she came.
 
                 Amanda picked up the hairbrush with the razor blade handle and sliced Michael’s throat. She reached over to see if the girl had bled to death, and realizing she had, and was satisfied. She got off of Michael, walked into the bathroom, and got a quick shower to wash the blood off of her. She had to get home. It was getting late and she was tired.
 
                 As she finished her shower and put her clothes back on, she reached into Michael’s pants and removed his wallet. Amanda removed all the green she could, and counted it. One Hundred and thirty five dollars. She never set a price with her clients up front. It wasn’t exactly the large amount she was expecting from a couple like this, but it would help with the groceries. Hell, it was all in a nights work. “The cheap bastards,” she thought to herself.               
 
   Amanda got back into her car and started the engine. She gazed at herself in the mirror as she did earlier, and smiled.
 
                 As she drove home, she noticed a car had wrecked on the side of the road and was on fire. Amanda pulled over to the curb to watch the scene that was unfolding. A crowd of people had formed around the car and were laughing. She noticed inside were what appeared to be two women and a small child trapped and burning alive. For the first time, Amanda felt sick to her stomach at the evil she was seeing before her, and she didn’t understand why. She placed her car back in drive and continued home.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   MARY
 
    
 
    
 
   Amanda walks into her living room and sits back into the same chair she was in earlier in the night. It was after all, her favorite.               
 
                 “I can’t keep doing this,” she thought to herself. “I’m no better than my Mother, or those people at the wreck. Why am I just now seeing this?” Amanda gets down into the floor and onto her knees. She folds her hands and looks up toward the ceiling. “God, if you’re there, please help me. I’m evil. After all of these years, I realize I want to change. I’ve put my kids through torment. I’ve killed. Just tonight even. Maybe I’m just a product of my own childhood, or it may even be instinctual. Either way Lord, what do I do?” She pauses for an answer, but doesn’t receive one. “I knew you weren’t there.” Amanda begins to stand up, and as she does, a woman appears on the opposite side of the living room from her. She’s holding a baby in her arms, and wearing a tattered dress.
 
                 “Who are you?” Amanda asks.
 
                 “I’m Mary, Amanda,” says the woman.
 
                 “Jesus’ Mary?” she asks.
 
                 “Yes,” Mary says. Amanda falls back onto her knees, hands clasp together again.
 
                 “Please, tell me what to do. I’m tired of all the killing. All of the mental torture I put my kids through. On the drive back home tonight, it hit me just how evil I truly was. I feel it’s because of my mother,” Amanda says.
 
                 “Life’s a bitch Amanda,” says Mary. Tears of blood begin to run down her face as she looks down at the baby.
 
                 “Why would you say that?” Amanda asks.
 
                 “No one is truly innocent Amanda. Once you come into the world, you lose that innocence. You didn’t have a chance to begin with. No one does. Everyone is bad. Most just choose to be good,” says Mary. “You, my child, are one of the worst.”
 
                 “What hope do I have?” Amanda asks.
 
                 “There is hope,” Mary says as she looks back up at Amanda. “but you have to find your own redemption in your life. You have to find a way to give life for all of the ones you’ve taken.”
 
                 “I can’t have anymore children.” Amanda says. “I don’t understand.”
 
                 “It’s up to you Amanda,” Mary says, as she leaves. Amanda stands back up, sits back into her chair, and cries.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   FORGIVEN
 
    
 
    
 
                 September 15th, 2012, a fifty one year old Amanda sat on the steps of her church as a Georgia State Patrol car pulled up to the curb. An officer stepped out of the car and walked over to where she had been sitting for the past hour speaking with her pastor about the past, and forgiveness.
 
                 “Amanda? Amanda Bell?” the officer asked.
 
                 “Yes Sir. I’m Amanda Bell.” Amanda said to the officer.
 
                 “Is anything wrong officer?” the pastor asked.
 
                 “Amanda, do you have three children by the names of Angie, Brandon, and Scott Bell?” the officer asked.
 
                 “Yes sir, is everything okay?” Amanda asked, knowing that it couldn’t be.
 
                 “Well, no ma'am. I’m sorry to tell you, that we found the three of them dead this morning at a residence out on Smith Road.” the officer said as he put his head down. The pastor placed his hand on Amanda, who showed no emotion at the officer's words.
 
                 “What exactly happened, officer?” Amanda asked.
 
                 “I can’t go into details at this time, Ms. Bell, but we’ll need you to come down and identify the bodies if you can.” the officer said.
 
                 “I can do that,” said Amanda. “Thank you, officer.”
 
                 “Yes, ma'am. Sorry for your loss" the officer said as he turned and walked away.
 
                 “Are you okay Amanda? I can go down with you if you need me to.” the pastor said to Amanda.
 
                 “No, it’s okay pastor. I knew it was coming.” Amanda said. “They were bad people, but they got it good and honest.”
 
                 “Oh no, Amanda,” said the pastor as he tried to reassure Amanda it was not her fault that her children turned out to be the way they did.
 
                 “No pastor, you don’t understand. You don’t know me like you think you do. I’ve done terrible things in my life, and I’ve been paying for it ever since Angie was fifteen.” Amanda said.
 
                 “What happened when she was fifteen?” the pastor asked Amanda.
 
                 “The Virgin Mary appeared to me, pastor. She told me that I needed redemption. That’s why I started going to church. I thought that surely I could find redemption there. So many people do.” Amanda said as she looked her pastor in the eyes and began to cry.
 
                 “There is redemption and forgiveness for all of us, Amanda.” her pastor said.
 
                 “No, pastor. Not for me. It’s too late. It’s always been too late,” she said. "I don’t know why I’ve even tried.”
 
                 “Amanda...” her pastor began.
 
                 “I have to go, pastor,” she said as she wiped her eyes and got up off the steps. “ I have to go identify the bodies.”
 
                 “If you need me, just call me okay, Amanda?” her pastor said.
 
                 “I will. Thanks,” she said as she walked away to her car.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   REDEMPTION
 
    
 
    
 
                 Amanda left the morgue from identifying the bodies of her children just before it closed at 6:00 pm. She decided she needed to pick up a few items to cook for dinner, so she stopped by the grocery store to see what she could find. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to cook. Her husband had passed away three years earlier, and she lived alone now, so why she even bothered to cook anymore she wasn’t sure.
 
                 As she walked into the store and down the aisles looking at the shelves, she began to remember back on the hard life she’d given her kids, the way she’d treated them, and the example she’d set. She knew there deaths may not directly have been her fault, but indirectly, they were. Everything she’d ever done to them had lead up to whatever bad thing she was sure she’d find out had happened to them. They were evil, just as she’d once been, and she was to blame.
 
                 A simple hamburger sounded good to her. She put a pack of ground beef in her buggy and went for the buns.
 
                 She was willing to accept her punishment in the afterlife, but if God ever gave her the real chance to prove her worth to him, she would. Amanda felt she needed that one opportunity to present itself for her to redeem her for all of her past sins. For all of the people she’d harmed, or killed, and betrayed. There had to be some kind of hope. She’d taken so many lives, but had never saved one.
 
                 Chips. She needed chips.
 
                 She wanted to do good with the rest of her life. Her past hung over her like a black cloud that would never blow over. People can change. Not all people, but Amanda Bell had. She’d learned from her mistakes. She regretted it all. She lived her life by the example she was eventually shown by her mother, which is exactly what her kids ended up doing as well.
 
                 Amanda reached the checkout lane and placed her things on the counter to be checked out.
 
                 “Don’t anyone fucking move!” boomed a voice from the front of the store. “This is a robbery!” Everyone in the store put their hands in the air, including Amanda, who placed her purse on the checkout lane counter beside her before she did so. “Who’s the manager?” asked the man in a mask holding the gun. The young girl at the checkout pointed toward a man wearing a tie by the office door. “Open the safe fucker!” demanded the robber. The manager walked into the office as the man followed him. Amanda saw an opportunity to pull the gun she had for protection out of her purse, so she did. She held it by her side in anticipation of the robber coming back out of the office with the manager. The robber came back out of the office, with the money in his hand. “No one move,” he said, “or I’ll kill every fucking one of you.” He looked over and noticed the pretty check out girl behind the lane Amanda was in. “Well ain’t you a pretty bitch,” he said as he walked over to the girl. He placed his gun by the girl’s face and ran it down her body, grabbing at her breast with his other hand. “Yeah, yeah. I may take you with me,” he said. "We’d have a good time,” he smiled. “Come on, baby girl, I’ve got some use for you,” he said as he pulled the girl by the arm and began to walk toward the door. The girl screamed and he slapped her across the face. As he turned to walk out the door, Amanda slowly walked up behind him, placed the gun to the back of his head and pulled the trigger. He fell to the floor as the blood from the wound sprayed onto the face of the young girl. The girl continued to scream as Amanda took the gun down. The manager ran over to the girl and grabbed her, holding her tight.
 
                 “Someone call the police!” the manager says. “Thank you! Thank you so much!” he said to Amanda. “You just saved her life.” Amanda looked at the manager and then down at the robber who was lying dead on the floor, and smiled.
 
                 
 
   Redemption. It can come at the most unexpected times. Even for the unredeemable.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    PART III
 
    
 
   HERETIC DISORDER
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ENGAGE
 
    
 
                 
 
   “Slit the bitches throat, mother fucker!”
 
                 “I ain’t cuttin’ her throat, man. That’s all you.”
 
                 “Ah, you pussy. I’ll cut it my damn self. All I want to do is fuck her anyway.”
 
                 “You’re a sick bastard, Jeff. Why does she have to be dead in order for you to fuck her?”
 
                 “Yeah, and you’re too much of a boy scout, shit for brains. It’s because they don’t wiggle as much dead, and the blood provides itself as a great lubricate, ” Jeff responds. “Now give me your knife.”
 
                 “Jesus, you’re insane,” Mark says as he removes his pocket knife from the right pocket of his jeans. He promptly hands it over to Jeff.
 
                 “Probably,” Jeff says referring to Mark’s comment on his sanity. Jeff places the knife to the young girl’s throat.
 
                 She appeared to be no more than seventeen, with brown hair and blue eyes. She couldn’t have weighed more than a hundred pounds soaking wet. The girl was beautiful, and her smile contagious. That smile was what caught the attention of Jeff to begin with. Not content in having a normal relationship with a woman his own age, he instead stole the innocence of someone younger. She begins to cry as he slices the knife from the left side of her throat to the right. Her blood flows gently from the wound as she closes her eyes all in a symphony of murderous sorrow. Jeff is satisfied with his accomplishment. Mark runs over to the corner of the room and begins to vomit up his lunch from earlier in the day.
 
                 “You weak ass fucker,” Jeff says with a laugh directed toward Mark, but he already knew he was weak. However, he thought it was for reasons far beyond what Jeff thought they were, or could even grasp in his limited state of being. Mark thought he was weak for hanging around such a delusional, psychotic man such as Jeff, but he wasn’t given a choice. He couldn’t escape his fear of Jeff and knowing what might happen if he defied him. He knew this was what made him weak, and he hated himself for it.  
 
   Jeff unzips his pants, removes his penis, and places his right hand in the blood pool formed around the neckline of the young girl’s neck. Stroking his penis, he begins to moan until he is erect. Jeff had stripped the young girl of  clothing earlier, so an easy entry into her vaginal region wasn’t a problem for him. He climbs onto the cold, silver metal table that she is lying upon, and inserts his penis into her dry vagina.
 
                 “I can’t watch this shit,” Mark says as he turns and looks away.
 
   “Then don’t, but this shit feels good. Are you sure you don’t want to try it?” Jeff asks as he closes his eyes and smiles.
 
   “Yeah, I’m confident that isn’t for me, bro,” Mark says.
 
   “Your...uh,” Jeff pulls out and ejaculates onto the dead girl’s face before he can finish his sentence. He licks his fingers of the remaining blood and semen remaining on them, places his penis back into his pants, and zips them back up. “Damn that felt good,” Mark begins to make his way out of Jeff’s garage door, “So what now?” Jeff asks as he looks over at Mark, “Wait! Are you leaving?” he asks.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll see you later,” Mark says fairly certain he didn’t actually want to see him later.
 
   “Whatever, bro,” Jeff says. “I guess I’ll catch you later then.” Mark closes the door behind him. Jeff glances back down at the now lifeless body of the young girl.  “So what are we going to do now, baby?” He places his hand to his ear as if he was listening to someone whisper to him, and responds, “Oh, you want me to eat your pussy? Are you sure that’s what you really want me to do?” He smiles as he slides his body down the table toward the girl’s crotch region . “Well that’s exactly what I’ll do then,” He says as he spreads the girl’s legs open wide.
 
   The night was still young as the sun began to set outside. Jeff was hungry, and dinner was being served on a silver platter.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   AFFAIR
 
    
 
    
 
                 Mark arrives home a little after eight thirty, and as he walks in the front door of his dilapidated single wide trailer, he notices his mother is sprawled out on the couch being hammered by the redneck neighbor from next door.
 
                 “God, Mom, really?” Mark says as he covers his eyes in disgust.
 
                 “What, you little shit?” she says. “You act like you ain’t ever saw people fucking before.”
 
                 “Not my mama. Jesus,” he says.
 
                 “Respect your mother,” Jason, the very noticeably methed out  neighbor says to Mark.
 
                 “Fuck you, man,” Mark says.
 
                 “No, fuck you,” Jason says. “You’re the thirty year old man still living with your fucking mother.”
 
   “Go to hell,” Mark says as he walks to his room.
 
   “I’m coming! I’m coming!” his mother cries out from the living room.
 
                 “Mama, don’t come in here!” Mark screams out to his mother, but realizes she wasn’t referring to coming into his room. “Dammit,” he says as he shuts his door and lies on his bed. He eventually drifts off to sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
                 As morning arrives, Mark awakens abruptly to a knock on his bedroom door.
 
                 “Oh my God! What the fuck?” he says in frustration.
 
                 “Hey bro, get up!” Jeff says as he opens the bedroom door and rushes in. “Put your dick away, we’ve got something to do.”
 
                 “No, Jeff. I can’t man. Not today,” says Mark as he sits up in his bed and wipes his eyes.
 
                 “Yeah, we’re doing this. Now get the fuck up,” he says as he pulls Mark by the arm and out of the bed. “Get up, you fat fuck.”
 
                 “Fuck me with a shovel handle,” Mark says.
 
                 “Really?” Jeff asks. “Because I can arrange that you know.”
 
                 ‘No, jackass! It’s an expression of frustration,” Mark says.
 
                 “Yeah, well I ain’t ever heard that one,” Jeff says. “Anyway dipshit, get up. We’ve got to go.”
 
                 “Where are we going anyway?” Mark asks as he begins to stand up.
 
                 “You’ll see. It’s a surprise,” Jeff says with a suspicious smile. Mark releases an obvious sigh of frustration.
 
                 “I’m sure it’ll be fun,” Mark says with obvious sarcasm. He places his shoes on, and the two of them leave the bedroom.
 
                 As they walk through the living room and toward the front door, Jeff momentarily glances back at Mark and smiles. “You’re mom is fairly hot to be such an old bitch,” he says.
 
                 “What the hell?” Mark asks.
 
                 “She’s lying naked on the couch, and she’s not half bad looking,” Jeff says as he opens the front door. Mark turns and notices his mother.
 
                 “God dammit, Mama, put on some clothes,” he says.
 
                 “Fuck you,” she mumbles out.
 
                 “Let’s just go, Jeff. Jesus,” Mark says as he walks out of the door and closes it behind him.
 
                 They get into Jeff’s red five speed manual shift 1998 Ford Ranger, and Jeff starts the ignition. “You remember Rebecca from Mrs. Johnson’s class senior year? Blonde headed girl with the cute tits?” he asks Mark.
 
                 “Yeah, why?” Mark asks.
 
                 “I took her out last night after you left, and you won’t believe what she did,” Jeff says as he begins to drive out of Mark’s driveway and down the road.
 
                 “You had a regular date? With no funny business?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Yes, but listen. Do you see the gear shifter there in the floor?” Jeff asks.
 
                 “Yeah, why?” Mark asks.
 
                 “She fucked the shit out of it!” Jeff says as he looks at Mark wide eyed and mouth agape awaiting a surprised response from him. In not receiving one, his expression changes. “Did you not hear me? She...fucked..my gear shift,”
 
                 “Yeah, I heard you,” Mark says. “it’s just not that interesting to me.”
 
                 “God, man. You’re no fun,” Jeff says.
 
                 “So are you guys going out again or what?” Mark asks politely with even less interest than it appeared that he actually had.
 
                 “Maybe,” Jeff says. “Enough about that though. Let me tell you about where we’re going.”
 
                 “I can’t wait,” Mark says.
 
                 “Do you remember Darren and Aaron?” Jeff asks.
 
                 “The only homosexual couple in town?” Mark asks.
 
                 “No, the faggot couple,” Jeff responds. Mark sighs.
 
                 “Yeah, them. I remember Jeff. Why?”
 
                 “You’re going to help me kill them,” Jeff says with a grin of excitement.
 
                 “I really don’t want to do this anymore bro,” Mark says.
 
                 “Well, you don’t have a choice now do you?”
 
                 “Why don’t I? Why don’t I have a choice? Remind me again?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Because I’ll fucking kill you if you don’t help me,” Jeff laughs. “That’s easy enough to understand, right?”
 
                 “Yeah, I got it,” Mark says as they turn onto a dirt road.
 
                 “Come on, man. You’re my best friend. I wouldn’t really kill you, you know that right?” Jeff smiles and he pats Mark on the shoulder. Mark gives him a quick smile.
 
   There were no houses around. Jeff always picked places without anyone else around. The obvious reason was so that there were no witnesses.
 
                 “Their drive is up on the right,” Jeff says to Mark.
 
                 They pull into the drive and park.
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                 “What have they done to you exactly, Jeff? Why them?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Well, Jesus Mark,” Jeff begins, “They don’t have to do anything. They’re goddamn fags, man. They deserve to die,” he laughs.
 
                 “No they don’t, you redneck mother fucker,” Mark says angrily to Jeff.
 
                 “Fuck you, man. You do what the fuck I say, remember?” Jeff says.
 
                 “Yeah, I got it,” Mark responds. “So what’s the plan?”
 
                 “No plan exactly. Knock, knock. You’re dead,” Jeff says.
 
                 “Fuck,” Mark says as he opens the passengers side of the truck and steps out. They begin to walk toward the front door of the home.  As they reach it, Jeff knocks on the door.
 
                 “Who is it?” asks a voice from the other side.
 
                 “John and Sam, sir,” Jeff says.
 
                 “Just a minute,” says the voice. A moment later the door opens and Darren is standing on the other side. “Can I help you?” he asks.
 
                 “Yes sir, we’re here representing the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, and we’d like to tell you about Jesus. May we come in a minute? We won’t take up much of your time,” Jeff tries to smile as convincingly as possible.
 
                 “Aaron?” Darren yells out.
 
                 “Yeah?” Aaron responds from the background.
 
                 “Do you feel like hearing about Jesus today?” Darren asks.
 
                 “Yeah, why the hell not. I’m bored anyway. Invite them in,” Aaron says.
 
                 “Come on in, guys,” Darren says as he opens the door and invites the two of them in. Jeff glances over at Mark with a look of surprise at how easy it was to get access to the home. It was the first time anyone had ever actually invited them in on their own.
 
                 “Thanks Darren,” Jeff says.
 
                 “You’re welcome,” Darren says, “Wait, how do you know my name?” he asks. Jeff pulls out his gun and points it at Darren. Aaron stands from the chair he was seated in and runs out of the room.
 
                 “Go after the fucker, Mark,” Jeff says. Mark turns his head and stares at Jeff reluctant to chase after Aaron. “Well do it, goddammit,” Jeff demands.
 
                 “Shit,” Mark says as he runs out of the room.
 
                 “And you,” Jeff begins as he points the gun towards Darren, “sit the fuck down.”
 
                 “What do you guys want with us?” Darren asks.
 
                 “I sure as hell don’t want to fuck you in the ass, you fucking faggot,” Jeff says. “I ain’t no queer like you bastards.”
 
                 “Really? Is that what this is about, you homophobic son of a bitch?” Darren asks. Mark returns into the room with Aaron. He holds Aaron tightly by his right arm.
 
                 “What do you want me to do with him?” Mark asks Jeff.
 
                 “Sit him over here by this one,” Jeff says. Mark places Aaron down by his partner.
 
                 “Listen man…” Aaron begins.
 
                 “No you listen fucker, I want you to listen very carefully,” Jeff says, “You’re a disease. Now strip your clothes off.”
 
                 “Both of us?” Darren asks.
 
                 “Yeah, both of you,” Jeff says. Mark sits down on the couch not happy about what’s going on, but knowing as usual, he can’t go against Jeff’s wishes and demands. Darren and Aaron both remove their clothes. As they stand naked side by side, Jeff looks them over. “I ain’t a fag, obviously,” he says with a chuckle and a glances over at Mark, “but those are some nice dicks you guys have there,” he smiles. “I guess if I were a fag you guys would be good looking enough for me.”
 
                 “Thanks, I guess?” Darren says. “Please don’t hurt us,” he begins to plead.
 
                 “Mark, come here and hold this gun on them,” Jeff says. Mark stands up and walks over, takes the gun from him, and holds it on the two guys. “I’m going to look around for a minute.” Jeff begins to walk around the kitchen, looking through cabinets and drawers. “I found something I like here, Mark,” he says as he pulls a tube of superglue from the drawer adjoining the kitchen sink. He walks back over toward the couple and looks at them. He smiles. “Aaron, stroke Darren’s dick until it’s erect.”
 
                 “What?” Aaron asks.
 
                 “You heard me. Now do it or I’ll kill him,” Jeff says.
 
                 “Jeff, really?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Shut the fuck up, Mark. Now do it, Aaron!” Jeff says as he takes the gun back from Mark and points it toward Darren. “You know I’ll do it.” Aaron reaches over to Darren’s penis and grabs it with a firm grip. The way he had so many times before. He begins to stroke it. Darren quickly becomes erect despite the situation they were in. “That’s good, you can stop. Now Aaron, bend over,” Aaron stares at him, “Do it fag!” Jeff demands. Aaron bends over and places his hands on the couch with his back side in the air. Jeff takes the superglue, opens it, and squirts it out onto Darrens erect penis. “Place your dick in his ass,” Jeff says to Darren.
 
                 “No way man. I ain’t gonna do that shit!” Darren says. Jeff places the gun in Darrens rectum.
 
                 “Now!” Jeff says. Darren inserts his penis into Aaron’s rectum. “Now don’t move,” Jeff says as he laughs.
 
                 “Damn Jeff,” Mark says. He turns his head in disgust.
 
                 “Okay, now pull out Darren,” Jeff says to Darren. Darren tries to remove his penis from Aaron but can’t as the superglue has now set and dried.
 
                 “I can’t! I can’t do it!” Darren screams.
 
                 “That hurts Darren!” Aaron screams back.
 
                 “I know! I know! I won’t do it!” Darren tries to reassure his partner.
 
                 “Mark, hold Aaron still,” Jeff says. Mark reluctantly grabs Aaron and holds him down on the couch. “We’re going to rip the queer right out of these fags. All of the bad memories that caused you to feel this way, are all going to be ripped away now.”
 
                 “I’m not even really gay,” Aaron says, “I’m actually bi-sexual and it’s not my fault you see!”
 
                 “I don’t care!” Jeff says.
 
                 “I was abused as a child. I’m just experimenting. I don’t even love this guy!” Aaron tries to say convincingly.
 
                 “What the hell, Aaron?” Darren asks. Jeff laughs at the scene.
 
   Jeff takes a grip of Darren from behind him by the hips and begins to pull, trying to remove Darren’s penis himself, and does. Darren’s penis rips out of Aaron with a bloody force, ripping and pulling anything and everything that would stick to it and come with it. As a stream of blood flows into the floor from Aaron’s rectum, he falls and cries out in pain. Darren screams as he looks down at his penis. It was covered in blood and surrounded with pieces of what he assumed was Aaron’s rectum. Jeff places his gun’s barrel into Darren’s mouth and pulls the trigger. He falls to the floor. “Let’s go,” he says to Mark.
 
                 “What about him?” Mark asks, “I’m not going to jail because you left someone alive to talk and identify us.” Jeff removes his knife from his pocket and cuts Aaron’s tongue from his mouth as well as pokes out both of his eyes.
 
                 “He’ll die soon enough,” Jeff says as he walks out of the front door and toward the truck. Mark follows close behind. They both get in and Jeff starts up the engine. “I’m hungry. What would you say to a burger and shake?”
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                 Mark started the ninth grade like any fifteen year old would in the year nineteen ninety seven; scared shitless. He and his mother had just moved to a new town, leaving all of his old friends behind in the small Alabama town he was born in. Jefferson City, Georgia seemed like a shit-hole to him, and he definitely wasn’t excited to be there.
 
   He walked into his homeroom that Monday morning and sat in the desk toward the back classroom corner. He and his mother were poor, and it was quite evident by his wearing of a torn hand-me-down early nineties New Kids on the Block t-shirt. It definitely wasn’t the definition of cool.
 
   Although Mark fully expected to be force fed a mouth full of jock shit in the boys bathroom at some point during that day, one teen befriended him despite his obvious ability to stick out like a sore thumb. His name was Jeff Daughtry. He was a tall, slightly overweight, dark haired youth a year older than Mark. Their first encounter was an awkward one as they stood side by side at adjoining urinals.
 
   “What’s up, Joey?” Jeff asked Mark.
 
   “Excuse me?” Mark asked.
 
   “Joey?” Jeff asked as Mark looked at him in confusion. “You know, from New Kids?” Mark continued to stare. “On your shirt?” Mark looked down at his shirt.
 
   “Oh, yeah. I’m sorry. I forgot I was wearing this dumb ass shit,” he said with embarrassment.
 
   “Nah, it’s cool dude. Don’t sweat it,” Jeff said as he zipped his pants. Mark did the same as they both began to walk toward the sink. “So, what’s your real name?” Jeff asked.
 
   “Mark, and you?” Mark asked.
 
   “Jeff, nice to meet ya man,” Jeff responded.
 
   “Yeah, you too,” Mark said with a smile.
 
   “Well, hey bro, maybe I’ll see you around okay?” Jeff said.
 
   “Yeah, sounds good. Talk to you later then,” Mark said as they walk out of the bathroom and into the hall.
 
   They walked their separate ways, but from that day forward, they were inseparable.
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                 To everyone that knew him, Jeff seemed to be a normal guy. That is, to everyone except Mark. He had a job as a car salesman, and was great at it. Some even said that he could sell someone their own testicles if given the chance. He was that damn good. Saying he was charismatic was an understatement. A pillar of the community was a better way of putting it. A faithful member of Jefferson City Grace Christian Church his entire life, he was never questioned about his loyalty or following of the Lord. He was responsible for many of the tasks that needed to be done around the church. He often cut the grass on Saturday’s and even placed the slogan on the church sign for the week. He was most proud of the sign that read, “This country was founded on Christian values. If you’re not happy with it, then move!” His church believed he was the very definition of the grace that Christ spoke of.  What they didn’t know was Grace was the name of the whore he fucked on Saturday nights, and not the lifestyle he lived to display to others. He would live his fake life for everyone to see, and his secret one for no one except Mark. However, he’d get out his message of hate and ignorance, one church sign at the time. He seemed to be pillar of the community, but all the members did. Jefferson City was full of people like Jeff. Redneck Sunday Christians with a love of guns, the tea party, and a hatred of homosexuals or anyone not white enough to lay on a tanning bed. Some of the residents displayed their hatred through messages on Facebook or in the local Newspaper. Jeff however, took it out on others. He killed, and unlike the rest of Jefferson City, it wasn’t deer, but he loved every minute of it.
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                 “I’m just going to pull through the drive thru okay, Mark?” Jeff asks as he pulls up to their favorite fast food destination.
 
   “Yeah, that’s fine, but I’m not hungry. You go ahead though,” Mark says.
 
   “Are you sure? I worked up an appetite. You didn’t?” Jeff asks.
 
                 “No, bro. I’m good,” Mark says. Jeff orders, pulls around to the window, pays, gets his food, and pulls away.
 
                 “We’re going to meet Angie at the park,” Jeff says to Mark as they begin to drive down the road.
 
                 “Why are you still dating her anyway?” Mark asks Jeff. “You just went out last night with someone else.”
 
                 “Honestly? Because what we have is real, and she can fuck really fucking good,” Jeff responds with a smile as he takes a bite from his burger. Ketchup drips onto the side of his mouth and he takes a napkin to wipe it away.
 
                 “Wow, okay then. A good reason I reckon,” Mark says sarcastically, “She’s crazy as hell though, man. But so are you, so I guess it evens itself out.”
 
                 “Well, don’t let her hear you say that. She’ll cut your throat whether you’re my friend or not,” Jeff says. “I’m not fucking joking about that either.”
 
                 “Yeah, I’m very aware of her psychotic nature. As well as her brothers,” Mark says. As they pull into the parking lot of the park, they see Angie has already arrived and is sitting on the bench of a picnic table under a shelter. The two of them get out of the vehicle and walk over to her. Jeff throws his trash in a bin as he reaches the shelter. He kisses Angie on arrival.
 
                 “Hey babe,” Jeff says to Angie.
 
                 “Hey, fuck face,” she says.
 
                 “I’ll fuck your face,” he responds.
 
                 “Jesus,” Mark says.
 
                 “What, Mark? I’ll let you fuck me too if you want?” Angie says to Mark.
 
                 “She will, Mark,” Jeff says. “I might let her too if you’re really nice,” he laughs.
 
                 “That’s alright, Jeff. You can keep her to yourself,” Mark says.
 
                 “What, I ain’t good enough for your little pecker?” Angie asks. Mark sits down on the bench but doesn’t respond. “Whatever, Mark. So what’s up, guys?” She asks.
 
                 “What do you say we go to my place and fuck for a while?” Jeff asks her.
 
                 “I would, but I have this thing to do,” she says.
 
                 “What thing?” Jeff asks with a frown on his face.
 
                 “It’s Brandon’s birthday, and we’re going out. Maybe find some trouble to get into, you know?” Angie says. “We like to do it big on our birthdays. It’s kind of a sibling thing we have.”
 
                 “Alright then, whatever,” Jeff says. He kisses her on the lips. “Well, I guess we’ll leave you be then.”
 
                 “Okay, I’d better get going anyway,” Angie says. “We’ve got a little place out in the country picked out for the party. We’ve been watching it for a few days. They seem to be a nice couple.”
 
                 “Y’all have fun, and be safe,” Jeff says.
 
                 “We’re always safe darlin’” Angie says. “I’ll see you tomorrow okay?”
 
                 “Okay, I love you,” Jeff says.
 
                 “I love you, too,” she says to Jeff and kisses him again. “I even love you, Mark, just a little though,” Angie says as she lightly punches Mark in the shoulder. Mark smiles. “By the way Jeff, if you see mama, tell her we’ll get together tomorrow for Brandon’s birthday as a family. I’ve been trying to get her on the phone all day and she’s not answering.”
 
   “I will. Not a problem,” Jeff responds as he and Mark stand to leave. Angie does the same.
 
   “See you guys. Kisses. Muah.” She blows them both a kiss goodbye and they part ways.
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                 “Shit man, she’s got a nice fucking ass doesn’t she?” Jeff asks Mark as they drive down a dark country dirt road.
 
                 “Yeah, I guess. She’s your girl,” Mark responds.
 
                 “I bet you want a piece of that pussy, don’t you?”
 
                 “Nah,” Mark says.
 
                 “I’ll trade you a piece of her for a piece of your mama’s,” Jeff says.
 
                 “Fuck you, man,” Mark shoves Jeff in the shoulder. “That’s my mama.”
 
                 “I know, but she’d fuck the dick of a dead man if you offered her a hit of meth, and you know it’s true don’t you?” Jeff asks with a laugh.
 
                 “Shut the fuck up and drive,” Mark says angrily. They sit in silence for a moment. “Where are we going anyway?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Just driving, so nowhere in particular. We’ll just see what happens, I guess,” Jeff says.
 
                 The truck stops suddenly with a loud thud as they hit something from the front.
 
                 “What the hell was that?” Jeff asks. “Did you catch a look at what it was?”
 
                 “Probably a deer,” Mark says.
 
                 “Dammit man, and I just washed this bastard. Shit!” Jeff pulls his ball cap off his head and wipes his brow with his right hand. He places his cap back on. “I’ll go see what it was.” He opens the driver’s door and steps out of the vehicle and walks around the front of the truck and into the headlights. “FUCK!”
 
                 “What is it?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Some fucking old nigger! Dead as fuck too!” Jeff says.
 
                 “What was an old guy doing walking in the dark? You didn’t see him?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Hell no,” Jeff says.
 
                 “Why not? You were looking right at the road Jeff!”
 
                 “He’s as black as smut, man. I can’t see these fuckers at night,” Jeff responds.
 
                 “Racist fuck,” Mark says under his breath.
 
                 “They should have to wear reflectors or something, you know?” Jeff says with frustration at the situation.
 
                 “So what do you want to do about it? Call the cops?” Mark asks ignoring Jeff’s last remark.
 
                 “Hell no! Come help me put him in the back of the truck.”
 
                 “Fuck that!” Mark says.
 
                 “Fuck that, my ass! Come help me now!” Jeff says. Mark stares through the window at Jeff for a moment but quickly realizes there’s no need to try and resist him.
 
                 “Dammit,” says Mark as he gets out of the vehicle. He walks to the front of the truck and helps Jeff load the old man in the back bed. “So what are we going to do with him?”
 
                 “I guess we’ll take him back to my garage and put him with the rest. The girl’s still there. Probably smelling pretty ripe by now, wouldn’t you think,” Jeff says with a smile.
 
                 “Whatever,” Mark says.
 
                 “Get excited for once,” Jeff says. He pats Mark on the back and they both get in their separate sides of the vehicle and drive away.
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                 “Why don’t we just call the cops Jeff?” Mark asks. “It was an accident.”
 
                 “He was a germ me and you needed to eventually eradicate anyway. This just made it easier on us,” Jeff responds.
 
                 “My God, you’re a racist piece of shit,” Mark says in anger.
 
                 “Yeah, yeah. Whatever, and Jesus was a liberal. Believe whatever you want. It doesn’t mean it’s true,” Jeff says.
 
                 “Jesus was more liberal than conservative,” Mark says.
 
                 “For the sake of argument as we drive home, just how then was he?” Jeff asks hoping to be amused.
 
                 “Well for one, he healed the poor, and free healthcare is definitely something liberals would offer. He also hung out with prostitutes and that’s fairly liberal for a guy like him. He took from the rich tax collectors and gave to the poor which is kind of like the redistribution of wealth. So yeah, Jesus was pretty much a liberal,” Mark smiles. Jeff looks over at him and thinks for a minute.
 
                 “Fuck you, man,” he says unable to argue a rebuttal.
 
                 “Well, you asked,” Mark says with a laugh. Jeff reaches over and hits Mark in the face with his fist. Mark places his hands over his face. “What the hell?” he asks.
 
                 “Don’t ever make fun of me again,” Jeff says.
 
                 “I wasn’t making fun of you,” Mark says.
 
                 “Yes you were,” Jeff says as he pulls the truck over on the side of the road. “Get the fuck out,” he says.
 
                 “What?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Get out now!” Jeff says as he places the truck in park and turns the ignition off.
 
                 “What?”
 
                 “Say what again, mother fucker!” Jeff says.
 
                 “You’re quoting Pulp Fiction now?” Mark asks. Jeff hits him in the face again. “Fuck! What was that one for?”
 
                 “You made fun of me again!” Jeff says.
 
                 “Goddammit, what has gotten into you tonight? I know you’re crazy as dogshit, but Jesus Christ, Jeff,” Mark says as blood pours from his nose.
 
                 “Get out of the fucking truck now!”
 
                 “Alright, alright,” Mark says as he opens the passengers door and steps out. Jeff steps out of the drivers side and meets Mark around on the passengers side. He holds his gun down by his side. “What’s the gun for?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Walk into the woods,” Jeff says.
 
                 “Are you seriously doing this right now? After everything I’ve been through with you?” Mark asks. “Why now?”
 
                 “Have you thought that maybe this was my plan all along, but you pissing me off just sped it up?” Jeff asks.
 
                 “Shit, man, whatever,” Mark says, “Just get it over with quick.” The two begin to walk into the woods. Mark is in the lead as Jeff follows closely behind. It’s dark now, and making out where to place their feet on the ground is hard at this time of night. Mark does his best not to fall down. Jeff’s phone rings.
 
                 “Hello?” Jeff says as he answers his phone.  “Oh hey, Scott,” he pauses for a moment listening to the other end of the conversation. “I don’t know, Scott. Spoons are usually in the drawer by the sink. What the hell does Angie have you looking for spoons for anyway?” he listens again. “Oh shit,” he responds. “Well have fun with that,” he laughs. “Alright, I won’t tell her you called. Talk to you later.” He hangs up the phone.  “That’s far enough,” Jeff says to Mark. “Now turn around.” He can barely make out the shape of Mark’s head in the dark, nor Mark his. “I’d say that I’m sorry, Mark, but I’m not. I have no heart. I feel nothing. Goodbye, old friend.” He pulls the trigger and Mark falls to the ground with a loud thud. Jeff turns and walks back to his truck. He gets in, starts the ignition, and drives away.
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                 “Hey, Mister. Are you alright? You’re bleeding pretty bad there,” a voice asks. Mark cracks his eyes open, and can barely make out the shape of a teenage boy through the bright sun light shining into them.
 
                 “Am I alive?” Mark asks the boy.
 
                 “I reckon so,” the boy says. “You look like you’ve got a pretty bad cut on the side of your head there.”
 
                 “The bullet must have grazed me,” Mark says.
 
                 “Yeah, I guess so,” the boy says unfazed at what has just been said. “Do you need me to help you get to a doctor?” he asks.
 
                 “Nah, I think I’ll be alright now,” Mark says as he stands to his feet and wipes his eyes. “What’s your name?”
 
                 “Sean, but everyone calls me Junior,” the boy says.
 
                 “And you were just out here walking?” Mark asks.
 
                 “Yeah, just taking a morning walk,” Junior says with a smile. “Not going anywhere in particular, I reckon. How about you? Where are you going to go now?” he asks Mark.
 
                 “I’ve got a friend I’ve got to go and see,” Mark says.
 
                 “Is he expecting you?” Junior asks.
 
                 “No, he won’t be expecting me,” Mark says.
 
                 “Well have fun,” Junior says. “I know I would,” he smiles at Mark.
 
                 “I will kid. I will,” the two part ways and Mark begins his walk out of the woods.
 
                 Junior looks back over his shoulder as he continues his walk and Mark leaves his view, “Carpe diem Mark. Carpe diem.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 EMPTY
 
    
 
    
 
   Mark begins his walk down the dirt road he’d been on the night before, with the morning sun shining brightly onto his face. It’d be a ten mile walk until he reached Jeff’s house. He needed to get the blood off his head, so he looks around for a puddle of water and notices a small amount in the ditch adjoining him. Mark kneels down and takes the water into his hands, places it to his wound, and gently cleans away any remaining blood. It wasn’t a deep cut, and this surely wasn’t the most sanitary thing to do, but he wasn’t concerned with the details at this particular moment. He stands and begins his walk again.
 
                 He’s walked at least a mile, as a car pulls up beside him, and stops. The driver, a woman, lets down the window.
 
                 “Do you need a ride, son?” she asks. Mark kneels down enough to notice the woman was Angie’s Mother Amanda. Amanda didn’t personally know Mark, and he figured this wasn’t the best time to make small talk. He could use a ride however. 
 
                 “Yes mam, I could use one,” Mark says.
 
                 “Get in then. I don’t mind,” she says. “How far ya goin’?” she asks.
 
                 “Do you know Jeff Tompkins?” Mark asks knowing that she did.
 
                 “Oh sure. He dates my daughter Angie,” Amanda replies.
 
                 “I just need to go to his house,” he says.
 
                 “Well come on then. That isn’t that far.” Mark gets in the vehicle and they drive away.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   SAVIOR
 
    
 
    
 
                 “You and Jeff are friends then I assume?” Amanda asks.
 
                 “Yes ma’am. We’ve been friends for years. As a matter of fact, we met in High School, and if it’d wouldn’t have been for him, I might not have made it through those four years,” Mark says.
 
                 “How do you mean?” Amanda asks.
 
                 “My Mother and I had just moved to town the start of my freshman year. I didn’t know anyone. I had no friends, was an awkward teen, and he befriended me when no one else would,” he replies.
 
                 “Well that was nice of him,” she says. “He does seem like such a nice guy.” Mark doesn’t reply, instead just smiles and nods his head in agreement.
 
                 The two of them continue to make small talk until they near the drive of Jeff’s home.
 
                 “You can drop me off at the drive,” Mark says.
 
                 “Are you sure?” Amanda asks.
 
                 “Yeah, that’ll be fine.” She pulls up to the end of the drive and stops.
 
                 “Well, here we are. Have a great rest of the day I guess then,” she says.
 
                 “It’s already started out crazy. I’m not sure the rest will be so great either,” Mark says.
 
                 “Well maybe it will be,” she says as she smiles. 
 
                 “Thank you for the ride,” he says as he smiles and steps out of the passengers side of the car, and closes the door. Amanda drives away. 
 
    
 
                 Mark begins his walk down the driveway. He knew Jeff wouldn’t see him, as he was more than likely in the garage carving up his new prize. Sneaking up on his wasn’t even necessary. Even if he did see him, Mark didn’t care at this point. He felt Jeff had to be stopped one way or another. His wrath of madness has continued to help bring the unsolved murder rate in Jefferson City up to one of the highest in the State. The productive member of society everyone in town believed he was? He was the fucking disease. Mark felt he was the cure. This ended today.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   RESOLUTION
 
    
 
    
 
                 Jeff never kept his front door locked, so Mark walks right in, and as he assumed, Jeff seemed to be in his garage. Mark walks into the kitchen and looks through the drawers until he finds an acceptable tool to dispatch of the piece of shit he once called a friend, but at others a tormentor. He opens the drawer to the left of the stove, noticing an ice pick and a meat cleaver, he removes both. He leaves the drawer open. He didn’t want to risk making too much of a noise until he reaches the garage itself. Mark walks out of the kitchen and toward the garage door. 
 
   As he reaches the garage door, which was down the hall to the right of the kitchen, he notices Jeff has left his handgun on the table next to the door. Mark picks it up, and places it in his right hand. He opens the garage door, and Jeff jumps in surprise. 
 
   “What the fuck?” Jeff asks in shock. “I killed your ass!”
 
   “You missed,” Mark says as he points the gun toward Jeff. “Sit the fuck down!” 
 
   “Alright man. Just be cool,” Jeff says. “You understand though, right?”
 
   “Understand what Jeff? That you tried to kill me? What’s there to understand about that?” Mark asks.
 
   “I was doing what I had to do bro. You know too much, and you really pissed me off,” Jeff says with a chuckle. 
 
   “What did you do with the man we hit with the truck?” Mark asks as he looks around the garage.
 
   “I cut him up and placed the parts in a barrel like I do all of them,” Jeff says. “You know the drill.”
 
   “Get on the table,” Mark says.
 
   “Wait a minute now,” Jeff begins as he stands. “Let’s talk about this.”
 
   “There’s nothing to talk about. Now get on the table!” Mark yells. Jeff does as Mark instructs. Even Jeff wasn’t a fan of dieing. Mark straps him down, as Jeff continues to try and bargain with him to no avail. 
 
   Mark places the gun down and removes Jeff’s pants. He takes the ice pick from the kitchen and places it in his hand. 
 
   “What in the hell are you going to do with that?” Jeff asks in fear. Mark doesn’t answer him. “You’re not going to get away with it you know. What are you going to do with my body?” Jeff laughs.
 
   “The same thing you do,” Mark responds. “Acid bath in a barrel.”
 
   “Fuck you man,” Jeff says.
 
   Mark takes Jeff’s penis into his hands and places the ice picks point into the hole in the head of the end of it. Mark pushes it completely in as Jeff screams out in agonizing pain. The point eventually breaks the skin and comes out toward the back of the shaft. 
 
   “What the fuck? You’re crazy!” Jeff says. Mark still doesn’t answer. 
 
   Mark leaves the ice pick in the penis. He takes the meat cleaver into his hand.
 
   “You’ve killed enough Jeff,” Mark says. “This has to end today.”
 
   “If you kill me, you’ll have finally become what I am,” Jeff says. “I’ll have succeeded in turning you into me. It’s what I’ve always wanted.” He laughs. “You’ll be me!” Mark raises the clever over Jeff’s neck. 
 
                 “Fuck you!” Mark lowers the clever and removes Jeff’s head with one quick blow. “I’ll never be you.”
 
    
 
                 Mark places the meat cleaver down on the table and walks out of the garage. As he enters Jeff’s living room, he sits in the recliner facing the television. Sitting in complete silence for a moment, he thinks on the events that’d lead him up to this point.
 
                 
 
    He knew Jeff was right. He’d became the one thing he hated and tried avoiding his entire life. The one thing he felt he was genetically unable to avoid, but had tried so hard to do just that. The result of a white trash mother, a rundown trailer, one drunken night, and her more than unhealthy obsession for methamphetamines. The part of everyone that they try so hard to hide in the background behind closed doors from their friends, family, and community, but they expected from him because of his surrounding environment. The dark side of our personalities we don’t want anyone to ever see.
 
    
 
   He’d became the reflection in the mirror he tried for so many years to avoid looking at. 
 
    
 
   He had became the one thing he feared the most...
 
    
 
   Himself.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART  IV
 
    
 
    
 
   CASEY MORGAN: 
 
   A CHILD’S TALE
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
                 Casey sits on the pew of her little country church in her Sunday best, a red dress that barely touches the top of her knees. She listens attentively to the preacher as he gives his Sunday morning sermon. She doesn’t understand anything that he’s talking about. All she hears is “Jesus, Jesus, Amen”.  
 
                 Casey is nine, with red hair. She’s not very tall for her age, and most kids tease her because she’s much shorter than they are. She is passionate about exactly two things in life at her early nine years; her Chinese pug Charlie, and her pet rooster Jack. However, she often thought Charlie smelled bad, and Jack was awful loud on an early Saturday morning. What was a girl to do? They were her best friends afterall. 
 
                 “...and all the people said, amen,” the preacher says from the pulpit. Casey claps her hands in excitement due to the realization that church is finally over. Her mother isn’t pleased with this jestor and is quick to gently pat her on the leg as a warning to stop. Casey obliges without an argument. She realized what her Mother would do to her if she didn’t. Spankings were hard and regular in the Morgan household, and Casey wasn’t in a hurry for another one. She received her last one for laughing too loud at her Saturday morning cartoons while her Father John was still sleeping off his Friday night hangover. Needless to say, he wasn’t a church going man. 
 
                 “Let’s go Casey. Go out and get in the car,” her Mother Helen says to her.
 
                 “Yes mama,” Casey replies as she quickly exits the church. Her Mother follows closely behind her. 
 
                 
 
                 As the two of them arrive home, Casey’s Father was waiting on the front steps. 
 
                 “Where the hell have the two of you been?” he asks.
 
                 “We’ve been in church John. The same place we are every Sunday morning,” Helen replies.
 
                 “Well shit. I didn’t realize what day it was,” he says. John hadn’t worked in over eight months and his days were starting to run together. He hardly ever tried to keep up with what day was what any longer. He lived to drink and drank to live. “Where’s my fucking lunch?” he asks.
 
                 “Language John!” Helen says.
 
                 “Jesus Helen, I’m sorry.”
 
                 “Tell her, not me,” she says.
 
                 “I’m sorry Casey for my foul ass mouth,” he looks at Helen “better?” he asks. Helen rolls her eyes in disgust. 
 
                 “It’s okay Daddy. I understand that you can’t help it,” Casey begins. “You’re not educated like me and Mama.”
 
                 “What did you say?” he asks in anger as Casey follows her Mother inside the front door.
 
                 “What did she say to me, Helen?” he asks again.
 
                 “She said it was okay John. That was it,” Helen says. She was in no mood to hear Casey cry today from another beating.
 
                 “Just fix my damn lunch,” he demands.
 
                 “Gettin’ right on it, dear,” Helen says. “Casey, go to your room and play for a while, and take your little dog with you.”
 
                 “Yes Mama. Come on Charlie,” Casey commands her pug as he jumps out of the living room floor and runs after her. Casey walks into her room and shuts the door. 
 
    
 
    
 
                 The moon was bright tonight as Casey starred out of her window from her comfortable bed. Charlie lay at her feet. He slept there every night. She has school in the morning, and she wasn’t looking forward to it. She never did because of the constant bullying that she received. She was shorter, she learned slower, it was always something. She loved to learn, but just hated the other kids constant ridicule. She finally drifts off to sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
                 “Casey,” she hears whispered in her ear as she awakens. Hours must have gone by as she’s already gotten crusties in her eyes. She always called them crusties, and giggled when she said it. 
 
                 She wipes her eyes as she opens them up and notices her Father John standing over her. 
 
                 “Daddy?” she asks. He pulls her covers back. She pulls them back up. “What are you doing Daddy?” 
 
                 “Shh...it’s just me baby. It’s Daddy,” John says. “We’re gonna play that game I taught you.”
 
                 “But I don’t like that game Daddy. It hurts,” Casey says to deaf ears. John wasn’t listening as he climbs into his daughter’s bed.
 
                 
 
                 The night carried on as so many had before. Tears shed. Blood spilled. Innocence Lost. Damage done that could never be undone. 
 
    
 
    
 
                 The following Wednesday afternoon after school, Casey returns home only to find her Mother Helen isn’t home from work yet, and her Father is home alone. Helen always beat her home because her Mother worked an early shift. As Casey walks in the front door in her beautiful blue dress, Charlie greets her with a loving bark. Her Father turns his head around towards her from his recliner.
 
                 “Hey darlin’,” he says.
 
                 “Hey,” Casey says.
 
                 “Come here a minute baby,” John says motioning for his daughter to come over to him. Casey ignores him and runs out of the front door, with Charlie close behind her. “John gets out of his chair and runs to the front door. “Hey come back you little shit!” he screams. Casey ignores him and keeps running down the dirt road behind their home. “Go on then bitch. I’ll see you later on!” he yells out to her.
 
    
 
                 
 
                 Casey continues to run until she can’t run any longer. She begins to walk slowly down the road. 
 
                 “We’re not going back Charlie,” she says to her dog. A truck passes her by and stops, pulling over to the side of the road up ahead of her and cutting off the ignition. A guy steps out of the passenger’s side of the truck and walks up to Casey.
 
                 “Hey little girl,” the guy says.
 
                 “I’m not supposed to talk to strangers,” Casey says as Charlie begins to bark.
 
                 “I’m not a stranger. I’m Scott,” the guy says. “I just wanna talk.” Someone yells out to the man from the truck and he yells back at them, “Shut up!” Casey is scared by his tone and begins to scream in fear.
 
                 “Shh, shh, shh. No, no, little girl. I was just telling him to be quiet. I wasn’t yelling at you. I promise,” Scott says.
 
                 “I’ve gotta go home now!” Casey says as she begins to panic and tries to run away. Charlie continues to bark at the stranger. Scott grabs Casey by her arm and stops her from running. 
 
   "Shut that fucking dog up! I said I just wanted to talk!" Scott slaps Casey and she falls to the ground continuing to scream not only in fear, but now in obvious pain. Charlie grabs Scott by his leg and bites down. "Shit! Fuck that dog!" He says as he kicks Charlie into the adjoining ditch. Charlie doesn’t move.  Casey continues to lie on the ground, screaming and holding her head in pain. "Shut up that screaming! Just shut the fuck up! I just wanted to talk to you!" Scott says.
 
   “Having trouble there?” a voice asks from the truck.
 
   "I’ve got it..under..control!" Scott says as he begins to beat and kick Casey in the head. "I said to shut the fuck up with the screaming little girl! SHUT UP! SHUT UP! SHUT UP!" Blood begins to run from Casey’s nose and eyes as Scott stomps down on her head with his foot. With one final blow from his foot, her head splits open revealing bits of her now fractured skull. Casey lies on the ground without moving. Casey has finally stopped screaming, and the stranger that she so desperately  wanted to talk to her stands in silence at what he’d just done. 
 
   The night carried on as so many had before.  Blood spilled. Innocence Lost. Damage done that could never be undone. Casey Morgan would never be sad again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART V
 
    
 
   THE UNBURDENING
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   PART 1
 
    
 
    
 
                 I’ve been asked, many, many times, by many, many people, “Joe, why do you like babies so much?” 
 
                 These people, you know, the one’s that keep asking me this, they always expect a generic answer. “They’re cute. I like their smell.” However, it’s none of those things you see. 
 
                 When I see a baby, I see a chicken. A beautiful white baking hen. One like my mama used to boil up and use to make dumplings for dinner on Sunday’s. A babies beautiful white ass makes a great addition to any dumpling pot. 
 
                 When I see a baby, I see a pig. A beautiful link of sausage. The one’s like my daddy used to make from our best hog he’d butcher on a cold winter’s morning. He’d use the intestines as casings and stuff them with the best spices and ground pork meat you’d ever eat. The best sausage I’ve eaten however, came from a little nigger baby I picked up one morning by the river. Her mama walked down by the water to wash her hands and I snatched her right up as her mama’s back was turned. Best damn sausage I’ve ever made and put into my mouth. 
 
                 So here I sit doing my time. Rotting away behind prison walls for doing what we as humans were made to do. Eat. The debate lies in whether we were made to eat our own kind or not. Well I’ll argue that many species eat their own kind all of the time. I was simply surviving on what I had back in those days. Everyone was starving back then, you see, and a baby didn’t put up a fight.  You’d have done the same my friend. You’d have done the same. 
 
                 I don’t need to get ahead of myself though. Let me start at the beginning. Let me start with Sarah. My first love.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART 2
 
    
 
    
 
                 I wasn’t a particularly good looking child you see. I was fairly ugly to be honest. I always had matted hair. Never brushed my damn teeth or bathed properly. Hell, I did good to wipe my ass when I went to the shitter. 
 
                 Despite my obvious downfalls, at seven years old, I met who I just knew was the love of my life. Sarah Ann James, the most beautiful ten year old girl in our community. She had blonde hair, blue eyes, and always wore these pretty little red shoes everywhere she went. Unlike myself, she brushed her hair and teeth. Looking back now, I don’t remember much of a shit smell on her either, so she must have wiped her ass pretty good too. 
 
                 We both went to the same school. That is, when I even went to school. My Father didn’t put much of an emphasis on education. He said that all the learnin’ I needed, I could get from workin’. In later years, I’d realize my Father was a damn liar. 
 
                 On one of the mornings that I did decide to go to school, I got up and put on my best pair of overalls. I didn’t want Sarah Ann James to see me sitting in school in my dirty pair. I attempted to comb my hair, to no avail. There was never any use in trying. I remember gathering my books all excited as I walked out the door that morning, and there she was, walking down the road already. She was wearing those same red shoes she always wore. They always did make me smile. Still do as I tell you about them right now. 
 
                 I walked up beside her that morning, as I had so many other mornings, and just said a simple hello. Would you believe she looked me right in the face and said, “Joe Mason, I ain’t allowed to talk to your kind any longer. My Daddy said you ain’t no good. My Mama said, your daddy’s a lazy ass son of a bitch.” 
 
                 I wasn’t but seven, but I wanted to slap that bitch where she stood.
 
                 And I did.
 
                 She fell right onto the ground kicking and screaming. “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!” she yelled out. 
 
                 “To hell with your Daddy!” I told her. I kicked that girl so hard in the head that she began to bleed out of her eyes. She finally stopped screaming and instead lay on the ground twitching like she was having one of them seizures you hear about. Some of the other kids went to go get help, and I kicked her again. Shit, I didn’t care. She’d pissed me off. I can honestly say that I’d never felt that kind of rage before. At seven, I realize now that I shouldn’t have ever felt it in the first place, but especially not at that young of an age.
 
                 Sarah Ann James died that day, and I was sent away for a while to poorhouse. 
 
                 Frankly, I thought I was too young to even work at a poorhouse, but the judge thought I was too young for jail. So what other options did he have I reckon. All he seemed to be concerned with was getting me away from my parents. 
 
                 At fifteen, I was released to go my own way.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   PART 3
 
    
 
    
 
                 My cell mate is a fucking piece of rat shit. I fart wrong and he’ll tell the damn guards. He’s also fucking the bean boy over in the cell across from us every chance he gets. Fucker smells like a burrito. Now I ain’t no racist. Don’t get me wrong. I just say what’s on my mind. I’m eighty five years old for Christ’s sake. I believe I’ve earned the right by now to say what the fuck is on my mind. Of course, they say in here that I have no rights any longer. Hell, they’ve said that for the past fifty years. 
 
                 I bet you’re wondering what I’ve done for my sexual pleasure for fifty years right? Everyone always wonders that about us prisoners. Well I ain’t no fucking queer. That’s for damn sure. I’ll tell you exactly what I did. 
 
                 I cut my nuts off. Sure did. Cut the fuckers right off. I avoided the urge for the need of companionship for over a year when I was first incarcerated, and masturbated to ease the sexual frustration. When I thought I couldn’t take it any longer one night, I removed a toothbrush I’d sharpened the end of, my nuts from my pants, and began to cut them out. 
 
                 I bled like a stuck pig. My cell mate at the time screamed and called for help. Someone came and took me away. They fixed me up and I was in the psych ward for a month. Other than that, there was anything much to it. 
 
                 I bet you’re wondering what I did with the nuts though right? 
 
                 I ate them. I was in pain, but I was also hungry as hell. The meal that night had sucked, so I figured I’d knock out two birds with one stone. Kill the sexual urges and have a meal at the same damn time. It was the plan from the beginning.
 
                 


 
   
  
 




 
   PART 4
 
    
 
    
 
                 My incarceration was for the murder of children, but I’d killed a lot more than that. 
 
                 One of my most memorable murders was of a young woman in her twenties. I’d watched her for days as she left her job at a local market, night after night. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. I obsessed over her every moment I was awake. One night, I finally followed her to her home. 
 
                 As she walked into her front door, I followed. I wasn’t sure if she lived alone or not. Honestly, I’d never seen her with a man, but I was so obsessed with her at this point and not thinking clearly, that I didn’t care. I just wanted her, and no one would get in my way. 
 
                 She began to close the front door and I quickly grabbed it from her, pushing my way in. She screamed of course, and I quickly put my hand over her mouth as I shut the door behind me. “Shut the fuck up!” I said to her. “Don’t scream!” I pushed her down on the floor, and she looked at me in silence. The look of fear on her face actually gave me an erection. It was a strange sensation, but I loved it. 
 
                 I knelt down on the floor by her and began to strip her clothes off. She wanted to scream, but I placed my knife by her throat and she stopped. Now I’m not ashamed to admit, I was an eighteen year old virgin at this point. I knew what to do, but wasn’t quite sure how to implement the plan. It’s funny now thinking back on the whole situation. 
 
                 I removed her pants and panties, as well as mine. I tried to place my erect penis into her pussy, but the damn thing wouldn’t go in. Dry as fuck of course. At the time, I didn’t know why. Hell, I was new at the whole sex thing. Would you believe the evil bitch began to laugh at me? Shit, I cut her fucking throat. I didn’t stop there. I began to stab her over and over. I cut her abdomen open and removed her stomach and liver. I would show her. Desecrating her body at the time, seemed like the one thing I could do that would be the ultimate “fuck you” to her. Laugh at me? Ha! I’ll eat your spleen bitch. 
 
                 I sat in the corner and masturbated with my bloody right hand, and held a length of her intestines in my left. As I came, I placed them in my mouth and bit down. The contents of feces inside burst into my mouth with a gush of warm happiness. My semen launched into the air and landed on her stomach that lay by my feet. With shit streaming out of the corners of my mouth, I picked her stomach off the floor and licked my semen off of it. 
 
                 To this day, even though I was alone, that was the best sex I’ve had. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART 5
 
    
 
    
 
                 I feel as if I’m imprisoned in my own mind. Am I sorrowful for what I’ve done? Hell no! Not in the least. I’m sad I didn’t do more. My shadow follows me around as a reminder of the past life that I could have lived more to the fullest. I could have, no, I SHOULD have killed more than I did. My rage fueled me. It was my life force. My Mother, my Father. My God. The child I only dreamed of giving life to. Hell, everyone knows if I’d have helped bring life into the world, I’d have just eaten it. Fucking scrambled eggs and brains, man. That’s the shit. Fucking A. 
 
                 I would often sit alone tearing at my skin, trying to scratch away the disease I knew coursed through my veins. I was the disease. I was only trying to destroy myself. One time I scratched away so deep that I saw bone. Tension flowed through me, desperation, pain, a hunger for so much more than I was able to receive from around me. I wanted more. Always. 
 
                 You’re thinking I’m just rambling on like a mad man. I know what you’re thinking. I ought to rip your soul from you just for thinking that about me. I can do that you know. Rip your soul from you. I’ve done it before. Fucking rip your soul from right out of your beautifully moist skin, and oh how moist it looks today. First I’d cut you across your forehead nice and slow. I’d want you to feel it. Your pain would have given me an erection in my younger years. Pull the skin back enough to get a good grip on it, and slide it down your face. I’ve skinned bodies almost completely this way before. I know it sounds impossible, but I promise with enough practise, it can be done. 
 
                 I’d lick you slowly from feet to groin, groin to eyes. The eyes are amazing. I bet yours are juicy. They look like they are as you watch me. You’re not saying much. Are you speechless now? You had so much to say before you came in here? Why so quiet now? Have I gotten your tongue already?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART 6
 
    
 
    
 
                 I went back to find my Mother later on. I was probably twenty or so. Fucking whore. Daddy had died it seemed, and she was on top of some drunk fucking away as I looked in the window of my old childhood home that night. Pissed me off. 
 
                 Rabbits are a nice addition to any meal. You can make a nice gravy and put over them as you stew them down. I love rabbit stew over rice. It’s amazing. 
 
                 I stormed in the door. “What the hell do you think you’re doing, woman?” I asked her. She looked me right in the eyes and asked me “Who are you?” She didn’t recognize her own son! I was more than furious now. The man stumbled up, fell right over immediately, and I kicked the shit out of him. He curled up like a drunk child. Cried like the little bitch he was. I slapped my Mama right in the face and knocked her in the floor. I walked right over to that man and stomped right down on top of his head. Crushed the damn thing right in the floor. 
 
                 You know what my favorite flower is? Roses. I love yellow roses. They are so beautiful. I saw them on a grave one time that I visited. I wish I had some roses in my cell. They sure would brighten this place up wouldn’t they?
 
                 Anyway, what was I saying? Yeah, Mama. I fucked her. Sure did. Fucked my own Mama. Slit her throat too. Then fucked that hole as well. I was horny, so I thought, fuck it you know? 
 
   Yeah, looking back on it now, I can laugh about it, but good Lord was I mad at the time. I do miss my Mama, though. Funny thing, though. To have had four kids, the bitch had a tight pussy. Yeah, sure did. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART 7
 
    
 
    
 
                 I had kitchen duty one time. I say “one time”, because after what I did, that’s all they’d give me. I never had it again.
 
                 The food here has never been good. As I said, I’ve been here fifty years, and there are times we get potatoes with maggots in them. 
 
                 Speaking of maggots, I walked into a barn one time and found a dead calf. Maggots crawling all over the thing. It was probably the coldest night I can remember in my life and I didn’t have a blanket one. All there was in the barn was the hay and what was left of that calf. I did the only logical thing I could do, and lay as close as I could to the maggot infested calf and covered myself in hay. I’ll admit the smell was bad. I’m not going to lie about that. As it grew dark, I could no longer see the calf in front of me. The smell was the only thing reminding me of what I was lying there with. If I closed my eyes, it was almost as if I was huddled up with a smelly woman. The more I thought about that, the more intriguing the thought of it being a sexy woman behind the smell it became. I finally gave in and unzipped my pants. At first I only masturbated at the fantasy in my mind, but eventually the fantasy wasn’t enough and I quickly found a hole within the cavity of the calf. 
 
                 As I was saying, when I had kitchen duty, I thought I’d fix up some of the food for the guards. I was in charge of making the sandwiches that day. I was lucky enough that it happened to be peanut butter sandwich day. You can probably guess what I did. Needless to say, the guards were not too happy with a mouth full of shit butter. I sat in the hole for two weeks. The beating I received was quite pleasurable however. I think I came four times as they hit me. It made the experience all worth it. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART 8
 
    
 
    
 
                 I know as you listen to my story, you’re wondering what the point of it is. I’m telling you all of these things that I’ve done for a reason. There is a purpose in all things. Even me. 
 
    
 
                 Let me tell you about this bitch I ate out one time. Fat girl, thick thighs, sweaty ass, musty smelling puss, but I couldn’t get enough of it. As I came up for air each time with her vag juices dripping from my lips, gasping for air from the stench of her ass, I couldn’t help but wonder how I got so lucky to be with a woman of such a high caliber. I went down for one last go of it and she said, “I have something special for you baby.” Hell yeah, I was thinking. Shit, she farted right in my face. Yeah, you can laugh. It was actually funny. Stunk to high heaven though. That’s not the bad part however. A small bit of shit poked it’s head out of her ass hole and right into my open mouth. I sat up, spit it on her, and said, “Damn woman, eat yourself out. You just shit in my mouth.” 
 
   Good times, good times. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART 9
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I kidnapped the sheriff’s child while she was playing in the park one Saturday morning. Man was she a pretty little thing. Had the whitest skin. I didn’t know who she was. Big fucking mistake. Someone apparently saw me and they came right to me the next day. Damnest thing though. I’d already made a sandwich out of her. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 “Joe!”
 
                 “Yes Ma’am?” 
 
                 “What are you telling these kids?”
 
                 “Just to stay in school and don’t do drugs.”
 
                 “I leave you for twenty minutes…”
 
                 “Well I’m behind bars, ma’am. I can’t get to them.”
 
                 “I’m not worried about that.”
 
                 “Well, I ain’t told them nothin’ but that, now have I kids?”
 
                 “Why’s that one cryin’ for, then?”
 
                 “Must have got somethin’ in her eye.”
 
                 “Uh huh. Let’s go kids. Just remember whatever he said. You don’t want to end up here with people like him. Right?”
 
                 “Stay off those streets now, kids! Remember what I said, and enjoy the rest of your tour.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Rabbits and yellow roses. I love the two of those things more than anything. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART VI
 
    
 
   IN DEATH
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
                 Of all the times Jeremiah had fucked a dead animal in the ditch on a backwoods country dirt road, this particular rabbit felt as pleasant to his dick as his dog Sassy’s wet canine pussy. His obsession with the deceased of any species started at an early age. As he sat in the funeral home parlor, visitors entering one by one to get one last glimpse of his dead Aunt Wilma, all thirteen year old Jeremiah could think about was how much more beautiful the old bag was dead, than she was alive. As he sat in the old blue worn out and tattered chair his Mother had placed him in that night, he began to get an erection. 
 
                 “She looks so peaceful, doesn’t she?”Jeremiah would hear people say as they viewed his Aunt. He’d watch as they’d touch her skin, or stroke her hair one last time. He began to sweat as his beautiful cousin Jamie walked up to tell her Mother one last goodbye. Jamie, with tears rolling down her cheeks, leaned in to kiss her Mother, lying so peacefully in death, and as she placed that gentle kiss upon her, Jeremiah ejaculated. Having never experienced such an unusual sensation in his growing region before, Jeremiah leaped up from his chair, and rushed from the room.
 
                 “The poor child has taken this so hard,”Jeremiah’s mother said to the other visitors. “He loved his Aunt Wilma dearly.”
 
    
 
                 “Uh, uh, uhhhh!”The satisfaction of ejaculating into a dead carcass, at least in Jeremiah’s eyes, was a beautiful thing. For one, they never complained, or moved for that matter, and secondly…well, it just felt damn good. At least to Jeremiah it did. He’d obviously never tried to convince anyone else to fuck anything dead. Although some of the girls he’d been around lately sure gave him the stare of death. In retrospect, they may as well be as dead as the rabbit he’d just finished fucking. At least the rabbit didn’t complain about his dick size. 
 
                 Jeremiah tosses the rabbit into the bushes, pushes his penis back into his pants, and begins his walk back to the car. As he reaches his car, a black two thousand Ford Mustang coupe, he reaches into his right pants pocket for his keys, and stops as he feels a wetness within his hand. Jeremiah raises his hand up to see what was on it.
 
                 “Fuck me!”he says realizing he’d gotten semen and blood on himself. “How am I supposed to go to church like this?”
 
                 Being the pastor of the local First Baptist church, Jeremiah had a responsibility to be on time, even early, for each service in order to greet each member as they entered the sanctuary. At the age of forty, leading a congregation of four hundred was a large responsibility, and one that he didn’t often take lightly. Jeremiah had his issues, but he loved his God.
 
    
 
                 Jeremiah arrives at church in time to greet the first arrival of his congregation. Stopping back by his home to change hadn’t taken up to much of his time, or put him off schedule for the morning. 
 
                 “Good morning Mrs. Johnson,”Jeremiah says as he greets the widow of what had once been his oldest deacon.
 
                 “Good morning Pastor. How are you on this lovely Sunday morning?”she asks. 
 
                 “I’m great, God bless you,”he says. She walks inside as Tim Smithers and his family begin to enter the church as well. Jeremiah and Tim had been friends for years, yet Tim had no idea of his Pastor’s dark desires. “Good morning, and how are you Ms. Alice?”Jeremiah asks Tim’s youngest daughter. She was six, and cute as a button, as Mrs. Johnson liked to always say of her.
 
                 “Good,”Alice replies with an obvious shyness.
 
                 “Well that’s good sweetie,”Jeremiah extends his hand in fellowship to Tim, and he grasp it in return. “It’s good to have you and your family this morning as always Brother.”
 
                 “And it’s good to be here,”Tim replies as he and his family continue their path inside the church. 
 
    
 
                 Jeremiah continues to greet members and guest alike, until his watch indicates that it’s time to begin the mornings services. He preaches his usual fire and brimstone message, converting five people after the service in salvation, leading everyone to say “Praise the Lord” and satisfying him that it was another successful Sunday. Everyone parts ways, and Jeremiah locks the doors to go home. 
 
    
 
                 Jeremiah lived alone. A single man, he had no one to answer to other than the deacons of his church, and he felt that they were a bunch of assholes. If he could stick his finger up the ass of Deacon Wayne, he’d gladly snatch his rectum out, and gleefully lick it clean in front of him. He was the biggest fucktard of all of them. Set in his ways, he’d never budge on any topic that was up for debate, regardless of the wishes of the rest of the group. A rectal cleansing indeed. 
 
                 As Jeremiah sat in his favorite chair just inside his livingroom, he turns his television to his favorite outdoor channel. He loved to watch the outdoor shows that often depicted hunters killing and harvesting their prey. As he begins to watch one such hunter begin to proudly display his kill, the antlered head held high in display for the television audience to see, Jeremiah unzips his pants and removes his engorged member. He reaches over to a bottle of lotion that sits on a table by his chair, squeezes a small amount into his palm, and begins to rhythmically stroke his penis. 
 
                 “This buck was a good hundred and fifty yards.”  Jeremiah listens attentively as the hunter speaks, “..and he’s quite the bleeder. The shot went through clean,” as the camera zoomed in on the carcass of the deer and the wound in which the gunshot had made, Jeremiah quickly comes, his semen spraying uncontrollably onto his shirt. The remainder lay dripping from his fingers. He places his hand to his lips, placing his fingers into his mouth, and removes any traces of the remaining semen. 
 
                 Turning off the television, Jeremiah zips his pants back up, and tilts his head back for an afternoon nap. 
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
                 Being a full time Pastor, other than his normal ministerial duties, Jeremiah’s calendar for most weeks was mostly free for him to do with as he wished. Wash his car, mow the lawn, fuck a rabbit, buy groceries, do odd jobs for the elderly members of his congregation, fuck another random dead animal, you know, the normal things people do in their free time. He always tried his best to remain as busy as possible. “Idle hands are the devil’s workshop,” he always said to himself. 
 
                 In remaining busy, Jeremiah enjoyed raising rabbits, both for food and for sale. New Zealand rabbits were his breed of choice, not only for their size and meat consistency, but because they made great sexual partners. He wasn’t a cruel man. Jeremiah never fucked a live animal. He would never even consider placing such torment upon a sweet innocent rabbit. However, the ones he sold to people for food consumption, he would often engage in intercourse with upon it’s demise just before butchering, and sometimes during. He felt the rabbits blood often made for a great lubricant during those “dry” times in which it was most useful. 
 
                 On this particular morning, as in most mornings, Jeremiah rises to an early breakfast of his usual eggs and black cup of coffee, eats, and walks out into the backyard to tend to his rabbits. A neighbor of his had placed an order for a dozen to be butchered and ready for the freezer by mid afternoon, which meant Jeremiah has a lot of work to do to be ready for his arrival. 
 
                 He begins to dispatch of each large rabbit, one by one, and with each kill, his member begins to grow erect with a burning passion. Jeremiah grabs at his crotch with his hand, adjusting his penis within his pants into a more comfortable position. As he reaches the end of his count of one dozen, he’s had all he can take and unzips his pants, letting his erect cock briskly flop out of hiding. He holds the carcass of the final remaining rabbit in front of him with both hands, gently spreads it’s rear opening as wide as he can, and slides it over the girth of his member. As he slides the rabbit up and down the length of his cock, Jeremiah moans with an intense sensation of pleasure, blood beginning to drip from the back end of the animal and onto the ground. 
 
                 “Pastor?” a sound of surprise and shock calls from the doorway of the rabbit pen. Jeremiah turns in shock, noticing a member of his congregation has come for an unexpected visit. With a rabbit handing off of the end of his dick, Jeremiah stands in silence as if he were a deer caught in the headlights of a vehicle in the dark of a cold winter’s night. 
 
                 “Shit!” Jeremiah finally manages to yell out as he removes the rabbit from the end of his penis and tosses it to the ground. “It’s not what you think Mrs. Johnson! I swear!”
 
                 “Then what is it?” Mrs. Johnson asks as she turns to walk away in complete disgust. 
 
                 “No! You can’t go without me explaining!” What was there to explain? He was fucking a rabbit for Christ sake. He wanted to at least try. “Mrs. Johnson, come back!” Jeremiah briskly walks after her, trying his best to zip back up. 
 
                 “You just wait until I tell the deacons about this! You’re done! You..are..DONE!” she exclaims. As Jeremiah walks by his tool shed, still following close behind Mrs. Johnson, he picks up a hammer. 
 
                 “Please, I beg of you! Stop!”
 
                 “I have never in my life!” she says.
 
                 “This is the last time I’m going to ask you to please stop!” Jeremiah pleads with her again as she continues to ignore him. 
 
                 “You are one of the most ungodly men I’ve ever seen Pastor! No, you’re no Pastor of mine!” she exclaims.
 
                 “Mrs. Johnson, shut the hell up, or I’m going to pull your uterus out of your ass and force feed you the shit covered son of a bitch!”
 
                 “Well!” she says.
 
   As she reaches her car door and begins to lift the handle, Jeremiah raises the hammer above his head.
 
                 “I told you to stop and listen to me you old fuck!” he swings the hammer, hitting her in the top of her head. Mrs. Johnson turns around and faces her Pastor, staring at him eye to eye, and begins to hold her head in pain. “You just wouldn’t listen to me! You did this!” Jeremiah says as he brings the hammer down into her head again, this time directly implying impact to her eye socket. Mrs. Johnson falls to the ground, her eyeball lying on the cheek of her face. “In the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, I’m going to fuck you up bitch!” She begins to cry and make whimpering sounds in obvious pain as Jeremiah continues his onslaught of hits to her already battered head with his hammer. With her brains scattered upon the ground, he was finally satisfied she’d had enough, and was dead.
 
                 “Fucking bitch!” Jeremiah says as he pulls his pants down, knells over the old ladies crushed in face, and takes a large shit. Taking her lifeless frail hand within his, he wipes his ass clean of any remaining feces, and pulls his pants back up. He turns and looks down at what he’d just done. “Now what the fuck am I supposed to do with you now?” Maybe he should have thought of that before he killed Mrs. Johnson, but being the psychotic fuck he was, he’d failed to. 
 
                 He begins to drag the old lady by her left leg across his yard and toward his rabbit pen. As he pulls her into the pen, he tosses her leg down, and walks to his tool shed. Jeremiah finds his best shovel, because his oldest member deserved the best, and takes it back into the pen. Digging a hole underneath the rabbit’s cages, he buries Mrs. Johnson, and covers her body with the shit layden dirt. The Pastor unzips his pants, removes his penis, and takes a piss on the freshly covered grave.
 
   “Jesus Christ, I’ve been holding that piss in for a while now!” he says. A horn blows from within Jeremiah’s front yard. He zips up and glances out to see that his neighbor has arrived to pick up his butchered rabbits. “Great, now I can get paid,” he steps out to greet the man. “Hey neighbor!” Jeremiah says.
 
   “Hey Pastor!” the neighbor says as he steps out of his vehicle and shuts the door behind him. He wasn’t a member of Jeremiah’s church, but everyone in the area called Jeremiah Pastor. “Do you have company?” the neighbor asks in reference to Mrs. Johnson’s car. Jeremiah feels his face grow flush with surprise as he’d forgotten about the car, even as he’d been walking up to greet his neighbor. 
 
                 “That’s Mrs. Johnson’s car,” the Pastor says.
 
                 “I thought it was. Is she around? I’d like to say hello. It’s been a coon's age since I’ve seen the old gal.” Jeremiah slowly wipes his brow with his hand.
 
                 “No, she’s not around,” he wasn’t sure what to say. He’d never been a quick thinker in difficult situations when it was needed most. 
 
                 “Oh yeah? Why’s her car here then?” the neighbor seems to be growing suspicious.
 
                 “I’m working on it for her. She’s having some car trouble,” the neighbor stares blankly in silence at Jeremiah. The Pastor begins to grow increasingly uncomfortable with the situation. “She should be here any time now to pick it back up.”
 
                 “Okay, well let me get this out of the truck for you,” the neighbor says as he opens his truck door and leans in, taking something from inside. He turns back around holding a revolver, and points it directly at Jeremiah.
 
                 “What the hell Jim?” Jeremiah asks.
 
                 “I should ask you the same thing Pastor! Or are you really a Pastor?”
 
                 “What are you talking about?”
 
                 “Don’t give me that bullshit! I saw what you did to Mrs. Johnson from my front yard you asshole, and I’ve already called the law!” the neighbor says. “Don’t even think about moving!”
 
                 Jeremiah, obviously unable to defend himself at this point, turns around to try and run into his home. The neighbor fires his gun, hitting the Pastor in his ass.
 
                 “Fuck!” Jeremiah screams out as he finally enters his front door, bolting it locked behind him.
 
                 “I told you not to move fucker!” the neighbor says as he drums his fist upon the door. Jeremiah opens the drawer from the desk that was just inside the door and removes his own hand gun. 
 
                 “I’ll return fire!” Jeremiah yells back. Sirens can now be heard in the distance. “Shit, this day has not turned out the way I planned for it to,” he says to himself. He sits down by his front door, with his back to it. He places his hands to his head in obvious frustration and disgust with himself. “Ahhh!” he yells out. 
 
                 “Come out with your hands up!” the police were now outside.
 
                 “All I wanted to do was fuck my rabbits in peace, and all it took was one old lady to fuck up my whole goddamn day!” Jeremiah places his gun to his temple.
 
                 “Jeremiah, come on out, or we’re coming in!” a voice exclaims. 
 
                 “Come on in and get me motherfucker!” he fires the gun, the bullet going through his temple and out the other side. 
 
    
 
                 Jeremiah was dead. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   PART VII
 
    
 
   AFTERBIRTH
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 The incidents you are about to read in this story are based on the actual events that I witnessed over two days of the filming of the pornographic snuff film “Afterbirth”. The names of some of the people involved have been changed for the protection of both them, and their families, but the realities of what happened, have not. 
 
    
 
                 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   DAY 1
 
    
 
    
 
   “Wait! You want me to do what?”
 
                 “I’ll repeat it one last time, Jerry!”
 
                 “That’s all I ask, Frank. Just go over it slower this time.”
 
                 “Do you see the woman lying on the bed?” 
 
                 “Yes, I see her.”
 
                 “She’s about to give birth to a child at any moment. My team and I will be filming the entire birth,” 
 
                 “Okay, and?” 
 
                 “And, after the baby is born, I want you to step in the frame and fuck her bloody, wet pussy real hard. Do you think you can manage that?”
 
                 “Yeah, I’m pretty sure I can do it. Was that it?”
 
                 “Pretty much,” Frank, wearing his favorite “Fuck Serbia” t-shirt, smiled and began to walk into the adjoining room. He turned, focusing his attention back on Jerry, “Oh, and try to smile!” 
 
                 “Like this?” Jerry asked demonstrating his biggest grin.
 
                 “Yeah, that’ll do kid. That’ll do,” Frank walked into the room, shutting the door behind him. “Action!” he yelled at his crew. A dark-haired, pale faced young woman with gaunt features  lay on a bed in the center of the room, and began to scream as a doctor wearing a surgical mask walked between her legs, and instructed her to “push”. Jerry attentively watched from the hallway as the woman gave birth to a baby girl. The doctor snipped the umbilical cord with one practiced swipe of his gleaming surgical scalpel as the rest of the afterbirth freely flowing from her vagina, as a nurse caught it in a bowl before it landed on the floor. The doctor snipped the umbilical cord with one practiced swipe of his gleaming surgical scalpel. Frank motioned for Jerry to come into the room. 
 
                 With an abundance of energy, Jerry removed his clothing, and stepped between the woman’s legs. With an unexplainable excitement, his penis had become erect, and he forcefully inserted it into the woman’s bloody lubricated center. Jerry began to thrust and vibrate his hips as he heard the baby cry in the background, but seemed undeterred from his actions by the sound, until the doctor placed the child in his line of sight, and held it upside down by the leg. The doctor placed the baby face down onto it’s Mother’s stomach. Jerry, growing concerned, glanced over at Frank.
 
                 “Keep fucking!” Frank instructed, Jerry nodded his head in agreement and did as he was told, continuing to thrust his member deep into the woman’s bloody vagina. The doctor placed the handle of a wooden spoon in the tight anus of the baby, and left it in place.  The baby screamed out in agonizing pain as it’s rectum began to profusely bleed, and it defecated on itself. The doctor laid his finger over into the product of the babies pain, and then placed it into his mouth. His eyes closed as he delighted in the taste of the newborn’s rectal nectar.
 
                 “What are you doing?” Jerry asked. 
 
                 “Such a good girl!” the baby’s Mother said as the nurse placed the bowl of afterbirth to her mouth and began to drink of it’s contents. As she brought the bowl down from her mouth, Jerry noticed that bits of placenta and blood dripped from her lips. He began to gag.
 
                 “Just keep fucking! Don’t you stop now!” Frank said. Jerry closed his eyes, in an attempt to block out the scene that is taking place in front of him. As he began to get lost in his mental fantasy, he heard the baby girl scream again, and was quickly whisked back to reality. He opened his eyes, noticing the doctor had slapped the baby across it’s tiny face, and was placing the scalpel to it’s neck. 
 
                 “No!” Jerry cried out as the doctor sliced the baby’s throat, it’s blood flowing down the Mother’s stomach and onto Jerry’s cock.
 
                 “Cum, Jerry! Cum!” Frank ordered. Jerry, realizing he was there for a job and wouldn’t be paid, closed his eyes once more. He was back in his fantasy. Happy thoughts. Happy thoughts. 
 
                 “Ahh…” Jerry removed his penis and ejaculated onto the woman’s stomach, his semen lying gently on the deceased baby’s face. Jerry fell to the floor in a fetal position and begins to cry. “What have I done?” he asked. 
 
                 “You’ve just created cinema magic, my friend!” Frank said. “Genius! Simply genius!” He looked at the doctor, “Kill the Mother, but fuck her before you discard the body,” he then turned to his assistant and the cameraman, “film it all, and we’ll call that a wrap for the day.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 DAY 2
 
    
 
                 
 
   After the events from the day before, I sat in the bedroom I’d been assigned in the home where we were filming, questioning myself as to why I was even there to begin with. Why had the director Frank asked a horror writer such as myself to come and witness such horrific events. As I sat there in deep thought, my heart still racing from what I’d seen, having never slowed down in the first place, the reality of the situation came to me. He’d mentioned being a fan of my writing. Frank said that the brutality of The SICK Chronicles spoke to him on a level unlike anything he’d ever read before. I often questioned myself when writing my stories as to their real purpose. Were they stories, metaphors for life, or art? Did they have the deeper meaning beyond the violence, sex, and gore than I intended them to, or was I just fooling myself in believing they did? Was I now witnessing a manifestation of the fictional monsters I wrote about in the very real person that was this director? Or was I the real monster for even inspiring such violence in people to begin with? As I sat in this lonely bedroom in the backwoods of Georgia, the lingering smell of old cigarette smoke stinging my nostrils with every breath that I took in, this is what I thought about. Then a knock at the bedroom door brought me out of my deep thoughts, and back into the hell I was now experiencing. 
 
    
 
                 “Are you ready, Nelson?” Frank asked me as he stood at my door. I slowly stood up and put on my best fake smile. 
 
                 “I’m ready,” I said as I began to follow him out of the door and down the hallway. He was filming everything in an old barn that he’d converted into a homemade studio at the back of the property. As we entered it, I looked for any signs of the previous days carnage, but there was none. He apparently employed a great clean up crew, as there was no evidence that anything had ever happened. 
 
                 “Have a seat over there,” He said to me, motioning toward a chair in the corner of the room. The same one I’d sat in the day before. 
 
                 “Frank,” I said.
 
                 “Yeah, what is it?” he asked.
 
                 “What’s  my purpose here?” 
 
                 “You mean you don’t know?” he asked me with obvious confusion at my question. “I want to be the inspiration for your next story,” he said with a smile. Not knowing what to say, I smiled in return, and satisfied, he continued about his duties. Maybe I was a fool in being shocked at his response. Was it really so hard to believe that someone as crazy as himself would read my stories and eventually want to inspire one of their own? Probably not, but it wasn’t something that a simple author like myself should’ve ever have to have faced. Whatever I did, however I responded to what I would continue to witness, I couldn’t show any weakness. I feared that if I did, I wouldn’t be allowed to live to tell this tale. I was now under the impression that Frank wanted to test me. To see if I was true to who he, in his mind, believed that I was. Were the thoughts I’d placed on paper those of a raving mad man, or just those of an author with an overactive imagination? This was his quest. He wanted to see if I was real, and if I wasn’t, I felt he was going to make sure I never wrote another story such as the ones I’d written and sold as The SICK Chronicles, again.
 
                 To my horror, the man that played the role of the doctor from the day before, walked into the room holding a burlap sack in his hands, and in dumping it into the floor, the remains of the baby fell out. Frank quickly turned to see how I’ve responded to what's just happened. I, of course, showed no emotion. Satisfied, he gave further instructions to the man. 
 
                 “Drop your pants and fuck it,” he said. The small skeleton crew got into their respective places, turned on cameras, and made sure the scene was properly lit. The man, who I’ll refer to as the doctor from here on out, dropped his pants, and removed his flaccid member. “Action!” Frank yelled across the room. I wasn’t prepared for this. Of everything I’d written in my stories, from force feeding shit to a priest, super gluing a dick into a man’s ass and then ripping it out, even writing my own unspeakably horrid baby scene in “Innocence Lost”, didn’t prepare me for what I was about to witness.
 
                 The doctor picked the baby up off of the floor and gently brushed it across his penis until he became erect. I wanted to turn away, but again, didn’t want to show any weakness, as Frank was constantly looking to see how I reacted. Placing the babies remains up to his mouth, the doctor placed his tongue into the little ones ass, and began to stroke his dick with his free hand. Stone faced, I watched the scene further unfold as the doctor removed his tongue from the deceased babies anus and proceeded to place his dick into it’s asshole. Slowly, he began to fuck the baby, pressing it’s tiny body against a wall, each thrust pressing tighter on it’s tiny skull. A woman with black hair and wearing nothing but a large strap on dildo, walked up behind the doctor, lubed it up, and forced it up his ass. The doctor placed both of his hands onto the wall as he leaned into her thrust, all while he continually fucked the babies remains. Frank smiled as he whispered instructions into his camera man’s ear. I watched in horror as the woman began to thrust harder into the doctor, and as she did, his own thrust into the baby, pressed it so hard against the wall that it’s tiny skull burst. It’s blood and brain matter began to slowly drip down the wall and the front of his legs. I place my hand over my mouth, but as Frank turns to see how I react, I quickly remove it, and only smile and nod in appreciation of what I’m witnessing. 
 
                  A masked man walked into the scene and handed the woman a large knife in which she placed to the throat of the doctor. As he began to reach climax and come, ejaculating into the babies remains, she sliced his throat from left to right, pulling back on his chin, and nearly beheading him. She licked the blood than ran down his back, pulled her dildo from his ass, and as the doctor’s lifeless body fell to the floor, she turns to the camera, smiles, and takes a bow. 
 
                 “Cut!” Frank yells as he turned to me. “How was that, Nelson?” he asked. 
 
                 “Oh, very nice,” I said as I stood and approached him. “That’s given me a lot of great material for my next story.”
 
                 “Great!” he said. “That’s my goal. After while should be really fun for you then,” he said with a smile.
 
                 “What’s after while?” I asked.
 
                 “A circle jerk unlike any you’ve ever seen,” he said as he patted me on the shoulder and walked away. 
 
    
 
    
 
                 
 
                 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
                 We had lunch, or at least I attempted to have lunch. No one else seemed to have any trouble eating their meal. To them, everything going on seemed to be normal everyday behaviour. Frank expected, from my written material, for it to be normal for me as well. In a sense, I guess it was. I did think about these sorts of things on a regular basis. I had to in order to construct the sorts of characters and stories that I did. However, even though I realized the types of individuals I wrote about really existed in the world, which is the main reason I write them as real and raw as I do, it didn’t change the fact that witnessing it in person was on a completely different level altogether. In my mind, as an author, and even personally, I feel true horror should never have a happy ending. So my stories never do. Very often, life hardly ever does itself. People are evil, and life can be as equally evil and cruel as well. I have always tried to keep things in my tales as true to life and real as I can, and it’s unfortunate that Hollywood, as well as other authors, don’t feel the need to do the same. 
 
                 As I sit and think about these things over my lunch, partly proud of my accomplishments, and the other part now regretful due to the experience I’m having, I watch Frank laugh and carry on as if this is a normal day for him. Perhaps it is. Perhaps he’s the very person I write about. True evil. The question is, do I draw my inspiration from people such as himself, or do they draw it from authors such as me? This haunts me as we finish our meals and I’m led back into the studio out back. Seated in my chair once more, I watched as a group of six men walked into the room. Each were naked, some I recognized from lunch, some I didn’t, and each had a seat in a circle in the middle of the room. The carnage from the earlier morning’s scene still remained, but no one seemed to take notice, or even mind. Frank stripped off his clothes, and joined them, completing a circle of seven.
 
                 I take quick notice that no one is behind the camera, and that the man that normally operated it was also seated in the circle. 
 
                 “Is the camera running?” Frank asked allowed. I saw the man I was referring to nod in response to him that it was. Satisfied, each man gripped the man to his rights penis, and began to furiously stroke it. 
 
                 Things seemed normal at first, well as normal as any seven man circle jerk can seem I guess, until I noticed each had a small hatchet lying in front of them. Only God knows how I didn’t notice this to begin with. Maybe I was distracted by the fact that there was about to be a fucking circle jerk in front of me, I don’t know. Each man picked up the hatchet with his free hand and held it chest high. 
 
                 “As we ejaculate, we offer ourselves to you, in the hopes that you’ll accept us into your kingdom of damnation. Our semen is our offering, our blood spilled in sacrifice to you, our maker. It’s you, Satan, that has blessed us with the gift of child, passion, sex, lust, and death, and it’s in death that we will now serve you!” they said in unison as each man buried his hatchet into chest of the man next to him. Each one ejaculated as the hatchet tore into the chest cavity and blood began to flow into the floor. Frank, and all of the others fell over in death. 
 
                 I stand, “What the fuck just happened?” I said allowed as I began to breathe heavily. I had no idea where I was, having been taken there blindfolded to begin with, and my phone didn’t even fucking work. Believe me, I’d tried it. I sat back down into my chair for a moment trying to gather my thoughts. I may have sat there five minutes, as I finally noticed a woman wearing a mask walk into the room and toward the camera. She removed it from the tripod.
 
                 “You can go now, Nelson,” she said as she walked out of the room. 
 
                 Was that it? What the hell had just happened? I asked no questions, and only gathered my belongings from the room I’d stayed in and began to walk out of the woods. I didn’t know in what direction to go, or where it’d even lead. I just walked. I eventually came across a simple two lane paved road, and walked for at least an hour until a truck pulled up beside me. An older man was driving and asked if I needed a ride.
 
                 “Please,” I said.
 
                 “Get on in, son,” 
 
                 “Where am I?” I asked him as he began to drive. 
 
                 “Where you are isn’t important,” he said as he stared at me directly in the eyes and smiled.  “It’s where you’re heading that matters.”
 
                 As I sat in that old man’s truck, driving in the opposite direction from the carnage I’d just witnessed over those past couple of days, I realized that truer words had never been spoken.
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